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CUAPTER 1L—(Continned.)

Sitting a little Dack {rom the nt-h:s.rs. e had
heen watchine Nowa as she came in and out,’
making eyes st her, and grimacing, which
liberties she vesented by lovks of ineffable scorn
on hor bandsoue  face; and, finally. as she at-
tewpted to reach neross to put the terurn in
its place, he suddenly pinched her cheek.

“ Puh 17 seveamed Nora, and the next iu-
stant the tea-urn, with its boiling contents, was
toppled over him. He sprang up with a fear-
ful oath.  Mrs. Hallorun shricked, and her
hushand, who, in a mirror opposite, had wateh-
¢d the whole affair, could scarcely control his
features or restrain his luughter,

“ Nora—why, Nova,” he satd, as she eaid® i
with a cluth to wipe up the floor, *that was
extremely awkward.”

« T know it was, sir, and i a vile bug hadu't
stmue me on the eheek, 1t wouldn't have hap-
pued at all. I wish St. Patreick  himsell was
here to drive all such venomous ereatures mway
from Glendarifl, anyways. Did it hurt you,
siv?? she asked, innogently, turning to Donald
More, who, half-frantic with pain, had thrown
Iimselt on the sota, where he lay groming
vociferiously.  1lis veply was full of profinity
and fury. Nova shrugged her shoulders, and
turned away to conceal the smile that ditted
over her fuce.

“ @o, Nora, quickly, znd tell Mrs. Slea to
prepare the south chamber Yor My, More; tell
her he is Dadly sealded.  Go. have it done as
soan as possible,” said Mrs. Halloran nervously.

¢ aun sorry thisnecident happened, Donald,”
suid Jolm Halloran,

¢« Accident! T wm parboiled. My shoulder
—my armu—my thigh!  Good God, Halloran!
T wm almoss murdered ! he sercamed.

“You will feel better soon. Keep quiet,
Mrs, Shea has an  invaluable remedy for
burns R

< Do try, John, to zet him up to the south
room at once, that something may be doze,”
said Mrs. Halloran, really sorry for hinm.

“Yes—yes—let me get there. I shall go
mad i this continues five winutes longer.
Telp me up, Halloran.® There—Diudlz! 1
ean’t walk.” But, with the assistance of a
stick, and Mr. Hullovan'8 arm, he suceceded in
climbing the stairs, where, in a little while, :
remedy was applied, whieh relieved his pains
considerably, and a composing draught admin-
istered, under the influence of which bis ivri-
tated nerves were romewhat soothed, Mrs
Shea, sheriug in the distike with which all re.
earded him, darkened the room, snd made her
escape s soon ax she thought he was asleep.
But he heard her go out, und, finding limscl(
alone, gave vent to the revengeful feelings of
hiy dark Licart tv low, bitter words. ¢ It shall
falt on them all.” he said,—* adf. T have not
dowged John Halloran's steps, day and night,

invain, e robbed me of my first love—the
love of my boyhood. Ske vobbed me of the
siadl inhieritance, which should be wmine, by
hee nconstaney ;. and now  this vixen—this
vicago—beciuse T touched her duinty cheek,
maims me for life.  But vengeance is near at
hand,”  And he fell asleep, to dream of the
ruin he would work.

Tt was past midnight, and a decp hush was
aver Glendariff.  All heneath the old roof
slept soundly, except John Halloran, e sat
watching beside 1 lone coueh, on which re-
clined his wife.  She had refused to retire. A
strange, sad presentiment urged her to watch
through that night, lest, if she fell asleep,
when she awoke she should find him gone; but
at last he prevailed on her to lie down and
rest, and, folding her hand in his, sat talking
low, pleasant words to her, until, quite ex-
hausted with the emotions of the day, a deep
shuuber stole over her,  And now she lay so
il and motionless that it looked like ‘duath,
—strangely beautilul and solemn. He dashed
heavy tears from his cyes as he leaned over
her, and lis heart almost failed him. e
thought, perchunce, he wight never look on
her faee agnin,  Alas! long years would roll
by ere he would sce that sweet face again, ex-
cept in visions of the night. A pang wrang
his heart, and his fuce grew deadly white. He
stooped and kissed her, then took up the small
scissors from the work-table and cut ouc of the
long fair cwrls which lay on her check, amd
placed it carefully and tenderly in his pocket-
book ; kissed her once more, and, with a noisc-
lesy step, left the room to seck his children,
O, little pebbles of the brook of life and love!
how sure and unerring is the aim with which,
ab moments like this, ye are slung into the
forchead of piant nature, bringing him pros-
trate to a level with your own littleness!
How the blow sinks down into his heart, mak-
ing it heavier,than the tether millstone, and
as bitter as the waters of Marah! John Hal
loran counld but weep now; therc was no help
forit, Fis tors and kisses foll together on
theic heads, He lifted their soft, dimpled
hauds te his bearded cheeks, and pressed long,
loving kisses on their rosy lips. But it must
end, . One lingering look and fond caress, and

