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NORA BRADY'S VOW.
BY MKd. ANNA H. DOItSKY.

CHAPTER VIII. CONTINUED.
Nora followed her with a timid step 

Into the small, dingy room Oo a bed 
in the corner tho nick man lay ; but 
the could not see hie ♦ace, or even hie 
person, because there were two or 
three women grouped around him, 
Attracted by that strange fascination 
which the appearance ol death always 
presents to the living. The atmo 
sphere of the room was stifling from 
the heat of the store and the number 
of breathe In it, and Nora quietly 
opened the door and raised the window 
A Uttle way, then resumed her seat. 
A dip candle burned in a tin candle 
stick, on a ta >te which st od in a 
recess beside the chimney, and the 
flickering shad »w* it cast on the wall, 
with the quick, gasping sobs of the nn 
conscious man, filled Nora e heart with 
A nameless terror ; a weakness and 
trembling came over her, and a strong 
desire, which is common nnder such 
elrcumsta ces, took possession of her, 
to look on the sufferer’s (see She ap
proached the bed and quietly waited 
until one of the womrn moved away, 
then looked down on the white, con
vulsed features before her. Was she 
dreaming ? Was she bereft of her 
senses and subject to an illusion, that 
John Halloran s name was blended with 
tho lex, sharp cry that burst from her 
lips ? She fit w across the room, snatched 
ip the candlestick and brous ht it to 
the bedside, and, holding it close to 
the face of the dying man, scanned his 
features, and gentiy lifted the dark, 
clustering masses of h*ir back from his 
temples and foreheid. “It is his 
blessed self, thanks be to God 1” she 
exclaimed, bursting into tears : “ it
is my poor master, Mr. Halloran 1“

At that moment McGinnis returned 
with Dr. Bryant, who was Boon followed 
by a clergyman ; and words cannot 
paint the amazement of the whole party 
when they learned that the unconsci
ous man before them was the noble, 
the brave, the beloved John Halloran, 
whom they had all loved without hav 
ing ever seen. The physician ordered 
the room to be cleared, and requested 
the clergyman and Th mas McGinnis 
to remain and assist him. As to Nora, 
she knelt quietly in a corner of the 
next room, pouring out her soul to God, 
and pleading earnestly for the restera 
tion of tho stricken man, who was one 
of that b ni about whom the tenacious 
fibers of heart's warm love had 
been clinging for years.

And she felt that her Father in 
heaven would succor him.

She would now claim help from Mr, 
Mallow.

And she thanked God, and felt com 
forted that in the publisher who had so 
kindly assisted her Mr. Halloran had a 
friend.

CHAPTER IX.
• Oh, blessed be that warning, my child, tby 

sleep adorning,
For I know that the angels are whispering

And while they are keeping bright watch 
o er thy sleeping.

Uh. pray ;o them sweetly, my baby, with

And say thou wouldst rather they'd watch 
o'er ihy fath r.

For I know that the angels are whispering 
to tbee.

Toe nen autumnal g’orles, the bur 
nished sh adows of golden sunlight, were 
over. The thrush had sung her last 
song on the moss covered turrets of the 
ruined abbey of Fada Brae, and a wild, 
cold wind had swept down from tho 
Galtles, like an “array with banners, " 
and orn away the few withered leaves 
which had been left clinging, like 
human hopes to earthly promises, to 
the bare and gnarled branches over
head. For two months no letter had 
come from Nora Brady, and, heart sick 
with anxiety, Mrs. Halloran had 
almost ceased hoping to hear from her 
husband, innumerable fears assailed 
her, and her imagination was filled with 
anticipations of some terrible disaster 
having befallen him,—of loneliness, ill
ness, and perhaps death, in the land of 
the stranger. It is true that the roads 
had been almost impassable for weeks, 
and there was no way of sending to 
Bottevant unless Dennis Byrr e walked 
ttere; ar.d that was impossible, on 
account of the frequent storms, the 
swol'en streams, ai d the piled up snow 
drifts. Many of 1er old friends and 
neighbors around GlendarifI, Protes 
tan tu and Catholic-, had made a day s 
journey to see her daring the fine 
autumnal weather, and bad cheered her 
somewhat by their hearty sympathy 
and the on its of amusing or interest 
ing news woicn th*-y imparted. They 
all knew Mary Halloran‘s poverty ; but 
not daring to ». ffer pecuniary assistance 
which they were well assured her pride 
would reject, their generous Celtic 
hearts suggested many modes of aiding 
her witnout iff ndii g her sensitive 
delicacy; and many a hamper of gau e, 
wine and delicacies of various kinds, 
found their way mysteriously into her 
larder, which caused Dennis the full 
exercise of his ingenuity and imagina
tion to account for, by telling her 
p’ausible tales of wonderful purchases 
when be went to Bottevant with but 
ter and egge; and it was edifying to 
observe bis patience when she gently 
reproved him for his extravagance.

