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CHAPCER III,
* What ! Thunderiog 10 be heard, Old Land ¢

Ho ! bravely and boidly done ;

Now ! where are thy children gone 1

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

See, see bow ner cold limba shake.

Lot her lean on that rusted brand

They have trea od thee 11l old dame,

Aud thou blushest with rage and sham !

Thou'rt astir. —a fearful token

Thau the o'erstrung bow has broken.y

A gleam of sunshive that flickered
through the dense foliage which
shadowed the window, fell warm and
golden over Mary Halioran's face, and
awoke her from her deep but uneasy
slambers. Surpriscd to fAnd that she
bad passed the night on her coach in-
stead of the bea, she ecould not at
first, remember how it was. She pas
sed her hand over her forehead, then
glanced around the room with s wild
snd Irightened look ; and, when she
found it empty, she flaw toward the
bed and tore ba‘k the curtains. Bat
she saw that it had been untouched,
and a low ery of anguish escaped her
lips. She tottered tcward the bell-
rope and pulled it, then tell h avily on
the couch from which she had risen,
her face as white as the cambric pil-
lows on which she leaned.

¢ Did you ring, ma'am ?'’ said Nora,
coming in.

** Where is Mr. Halloran, Nora, she
asked, as calmly as she could,

“ It’s altogether unoertain, ma'am, if
he is vot here Troth and I thought he was
#nog in his bed yet,'’ roplied Nora, en
deavoring to coneeal her own anxiety

** My husband is not here, Nora :
he's gone. Something dreadful has
happeaed. I know and feel it. I have
felt it cn me these many days,” she
said, folding her long white hands to-
getber, and rocking herself to and fro,
while a torrent of tears rolled over her
cheeks.

‘‘ Why, surely, now, it's nothing un-
usual for a gintleman to be out airly at
this season of the year. I've hard
him say, God save him, that he'd ray-
ther be out when the dew is on the
forn- eaves and the birds whistling
through the morning air, thas to see
the grandest show in the kingdom
He'll be in presently, and have to
wait for his breakfast, it I don't be
sirring.”’

** Nora, is Mr. Halloran's horse in
the stable ?'" she asked.

** And how should he be, sursly, and
Mister Halloran out on the hillside, or
forninst there at Holy Cross, on his
back ?"" replied Nora, cheeringly,

** There iy one thing will settle all
this doubt. [ dread the worst: and
yet—my God |-—it is necessary for me
to know it. If they should be gone,
how can I bear it ? Help me, () my
Fatber | thou whose ears are are never
closed to the plaint of thy suflering
oues ; endow me with strength and
fortitnde to bear the storms wnich are
gathering about my head.

Jesus lover of my soul
Let me to thy refuge iy,
While the nearer waters roll,
While the tempest’'s wrath is nigh,

And even then, while her troubled
soul poured out its cry for aid. she felt
calmer and stronger. An Almighty
arm was about her, and would bear
her up as the bitter lrods ro'led by
now ; and in the sorrowinl days that
were te come, He would be her solace
and defense.

She went to an old oak cabinet, and
turning the key, opened the door
Oae glance sufficed to show her that
the shelves were empty. Yes, they
are gone,'’ she murmared ; ** gone,”

*“And what is it, Mairo Bhan as
thore, said Nora, who had come close
to ber and placed her strong arm ten
dorly and caras ingly aronnd her clan
der, drooping form—** what is it that's
gone, my jawel 2"’

** All gone ! Sword, spurs, the green

uniform, epanlets, chapeaa, and all.
Gone with my darlis g to the wild
hills of Tipperary, wohere the erue
hunters will snare and cage him my
eagle-heart, whuse Arst fault is that
it would be too near the sun, O3
oh 1"

‘“And what is this, suillish machree
stooping down to pick up a small
twisted_note which had fallen nnper
ceived whin the door was opened
*““It looks like shis own w iting
turely,

gl (B 1 Mrs. Hallora
running her eye rapidly over its con
tents. The d mounted to her pale
cheeks, and ethir ik exulta
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‘N id Mrs. Halloran.

