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" RASH PROMISES.

BY JACQUELINE.

(F om the Morning Slar))

‘tAre youn better now, Laura? whispers a
familar voice. o

She opens her eyes and meets those of Char-
les Hegan bending anxwously, lovingly over ber.
She hes on the grovnd, close to the niver’s brink,
and her head, in all its disheveled loveliness. rests
on his arm. For a moment she 1s bewildered ;
then, hkke a8 flash, recalls all the borror of ber
last waking drema—realizes the miracul+s
power of her mereiful preservation, aud crying
out:

¢ You ! you it was that saved me ; ob, thank
God !” burst into tears,

He left her undisturbed. The moment was to
solemn for words, He koew what a blessed
channel of rehef the resource of tears was at
such a time, especially to the young Quekly,
bowever, she recovered ber equanimity, and re-
aliziog, for the first time, her position, sprang to
her feer.

¢+ I must leave you now, Miss Laura,to save |

that poor man I see fast losing his strength aver
there.’

And before she could remonstrate aganst the
risk to himself, he was out agan, breasting the
rolling tide, Soon, however, her intention was

withdrawn from him, 2od riveted upon the scenes-

about her. Cries and moans 1ssued from every
side. The bink seemed covered with agomzng
forms. Wives, ringiog their bands, searching
for mssiog busbands, Parents seeking thesr
childrer ; the liviog weeping over the dying or
dead ; tender women ministeriog to the waats of
tbe wounded—all formed a scene thet once
witnessed, - could pever he forgoiten. It wmas
sn experience that took Laura with a bound out
ofa dewy buoyancy of girlhood’s era, into the
secwour, refl ¢'ive cycle of womanhood.

«Had’nt you better go en ta one of the csb~
ins, Muss, ard get your clothes changed ; you are
looking sick and your skin is blwe with the cold.’
said a plaw lacking countrymae, eyemg Laura
with great nterest.

¢ Oh, thank you; T am <hisering, but I bad
qute forgotten myself. DBuat where shall 1

o?

* You will be obliged to walk a considerable
distance; for all the nearest cabins are full of
the wounded, and the clothing bas about given
out, But here comes an old woman, she can
direct us, perhaps where to go.’

The colored woman at once offered to pilot
Laora to ber own cabin, where she soos had a
big fire of pine koots, gave her a hot drink, and
a coraplete swit of her Sunday’s best unbleached
cotron and calica.

¢ Oh, here she ia! exclaimed Mrs. Preston,
who bad been her room-mate, rushmg 1o with
Charles Hagan, drippiog wet, following ber.

¢ Ob,bow glad T am, you dear, blessed little
thing, to see vou safe again! Qaly to think of
you going off all by yourself, and fighting
your own way through fire and water, 1 declare,
the Maid of Saragossa and Joan of Are, and all
these fighting heromes out together, are nothing
to you. As soon as I came to my sensesT
looked and asked everywhere for you, and all
I got for my pains was—* she was d:owned,
said one, ¢ I saw her m the river;’¢ no, she was
burned,’ said another detestable old croaker, that
I shall bate to my dying ¢ay ; ¢ | saw her baog-
1ng by ber skirls on the wheel-hovse.” But bere
you are fate, without even a scrateb.’

And the entbusiasiic, impulsive woman caught
Lavra 1 ber arms, aod almost squeezed the
breathout of bher.

¢ But ob, I forgot my mission 2’ she continued.
*You must make baste ; there is a boat round-
ing the point, and as it may be our last chance
to-day, we must go on ber. Ob, you need’nt
lock g0 ruefully at your costume,’ she smd, laugh
g, ¢We are all in fancy dress; and if the
occasion was not so solewn, I really should enny
. our ridiculous appearasce amezingly”’

Turning and seeing Mr. Hagan still in s
wet clothes, she called: * Here, old aunty, cant
you give this gentleman a shirt ‘and pair of
paots

*Lors a marcy, mistus, 1’se only got my old
man's Sunday clothes, and -you could put two
Like dat dar gemman- 1waide dem.?