“You know, Dennis, that we are 
poor, quite poor, now, ard we must 
live according to our means," said Mrs. 
Halloran, on one acoasion. “It is no 
disgrace to be poor, since our Lord 
Himself chose a life of poverty while 
He was on earth; but it is disgraceful 
to go beyond our mrans and get others 
into d faculties to support our pride."

“ Bad scran, then, ma'am, to all the 
difficulties i'll ever bring anybody into 
by my extravagance. It s all pèd for, 
sure; and it ’ad be a mortal shame for 
a lady born and raised like yourseV to 
suffer for delicacies and the like, that 
you've been used to from your cradle. 
My things fetch a great price at Butte- 
vant and other places. Faith I and 
there's no butter sells like the Brae 
butter, afther all.”

“ Thank yea kindly, Dennis, for 
thinking of me ; but we can do with 
lew and more common food. Do not 
purchase any more game or wine : we 
have enough to last a year already," 
ahe said, with a half smile on her sad 
countenance.

11 She'll hsve to know it Afore long," 
•eld poor Dannie, as Mrs. HAllorAn 
went a way, while a pa» led expression 
settled oo his countenance. “ The 
blight is < n the potatoes : they're 
rotted black in the ground everywhere, 
sud I've been buying everything, until 
there's bat little cf my own lelt ; end 
as to soilin' off the ould McCarthy 
More siller And jewels, the lew that's 
left, why Agra 1 it’s not to be done st 
All : lor, as sure as God rules, they'll 
come to their rights again." And be 
tween him sod Ellen there was as much 
state kept up around the wreck of 
Mary Halloran's fallen fortunes as if 
she had been a captive queen. She 
was tended with a watchfulness and 
care, and all her wishes anticipated 
with a fidelity, whi ;h can find no par
allel under the son, out of Ireland 
Dennis generally circulated around the 
table at meal time with an antique 
silver salver io his hand, and Ei;eo 
was as scrupulous about t e courses at 
dinner as it there had been a banquet, 
instead of the too frequently poor meal 
of bread, cheese and tea. Tne children 
were dally drilled into the importance 
ol using their silver forks and t&ble 
napkins properly, and were in a fair 
way to believe that it was a much 
better thing to be poor gentry than 
n:h parvenues. They were never 
allowed to do anything for themselves 
when either of their faithful ga rdians 
were present.
“it’» nut uvvuimu', sir, or miss,” 

Dennis would say, “ lor one # f the ould 
stock like yoarsef to be lettin' your 
»el’ down to do such s thing when 
there s servants to the fore. Ye come 
of the ould princes ol Munster, an' it's 
no use to try and make yoursels like 
common people ; because it ain't in 
human natur' to do it. You might as 
well attempt to watb M-tjjr O'Grady's 
nagur ooacuman white m the Suire. 
What God made us we is, an’ not all 
divtl informers, with the English to 
help, can unmako it."

" And it s a true word ye’ve spoken, 
Denny," Ellen would chime in; “ an 
it's just as hard to make a silk purse 
out of a pig's ear, as it is to make real 
gentry out of them that hasn't got the 
ould drop in their blood."