he tore himself from them. Perhaps some-
thing whispered that he should never see them
thus again; that one of that twain would flit
heavenwurd, and leave only the vision oi a
shrined angel in his memory.

And now he is out on the lawn. The {full
orbed moon sheds wn unspeakuble splendor
upon the seene, silvering over the antique
gables and quaint chimney-stacks of the old
house, and throwing tremulous shadews
through the folinge on the deep set windows,
When should he sce it again ?

CHAPTER III.

¢ What? Thundering to be heard, Old Land ?

Ho! bravely and boldly done;

Now! where are thy clildren gone ?

Ay, there, support her, she's weak ;

See, sve how her cold Himbs shake,

Let her lean on that resten brand!

They have treated thee il old dame,

And thou Dlushest with mge and shame !

Thou'rt astiv—a fearful token

That the oerstrung bow is broken.”

A gleam of sunshine, that flickered through
the deuse folivge which shudowed the window,
fell warm and golden over Mary Halloran’s
fuce, aud awoke her trom her deep: but uncasy
slambers,  Surprised to find that she had
passed the night on her couch instead of the
bed, she could not, at first, remember how it
was,  She passed her hund over her forchend,
then glaneed avound the room with & wild and
frichtened look; wnd, when she found it
empty, she flew toward the bed and tore back
the curtains,  But she saw that it had heen
untouched, and a low ery of anguish escaped
her lips.  She tottered toward the Dbellrope
and pulled it, then fell heavily ou the couch
from which she had risen. her face as white as
the cambric pillows on which she leaned.

“ Did you ring, ma’am?"™ said Nora, coming
in.

“ Where is My. Halloran, Nora ?”’ she asked,
as calmly as she could.

« It's altogether wncertain, ma'wm, if he is
not here.  Troth and I thought he was snug
in his bed yet,” replied Nora, endeavoring to
conceu] her own anxiety,

# My husband is not here, Nora: he's gone.
Sowething dreadful has happened. I know
and feel it. T bave felt it on me these muny
days,” she said, foiding her long white hands
together, and rocking herself to and fin, while
a torrent of tears rolled over her cheeks,

“ Why, surcly, now, it's nothing onusual for

a gintleman to be out airly at this season of

the year. I've Iurd him say, God save him,
that he'd rayther be out when the dew s on
the furn-leaves and the birds whistling through
the moraing air, than to sce the gramdest show
in the kingdom, He'll be in presently. and
have to wait for his hreakfust, it T don’t be
stirving,”

“ Nora, is Mr. Hallotan’s horse in the
stable 7 she asked.

“ And how should he be, surcly, and Mister
Ialloran out on the hill-side, or foreninst there
at Holy Cross, on his hack?" replied Nora,
cheeringly.

“There 1 one thing will settle all this
doubt. I dread the worst; and yet—wy {iod !
—it is neecessary for me to kuow it. It they
should be gone, how cun I bear it?  Help me,
O my Futher! thou whose cars are never
closed to the plaint of thy suflering ones; cn-
dow me with strength and fortitude to bear
the storms which ure gathering about my
head. '

¢ Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy retuge fly,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest's wrath is nigh’”

And even then, while her troubled sonl pour-
ed out its ery for aid, she felt calmer and
stronger,  An almighty arm was about her,
would bear her up as the bitter floods rolled by
now; and mthe sorrowful days that were to
come, He would be her soluce and defense.

