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CHAPTER VIIL—(Coatinued.)

i: Thene enough for you ;. but.. there’s no
telling who the grace of God is with, and v.'h'r?
it isu't, in a dying hour. Anyway, I hope his
veverence will eome, 'I w_lll an tor Dr. I?'u'ya]lt,
if you will go 1, Miss Brady, and sit with
widow Blake, who's a duc_c’ul'-, hard-working
eryther us ever ln:uk(_: bread.’ .

& Of course I'll wait, Mr. McGinnis, :mq see
i T cau be of some use, too,” replied Nora,
into the house, and entering a small
Toom which communicated with another by
old-fashioned, narrow door. _’l‘wo or threc wo-
mel Were sitting around, taking snuff, and sug-

going

westine to cach other a thousand infallible
b r) . N T, Y Tl .
;cmcdich‘ for the sick. person’s relief, which in

their own experience had worked mir:l?les.—
Mrs. Blake now bustled in to got the vinegar.
eruet, and In her hurry ahnost stl'mﬂ.;l_ed over
Nora, who said, with a modest air, “ T eame
with Mr. McGinnis, ma’am. [Ig is gone for
the doetor, and T shall be glad if' T exn Lielp
you at all.”’

G Well, T don’t know about help—joor gea-
tleman ! he's dying, T think, T wish to God
we could find his friends,”” said lind-lhearted,
fat Mrs, Blake, in a distracted manner. ¢ But
gome in, honey, and sce what you think,”

Nora followed her with a timid step into the
anadl, dingy room.  Qu_a bed in the corner
the sick man lay; but she could not sec his
face, or even his person, because there were two
or three women grouped arcund him, attracted
by that stranze thseination which tho..:x.ppc:u'-
ance of death always presents to the living. —
The atwosphere of the room was stifling from
the heat of the stove and the number of breaths
in it, and Nora quietly opened the door and
raised the window a little way, then resumed
her scat. A dip eandle burned in a tin candle-
stick, on a table which stood in a recess heside
the chimney, and the flickering shadows it cast

on the wall, with the quick, gusping sobs of the !

unconseivus man, filled Nora’s heart with a
mameless terror; o weakness and  trembling
came over her, and a strong desire, which is
common under such circumstanees, took pos-
session of her, to look on the sufferer’s face.—
She approached the bed and quictly waited
until onc of the wonien moved away, then look-
ed down on the white convulsed features belore
hier.  Was she dreaming?  Was she bereft of
her senses and subjeet to an illusion,; that John
Halloran's name was blended with thelow, sharp
ery that burst {rom her Jips?  She flew across
the robm, snatehed wp the eandlestick and
brought it to the bedside, and, holding it close
w the face of the dying man, seaniied his fea-
tures, and gently lifted the durk, clustering
masses of hair back from his temples and fore-
head, <« Tt is his Dblessed self, thanks be to
(tod 1" she exelaimed, bursting into tears ; it
is my poor muster, Mr. Halloran!”

At that moment McGinnis returned with
Dr, Bryant, who was soon followed by a elergy-
man ; and words eannot paint the amazement
of the whole party when they learned thut the
unconscious man before them wus the noble, the
brave, the beloved John Halloran, whom they
had =il loved without having ever scen, The
physician ordered the room to be cleared, and
requested the clergyman and Thomas MeCrnnis
to ussist him. ~ As to Nora, she knelt quictly
in u corner of the next room, pouring out her
soul to God, and pleading carnestly for the re-
storation of the stricken man, who was one of
that band about whom the tenacious fibers of
her heart's warm love had been clinging for
years.

And she felt that her
would succor him.

She would now claim help from Mr. Mal-
low.

And she thanked God, and felt comforted
that in the publisher who had so kindly assist-
ed her Mr., Halloran had a friend. :

CHAPTER IX. -

#0Oh, blessed be that warning, my child, thy sleep
adorning, ]

TFor I know that the angels ure whispering to

thee; '
Aund while t,hey are keeping bright walch o'er thy
sleeping, ’

Oh, pray to them awectly, my baby, with me,
And say thou wouldst rather they'd watch o'er thy

father

For I know that the angels are whispering to

thee.”