And through those sad, dim days 
when desolate winter lay around them, 
and the vacant places in the houseuold 
made a winter within, the star of hope 
waxed dimmer in Mary llalloran’s 
heart, and her steps grew feeble and 
slow, while smiles became strangers to 
the lace which had once seemed to be 
created for them. The children, with 
their games and pictures, a pa rabbit, 
and a white dove which a lady had 
brought to little Gracie, were quite 
happy. The heaven abiding in the 
breasts ot little children, makes all 
places alike to them, II they have those 
with them whom they love. A noes trac
homes, magnificent furniture, and the 
appliances of wealth aie but suiaii 
things to these little ones whom Jesus 
loved ; they value them as lightly and 
wear the insignia of wealth as loose'y 
as should Christians of an older growth 
who are directed to little children as to 
their best example. The bright free 
air, the blue sky, the glory if sunlight, 
the song of birds, the fragrance of 
flowers, enter largely into the world 
of a child's happiness ; and these Mary 
Halloran s children had in preci us 
abundance at Fada Brae. Ere the 
winter set in, they had lived out on 
the brae side in the fresh air aid sun 
shine, gazing down into the beautiful 
glen below them, or beyond at the wild 
chain of mountains that Inclosed the 
valley, and in their glee wishing for 
wings to fly whithersoever they pleased. 
Desmond brought into the closed up 
dwelling the free glad spirit that had 
made the hill sides re echo with his 
glee, and like a «inter flower, cheered 
the silent ones around him. But 
Grade was drooping. She was wast
ing. The rose tint faded frem her 
cheeks, and she often complained of 
feeling tired ; but that was all : there 
was no fever or pain ; and Mrs. Hallor 
an hoped that it w*s only the in door 
confinement which affected her. One 
morning Desmond and herself had been 
playing together, when she suddenly 
became silent, and sat down in her 
little chair, and folding her beautiful 
bands together, became motionless and 
abstracted. It was her way whenever 
a now idea or thought was suggested 
U) her which she could not exactly 
solve. Her mother observed her—'or, 
uneasy concerning her, she watched 
every movement but did not speak ; 
she only wondered what puzzled the 
" little lady," for she well knew that 
she would come presently with her 
d lficulties to her. While she sat thus, 
with her blue eyes cast down in reverie 
her dove flew down and nestled in her 
arms. She kissed the gentle creature's 
head, and smoothed the snowy wings 
with her hands, which were scarcely 
less white and said—

*' Birdie, where do the flowers go to 
when winter comes ? Tell me, Birdie. 
But, ah me ! what a pity you cannot 
talk, beautiful white Birdie 1 I shall 
have to ask my mamma."

•' What is it, little daughter?" said 
Mrs. Halloran.

“ Mamma, can you tell me where the 
flowers hide themselves when the frost 
and snows come ? They don't die, for 
they come back in the very same places 
in the spring, that they were before; 
so they must creep away and hide—the 
cunning little thing». in the earth." 
And she laughed at her own conceit.

“ No ; only the leaves die, dear one. 
The root, which holds the true life oi 
the ft.twer, remains in the earth ; and 
when the warm sunshine and the soft 
spring iains come, it opens its bosom 
and sends forth the leaf and the flower 
again," said Mrs. Halloran, caressing 
the beautiful head which leaned on her 
bosom.

“ And, mamma, wculd the flowers 
come out if the roots were not buried 
in tho earth ? It seems cruel to leave 
the poor roots out in the frozen earth 
all the winter."

“ They must be buried in the earth, 
to bring forth flowers," said Mrs. 
Halloran.

“Is that the reason," she asked, 
suddenly, “they Uld Mary Flynn's 
little child in the churchyard, mamma?"

" Little children who are laid in 
the earth, Grade darling, are like the

roots: only their souls, which is the 
flower, bloom In heeven. They could 
not see God without passing through 
death and the grave. Heaven is their 
spring and eternal summer ; God is 
their sunshine ; and the earth holds 
their bodies until the great day comes 
lor all the world to be judged : then, 
little darling, those dear Innocent ones 
who sleep in the dust will arise, filled 
with new il e and brightness, never to 
know death again."

“ And will they have wings like 
Birdie, mamma ?"

" Yes — soft, white wings, like 
Birdie."

“ I wish I might be planted in the 
earth, mamma—-that. 1 might awake in 
heaven—that I might have wings like 
my dear dove."

“ My child 1"
“ Mamma, 1 would ask my heavenly 

Father to let me fly nack again ana 
watch around my dear, dear papa, who 
is so lar away. Oh, I know 1 shall 
never, never see him again I" she said, 
while she threw herseli on her mother s 
breast, weeping.