She went to an old oak cubinet, and, turning
the key, opened the door.  Omne glance sufficed
to show her that the shelves werc cmpty.—
“Yes, they are gone,” she marmured; © gone.”

« And what is 16, Weire Bhan asthore,” suid
Nora, who had eome close to her and placed
her strong arm tenderly and earessingly around
her slender, drooping form,—¢ what is it that's
goue, my jewel 27 )

¢ Allgone! Sword, spurs, the green wni-
form, epaulets, chapenu, ind all.  Gone with
my daling to the wild hills of Tipperary,
where the ¢3ze] hunters will snare and cage
him, — my cagle-heart, whose worst fanlt is
that it would be to near the sun. Qb o I”

«And what is this, suillish machrec?”
stooping down to pick up a small twisted note
which had fallen unperceived when the door
was opened,  « It looks like his own writing,
surely.”

« It is—it is 1"’ eried Mrs, ITalloran, running
her eye rapidly over its contents. The blood
mounted to her pale checks, and something
like exultation lit up her features, but faded
rapidly, and she leaned on Nora's faithful
boson cold and shivering. ¢ Let me lie down,
Nora dear, and rcad it tome, T eanuot sce
very clemly., Perhaps I did not read it right,”
she said, fecbly. :

¢« Sweet wife” (Nora read), “I have cour-
age to die for my country, but not cnough to

Lcont sngers, and their bleck-coat: parsons, and

i Suire might be scen rippling on towurds the

bear your tears and & mutual {fwewell,  Bue
cheer up.  Qur separation will be skort.—
When we meet agein, the old Sunburst will
wave its fulds of green and  gold over Treland.
—the beaeon of her freedom.  She will lift up
her bowed head and be a uation ounce move,
and our childven will be no longer helots, hut
freemen,  Adicn, sweet wife.  Kiss the dear!
oncs, and tell Nora T recommend ye all to her
loving care.”

< And w0 she will lif up her head, alanns,™
eried Nora, in - a transport, ©if he's to he the
leader, and had « few like hisself to help. It
will he done; and the Bnglish, with their ved |

their sneaking tithe-wen, drivers, and ihe devil
knows what besides, will bhe hunted off our
Trish aeres in o« jiffy, and lave our heautiiul
country to safnfiene, the vight owners, by
troth.”

“ Norva ! said M. Hudloran,

H10aith, matam, and T can see nothiug to be
erying afthoer, at ol TU T only kuowed where
to go and how to eo, I'd be oft on the wildust |
Kerry oolt T eould fudd to help, only in respect |
to yoursell, suillish wmachree, 1 conldn't lave |
you unprotected.  But there is ene shnll 2o in
wy place, please (fod, and that’s Dennis Byroe;
and it he's kile, it be the best thing could
happen in such a causo,  May God and the
Blessed Virom help the right.”

“ Awmen I sald Mrs, Hadloran, in o low, fer-
vent tone; *we are in our Father's hands,—
We are under the protection of our blessed und
dear Lady.  We mey sulier,—oh, yes, that
we must expect,—but. in the end, peaee and
rest must come,  Go down, dear Nora; and
the mowment wnything happens, let me know

“Yex," said Nora, pausing in the old oak-
panelled pussage to sheke her fist towards a
closed door; and if you hadn’t got what you
did in gond time, you'd he on his track, cross-
bred mule that you arve; but, thanks to the
scalding tay that lathered your shins, itll be
soiue time before you can do any mischicl.
blaek informer that you are.”  Then, as it rc-
lieved, she walked quictly and swiftly down to
the kitehen to begin her usual day’s lahor, —a
laber which her cheerful and faithful heart and
indnstrious hands made so light that she not
unfrequently had more time to herself than any
other domestic at Glenduriff,