The rich autumnal plorics, the -burnished
shadows of golden sunlight, were over. The
thrush had sung her lust song on the moss-
covered turrets of the ruined abby of Fada-
Brue, and u wild, cold wind had swept down
from the Galties, like on “ army with banners,”
and torn away the few -withered leaves which
had been left clinging, like human hopes to
carthly promises, to the barc and gnarled
branches overhead. Tor two months no letter
had come from Nora Brady, and, heart-sick
with anxiety, Mrs. Halloran had almost ceased
hoping to hear from Ler husband., Innumer-
able fears nssailed her, and- her immagination
was filled with anticipations of somo terrible

Father in Heaven

disaster having befullen him;—of loneliness,
illness, and perhaps death, in the land of the
stranger. It is true that the roads had been
almost impassible for wecks, and there wus no
way of sending to Buttevant unless Dennis
Byrne walked therc; and that was impossible
on account of the frequent storms, the swollen
streams, and the piled-up snow-drifts.  Many
of her old friends and neighhors around Glen.
darift, Protestants and  Catholics, had made &
day's journey to sce her during the fine au-
tumnzl weather, and had cheered her sone-
what by their hearty sympathy and the on-dirs
of amusing or Interesting news which they im
parted, They all knew Mary Ialloran’s
poverty; but, not daring to offer peenniary us-
sistance, which they were well assured her
pride would reject, their generous Celtic henrts
sucrvested many miodes of widing withous oft
fending her sensitive delicacy; md many a
hamper of gume, wine and delicacies of varirus
kinds, found their way myvsteriously into her
tarder, whick caused Dennis the full exercise
of his ingenuity and imugination tn aecousnt
for, by telling her plansible tales of wonderful
purchazes when e went to Buttevant with but-
ter und eges; and it was edifving to observe
his patience when she gently reproved him for
his extravagance. .

“ You know, Dennis, that we are poor, quite
poor, now, and we must live according to our
means,” sald Mrs, alloran, on one ocension,
“Tt is no disgrace to be poor, sinee our Lord
Iimselt chose n life of poverty while Tle was
on earth ; but it is disgraceful to go beyonil
your means and get others into difficulties tn
support our pride.”

“ Bad seran, then, ma'am, to the diffienltics
'll ever briug anybody into by wmy extrava-
aanee,  Lt's all ped for, sure; and it would be
a mortal shame for a lady barn and raised like
yourselt to sufter for delicacies and the like,
that you've been used to {rom youwr eradle.—
My things fetch n great price at Buttevant aud
other pluces.  Faith! and there’s uo butter
sells like the Brae butter, after all”

“ Thank you kindly, Demis, for thinking of
me; but we can do with less and wore comn-
waon foed. Do not purchase any more gime or
wine; we have enough to Jast a year already.”
P she said, with o hall’ smile on her sad counten-
ance.

¢ 3he’l) have to know it afvre long,™ said
poor Dennis, as Mrs, Halloran  went away,
while 2 puzzled expression settled on his ¢coun-
tenance. < The blight is on the potitoes:
they're rotted black in the ground everywhere,
and TUve been buying everything, until there’s

the old MacCarthy More silver and jewels, the
fow that's lefe, why, agra! it’s not to be done
at all; for, as sure as God rules, they'll come
to their rights again.”  And between him and
Ellen there was s much state kept up around
the wreek of My Thtloran’s fullen fortunes ax
if she had been a eaptive queen. She was
tended with o watchfuluess and eare, and all
her wishes anticipated with a fidelity, whicl
can find no purallel under the sun, ot of fre
fand,  Dennis generally eireulated around the
table ut meal-time with an antique silver salver
in his hand, and Kllen was as serupulous about
the courses at dinner as if there had been a
banquet, instead of the too frequently poor
meal of bread. cheese, and tea.  The ehildren
were daily drilled into the importance of using
their silver forks and table-napkins properly.
and were in a fair way to believe that it wus o
much better thing to be poor gentry than rich
pareenwes,  They were never allowed to do
anything for themselves when cither of their
faithful guardians was present. :

“It's not beeoming sir, or mis” Dennis
would say, “{or one of the old stock like your-
scif to be letting yourself down to do such a
thing when there’s servants to the fore. Ye
come of the ald princes of Munster, and it's no
use to try and make yoursels like common peo-
ple; because it ain’t in human nature to do it.
You might as well attempt to wash Mujor
(O’Qrady’s nagur coachman white in the Suire.
What God mude us we is, und not all devil in-
formers, with the English to help, can unmale
it."”

