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“FORA BRADY'S VOW,

LY MRS. ANNA H. DORSEY,

CHATPTER X,

i Pain’s furnace-heat within me quivers,
" Gots breath upen the fames doth Dlow,
And all my heart in anguish shivers
And trembles at the fiery glow
And yet I whisper, € As God will!
And in hottest fire hotd still”

It was & long night, — that night on whieh
Norz Brady had so unexpectedly found Mr,
Hallorau.  She thought it would never end ;
and yet she feared that when it passed away
another and 2 deeper change might fall on him,
and that with the nightshadows his spirit
would pass away. She watched and prayed
alternately. - The anguish  thas the absent
would have felt, had they heen present, or

_ could they even have known it was accumu-
Iuted and mingled with her own grief'; und,
while tears flowed in silent torrents over her
face, her hoart eould only find language in these
words:— I possible, my Ged, let shis cap
pass away from them.”

Wher Thomas MetHnnis  went away, little
after midnight, she had sent a0 message by him
to the friendly , publisher in 1ranklin Strecet,

stating how and where Mr, Halloran was to be

found. 8he had never firgotten the first day
she called at the < Pilot” Office, or the heavt-
ness and gloowm that oppressed her thew, or the
kind words whieh had greeted her, or the sud-
den suushine whieh had burst around her when,
after making her inquiries, the good publisher
hud exclaimed, “dJohn Halloran! e is my
friend ; he was my guest.”  And now she did
not doubt for an nstant that he would come
the montent he received lier message, and malke
every arrangement necessary for Mr. Halloran's
removal to a hetter and more comfortable place,
aud for any exigeney that might oceur during
his illnoss. This thought conforted her greatly ;
and, besceching Thomas McGinnis to lose no
time in the morning in delivering the message,
she resumed her post near the bed of the suf
ferer. It was near day-dawn, and the doctar
and clergymun stood together ut the bedside,
couversing in a low tone about the condition of
the patient, while Nora leaned eagerly forward
to hear their opinion.

«He is decidedly mo worse,” said Dr.
Bryant;  and that is something, in an attack
like this.”

« And you think he may get over 1t 7"

s« Well, I hope so; yes, I think so.” .

¢« God grantit!” said Father Nugent, while
lie looked ut lis wateh.  «I shall have to go
away in o short time: it is nearly five o’clock,
and that is my hour to be at the altar, T ghall
veturn, however, as soon as T can.  If any sud-
den change occurs, I must know it lmme-
diately.” .

@ have no patients very ill at present,” re-
plicd Dr. Bryant, ¢ and therefore I cun remain
here until about ten o'clock.  Some time dur-
ing the day my patient must be removed to
more comtortable quarters.”

« Yes: no doubt his remaining herc would
emburrass these poor people considerably, who
have neither the time uor the meuns to render
him such attentions as are absolutely necessary.
If no better plice can be found, doctor, my
house and its poor accoimmodations are at your
service. My own room shall be prepared, as
soon us I get homie, for Mr, Halloran's recep-
tion, if you think it will do.” ]

«Do? Why, sir, it is the very thing; and
I thank you frum the bottom of my heart for
the suggestion,  Perhaps in a day or two some-
thing muy oceur which will put us in commu-
nieation with Mr. Hulloran’s friends.”

“] beg your honot’s pardon,” suid Nora,
unable any longer to keep silent, and leaning
eagerly forward, “but Mr. Halloran has a
fricad in Boston who will be broken-hearted
intirely to hear of his illness; an’it’s M.
Donzhoe, your reveremee, at the ¢ Pilot”
Office,” :

% Alas!" said the priest, “how unfortunate!
Mr. Donahoe left the city last evening for New
York, and will be away scveral days; besides
which, he lives at a hotel, which I fancy would
not do very well for u sick person to go to.—
But, my child, why is it that you are so decply
interested in this unfortunate gentleman?”