“ No event of fmportunce oceurred that day.
If a stranger had been passing through the
country, he would have linzered on the roud to
guze down on the tranquil bewuty of Glendarift,
and thought it must be the abode ol happiivess
and contentment.  Fle would have known that
plenty teemed from those rolling linds, covered
with a verdure and luxuriznce of vegetation
which indieated the fortiligy of the soil, and
those sunny slopes, rich in witving grain, which,
as the wind-tide ebbed and Howed over it,
swayed imd undulated with @ wotian as grace-
ful and harmonious as the ocean-billow when
uo storm is on it.  In the distance, through a
natural vista, his eye would have fallen on the
gray ruins of' Ioly Cross, their desolute grand-
cur and beautiful deeny gilded by the sun-
beam, while here and thete. through the moss-
grown arches, the hrightbiue waters of the

sea, uttering the same mysterious numbers that
it sang of old, like Time, hymuing the wrongs,
the cvils, and the sins of men as it rolls on
solemnly toward eternity. And then he would
have turned away from the view of Glendariff
—beautiful in its antique style and pictures-
que site—from its abundance, from its pro-
ductive fickds—to go past the abodes of poverty,
which the natural and rich resources of the
Land had no blessings for, and sce men and wo-
men worn down with ineffectual labor, howed
and gloomy on the inadequate returns it wonld
afford them, or characterized by a levity and
reeklessness which, with the livery of wunt
that they wore, preached bitter homilies by its
mockery.

As evening wore on, Mrs. Haulloran’s anxie-
ties increased, She could think of but one
thing, und that wus the approaching desperate
strugzle.  The very indefinite knowledge she
possessed heightened and augmented her ter-
ror.  When 7 where? what? were the ques.
tions that haunted her. The children shrunk
back, rendered timid by her silence and pale-
ness, and Mrs, Shea retived smgry and voluble
from her becnuse she did not open ler lips
when she went in to rveport to her concerning
the health of Donald More.

“An' it'sin purgatory I've got before my
time," she complained to Nora, “swith that
screeching, swearing pazan up stairs, that was
so crazy to get out this morning that he swears
4 big ozth, and gives 2 lape, when down he
comes flat to the floor, laving me the immortal
lionor, sure, of picking him up; an’ troth if lic
does it agen, honcy, I'll got the pitchfork to
toss him in. It was all through your bad do-
ings,” Nora- Brady, and you ought to nurse
him,” :

¢ Thank you, dear Mistress Shea; I don’t
look up to any such grandeur as to nurse such
a great gentleman 28 Donald Dha,” said Nora,
laughing; as Mrs, Shea flounced out with bowl
of chocolute for the invalid. .

That night Nora -snt silent and sad by the
ficeside, her fingers busy shifting' from one

needle to the other the stitches of a stouking,
ner eyes fixed thoughtfully on the glowing turf,
ber lips silent. No sound was heaxsl but the
chirping ot w erieket in somg warm corner —
Ere long the silence wos broken by the ccho of
heavy, slow footsteps.  She thought it might
he Demis Byrne, and tripped out on the lawn
to meet him; but it was Father 3-Uarthy,

“Gol save us, your reverence,” she said,
knecling for his blesving. whiel he wave,

S And Dow s Mes, Halloran, my ¢hitd?” be
arked. '

“Xhe's poorly enough, sir”

“And Ae, Halloran,—whers ix ho 77

“Wedo not kuow exactly, futher; he left
Lome in the night. and its much comfort she
uceds, poor thing.”

v Heaven help the poor ehild ! said the
priest, in a4 compassionat? tone. - Wlere is
she, Norg 2

“8he's in the voumy, siv, e, alloran's
books mnd things is in, where he vsed to read
ad write, your revercnee,  Shall T oo and tell
wer?”

“No uo; it i et neeessary,” he replicd,
huvrying in with a hieavy heart, for Mary Hal-
loran was the child of his only sistur, und he
loved her well,

Nora could ot sit still or vest ; o, throwing
the stacking aside, she walked with a quick
pace down 1o the lodge, onee mhabited by «
porter who kept the gate. But it was dis-
mantled and almost ruined now, with its low
stone wells covered with ivy and eveepers, and
which Jolw Thallormie had allowed to stand,
becuuse it was o pieturesque feature at Glen-
dariff.  She went to the broken caxcment which
looked out on the road, and, lenning her arms
on the low «ill, stood watchineg for the black-
swith of Kildare, She lad not waited long
hefore he came,

“Nora asthore,” he said, starting ut the
sound of her voice, “is it waiting for me that
you are kere?  It's no safe place for one like
you, dear.™ P

“And why isn't it o safe place, Dennis
Byrne?”