*Nerer mind the fit,? said Hagan ; * they’ll be
dry. and that is atl I care about.?

‘The'ladies started ‘off, and were soon over-
tebes by Mr. Hagan, whose appearaoce elicited
a bearty laugh, spite .of therr more. serious feel-
10gs. . These were dzepened even unto tears, at
tae-sight ‘of . the melancholy- cortege that was

wendwg its way slowly to the boat. Six dead |p

odiés, borne.on rudely constructed:litters, were

carried past, followed by beart-brokén mourners, | g

convulsed mith gr-ef, ’

Beovering bis head -in reverence. to this

avgust mystery, Charles Hagan murmarmed au-
bly: ¢ De profundisad te elamavi Domint® and
placing the hand of Laura withio his arm, follow-
ed io silence.the melaacholy band.

CHAPTER IV.— THE PROMISE BROKEN.

¢ Will you take a walk on the guards ? The
evening is lovely, and the scene will divert your
mind {rom the depressing eflects of the groans of
those poor sufferers.?

Lavra assented. She knew that the turniog
point of her hie had come. ¥Fate had been too
big with vven!s already that day for her to resist
now either its culminating joy or sorrow., They
walked in silence for seme time—the silence of
deep and solemn feelings. Atlength Hagan broke
"

*Do you know, Miss Laura, why | spent two
mooths in that detestable town of G——10

¢ For busiess, T suppose.’

¢ Exaclly—the business of keeping near the
person of ove I bad determioed to make the
guaréiao and comfort of my Itfe. Tbere is an
old, old story, of Jove at first sight, dating from
tke time that Adam opeped bis eyes and saw 1he
queen and rval of all the flowers of Paradise lying
by hisside. This old tale is ever repeating itself,
and, like the fabled plaenix, is ever, ever new. 1
used to laugh at 1, and hence I bave been pun-
ished for my skepticism in this, God’s best and
truast gift. 1 went on the Swan, determined to
end my wild dream one way or another. Fate or
Providence sctiled the matter for both of us, and
through a mutual affliction cemented a bond, at
least, of perpetual remembrance between us—’

¢ Aad,’ broke in Lavra, with trembliog voice,
¢ one of eternal grantude for me,’

¢ Be it s0. I want now to chaoge or combme
that sentiment with ose a litile warmer, Do you
remember your conversation with Mr. Banks on
tbe Ern ¥

¢ Why again allude to that detestable subjert ?
Will 1t vever rest 7

¢ Because I am interested.’

¢ You! Why, how can my likes or dislikes of
that satiou affzet you #

¢ I will tell you that later. Now, I must be
egotistical, to reach my poiot. You bave koown
e, Miss Laura, 8s & stranger, without creden-
tials, name or counry. DBut { thick you bhave
had opportunity to koow and see me as myself.
With tins kaowledge, then ; with the assurance
that [ can satisfy those who love you on all im-
portant pointy—satisiy them as to my antecedeants,
my present and futore—with this assurance, can
you, will you, love me Laura? Love me well
enovph to be my wfe ¥

He felt Ler tremble, but she pressed closer to

| him, as 1f 1n dread of losisg the protection of that

arm, but she had no power to speak.

¢] bave my answer, dear one,’ be said, {ook-
ing loviogly down into her face, ®and am con
tent.

¢No! ob, no P inoterrupted Lavra, *I must
not deceive you. T do love you, and to be your
wife would be the crowniog glory of my life.
But 1 am not free to seek my owo happiness. T
have duties to others— o those who bave given
and dooe all for me, made me 3ll that I am, and
now they ceed my help.’

* Your feelngs are nght ; but if 1 can settle
all that to the satisfaction of your parents, will
you then, with thar consest, yield (0 my
wishes 7

¢ I suppose so ; but I don’® see bow that can
be, except by waiting a few years; then every-
thipg may be brighter for all of us.