"Oh, yes ; we shall surely see him 
again. You must not think so ; tor ii 
would grieve him, because you are the 
dearest little birdie of his heart : so 
come, let ns sing something he a ted to 
love," said Mrs. Halloran, with a 
ieeling of indefinite dread in her heart 
as she uncovered her harp and ran her 
Augers over the strings. The child 
leaned against nor and tne entrancing 
music lured her away from her strange 
mood, and lilting up her sweet, tiny 
voice, she sang smilingly the strains 
that u ed to ring through the happy 
home at Glendanff. But the next day 
the “ little lady " drooped, and often, 
leaning agamst her mother, complained 
of being very tired : then day by day 
the bloom faded out of her cheeks, and 
her footsteps became faltering and 
uncertain, and at la-t she reclined on 
the lounge near the Are all the time, 
or sat in her cushioned chair beside 
her mother, silently caressing her 
wuite dove or whispering to her doll. 
One morning Mrs. Halloran observed 
her leaning back on the lounge, very 
pate. Alarmed, she caught her np to 
her bosom, and folding her arms about 
her, said—

" Wnat ails my darling ? Tell me 
what hurts you."

" Only my head—a little ; and 1 feel 
so tired," she said, faintly.

" Only her head 1 On, Heaven," 
s kid Mrs. Halloran, wildly. “ Dennis ! 
E.len 1 Desmond ! come, some of you, 
iLsiantly."

Dennis happened to be in the dining
room at the moment, and ran in.

** Grade is very ill, Dennis ; I fe *r 
the child is very ill ; and 1 must have 
a prysician immediately," said Mrs. 
Ha.iorao.

" I'll go right off at once, ma'am, for 
Dr. Ward. It's only a step from here 
to his house ; an' if he's not there ITl 
go over for Father Hanlon, who is as 
good a doctor as any in the country. 
There's nothing like the toggarth after 
all for the sick," exclaimed Dennis, 
hurrying away on his sad errand, heed
less of tne three miles of broken and 
unfrequented road between Fada Brae 
and Dr. Ward's place. The snow 
drifts and the steep slippery paths 
were nothing to that warm and gener 
ous heart : he had loved the child from 
her babyhood, and was scarcely less 
distressed than the Bother at the idea 
of her being in danger.

The doctor came toward evening ; 
he examined the child's pulse, and 
looked at her tongue ; he talked cheer- 
in g ly and in pleasant tones to her ; but 
she was languid and silent, making no 
complaint, except that her “head hurt 
her a little—not much."

“I fear," said the medical man. 
“that a slow fever is coming on ; but 
in this early stage there are many 
efficacious remedies for it. There's not 
much the matter now, but I will leave 
some medicine, Mrs. Halloran, and call 
again to morrow. We ll have you well 
pretty one, by the time the cuckoo 
sings." Oracle smiled one o‘ her quiet 
smiles, and held out her beautiful cand 
when the doctor said good by.

Now, fully aroused to a sense of the 
child's danger, and her maternal in
stincts ever on the watch for the 
slightest change, other sorrows were 
forgotten. The doctor came again and 
again ; he changed the medicines, he 
alternated the nourishment ; bat she 
faded and drooped, she wasted and 
grew paler every day. With her 
mother s hand in hers, she would lie 
quiet I r hours together. Sometimes 
süe would start with a happy smile from 
her fitful slumbers, saying, “I thougdt 
papa was here." “I thought I bad 
wings like Birdie's." Desmond, anxious 
and sorrowful, crept in and out, and 
ppuke in low, whispered tones, wben be 
brought her toys and pictures, hoping 
to interest her as of ol ; and if he 
could win a single smile from her he 
was quite consoled and happy. Ellen 
would sit down and tell h» r, over and 
over again, the fairy tales she used to 
hear with such delight, and saw in the 
kindling eyes and flashed cheeks of 
“her baby," as she used to call her, a 
bright promise of her growing better. 
Bat Dennis could find no comfort. 
Twenty t mes a day would he creep in 
and lcok at her, then go out with noise
less steps and say, “Inagh, sure she's 
fadin' like a snow drop, Ochone 1 but 
it'll be the heaviest news of all to 
Misther Halloran ! Glory to God 1 but 
surely our little lady will be the fair
est angel of them all."
_ -Father Hanlon came frequently to 
visit and comfort Mrs. Halloran ; he 
spoke words of consolation and sym
pathy to her ; bat in his heart he re
joiced that another soul was a?out to 
be housed from life's tempests and 
evils, that another one of the elect was 
about to pass away into eternal posses
sions ; for surely of the predestined are 
little children wbo die in their inno
cence.