* Faith, wa'am, and I ocan see
1 1lng to be g afther, at all I
I only knowsd where to g0 and how t
go, I'd be off wildest Kerry colt
I conld find ), only in respect
yourself, machree I coulc
lave you tected! Bat tiere s
one shall go in my place, please God,
and that's Dennis Byrune ; and If he's
kilt, it'll be the best thing that could
bhappen in such a cause, M ay God and
the Blessed Virgir helg e right.”

** Amen !" said Mrs. Hall ran, in a

low, fervent tone ; * we ar in our
Father's handss We are under the

of our blessed and dear
Lady. We may sufler—ob, yus, that
we must expect—but, in the end, peace
snd rest must come. Go down, dear
Nora ; and the moment anything hap-
pens, let me know.'’

** Yes,” sald Nora, pausing in the
old oak panelled passaze to shake her
fist toward a closed door, ** and if
you hada't got what you did in good
ume you'd be on his teack, cross bred
mule that you are ; but, thanks to the
scalding tay that lathered your shins,
it'll be some time before yoa can do
any mischief, black informer that you
are.”” Then, as if relieved, she
walked quietly and swiftly down to the
kitchen to begin her usual day's labor,
a laber which her cheerfal and faithful
heart and industrious hands made so
light that she not infrequent'y had
more time to herself than any other
domestic at Glendariff.

No event of importance occurred
that day. If a stranger had been pass
ing through the country, he would have
lingered on the road o gaze down on
the tranquil beauty of Glendariff, and
thooght it must be the abode of hap-
pluess and contentwment, He would
have known that plenty teem:d frum
those rolling lands, covered with a
verdure and luxuriacee of vegetation
which indicated the fertility of the
#0il, and those sunny slopes, rich in
waviog grain, which, as the wind-tide
ebhed and fliwad over it, swayed and
undulated with & motion as gracefal
aud harmonious a8 the ocean-billow
when no storm is on it. In the dis-
taonce, through a nature! vista, his
vye would have fallen on the gray
rains of Holy Cross, their desolate
grandeur and beautitul decay gilded
by the sunbeam, while here and there,
tnrough th: moss gro»n arches, the
bright blue waters of the Suire might
be seen rippling on toward the ses,
uttering the ssme mysterious numbers
that i.sang of old, like Time, hymning
the wrongs, the evils, and tne sins of
men as i¢ rolls solemnly on toward
eternity., And then he would have
tarced away from the view of Glen
darifi—beautiful in ite antique style and
picturesque site—from its abuundance,
irom its productive flelds—to go past
the abodes -of poverty, which tie
uatural and rich resoarces ol the land
had no blessing for, and see men and
women worn down with ineffectual
labor, bowed and gloomy on the inade
quate returns it would afford them, or
characterized by a levity and reckless-
ness which, with the livery of want
that they wcre, preached bitter howi
lies by its mockery.

As evening wore on, Mrs Halloran's
anxleties increased. She could think
of but one thing, and that was the ap-
proaching desperate struggle. The
very indeflnite knowledge she possessed
heightened and augmented her terror.
When ? where ? what ? ware the ques-
tions that hauated her, The children
shrunk back, rendered timid by her
silencs and paleness, and Mrs, Shea re-
tired angry and volable from her be
cause she did not open her lips when
she went in to report§to her concern-
iog the health of Donald More,

‘“An’ it's in purgatory I've got be-
foremy time,"”” she complained to Nora,
‘* with that screeching, swearing pagan
up-stairs, that was so crazy to get out
this morn’ that he swears a big oath,
and gives a lape, when down hs comes
flat to the floor, laving me the immortal
honor, sure, of picking him up ; an
troth il he does it agen, honey, I'll get
the pitchfork to toss him in. It w.s
all through your bad doings, Nora
liraQy, and you ought to narse him,”’

**Thank you, dear Mistress Shea;
[ don't look up to any such grandeur as
t0 vurse such a great gentleman as
Donald Dbu," said Nora. langhing. as
Mrs. Shea flounced out with a bowl of
chocolate for the invalid.