¢ Is your love strong epough to stand the teat
of ime? -«

¢ Aye P warmly responded Liaura, *of eter-
mty P

¢ Bless you, my darling, for those words. But
Lavura, what if, after all, T am not what you
thought me 2 What if I have deceived you, not
by word, but by jmp'ication 7

She looked steadily up into his face, ¢ Youare
Joking. 1know, I fee), that you could never
stoop to that.’ : :

¢ Not even,’ he sad, laugbing, ¢if my blood
were tinged with the emerald bue 1°

* Tormen'er ! .

¢ Then you are content to accept me for what
I seem ; what you behieve me to be ; even though
Tam what T am, what I aui proud to be—an
Irisbman P

Laura dropped his arni, and stood transfixed.
but in a roment the whole absardity of her former
stubborn prejudices dawned upon her, aod not
knowing whether 1o Javgh or cry at this uoex-
pected * guid pio quo,’ she said: ¢ As discretion
18 the better part of valor, I surrender, and own
myself completely vavquished, but, oh | you cheat,
not converted even yet; and when Iam, it mill
be owing more to the fidelty and virtue of the
oor woman [ left at home, whose praises occupy
a part of all my n.other’s letters, than to such a
rand signeur as yourself,’ ’ :
¢ Well, we'll not quorrel as to the means, so
the cure is complete. Enough for me to know

that you take me as a poor man and an Irishman.
I ask no greater victory.’

¢ And 1 sa1d Laura, ¢ crave no grealter prize.
But te!l me how 13 it that you are so free from
those nationalities which make ooe’s country so
apparent 7 1 am not the only one that bas been
decerved and taken you for Eaglish.’

¢ It may be owing partly to my education at
Eton, to my short residence at home, and my
general cosmopolite tastes and babits. DBut the
air is getting chilly, and you, poor child, have
lost all your wraps.?

* True, I bad quite forgotten it. Liost the vamn
trappings of the body, but gained the true riches
of the beart. I like the excbange.?

- 4 Aod I the future can take care of bota,)’
and, stooping, he kissed her white, upturned
brow,

As they entered the cabmn, Mrs. Preston called
them to take a seat by her side.

¢ You have not yet, she sad to Mr. Hagan,
* given us an acconnt of your expeneace of the
accident, or where yoo were duriog the time
that elapsed uotil you saw this young fady in the
water,’

¢ I don’t like to recall the scene, Mrs, Preston,
itis such a horrible remembrance. DBut ladies
must be obeyed, so you shall have my =tory.
After leaving the guerds, ] had gone to my stale-
room, taken off my baots, and lad down, I think
I must have fallen wto a doze, lor 1 was so sud-
deply startled and stupefied by a crash, aod the
weight of some heavy substance falling upon me,
and at the same hme a semsation of inteose suf-
focatiog heat oppressed me. I grasped the silua
tion 1n @ moment, bowever, and recovered my
composure. But koowing the daoger ofinbaling

the steam, I kept my bead covered for a hime,

Toen purting forth all mv strength, I extricated
myself from the debris of framework that almost
buried me, and feeling for my boots, fouad them,
and mansged to get ther oa ‘with safpediffi-ulty,
as 1 couldn’t stand erect for the rubBisb. My oove
idea was to reach the ladies’ cabin =’

¢ Intent, of course, on my rescue, laughed
Mrs Pres'on.