Mrs. Halloran never left her side for 
an instant ; day and night she watched 
her, slumbering sometimes during the 
broken sleep of Oracle, but starting up 
at the slightest movement. Her rest
less hands were ever busied about her, 
changing her position, smoothing her 
pillow, with a thousand other nameless 
little cares which maternal love sug 
g es ted. She could not bear that any

other one should nurse her, so jealous 
was she of every moment that she ling 
•red. But amidst it ell there was sn 
unacknowledged hope that her cease
less care and tender nursing would 
bring her through ; for the doctor still 
•«sored her there was not much the 
matter.

" Open the window, mamma, by my 
bed," she asked, one evening.

The window was opened, and in flowed 
s gold and crimsom flood of sunset. The 
sky, like a " sea ol fire," glowed be
hind the ragged end wild cuffs of the 
Galtles, sud above, in the blue, silent 
depths, a few splendid cloud spots 
flatted. The child looked out long sod 
thoughtfully ; then, turning her full, 
beautiful eyes on her mother s face, 
she said—

“ Wben I die, and go away up there, 
and have wings like Birdie’s, can 1 see 
you every day through these win 
dowa?"

“ Die ! Oh, my child, why talk of 
dying ? Do you wish to die ?"

“ Yes, ma'am."
“ A ad not afraid, my own ?"
“ No, ma'am —not afraid."
Then, as if au angel had whispered 

it, Mary Halloran knew that her child 
was surely psating away iron her; and, 
leaning her head down on tho pillow, 
she wept in silence. She already felt 
the glow from the fiery farmed into 
which her bereaved heart was to be 
cast ; she already tasted the bitterness 
ol the cap she was to drink.

The next day she sat watching and 
weeping. The child lay still, but 
breathing quick and low. A footstep 
sounded on the threshold. She started, 
looked up, and her kinsman, Donald 
More, stood before her—the destroyer 
of her peace, the spoiler of her home.

“I conic not find the servants ; so you 
must pardon me, cousin Mary, for an
nouncing myself so unceremoniously," 
be said, with an easy air.

•* Why come you here at all ?" said 
Mrs. Halloran, rising, and standing be 
tween the sick child and the unwelcome 
intruder.

“ I came to inquire after my kins
woman's health," he said, with an air 
of effrontery. “ I hope I find you 
well."

“ Insolent !" she murmured, while 
the blood receding from her face, left 
it very white ; but she thought of the 
dying child, and the storm was calmed 

“ This is no place for you, Donald 
More, * she said, calmly. “ [ pray you 
go away. You# being here disturbs 
me."

“ I am sorry to hear that, Mary. I 
came with far other intentions I wish 
to be your friend and your children's 
friend."

" Friend I" she said, with bitter 
scorn depicted in every feature. “Yon 
do not understand the meaning of the 
ward. We do not need your friend
ship, even if you did ; nor cou d I 
accept it for my sell or them. Ali 1 ask 
is that you go away."

“ I came on an errand which deserves 
a better reception, Mary. I know you 
despise me and regard me as the enemy 
of your h msebold ; but I only did my 
f uty, and government chose to reward 
me with a grant of the Glendanff es 
tate. I had reasons for not refusing. It 
is far better for it to be in my possession 
than in a stranger's ; and now I promite, 
before God, that, on certain conditions, 
it shall return to your branch of the 
family again."

'* And what may be those conditions ? 
But speak softly : my child is ill."

“ Well, listen. I have made np my 
mind never to marry — why, mu belle 
cousine krows ; and I have come to the 
determination, with your consent, to 
adopt Desmond, provided I can prevail 
on him to give up the anperstitutions 
aud follies of the Romish Church and 
adopt the Protestant creed.*'

Donald More had lost all caste 
Protestants spoke coldly to him, and 
avoided him ; the Catholic gentry ab-o 
lately cut him with every mark of con 
tempt ; while the lower classes regarded 
him with distrust and hatred : for all 
alike in Ireland detest the informer ; 
and for the sake of recovering a posi
tion he had fallen on this plan, knowing 
well that an act of justice to John Hal 
loran's family would be the best recom 
mendation he could offer. He was so 
foil of it, and so sanguine of success, 
that he was scarcely prepared for what 
fallowed.

“ Yon have said your say, Donald 
More ; now listen to mine," said Mrs. 
Halloran. while her fragile form dilate* 
with indignation. “ Child of mine shall 
never be your heir. Their lies one, 
dying. 1 tether would I consign them 
both to the grave, than accede to your 
base proposal. Let them be beggared, 
my G d ! or return to Thee, if Chon 
wiliest it ; but through all preserve to 
them the gift of Faith. No, Mr. Mort : 
it is out of your power to serve me or

“ You will think better of it, Mary !" 
“ I am defenseless, sir. I refnse your 

proposal decidedly. I have told you 
that your presence is painful and un 
welcome. Sbatl I have to tell you more 
emphatically that you are an intruder?" 
she replied.