“ Qch, your reverence!” said Nora, while
tears fell like ruin-drops from her eyes, * sure
I was born und bred with Mrs. Halloran; an’
after the great downfall of the family she was
%0 heart-broke at being separated from Mr.
Halloran, who was hunted intirely out of Ire-
land, that I come to America to find him and—
aud do what I could for them at home, God save
them, But I had begun to give up ull ex-
pectation of* ever laying ‘my two'eyes on him
again, when, sirs, the Blessed Virgin brought
e to the widow Blake’s this night, right to
him, And it's sorrowful tidings to hear that
his best friend is gone: but, your reverence, I
brought over with me some of theold Me-
Carthy More diamonds, that Mrs. Halloran
sent, thinking may-be he'd be at a deshort for
means in o strange country: and they'll pay
all his expenses out-and-out.”

" #T am glad to hear-

all this, my dear child,

God will bless your fidelity. Come to my
house and nurse Mr, Ifalloran ; let a fomiliar
home fuce be the first his eyes fall on when he
recovers.'

¢ Tf your reverence and his lionor there don’t
think T'm taking too much on mysclt, T'll bew
you not to move Mr. Tlalloran away until [
sce the good ludy T live with, and tell her, und
an old gentleman there that has promised to !
help we i Tever was in troublg, all that hax
happened.  The lady T ag at serviee with,
sirs, has a fine afry room, that I think Mr.
Hallor:m might have; she takes  few Indgers,
and it is a quict. wice pluce ; so, without chrow-
ing Mrs. Sydney out of o lelp, T might nursc

him just as well, and have her to help.”
Both gentlemen knew Mrs. Sydney, and

thought Nora’s plan was a sensible one; while
they could not help wudmiring and respecting
the nice sense of honor and sclf-respeet which
scemed to govern her in every purticalar,  RBut
Father Nugent could not remain mother mo-
ment: and Nora, wishing to have mutters ar-
ranged as early and speedily as possible, also
hurried homeward.

Mrs. Syduney was sitting in the dining room,
with a worried anxious expression on her coun-
teninee; but the moment she caught a glimpre
ol Nora's face the cloud passed away, and
smiling, she greeted her with ¢ Lasuz ! child !
where in the world have you been?  I've been
in a perfeet snarl about you. You'll be sick,
sitting up so of nights, and may-be get sonce
dreadtul disease yourself.”

“ I wm very gorry, ma'am, you had any un-
casiness about me; but I could not come any
culier, Do you think Mr. Mellow is stirrine
yet 2" said Nowa, with a nervous air,

“Up! Ie's been up this hour, and was
down liere about ten minutes ago, to inquire if’
you had come home. He's inan awful humor.
1 declare, I shouldn't wonder if & mad dog had
bit him some time or other,” said Mrs, Sydney,
sharply.

¢ Might I go up, ma'am, and sk him to
come down here? I want to speak to you
both about sewething that's happened,” said
Nora,

“ Lord's sake, child, you haven't gone and
ot married ?” exclaimed Mrs. Sydney, looking
over her speetacles at Nora,with widely-round-
ed eyes.

“ Married!"” sald Nora, with a low, merry
lnugh which she could not repress. ¢ No, in-
deed, ma’am,—not married, or likely to be.”

«“ Well,—yes; go up to Mr. Mallow’s room.
But it is at yeur own risk.”

When Nora opened Mr. Mallow's door, he
looked up quickly, and gave an indeseribable
erunt, which said, as plainly as grunt could
express, “it’s well you've come.”

“Good-morning, sit. I hope youare well ¥
said Nora, curtsying.

“ Hawph !"

« Mrs. Sydney wishes to see you, sir, for a
little while.”

“] sha'n’t come.
time will do.”

* Sir, may I speak to you ?”

“Yes, What do you want?"

« 1 want you, if you please, to come to Mrs.
Sydney : it's ye both I'd be after spezking to.”

« And what in the mischicf, Nora Brady, do
you want to talk about? Has Ireland gone to
the bottom of the sea, and do you wish me to
to fish it up?  All women are alike, though.
Go away. I don’t know whether I shall come
or net.”

“8ir, I'm proud enough, in my poor
way, and if it was for myself I'd scomn to
be troubling you; but it’s for them I love bet-
ter than myself; and, if you haven't forgot it,
you said onee if T ever was in tronble and want-
ed help you'd lend it, so help you God! But
at the same time, sir, [ want you to know bo-
forehand that it's not money I'm after.”