‘ For,» he cootinued, with a bow and smile, ¢ I
had discovered the boat to be on fire. As [ was
oo the way, I heard one of the men lying o the
flaor, whom I supposed to be dead, utter a groan.
I stepped, beat over him, and saw that he was
still alive, To leave bim lhere, to be burned,
was not to be thought of, so, lfung mm in my
arms, I had carried bim balf way dowa the cabin,
when I met a large negro man who bed koown
and fancied me m G , and whom I koew to
be perfectly trustworthy. Transferring my bur-
then to him, with the promise of a stunulating
reward if he saved h’m, 1 again retraced my steps.
Bui now the flimes impeded my progress, coming
up through the middle part of the floor. T then
went round on the guards, and justas I had
assured myself that the cabin was empty. I saw
a woman rushing frantically teward the flimiog
poo! of fire. I called, but she seemed deaf, and
still rushed on, There was nothing fo do bat to
follow her. 'This 1 did, still shouting the dauger
she was in, but without effect. I'inally, ] reached
ner side, and at a glance saw that she had lost her
senses—saw that I bad grappled with a mamac.
But T succeeded in carrying her bick again by
force ; agaic I lost ber, agamn T caught ber, until
finally she gave me a blow that struck me nearly
blind, and with oze fearful sbriek rushed headlocg
into the gaping, hissing Good of fire.’

¢ Horrible !* cried both the ladies in a breath,
and Hagan, overcome by the remembraoce,
walked to the end of the saloon. Coming back,
he restmed :

] most confine myself, ladies, to facts, and
leave feeing to your imagmation. Ot course all
this lost me time, and yet it was bul rioments
passing— yet what life-time events were crowded
mto them. Well, I next weat en deck, saw the
last of the erowd lowered into the boats, and
trusting, believing that Miss Lambert was among
those who had been safely landed, I let myself
down, tbe last mag, and follnwed. A rapid glance
proved my mistake, and I made at once for the
river briok, strained my eyes in the direction of
the bmming boat, and at last caught 3 ghmpre of
a womap’s dress. It was enough, Who it wasI
could not know—she was to be saved, and I
struck out for her rescue. She went down twice
before I could reach her, for T had lost some
strength m my contest with that uofortupate
lunatie. As she came up, I saw what  foreboded
—recogmzed who it was., DBut enough now, for
you know all.? L

*And a regular modern Leander you proved
‘yourself 1o be, for T am sure the Hellespont 1s
a mere circumstaoce to tbe Mississipp.  And 1
hope,” turping & quizical look on Laura, ¢that
this young lady will show her gratitude according
to the usua! rules on ‘such occasions.” - Sayiog
which, Mrs. Preéton rose and left them. -~ -

There was no slesp for Laura that mght—too
many. contending feehngs were warring for. the
‘mestery. “All' the circumstances of -her merei-

ful ‘and ‘miraculous preservation gow stood out

P'undivested of the mere selfish gratitude that kad
at first only coofused ber senses. ‘Flus retro-
spect was now iofensified by the low moaning
sound of the surviving sufferers, who were lying
on the floor of the outer cabin, receiving at the
"haods of tender purses all 1hat could be done to
i mitigate their anguish. Then she took up the
{ golden thread that had woven uselt so marvelous.
ly in this dark woof of her lifr, lending a nich-
ness and charm that turned even the sorrow into
a blessing—the blessing of love givea and love
returped-—tbe greatest of all treasures that can
be laid io cffering at the feet of womap, intrenci-
mg her n a citadel, against which all the minor
casualties that gather rouad and hem in a hfe
may batter against in vain. Love, nobly won,
honarably given ; love to cleave to when all else
fails ; love, to support when run snd wreck strew
tbe shore; the ocne great, purifying, elevatiog
love of a Ife ; the one golden link wiich makes
two but one ; on which Gnd and bis angels [nok
down with o smile, and bless it as the earthly
simhtude of the more perfect and less perishable
bl:ss of heaven.