“ Don't trouble yourself, Mary. It is 
the wav of women to get Into the heroics. 
1 shall go away presently, but will re
turn in a few weeks to know the result 
ot your considerations on the subject. 
Oae thing yon cannot refuse me : I must 
kiss that child. Sue is one of the few 
things I have ever loved, Mary—little, 
dainty lady," he said, while the near 
est approach to tenderness 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 not touch her. Yon 
might awaken aad terrify her."

Bat the whisperii g had awakened 
her: she looked around with a bright, 
eager expression, then lifted her eyes 
to her mother's, saying, “I thought he 
was here."

“ Who, darling ?"
“ My papa 1 Cousin Donald, how 

do yon do ?" she said, reaching out her 
dainty and beautiful little hand. 
'•Bring my papa back, Cousin Donald, 
and take my mamma to Glendanff.

“ Why Gracie, little lady, what ails 
you ?"

“ Nothing much ; only I am so tired 
waiting for papa to come, it makes my 
head hurt me. I'm afraid I shall go

away before he comes, for you know I'm 
going far, far away ; but do you And 
him, Cousin Donald, and bring him to 
mamma and Desmond."

•* I’ll try Gracie ; but make haste 
and be well," he whispered, leaning 
over her. *' When I come again, I 
shall bring some beautiful French toys 
and plctoree."

“ Bring papa, and give my best love 
to him," she said, leaning back ex
hausted on the pillow. “ Good • by, 
Cousin Donald ; I am so tired." And 
then again a portentous slumber stole 
over her sentes.

“ Do not come again, Donald More," 
said the agitated mother, going to the 
door with him. “ There can be nothing 
in common between us. A wide gulf 
separates us. I will receive oo favors 
from you ; nor should John Halloran's 
children asoepfc the slightest gift."

“ Time, I hope, will soften your feel 
logs," he said. “ Farewell.''

Inexpressibly relieved by his ab
sence, Mrs. Halloran returned to the 
bed-dde of the little one, who from that 
hour seemed to sink, or, rather, like 
some fair thing cradled on a wave, to 
float gently away, without pain or sut
ler ing, toward eternity.

Then* x: day Dennis brought a letter 
from Butte vant, which Mrs. Halloran 
tore open with eager expectation : bat 
her face flashed up, and, throwing the 
letter from her, she sat for a few mom 
enta bewildered, trembling, and unde 
cidtd. The letter was from her kins 
man, begging her acceptance of a VÔO 
bill on the Bank of Ireland, which Ue 
inclosed. Io a ittle while her deter
mination was formed. She inclosed 
letter and bill together in an envelope, 
and, directing it to Donald More, Esq., 
of Glerdariff, handed it to Dennis 
Byrne, who had been waiting in hopes 
that tho letter contained news from 
America.

“ Dennis," she said, “ if you wi-h to 
do me a service, go instantly with this 
to Bottevant and return it to the post- 
office. My conain Donald has had the 
audacity to write to me. Yesterday he 
wai here. I wish to return his letter 
without loss of time."

“ Here, my lady ? Why, then, it's a 
mortal sin I wasn’t to the fore to wel 
come him," said Dennis ; “for I de 
clare to my sowl it would have been 
the greatest pleasure I ever had, to 
put him at a brisker pace from Fada- 
Brae than he came to it."

“ Be on the watch, then, Dennis ; 
for ho threatens to come again. But 
go no **."

“ Let him," said stou* Dennis : 11 I 
declare to my sins I wouldn't desire 
better fun. Bat I’m going, my lady, 
after 1 hear how Miss Gracie is."

“ She is very weak — o^, very weak, 
DenniV

“ Tnanks be to God, she'll go to 
heaven without much pain ; an' I pray 
His holy name that the angels will wel 
come her with their sweetest songs — 
inagh I But it'll be a hard blow on 
Misther Halloran," murmured Dennis, 
wnile he lingered a moment to look at 
the child, dashing off, as he did so, the 
tears that fell from bis eyes.