¢ And it's a true word ye've spoken, Denny,”
Ellen would chime in; “and it's just as hard
to make a silk purse out of a pig’s car, as it is
to make real gentry out of them that hasa't
got the ould dhrop in their blood.”

And through those sad, dim days when
desolate winter lay around them, and the vacant
places in the household made, a winter within,
the star of lope waxed dimmer in Mary Hal-
lornn’s heart, and her steps grew fecble and
slow, while smiles beeame strangers to the face
which had ‘once seemed to be ereated for them.
The children, with their games and pictures,
n peb rabbit, and a white dove which a lady had
brought to little Gracie, were quite happy.—
The heaven abiding in the breasts of little chil-
dren, makes al] places alike to thew, if they
have those with them whom they love. An-
cestral homes, magnificent furniture, and the
appliances of wealth are but small things to
these little ones whom Jesus loved; they value
them a8 lightly and wear the insignia of wealth
as loosely 8s should Christians of an older
growth, who are directed to little ohildren as

N

but little of my own lett ; and as to sclling off

to their best example.  The bright free uir,
the blue sky, the glory of sunlight, the sonz of
birds, the fragrance of flowerr, cnter largely
into the world of a child’s happiness: and
these Mary Halloran's children had in precious
abundunce at Fada-Brae,  Ere the winter set
in, they hal lived cut on the bruieside in the
fresh air and saushine, gazing down into the
beautiful glen helow them, or beyond at the
willd chain of mountting that inelosed the val-
ley, and in their glee wishing for wings to fiy
whithersoever they pleased. Desmond bronghi |
into the closed-up dwelling the free glad spirit
that hud made the hill-sides re echo with his
glee, md, like o winter flower, eheered the
silent ones around him,  But Gracle was
draoping,  She was wasting.  The rosetint
faded from her cheeks and she often compluin-
ed of fecling tived ; hut that was all: there
was no fever or pain; and Mrs, Halloran hoped
that it wax only the in<loor conlinement whieh
affected her.  One morning Desmond and her-
self had been playing tozether, when she sud-
denly beewne silent, and sat down in her little
chair, :ed, folding her heautiful hands togre- |
ther, beeame motionless and  abstracted. Tt
wus her way  whenever o new idea ov thought
was suzzested  to her whieh she could not ex- |
actly sobve.  [Ter mnther observed her—tor, |

aneasy concerning her, she watehed  every
movement,—bhut did vot speak: she only won- |
dered whkt puzaled the = little lndy,” for she
well knew that she would come presently witn |
e difficulties to her,  While she sat thus. |
with her blue eyes cast down in reverie, her |
dove flow down and nestled in her arms. She
kissed the gentle ereature’s head, and stoothed
the saowy wines with ber hauds, which were
scarcely less white, and said,—

< Birdie, wheve do the flowers coto when
winter comes 2 Tell me, Birdie.  But. «h
me! what o pity you eaunot talk, beautiful
white Birdic ! I shall have to ask iy monme.”

“ What is it, lictle daughter?” said Mrs,
Halloran:

& Mamma, caa you tcll me where the fowers
hide themselves when the frostind snow come?
They don't die, for they come buick in the very
sine plices, In the spring, that they were De-
tore : so they must ereep away and hide—the

cunning little things!—in the earth.”  And
she lzughed at hier own coneeit,
“ No; only the leaves dic, dear one.  The

root, which holds the true life of the flower,
remains in the earth; and when the warm san-
shine and the soft spring rains come, it opens
its hosom and seuds torth the leaf and the
Hower again,” said Mrs, alloran, caressing
the beautiful head which Janed on lier hosoun,

S Al mamme, would the flowvers eome out
if the roots were not buried in the carth? Tt
=cerus eruel to leave the poor rovts out in the
Trozen carth all the winter”

“They wust be buried in the earth to bring
forth flowers,” said Mrs, Thaloran, '

 Is that the reason,” she wsked, suddenly,
“they lald Mary Flynn's lirtle ¢hild in the
churehvard, muwma ?”