Toat night Nora sat silent and sad
by the fireside, her fingers busy shift
ing from one needle to the other the

thoughtfully on the glowing tur!, her
lips silent, No sound was heard bat
the chirping of & ericket in some warm
corner. Kre long the silence was
broken by the echo of heavy, slow foot-
steps. She thought it might be Dennis
Byroe, and tripped out on the lawn to

| meet him; but it was Father Me-
[ ( arthy.

‘' God save vs, your reverence,” she
410, kneeling for his blessing, which
he ga

| **And how is Mrs. Halloran, my
rhild 2" he asked
| *Sha's poorly enough, sir."
\nd M Hallorau—where is he 2’
|« W do not know exactly, father
; lets home in the ght, and it’s much
rt she needs poor thing."
Heaven help the poor echild]"
aid ¢ pr y in a compassionate
ton W re 1y she, Nora?"
She's in the room, sir, Mr. Hal
| 00kd and things is in, whare he
d to read aud write, your reverence
wnd tell her ?
y DO It 18 not necessary,’’ he
replied, hurrying in with a heavy
| Beart, for Mary Halloran was the child
of his only sister, and he loved her
well,

Nora could not
throwing the stook

sit still or rest: so,

ng aside, she walked

l
! with a quick pace down to the lodge,
| onee inuabited by a porter who kept
: the gate. Buat it was dismantled and
| Mlmost ruined now, with its low stone
| walls covere Jd with ivy acd creepers,
wd which John Halloran had allowed |
’ 14 ploturesqu ‘
A e ab ( dar 10 we the
swement whn iooked ou I
a and lvaning her arms on the
low sill, stood watehing for the black
| » ol dare. She had not wa!ted
i long before he came.
| ra asthore,” bhe sald, starting at
| the gound of her voice, ** is it waiting |
[ 1 n¢ AL you are here? Ji's no
|

sale placo for one like you, dear
| L why isn't It a sale place,
Dennis Byrne ?'*

the times is bad.”’

" What is the matter with the times,
sure? It seems to me the times is
goud enough ; and if men was as good
as the times, we shouldn't have Kog-
lish sogers poking their unoses into
overybody's business, and ki'h and kin
{ hounding each uther, selling their own

flesh and blood like nagur slaves.”

** Because

sticches of a stocking, her eyes fixad |

“ Whist, Nora dear! it isn’t sale o0
talk out,” be replied, looking furtively
sbout him, and speakiog in » whisper.
¢ ls Mr. Halloran up yonder?"

““No ; and that's what 1 wanted to
spake to you about. Have you heard
sny news to-day ?—but come in; it'll
be safe altogether there,’”’ she said,

* May be not,”” he replied ; ** may-
be not. Toere's sogers lurking about
Glandarift They're watching for
Mister Halloran."

* They’ll have their watching for
thelr trouble, then. Hes not here,
nor won't be again in & harry, accordin’
to my judgment. Bat [ ve got some-
thing to say, Dannis, and 1 might as
well say it first as last. It's & dark
day when it come to my heart, and a
sorsowful one when it comes out. Bat
it's no use; may-be it'll bl w over
and may-be it won't : anyway, God's
will be done. We was to be married
in the spriog coming. I bave flity
pounds and a cow to begin with. You
have enough for & poor boy to settle
with ; and [ won't say I looked to the
time with sorrow. I lovad to thiak of
being in my own cot, ard keeping it
cheery and thrifty for you, avourneen
and, troth, I had my own dreams of
happiness. But they're over now. It
cannot be—'’