True, she had kpown this inan, 1nlo whose
hands she had laid her fate,a very lttle while,
But the magic bands that bad drawn them so
strangely together, had lent a light, through
which she sow a Providence and not a chance at
the helm of (ks turniog point io her life.  With-
out reasoning, she was conteut to take hun. Him,
who had been sent, not n the bripht sunsbine of
her life, when every object wore the tints of ber
own Joy, but sent at the momeat of its blakest
despair. Lerhaps she idealized bim a httle,
What min or woman ever passes through the
gates of love without that glamour. But even
so, sLe was content. DBelieving bim to be the
one who could satisfy bher beart, ber conscirace,
ber wtellect—knowiog ber motives to be biased
only by the purest feelings ~ aever asking who or
what he was 10 the world’s eyes—she placed her
hand reliantly in his, owning her master, and
God raufied the bood. This, perbaps, was not
the safest rule to follow according to the worldly
wisdom and the practical, mercenary views that
regulate the marriages of the present day. DBut
the heart that is swayed by principle and directed
by religion rarely deceives. [t may happen, and
often does, that the miracle of Paradise repeats
itself.  That men and women walk sad sad so-
litary through life, uptil the cne divided heart
finds 1ts other balf, and becomes again ope flesh.

CHAPTER V.—LAUDAMUS.

Oa the arrival of the boat at New Orleans,
Laura was warmly met by Mr, and Mrs. Mor-
ton, wha had both been anxiously awasting the
first arrival since the accident to be fully as-
sured of ber safety. They fell a particular 0.
terest in ber, based upon the plowing account of
her many attractiony, related by ber friends, and
the independent, brave spirit she had evinced in
striving 80 beroieally against so much discourage-
ment.

Introducing Mr. Hagan as her preserver, he
was at once cordially ievited to visit them fre—~
quently.

Mrs. Morton, with a woman’s foretbought,
bad anticipatéd Laura’s poseible want of proger
coveriag, s0 had brought with her a clnak and
bonnet, which were sufficient to prevent her ap—
pearance causing undue curiosity, which it un.
douatedly would have done without them.

Laura had observed for some time a famihar
face peering with a look of questioning anxtety
to the cabm, and finally recogaizad it as be-
longing to the man who had been so attentive to
Mr. Hagae cn the Erin. Touching his arm, she
called his atlention, and no sooner bad he turned
than the man shawered a thousand expressions of
gratitude and congratulations upen him.

¢ I saw your name, sir, 1a the list of passengers,
and sure it’'s & heavy heart I've carried ever
since,’

f This is my faithful servant, Thomas Lynch,
be said, turniog to Laura. ¢ He 1s one of a
third generation that kas served our family with
a fidelity that ooly an Irish heart kaows how to
give.

¢1 trust, said Laura, with a httle dash of the
old spirit, ¢ that our free American amie will not
vitiate so rare a virtue. Cerlaialy 1t seems to
thr:ve best on'your own soil, nor am [ disposed
to deny that it furnishes examples of noble and
disinterested devotion rarely met with 1o other
parta.} '

¢Tiank you for that admission. T see that
the remedy 13 working admirably already.’

Laura sought the earhiest opportunity, before
retiring that night, to write a long letter to ber
‘mother. The very reettal .of all -the recent
.events brought them so. vavidly to mind, 1bat her
feelings gave force 1o her pen, and the graphic
picture she drew of her own peri pluced the
'scene, with all its horrors, a living reality before
ler mother’s eyes. In former letters she bad
alluded to Mr. Hagan, and her mother, wilk-a
woman’s - intuilion, had anticipated -tle - possible

' contequences’ of such propinqiity. * She could

‘and predilectioss, and ‘consént. to the earnestly-
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not regret so bappy a termioation as this pro-
mised, to the wearisome aud thaokless life that
otherwise must be her child’s portion. If he
was really all that the Misses Brandon and
Laura had deseribed him to be, she koew that in
good time he would speak for himself, and that:
Lavra was 100 prudent and too dutiful to commt
herself without the approval of her parents,—
The beal*h of ber busband was now umproviag,
and hopes of his ultimate recovery began to dawn:
10 her heart,

With this beneficial change, Mr Lambert be.
gan 1o take more 1nterest w s complicated af-
faus, striving to gather out of the ruip somethina
that would enable him to make snother start in
life. Thus prospect presented itself in a plece of
mill property which had been left undisturbed by
h|§ creditors, and which, with a small outlay,
might be agatn set 1o motion with great profit,
A few advertisements brought um several offers,
and with the new incentive for action he grew '
rapidly better—not able for out-door work, but
for a general direction and settlement of all his
old affairs,