< Little children who are laid in the earth,
Gracie durling, are like the voots: only their
souls, which is the flower, bloow in heaven,—
They could not see God  without pussing
through death and the grave,  Heaven is their
spring and eternal sununer; God is their sun-
shine; and the carth holds their bodies until
the great day comes for all the would to be
judged: then, little durling, those dear innocent
ones who sleep in the dust shall urise, filled
with new life and brightuess, never to know
death again,”

“And will they have wings like Birdic,
minnme 77

Y os,—soft, white wings, like Birdie,”

"« T wish I might be planted in the eurth,
mamma,—that 1T might awake in heaven—
that T might have wings like my dear dove.”

“ My child 17

“ Mamma, I would ask my heavenly Rather
to let me fly back again and watch around my
dear, dear papa, who is so far away, Oh, I
know I shall never, never see him aguin 1" she
said, while she threw horsclf on her mother’s
breast, weeping.

* Oh, yes: we shall surely sce him again.—
You must not think so; for it would grieve
him, because you arc the dearest little birdie
of his heart; so come, let us sing something he
used to love,” said Mrs. Huiloran, with a feel-
ing of indefinite dread in her heart as she un-
covered her harp and - ran her fingers over the
strings. The child leaned against her, and the
entrancing music lared her away from her
strange mood, and, lifting up her sweet, tiny
voice, she sang smilingly the strains that used to
ring through the happy home at Glendariff.—
But the next day the <little lady” drooped,
and often, leaning aguinst her mother, com-
plained of being very sired: then day by duy
the bloom faded out of her cheeks, and her
feotsteps became faltering and uncertain, and
at last she reclined on the lounge near the fire
all the time, or sat in her little cushioned chair
beside her mother, silently caressing her white
dove or whispering to her doli. Ome morning
Mrs. Halloran observed her. leaning back on
the lounge very pale. Alsrmed, she caught
her up to her bosom, and, folding her arms
about ber, aaid,— T

A

LH.'dlor.-m, wildly,

Ligadn to-morrow.

“What ails my darling?  Tell me what
Tarts you,”

“Only my head, —a littlo;
tired,” she suid, faintly.

“Only her head!  Oh, Tleaven ! weud Mrs.
* bennis | Kllen! Des-
mond ! come, some of you, instantly.”

Dennis happened to he in the dinisg-room at
the moment, zud ran in,

“Cracie ix very il Dennis; T foar the c¢hild
ts very ill: end T must have a physician im-
wediately,” said Mrs, 1labloran,

and T feel so

ST go vight off at once, ina’am, for Dr.
Wurd,  1t's but a step from Lere to his house
and if'he's not there, Tl go over for Father
Fianlon, who ix ax zood o doctor ws any in the
country. There’s nothine like the sogyporth,
after all. for the stek.” exelaimed  Denals, liue-

P rying away on his errand, heedless of the three

wilex of broken and unfreguented roud between
Fada-Brae and De. Ward's place. 1o snow-
drifts and the steep slippery paths were uothing
to that warm and generous heart: he had
loved the ehild from her habyhaod, and was
rearcely less distressed than the mother at the
dva of her being in danger,

The doctor cnme townrd eveninge; he ex-
amined the ehild's pulse, and looked at her
torgue; he talked cheeringly  and in pleasant
tones to her; but she  was Enguid and silent,
nuking no complaint,  except that her - head
Lurt her little,—not mueh.”

< fenr”” sald the mediea) man, sthat a
slow fever is eoming on; but in this warly
stwra there are muny efficacinus remadies for it.
There's not much the matter now, but [ will
Jeave some medicine, Mres, Halloran, and eall
We'll have you well, pretty
one, by the time the cuckoo siuz”  (racie
swiled one of” her quiet smiles, and hekd out
her beautiful hand when the dactor said good-
bye.