8o you're in trouble. What is it? Tal
ways keep my word, Nora Brady,” he said push-
ing back the morning paper and tuking off his
spectacles,

“Yes, sir; T'm bothered enough, God knows;
and it was about that I wanted to se¢ you und
Mrs, Sydney together; for I have found Mr.
Halloran, and shall have to go away.”

¢ Tound Mr. Halloran! Go away! Be-
gone down with you! I'm coming instantly.”

And when the three were togcther, Nora
told them all about it, speaking as little
as possible of hersclf, — of her sacrifices,
her trials, her anxictics, hopes, and fears, up to
the present moment. As to Mrcs. Sydncy, she
made no secrct of wiping her eyes. Mr. Mal-
low was only affected with a sudden violent
cold iu his head- He, odd in everything, had
always felt the decpest interest in the history
of ill-fated Ireland, and by way of obtuining the
most reliable news concerning her cver-agitated
and gloomy affairs, and for many yeurs been a
subscriber to a leading Dublin newspaper.—
He therefore knew all about John Halloran,
und how like 2 martyr he had imimolated his
affections and fortunes on the sacred altir of
his country ; and he had learned from the same
source that the nobility and worth of his char-
acter were without reproach. . So it was with
no ordinary emotion that this eccentric but
true-hearted old man exolaimed,—

T'm busy. Breakfast

-thing up nice.

« And you are sure it is John _Hullofan, the

[rish patriot, wha is lying ill, inseusible, at the
house of a poor widow who lives in an alley ?

“Yes, sir; and the ercature's been as kimd |
as il he was her own kith and kin,  But she's
very poor; and the doctor says it's not a fi
place for Mr. Halloran to be in beeanse it's
close and smoky ; and T thought of the uice
{ront room up stuirs that's been cmpiy these
two months, and, says I. ¢ Maybe Mrs, Syduey |
will let My, Hallovan be moved intn it then |
there'll be uo need for me to go away to nurse |
him ;" and there's no fear of lostuy anyshing. |
i, for he has enough and to spare fur &l
liis expenses,”’

I
|
il

“ Don’t speak, mwam ! gadd M Mallow, ;

blowing his nose  vociferiously. -5 Daou't, i

<0118 s¢ Y )
madum; for T must have my say out. Nora!
Brady, it's my solemn opinion that you only |
want a puir of wings—to be a perfeet wild
zoose.  You are a heraine; and  that's next
door to being a lunatie,  You are a mixerable,
shiftless body. taking ecare of cverybody bug
yourself; and now, to crown all, you want to
give yonrself’ and us some horrible discase—
ship-fever, may-be—by bringing a sick mun
into the house. DBut—"

“An' then, sir, I hope God und Mr. Mallow
will pardon me for demaning myself 6o ask »
favor for the ltke of him,” suid Nora, with an
indignation she could not control. < T muy be
x wild goose, but T've enly done what T thought
was right by them T was behiolden to Tor what-
ever wood fortune I ever had since T was born
and T hope when I'm judged it won't turn the
seales of God's merey aguinst me.  And surely
there's no need of going on my two knees to
wet a place for sueh u one as John [Talloran of
Glendartiff; for Father Nugent bimselt” is hav-
ing a room prepared in his own house for him,
where I shall go to nurse him, Ma'aw, you've
been very kind to me, a poor strupger in Your
house, and I'm sorry to take vou so short; but
it's my duty, and I can’t helpit. And it's no
ship-fever that’s on him at all, only a sug that
took hin in the head last night, and dexdened
his brain like; and, if it was, it couldn’t be
caught from a better person ; for lie's a gentle-
w.n and a Christian out-and-out.”

“ Noru Brady, you are like a torpedo. Your
tongue zoes like a coffecanid; and, now that
you've ground me to powder, [ will go on :nd
tinish what I was saying when you were rud.
cnough to interrupt me. I wus going to ob
serve. when you broke out, that, no m:iter
what ailed Mr. Halloran, he should come. T:
every boarder left the house on account of hi-
being here, he should stay, and J would m k-
zood all osses to Mvs, Sydney,—purtly for his
sake, purtly for yours, Go away!" exclaimed
Mr. M.llow.