That evening, Mrs. Gray, the Pro
testant rector's wife, wbo lived in the 
neighborhood, and who bad been very 
kind in her attentions to Mrs. Hal
loran, drove up to Fada Brae, and 
brought some beautiful clusters of 
grapes and flowers from her hothouse 
to the invalid. She was a gentle, kindly 
woman, and Mrs. Halloran was always 
glad to see her. Gracie was a wake, 
and smiled and when she saw the beau 
tilnl present, and, holding out her 
little wasted hand, touched the fruit 
and flowers with the tips of her fingers 
in the same dainty way she had always 
done when she saw anything beautiful 
which pleased her.

Taste one, my darling," «aid her 
mother.

No, dear—out yes—to please you, 
mamma."

They pressed a grape between her 
lips ; but it seemed to sicken her ; and 
she said, “ 1 would rather look at
them. ’ Then they laid them where 
she could see them, and her innate 
love for the beautiful found a quiet 
joy in the sight.

Father Hanlon came in and brought 
her a picture of oar Lard blessing 
little children. Sue looked at it long 
and earnestly, then gazed into his 
face with one of her earnest expres
sions, and held ort her hand.

“ You see, my dear, how Jesus loved 
little children. Their angels see the 
face of His Father in ueaven ; and He 
is always glad when they are gathered 
into H.s bosom."

" 1 love Him," she said, folding 
her attenuated hands together on her 
bosom, with a holy expression. Just
then, Birdie, her dove, flew into the 
room, and perched on the cornice of 
her bedstead, where he sat, arching 
his white, graceful neck, and, while he 
looked down with his soft gray eyes on 
her, began a low cooing. She lifted 
her eye*, aud a bright smile flitted 
over her face ; and, wnile they gazed 
with looks of love at each other, a deep 
slumber stole over her.

Mrs. Gray offered to sit up and re 
lieve Mrs. Halloran ; but she thanked 
her, saying she would be glad of her 
company, nut she could not leave the 
child. Father Hanlon sprinkled the 
dying one with holy water and ben 
ediction together, and, laying his hand 
on Mrs. Halloran a head, lifted bis 
eyes to heaven and besought God to 
strengthen and comlort her when the 
dark hour came—that hoar so dark and 
bi ter to a loving mother's heart—and 
went away to visit a poer woman of the 
neighoorbood who was dying.

The child’s dreams, or visions, were 
pleasant and peaceful ; angel arms pil 
lowed her sinking head, and ever and 
anon far off music stole around her ; 
but she alone, led by bright-winded 
ones through the shadowy vale, heard 
it. They thought—those who watched 
her—that it was so, from the radiant 
smiles that flitted at times over her 
countenance and the few whispered 
words that fell from her lips. Her 
hand, folded in her mother’s, began to 
grow cold. Mrs. Gray brought the 
caudle to the bedside, and it was clear 
that death was creeping apace through 
her frame ; but her breath was still low 
and soft.

•• !■ this death ?" asked Mrs. Hal- 
loran, with trembling lips.

*' I fear so,” was the reply.
Then, my merciful God,” she ■- 

claimed, throwing herself on her *Qe-i‘
" »pire her the wild agony and bitty/ 
struggle. O angels l bear her gentl* 
away and shield her from wild affright 
Oh, my child 1 would that I might tn\r 
thee through the dark waters on 
bosom, and place thee in the hands Î 
Him Who gave tbee I'

The dove, startled perhaps by the 
light, fluttered do wo and nestled close 
to the bosom of the child, within her 
arms, while faint and more low 
up her breath. Dennis and hi ion 
hearing the slight stir, came in. 
knelt sobbing near the bed.

“ She is pasting away very sweetly 
my friend," said Mrs. Gray. “ Let u 
not disturb her. It would be slnla! ,« 
break in on suoh rest."

At that moment the child stretched 
out her arms ; a slight shiver p439tta 
over her frame ; then truly she 3:ypt 
that sleep which shall know no waking 
until the Resurrection morn da*n9 -Q 
the weary earth.