Now, fully aroused to @ sense of the child's
dangrer, and her maternal ostinets ever on the
wateh tor the slightest change, ather sorrows
ware furgotten.  The doctor eame neain and
again g he changed the medicines, he alternated
the nourishment; but she faded il drooped,
she wasted and grew paler every diy. With
her mother's and in hers, she would Iie quiet
tor hours together.  Sowetimes she would start
with a happy smile from her fittul stumbers,
saying, 1 thought pipa was e, <]
thought I had wingslike Birdie'> 7 Desmond,
anxious imd sarrowful, erept in !t out, and
spoke in Jow, whispered tones, when L hrought
frer toys and pietures, hoping o intere: . her as
of old; and if' he could win a stnzle swiis from
her he was quite consoled and Lappy.  llen
would sit down and  tell her, over sl over
it the fuiry-tales she used to hear with such
delight, and saw in the kindling cyes and
fluslied checks of “her haby,” s she used to
call her, o bright promise of her wrowing het-
ter.  Bat Demnis could find no ennfort.—
Twenty times a day would he ereep in and

Took at her, then go out with nolxeless steps,

and say, < Tnagh ! osure she's fudin® like asnow-
drop.  Ochone! but it'll be the heaviest news
of all to Misther Iallorn!  Glory to God!
but surely our - little lady’ will be the fuirest
angel of them all.”

Father Hanlon came frequently to visit and
comlort Mys, Halloran; he spoke words of
consolation and sympathy to her; but in his
heart hie rejoiced thut another soul wus about
to be housed {rom life’s tempests and evils, thac
another one of the cleet was ubout to pass away
into cternad possessions; for surely of the pre-
destined arc little children who dic in their in-
nocence,

Mrs. Halloran never left her side for an in-
stant: day and night she watched her, slum-
bering sometimes during the broken slecp of
Gracie, but starting up at the slightest move-
ment, Her restless hands were ever busied
wbout her, chunging her position, simoothing
her pillow, with a thousand other numeless lit-
tle carcs which maternul love suggested. She
could not hear that any other ouc should nurae
her, ko jealous was she of every wmoment that
she lingercd. But amidst it ull there was an
unacknowledged hope that her ceaseless care
and tender nursing would bring her through ;
for the doctor slill sssured her there was not
much the matter.

“Open the window, mamma, by my bed,”
she asked, one evesing.

The window was opened, and in flowed a
gold and crimson - flood of sunset. The sky,
like a ““sea of fire,” glowed behind tho ragged
and wild cliffs of the Galties, and above, in the
blue, silent depths, a few splendid cloud-spots
floated.  The child looked out long and
thoughtfully; then, turning her full, beautiful
cyes on her mother's face, she said,— o

“When I die, and go away up there, and
have wings like Birdic's; can I see you every
day through these windows ?"’ -

“Diel Oh, my child, why talk of dying ?
Do you wish to die ?”’ .

“Yes, ma'am.”

¢ And not afraid, my own ?

“No, ma’am,—not afraid.” ‘

Then, as if an angel had whispered it, Mary
Halloran knew that her child was surely

passing away from her; and, leaning her head |
down on the pillow, she wept in silence, She

-

already felt the glow from the fiery fwnace
into which her bereaved heart was to he cast;
she already tasted the bitterncss of the cup she
was to drink. '

. The next day she sai watehing and weepiny,
The child Tay seill, but breathine quick and
low. A foutstep sounded on the threshold.—
She started, looked up, aud her kinsman, Den-
ald More, stoold beture hor,—the destroyer of
her peace, the spoiler of her Lone.

T could not find the servants: so you must
pandon me, Uonsin Mary, for announcing ny-
.\'(}l(' so uncervioniowsly,” Lo sddd, with an eisy
v,

“ Why come vou bere at all 7 said M,
Halloran, vising, and standing hetween the siek
child snd the unwelcowe intruder.