¢ Because the times is had.”

“ What 1s the matter with the times, sure?
Tt sces to me the times is good enough; and
if men was as good as the times, we shouldn't
have Knglish sogers poking their noses into
everybody's business, and kith wnd kin hound-
ing cncli other, selling  their own flesh wnd
blood like nacur sluves,”

# Whist, Nora dear! it izn't safe fo talk
out.” he rephed, looking furtively about lins,
and spraking in & whisper, - Ts Mr, {ludloran
up youder 2™

“ No; and that's what T wanted to spake tn
you whout.  Have you heard any news to-day ?
—but come in; it'll be safe altogether there,”
she =aid.

“ May-be not,” he replied; ¢ may-he unt,
There's sogers  lurking  about  Glendariff—
They're watching for Mister Tlalloran.”

“ They'll have their  watching for  their
trouble, then.  Ic¢'s not here, nor won't be
again in 4 hurry, accordin® to my judgment,—
But I've got something to say, Dennis, und I
might as well sny it first as last.  Tt's a dark
day when it comes to my heart, and a sorvow-
ful one when it comes out. But it's no use;
may-be 1l blow over and may-be it won't:
unyway, God's will be done. We was to be
married in the spring coming. T have fifty
pdunds and a cow to begin with. You have
enough for o poor hoy to settle with; und T
won't say I looked to the time with sorrow. I
loved to think of being in my own cot, and
keeping it cheery and thrifty for you, meenu-
neen, and, troth, T had my own dreams of hap-
piness,  But they’re over now. I cannot be

"

“ What's that you're saying, Nora Brady,
afther promising me these three years?” ex-
claimed Denuis Byme, aghust. ¢ Don't be
trifling with a fellow in that way, Nora; joke
with anything but thut, and T'll Luugh with
rou—-—"

] “ You hard every word I said, and I'm just
as much in uairnest, Dennis, as if' it was my
dying day.  And you may give me up intircly
if you like, T can very quick give you back
your love-tokens.  But my mind’s made up,
and, what's more, I've tuken o vow.” -

“ In the name of the Blessed Virgin, womnan,
what are you talking about?” he asked, half
beside himself.

“It’s aisy enough explaining what I say,”
she said, laying her hund on his shoulder.—
“ You kuow, Dennis, as well as I do, what's in
the wind, and Mister Halloran's in it, where
every true Irishman ought to be; and if he's
helped by them that have rayson enough to
fieht, it'll he a glorious day for Guld Ircland.
I know that, and wans _it, too, if I am only a
poor girl, But mind, Dennis, may-be the re-
bellion will fail—God help them that's risked
all they have on the chance,—uand, if it does,
T’ve made « vow before Heaven, on the cross,
never to wed you if you don’t help them that's
willing to spill their blood for you, and if sor-
rgav and distress and penury come to Gendariff,
never to marry until all is right again with
them I love. If they suffer, I suffer; if they
wander, I wander. And now be off with you;

CHAPTER 1IV.

* But alas fur bis country l—her pride is gone by,
And that spirit is broken which never would
bend ¢
O'crtlze ruin her ehildren in seeret must sih,
For it's treason to love her, anil death (o defend.
Uprized are her sons, 1 theyvve Lenrmned to hetray ;
l’mli.s:_(in,t:uislwd they dive i they shame not their
SITes ¢
And the toreh that would light them through din-
nity's way ’
Must be caught from the pile where their couniry
expires”
Moozs.

“Nora Brady, you have done me a great
wrong thiy day.” «uid Deunis  Byrne, grasping
her arm, as she twoned to leave him, while his
heart swelled with indignation and wief. He
had loved Nora long and Laithfully ; early and
late had he toiled, that he mizht surround her
with homely domestie comforts when ske en-
tered his hiowse o its mistress s and now, when
just on the eve ol the reulization of his bright
hopes, to be told that it coudd wot be”
to have all those hautiful dreams s radely
dashed out,—it was ilmost more than he could
endure.