• * e » e
For long weeks Mrs. Halloran lay 

unconsciout aud hovering on the v r/* 
of the grave. She knew tot when rue 
little ci Ilia lid was closed down on to at 
clear face wuich was fairer than Fat. 
ian marble, or when the white 
shrouded form was borne away ;.LC[ 
laid beneath the mould. Nor did 
know of those long, loving 
which had come—all of them at once- 
from her husband and Nora, tell ng 
her of his salety and prosperity and of 
her happiness and hopes ; nor of hrw 
the boy Desmond, grown as gentle as t 
girl, had witched her day alter day, 
and how Ellen’s tender care aud Don- 
nis Byrne's indefatigable efforts and 
unceasing attentions left nothing an. 
done. Or all this, with the kind atten 
tions of her friends around the neigh
borhood, she heard wben, after long 
and weary months, she had been 
stored to life and increasing streL^:h, 
and when, amidst fast-falling tear* she 
used to talk unceasingly of the one 
that was gone, and loved to hear of the 
slightest thing connected or associated 
with her. She grieved much that the 
dove bad fljwn away. Ellen told her 
that the last time she saw it it was 
nestled on the dead child's bosom 
since then no one had seen it ; aud 
when at last, shrinking and with fee ole 
step*, she visited the little grave, -o.e 
found that some friendly heart had 
caused to be erected over it a costly 
and exquisitely-carved marble tomb 
on which bong a garland ol half wither
ed flDwers. Over the tomb was \ 
sculptured cross, from which a dove 
was rising toward heaven ; but no or5 
could tell who bad paid this last toavn- 
ing tribute to the sorrows at 
Halloran family.

CHAPTER X*
“ Pain e furnace heat within mi quivers 

God e brt.iih upon the ilaraet» doth b’.i v 
And all my heart in anguish shivers 

And trembles at the tiery glow ,
And yei 1 whisper As Goa will.'

And in his holiest tire noid still. <

It was a long night — that night :c 
which Nora Brady had so unexpectedly 
found Mr. Halloran. She thought ; 
would never end ; and yet she feared 
that when it passed away another aci 
a deeper change might fall on him, ard 
that with the night-shadows his spir • 
would pass away. She watched ace 
prayed alternately. The anguish that 
the absent would have felt, had ibey 
been present, or could they even ba~e 
known it, was accumulated and ming
led with her own grief : and, wb:.e 
tears flowed in silent torrents over aer 
face, her heart could only find lang
age in these words :—“If possible, ray 
God, let this cap pass away from 
them."

When Thomas McGinnis went away, 
a little after midnight, she had sent 3 
message by him to the' friendly 
publisher in Franklin Street, st&tirg 
how aud where Mr. Halloran was to 
found. She had never forgotten ‘.be 
first day she called at tbe “Pilot 
Office, or the heaviness and gloom that 
oppressed her then, or the kind wjris 
which had greeted her, or the sudden 
sunshine which had burst around her 
when, after making her enquiries, the 
good publisher had exclaimed. “ John 
Halloran 1 He is my friend : he wag 
my guest." And now she did 
doubt for an instant that he wca a 
come the moment he received her 
message, and make every arrangement 
necessary for Mr. Halloran's removal 
to a better and more comfortable ph e, 
and for any exigency that might occur 
daring his illness. This thought com
forted her greatly ; and, beseeching 
Thomas McGinnis to lose no time n 
the morning in delivering the message, 
she resumed her post near the btd i 
the sufferer. It was near day dawn, 
and the doctor and clergyman stood 
together at the bedside, conversing n 
a low tone about the condition of tne 
patient, while Nora leaned eagerly 
forward to hear their opinion.

"He is decidedly no worse," said 
Dr. Bryant ; “and that is somethin.: 
in an attaok.ltke this."
^ “And you think he may get over

“Well, I hope so ; yes I think eo.
“God grant it!" s*id Father Nagetv. 

while he looked at his watch. “I shall 
have to go away in a short time : it is 
nearly five o'clock, and that is nay 
Hour to be at the altar. I shall r? 
turn, however, as soon as I can. If 
aDy sadden change occurs, I must ke *' 
it immediately."

“I have no patients very ill at pres
ent," replied Dr. Bryant, “and there
fore I can remain here until about ten 
o’clock. Some time daring the day my 
patient must be removed to more com
fortable quarters."

“ Yes : no doubt his remaining here 
would embarrass these poor people con
siderably, who have neither the time 
nor the means to render him such at
tentions as are absolutely necessary 
If no better plaoe can be found doctor, 
my house and its poor accomodations 
are at your service. My own room 
shall .be prepared, as soon as I get 
home, for Mr. Halloran’s reception, if 
you think it will do."

“ Do ? Why, sir, it is the very 
thing ; and I thank you from the bot
tom of my heart for the suggestion- 
Perhaps in a day or two something