T beg your pardon, sir.,
said Nora, ashamed.,

“ Oh, never mind. A young lady who lus
money in bank, and who has independence
cnough to earn her own living, may be allowed
a fow airs.”

“What do you meun, sir? 1 haven't
cent to call my own on this earth, und never
wanted it worse,” said Nora, with a sigh,

% You are not telling the truth, Nora, You
have at this moment, in the Treuton Bauk,
five hundred dollars.”

“And where in the nume of my old shoes,
did it come trom, sir? Fuigh, a0’ I think you
might find something else to joke about,” suid
Nora, puzzled and worricd.

“Ah! Ilost ten thousand dollurs one fine.
night, &aq it was returned to me every cent.—
Did you think 1 should forgetit?  No, child.
I went that very day and deposited five hundred
doilars in the Trenton B.ak for you; :ud
there you'll find it. subject to your order. Yau
can ot any or all of it at any monient, or let it
remain where it is. It is yours, to give aw.iy,
send away, or throw away—the Litter of which
I expect you will do.  Mudnn, give the silly
child an answer about the room,  If the ho ol
urs should ohjeet to a sick person’s coming, Jot
there-be an exodus forthwith, and I will m-ke
up all deliciencies,”

“ Go, Nora, child, and get the room ready as
quick as you can.  Mind now and <lick every-
T'll attend to breakfust,” sid
Mrs. Sydncy, who had listened with no hittle
interest to what had been passing.

“ After breakfast, Nora Brady, I'll eh.rter
an omnibus and call here for 1 small bed, pil-
lows, and other things, yourself included, to
bring Mr. Halloran home at once. Bewone
pow. I want no thanks,—not yet, at least. '

Then Nora began to sce vunlight bre king
through the clouds, Mr. Hilloran had been
removed to Mrs, Sydney's without any iil
cffects; he was surrounded by every comfort,
and no attention was wanting that his situ .tion
required. His symptoms gradmilly assumed a
a more favorable type, and, although he bad
not yet recovered his taculties, there was very
little doubt but that the diseise would fin-lly
yield to remediad agents. But two of Mrs.
Sydney’s boarders went away, — two young
gentlemen who were so devoted to-the violin
and elarionet that they could not endure the
interdiet which Dr. Bryant luid on the indul-
gence of their musical propensities. While
Nora attended to her work, Mrs, Sydney
watched in the sick-room, und from the fime

T was too hasty,"”

it was finished-—zenerally about noon—Noura

professionaily

went in und remained ; for Phillis, with m air
of condescension, had offered  to wet (en every
evenimg *while de poor gal haud such caustant
nussing to do.”  Thus reliesed, Nora would
sit watching cvery symptom znd almost every
breath o the sick man. 'To the moment, she
gave lim bis medicine. and regulated the tem-
perature and lizht of the apartment with in-
stinetive judgment.  When there was vothing
olse for her hands o do, would
sttt beside  the  fire, gazing down  into
the embwrs, while her  huwgivation, like o
prophet, forctold many hesutiful and Tappy
thing+.  Rhe saw wnder grand oll trees a
stately llome. where were onee united all that
she loved nu carth, She heard the sonnd of
Mary Tlloran’s havp, and the  clear, wild ca-
dences of her sweet vaiey, ringing down throneh
the maugnificent woods. as she sang strains of
the land of their bivth.  Sho saw Jolin Hallo-
ran. his fine face, thoughiful and noble, walk.
inz with a stately step through those handsome
halls and lofty rooms, and heard his kind votee
speaking vently and cheeringly to all. Then
flouting up throngh the vision enme sweet, flute-
like tones,  Little children were at play, and
(fracic’s gentle tones mingled softly with Des-
mond’s merry langhter.  Drenm-tones indeed
of the one who was gone, which would never
more he henrd on carth, for far awsy, beside
the shining water which flows from the throne
of’ Gad, her voies was blending sweetly with the
angel melodies that wmake glad the colestial
City.  Then came a softer spell.—the twilicht
hour, the day’s toil over, and a quiet stroll with
Dennis Byre througl the old woods; and
wmany a heart-felt word and bright auticipation
seemed to be whispered in her ears, while ever
and mon their thoughts fled back to = Iloly
[reland’™ aud lingered lovingly amid the scenes
and beside the graves they loved. The en-
trance of Dr. Bryant or Mr. Mallow, or per-
naps the crumbling of a coxl, or a low moun
{rom the invalid, dispersed the rainbows of her
faney, leaving only to her uching heart the
stern and sad reality.