“Now, be o mm, Domis darling,” said
Nora, wiping the tears wway froin ler fhaee.
“IF L ean bear it you e, surely, T didn's
say at all that 1 dide’t love vou, or that T was
going to play 1 Cilse came with yon, merour-
neen,  Lonly want you to he pationt, and wait,
may-be - year, may-be lonser, in respeet to the
great throuble that's come au the two we love,
and who has been the best {riends we over nad,
and that needs our help 2 mueh 2 we ever
needed  theirs; thut is, if things so wrong
with them, that would lay down their lives to
make ‘em right.”

“ I see no rayson yet why we shouldn't mar-
ry. T love John Hallovn,—ay, the very sod
his feet pressey,—an' for his sake 1'd give up
ceverything but you, Nura; hut why we cun't
sarve him an’ his as well when we're nmun an’
wile, a8 now, hates me out intirely,”

“That's because you're a pittiogue, Nennis
Byrue,” said Nora, indignantly,  ~ How do [
know what's coming to pass? II' poverty
comes to Glendariff, I, for one, shinuldn't like
to hourd up the gold that I aivued in their
service; an’ who knows but that T shall have
to cross the sea?  Phere'll he enouzh thr Nora
Brady's hand to do, without huving 2 wmaster
to the fore, to bid me here and ordher me there.
And let this Le the last of it entively ; if' you
choose to wait for e, wait ; if' you don't—Dhe
off as hst s your two less can carry you.”

Domnts, the stout blacksmith of Kildare, wus
silent for some time. He koew by Nora's
masiner that her resolntion was taken and not
to be wmoved. and, although he felt angry
enongle at what he considered  her unreason-
ableness, the thought of wiving hier up was like
death,  Next to her he Joved John [Lalloran.
They had been playmates together; indeed,
the same hreasts had suckled both in their in-
funcy, for Byme's mother lad the nursing of
the young heir of Glendariff until he wax
weaned, and the boys had zrown up together,
every year strengthening thc tie, whieh in Ire-
land is s strong as that of kindreed, until man-
hood separated them ; and each in hiy sphere
retained the old love and the old interest, and
found wmany opportunities of serving the other.
The friendship of John Ialloran had cheered
and brightened the humble life of his foster-
hrother; it had saved him from many an ex-
tortion and mueh injustice; wnd the conseious-
ness of it gave confidence and energy to his
manbiood, for he knew that he was his carthly
providence and would never let harm, thet
money or influence could avert, blight his life,
e thought of all this now, and the merry
sports of < long agn,”—ol the days’ fishing in
the Suire, their wild adventures and long ex-
cursions to the Kerry Mountains, und the deli-
cious loitering among the old ruins of Holy
Cross. e could not but serve John Halloran,
now that dark days threatened him. He felt
ashamed of his momentary selfishness, and at
last said,—

“Nora, ma scuct n-gnam astig tn * are you ;
but let it be as you say. You have tould me
what you will do, but what I'mn to do is what
I doesn't know. I don't even know where
Misther Flalloran is, God save him. T have
heard rumors of 2 rebellion, but where it's to
break out it's more than I can tell, an’ I wish
I did, for bedad! I'd like to be in the thick of
it. But there’s one thing, « swillish malhwil
ugus machree,” T he said, brightening up: “he
otten tould me, if he got into throuble with the
government, as he said from’ 2 boy ke always,
intended, and was hunted by the Saxon hounds,
that T must seek him beyant the - clouds—thag
is, in a den so high up on Ballyhowry Moun-
tain that the wild eraythurs have never made
their lair in it. And so good-by, Nora: the
moon’s up, and I'll run down to Larry Rasan’s
cabin an' hire the snit and wallet of the old
baccale man that's been sick in it these two
months, and be off beforo day.  One kiss, Nora:
darling.”

“The Blessed Mother 6f God have you in
her keeping my can-buy deelish,” said Norz, ag
she allowed him to take the farewell kiss he - -

* Seven times dearer than my soul. - -

for that is Nora Brady's Vow." - .

t Light of my eys and hoatt, -