] When Laura’s letter, then, arrived, contai.
ing such starthng and unlooked for intelligence, '
th:y were both betier able to digestand bear
the purport of its contents. ,

A good night’s rest made Laura fresh for a .
walk early the next morsing. To offer a Mass |
and communion of tbanksgiving was her first 1w |,
pulse, and just as she was about to ask her way .
to the nearest church, she saw Mr, Hagan ad-
vancing towards her, and knew that i this, as m .,
all else, their thoughts had been as one. il

After breakfast, preparations were at once
made to get topether a chaoge of clothing, .
though sne had scarcely reahzed her destitution
10 this particular. ¢ For what, she said, * was
the loss of all her accumulated treasures, com-- -
pared with the great boon of life aud love.?

A lew days placed ber on a footing of warm ,
frienosbip with the Morton family, and during '
their sewing circle, she freely communicated to -
them all the circumstaoces that bad crowded so
much experseoce into her hte, from the time she
left home unul her arrival there.

Mr. Ilagan, she koew, had written to Ler pa-
rents to urge tieir consent o an early ccnsum-
mation of his suit, giving, at the same time, such
credenfials as would, he koew, prove perfectly
satisflactory. To Mr, Morton he also made re-
velations that cassed that gentleman to congra-
tulate Laura upon the success of her Southern
trip. I advocated very warmly Mr. Hagan’s
cause, and insisted upon giving them the ©eclat’ |
of so distinguished a wedding. '

‘You are laughing at me, Mr, Morton,” said
Liaura. ¢ We are both tao pacr for such haste,
and like each other too well to repent at leisure.’

¢ Did Mr. Hagan ever tell you that he was
poar, Loura 7' ‘

¢ No, 1 can’t say that be did; but T have re.
cewed tbe impression somewhere, that he was
dependent upon his own resources.’

¢ Exactly, so be is; but those resources, my
dear, are quite sufficient to enable you to carry.
out all our wishes. Your parents unite with us
(bere is my letter, and ove for you, too), in
agreeing with us, that you might as well accept
this uoexpected situation, and play the -bride so- -
stead of the teacher.’

Letters of congratulation reached Laura from
all of ber frieads. Her uacle, n Philadelphia, .
sent her a haodsome check, and in addition to
this good fortuve, ske learned that a number of
truaks bad floated to shore from the wreck, and
amoag them her own was found. :

Lavra left Mr. Mortoa to peruse alone her
letter trom home. After dwelling upon the.,
danger so recently escaped, Mrs. Lambert
touched next upon the subject involving such -
serious considerations for all of them. )

‘ Setting aside eatirely,’ sbe wrote,. your
¢ couleur de rose’ opioion of Mr. Hagan, I must .
adunit that bis own presentation, and the high
credentials be has submitted to us, together with
the laudatory opinion of the Mortons, have all .
combived to make us feel that be is worthy of
the trust reposed in bun. It is a great trial, and -
contrary lo my ideas of strict propriety, for you -
to be married anywhere but in the house of your
parents, So solemn a step in life should be
made from the ihreshold that bas ever been. the
sinetuary of your owa home, and under . the eyes -
of those who received the trust of your heartacd
soul from God, Bat since leaving . vs, your he '
seems to have been so independently ordered,
and your afliirs bave run so completely wide of |
the current of ordinary events; aod now tbat ‘.
you are so totally ‘among strangers, your fathes ' -
aod 1 have concluded to waive our own tb_eoﬁéjs“f;-

expressed wish of 'Mr, Hagan aud'tbe Mortons,
of turning your trip of labor into'one of ‘love,? *.

‘Much ™ more she “wrole, 'lb’gt,_‘ob'_lz’hf mothel
voder such circumstances, could,say—words tha
sank deep into' Liptira’s heart and hffélp_i'i_lié’lj"l pla

long, lodg afler’ that dear voice! wag huslicd for
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