she

Oue cvening Nora was standing by the bed-
side, looking down with a sorrowful heart ou
she pale; motionless Features of Mr, Hallorun,
e seemed to be sloeping, and sighed heavily,
then, opening his eyes, looked around him.—
Almost breathless, Nora sunk quietly down on
ner kuees; wnd, turning his head, he said,
Cintly, © «lome, Nora”  Then u coft slumber
stole over hiw, his breathing bec.ioe regular,
avl a zentle moisture appeared on his skin.—
When [h, Bryant cume, he pronouvnesd him
out of danger,  Little by little, when iz con-
-einusness was fully restored, they told lim all,
The first wi-h e expressed wis to see a elergy-
man and receive the sacramenvs; after which
e w s more calny and  composzed, and talled

“with Nora, whose presence he could seareely

reslize, e lovked at her, and fullowed her
with his eyes about the room, as if he were not
quite eonvineed that she was not o fipment of
the dream-land he had been sojourning in so
many 4 yg, and might melt wway as that had
dene.  But ere long he heard how it was ; and,
when he was strong enough to bear i, she told
him all that ixd  befullen his family sinee he
left homre. It was almost too mueh for him to
bear.  The treachery of Dondd  More roused
within him « stern, bitter feeling of wrath,
which yiclded only to o softer cnotion when he
heard of his shorn lambs seeking refuge among
the forsiken ruing of Fada Brae.

“But I will be still, Nors. T will, by the
help of Gad, bear it in p tivnce, leaving the
wretch who has robbed my children to His
avenging justice. T have them all left to me,—
T shall ere long have them with wme.—my Mary,
Desmond, and iy gentle little d wling Gracie,
Why, then, should T repine?” Sueh treasures
are of incstimable price, and. possessing them,
[ am not poor. Do you kuow that the only
thing T cun remember during my illness was
Gracic?  Arrayed in white, aod looking like
an angel, the child was ever around me: she
secmed to guide me, and to brighten the gloomn
of the wgrvible darkness ‘inte which T was
plunzed.  Sometimes a white dove would flut.
ter down on my breast; then it would not be a
dove, but her.  Truly it is u strange, deep love
T have for the little, cuict one, to brighten up
such dark hours when all else was forgotten.”

4 It wasstrange, sir; but you always thought
of the little lady more, by resson of her always
hangine about you and following you about
wherever you went, surely,” said Nora,

They did not know that the fair little daisy
of Glendariff hud been beuten down by the
death-storm to the silent dust. God help thee,
John ILullorin, when thou hearest the tale |
No letters had come yet; and he could not
conceal hig uneusiness. Nora, hiding her own
anxiety, said all that was cheering, and used
every urgument she could think of to counvince
him that it was 1ot time for the letters to come,
and that without tuil a budget would arrive by
thenext ship, He tried to hope for the best,
although not convinced.

One morning Mr. Mallow came in a5 usual,
and, in his own peculiar and abrupt way, in-
quired if Mr. Halloran had made. any business
arrangements, or hod anything in view, either

e .

'~ mereantile way, for the

/

future.  Mr, Halloran replied in the nesative,
ITis next inquiry was,— °

“ Do you know anything abous book-keeping
and commerein] 1ife 7

“ But little. practically.” said Mr. Hallorrs,
half amused.  + My ficher in his early life was
an eminent. merchant of Dublin, wnd became «
gentienzn firmer at the old place in Muoster
)\'lu-n. he vetired from husines:.  As von may
tegine, he was o great atilitarian, and, :unon};
wy other acquirements, insisted on my going
throngh a eonese of commereia) studics with his
ol book-keeper, who wis thien head of the
lionse he had retived o,

s Have you furmotton i ail 2o

= No, w1 think not, siv. 1 have the un-
fortunate fienMy of rotaining \with singular
tenzcity all disugreeable expericnees,” replied
Mr. Halloran.  ~ But way T be allowed to ask
you why yon are =0 particularly interested in
this matier ?" ’

* Yus, of conrse. My chiof Look-keeper has
resiened - he bs going Lo California ; and if you
will have the place you are weleome to i, that
1%, provided yon think yoursell” fully capable of
keeping wy accounts in order.”