=T came to ingidve wfter my kinswoman's
health,” he said, wish an aiv of eftvontery, 1
hepe T find yon well,” ’

¢ Insalens I she memured, while the blond,
receding from her faee, Loft i very white; but
she thought of the dying ehild, wnd the storm
was calined.

“This is no place for you, Donald More,”
she said, ealmly. 1 pray you go away. Your
heing here disturbs me.” .

“ L sorey to hear that. Mary, T eame
with far other intentions, [ wish to be your
Friend and your childran’s friend.”

“Iriend 1" she said, with hitwer ceorn de-
picted in every feature. ~ You do not under-
stand the meaning of the word, We do not
uceld your friendship, even i’ you did; nor
could T aceept it for wyselt” or them.  All T
sk s that you go away,”

“ L eame on an creand which deserves a bet-
ter reception, Mary. 1 know you despise me
and vegard we as the encmy of your house-
hold ; but [ enly did my duty, amd wovernment
chose to reward me with a gt of the  Glen-
dariff estate, 1 had reasons for not refusing.
Tt is far better for it to be in my po-session
than in a stranger’s; and now 1 promise, be-
fore God, that. on certain conditions, it <hall
return te your branch ol the tamily aeain,”

S Aund what may be those eonditions 2 But
speak soltly : ay child ix ill.”

“Well, listen. T have made up my mind
uever to murry—wWnyY, wied helle rousine knows;
and T have come 1o the determination, with
your comsent, to udopt  Desinond, provided T
can prevail on him to give up the superstitions
and follies of the Romish Church and adopt
the Protestmt Creed.”

Donald More had lost all caste, Protestants
spoke ealdly to iw, s evaided him; the
Catholic gentry absolutely eut him with erery
mark of contempt; while the lower classes re-
garded Lim with distrust and hateed : for all
alike in Treland detest the informer; and for
the sake of recovering o position he had fallen
on this plan, knowing well that mm act of Jjus-
tice to John alloran's faily would be “the
best recommendation he could offer,  He was
so full of it, and #n sanguine of sueeess, thas he
was searcely prepared for what followed.

“You have said your say, Donald More;
now listen to mine,” said Mrs, Halloran, while
her fragile form dilated with indiznation.—
¢ Child of wine shall never be your heir—
There lies one, dying. Rather would T con-
sign thew both to the grave than accede to
your buse proposal. Let them be beggared,
my (rod! or return to Thee, it Thou willest it ;
but through all preserve to them the gift of
Faith, No, Mr. More: it is owt of your
power to serve me or mine.”

“ You will think better of it, Mary !

“ T am defenseless, siv. I refuse” your pro-
posal decidedly. I have told you that your
presence is puinful and unweleome. Shall I
have to tell you more emplutically that you are
an intruder 2 she replicd.

“ Don’t trouble yourself, Mary. It is the
wuy of women to get into the heroies. I shall
go away presently, but will return in a few
weceks to know tle result of your considerations
on the subject. One thing you cannot refuse
me: I wust kiss that child,  She is one of the
few things I have ever loved, Mary,—little,
dainty lady,” e said, while the pearest ap-
proach to tenderncss he had in his nature
gathered on his features, , .

“ Do not touch her, I beseech you, sir,” said
Mrs. Halloran, leaning over the child. ¢Do
ﬂot touch her.  You might awaken and terrify

er.

But the whispering had awakened her: she
looked around with a bright, cager cxpression,
then lifted her eyes to her mother's, saying,
“I thought he was here,”

“ Who, darling ?" :

"My papa! Cousin Dorald, how do you
do?” she said, reaching out her dainty and
beautiful little hand. « Bring my papa back,
Cousin Donald, and take my.mamma to Glen-
dariff,” :

« Why, Gracie, little lady, what ails you 7’ ~

“ Nothing much ; only I am so tired waiting
for papa to come, it makes my head hurt mo..
I'm afraid I shall go away before he comes, for -
you know I'm going far, fariway; but'de you
find him, Cousin Donald, wnd bring him, to."
mamma and Desmond.” : S

%I try, @raoie; but make haste and 'be '

well,”? he-whispered‘, }dghing qyer‘her, ‘% When*®