“This is o provideuee, Mo, Mallow,—one of

I God's mereilul providences; and, after thank-

ing Him frow the depths of my soul, T thank
you, sir, who huve heen Fis willinge instrument,
I wus only this day wondering whet T should
do to support any Fily, o will suit me in
every partieular,”

¢ But the salary,—the salary.  T'hat's the
thing.  It's only cighteen humdred dollars ;
and T won't give a cent more,” said Mr. Mal-
UW.

“ That sounds prineely, sir, to 2 man  with-
out a dollar. {1 is quite cnough.”

“Ttis settlul, then 7 Well, rest a few days
longer. T will uttend to the books myself until
you are stronger.  Now, there's another thing,
A year or o ago T hought @ very pretty piece
of property near the eity, with wond. substan-
tial improvements on it} hut, siv, it is going to
wreek for want of sowe one to take eare of it.
The cottage looks dilapidated, and everything
is tungled and wilh around it.  Now, if you
choose, you can hiave 1 at o mere nominal rent,
just for the sake of having it kept in order, be-
cause by-wnd-by they'll be running a railroad
through it, or building a town there, and won's
wive halt as much for it if" it goes to wreek asif
it way in good repair,” .

“Itis the very thing T should have chesen,
—u residence sumewhere in a rural distriet, T
have been aceustomed to the country neurly all
my life.  Rir, you arc Inading me with fuvors,”

“Not at all. Don’t thank me. A book-
keeper is indispensable to me; su is « good
tenunt.  Good moming.”  And, pulling hishas
down over his eyes, Mr. Mallow went out.

A few days afteeward Mre, Sydney cume to
the lnundry, where Nora was husy, d told
her that Mr. Mallow wished to speak to her.
Wiping her hands, tying on a clean apron, and
smoothing her hair, she followed My, Sydocy
up into her own private sittingroom, looking
blooming and handsome, hut modest and un-
conscious of her beruty,

** Did you want me, sir #"

“Yes,  Sit down there.”’

“ Noj Ithank you, sir,
I'd rather stand.”

‘ Stand, then,
rying, Nora ?”

“ Troth, sir, an' T think it’s a quare thing
for you to be asking me,” said Nors, redden-
ing,

“How would you like to be a rich man’s
wife, Nora,—to become a fine lady und drive
in your own earriuge ?”

“ Troth, sir, an’ it would depend intirely on
who the rieh man was, whether T'd luve him
or not. As to heing a fine lady, I think I'm
content to be jest what God made me,—an
honest girl; an’ as He's give me good broad
feet of me own, an’ health to make good use of
‘em, I'm well satisfied to be without a ear-
riuge.”

“ And may-be a rich widow onc of these
days,” went on Mr, Mallow, .

¢ Indced, sir, I'vc no time to be foolin’ here
in such nonscnce as this. s it all you want,
Mr. Mallow, to be mukin’ fun of me?”’

“No; not at all. I wuant a wife, . Nora
Brady, and should like to marry you, if you'll
consent, because you are a good, noble, virtu-
ous girl, who deserves ali the comfort and hap-
piness that money can buy. If you will marry
me, become my companion and nurse, I will
leave you the whole fortune which I have
grown old in scraping together. T am old, X .
am ill favored, I am cross; but you would not
be plagued with me many years, child; and I
know you would be all that God requires to
me whilo I live. Say, will you becomo the
wife of tho old millionaire, Steadfast Mallow ?'*

“8ir, I'm only a poor girl,” stammered
Nora; “but I wouldn't marry you if you had -
@ hundred million pounds sterling. You're old.
enough for my great-grandfather; an’—an'—--
well, I'm as good as married already €0 Dennis,
Byrne in Ireland, an’ wouldn't brezk my troth -
to him to save my own life. But, sir, I beg -

I'm very busy, and

Do you cver think of mar-

your pardon for my pliin spaking; T——" ..
And Nbra burst into tears, and turned to lenve: . :

the room. -

v .