‘ What's that you're saying, Nora
Brady, after promising me these three
years ?"' exclaimed Do2nonis Byrne,
aghast. * Don't be trifing with a
fellow in that way, Nora; joke with
anything but that, and I'll langh with

o ="*"

. **You h'ard every word [ said, and
I'm just as much ia airnest, Dennls, as
if it was my dying dsy. And you may
give me up intir ly if you like. I ean
very quick give you back your love-
tokens. Bat my wind’'s made up, and,
what’s more, I've taken a vow,"”

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

*“ It's aisy evongh explaining what |
say,”’ she said, laying her hand on his
siounlder. ¢ You know, Dennis, as we 1
as [ do, what 8 in the wind, and Mister
Halloran’s in it, where every true Irish
wan ought to be ; and, ii he's helped
by them that have rayson enough to
fight, it'll be a glorious day for Oald
Ireland. 1 koow that, and want it too,
it [am only a poor girl, But miod,
Dennis, may be the rebellion will fail
—God help them that's risked all they
have on the chance—and, if 1t does,
I've made a 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 sorrow and dis-
tress and penury come to Glendariff,
never to marry until all is right again
with them [ love. If they suffer, |
suffer ; if they wander, I wander. A d
now be off with you ; for that is Nora
Brady's Vow."”

CHAPTIER 1V.
* But alas for hiscountry ! —ner pride is gone
oy,
And ihat spirit is broken which never would
nd ;
O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh,
For "uls treason tc love her, and death to de
fend.
z:d are her sons, till they ve learaed to
belray :
Uadistioguished they live, it they shame not
Loeir sires ;
And the torch tnat would light them through
digni y 8 way
Musc by caught from the pile where their
country expires,”
Moogrg,

** Nora Brady, you have done me a
great wrong this day,” sad D oris
Byrne, grasplog her arm, as she turned
to leave him, waile his heart swelled
with indignation and grief, He had
loved Nora long and faitotully ; early
and late had he toiled, that he might
surrouzd her with homely domestic comr-
forts wheo she entered his house as its
mistrass ;@ and now  whan ‘;'1:" on the
e€ve of 1ts realization of nig bright
hopes, to be told tha’ it could not e, L0
have all those beautital dreams so
rudely dashed ont—it was almost more
than he could endare,
| ** Now, be a man, Dennis darling,"”
| said Nora, wiping the tears away from
| her tace, ** If I can bear it, you can,

surely. Idida't sayatall that [ didn'y

love you, or that 1 was going to | ay a
false game with you, mavourneen I
only waut you to be patient, aud wait
m.y-be a year, may-ve longer, in re.
spect to the great torouble that's come
on the two we love, and who has been
the best friends we ever had, and that
needs our help as much as we ever
needed theirs ; that 13, if things go
wro. g with them, that would lay down
taeir lives to make 'em right,” =

** I see no rayson yet why we should
n't marry I love John Hallora: —ay,

the very sod his feet presses—au' tor
nis sake 1'd give up everything but
you, Nora ; but why we can't sarve
him an’ his a8 well when we're man an’
wile, a8 now, bates me out intirely."”

' That's because you re a ¥ gue,
| Donnis Byrne,” said Nora, inaig: waoly.
| ** How do I know what s cowing to
| pass 2 (i poverty comes to Glen iariff,

or rayther if poverty chases them away
Irom Glendarift, I, for one, siiouldn't
like to hoard up the gold that | airned
in their service ; an’ who knows but
that 1 shall have to cross the gsea ?
There'll be enough for Norah Brady's
hands to do, withoat haviog a master to
the fore, to bid me here and ordher me
there. And let this be the last of it
entirely : if you choose to wait for me,
wait ; if you don't—be off ag fas your
two legs ean cirey yon."

Denuis, the stoat blacksmith of Kil
dare, was silent for some time, He

) 1 knew by Nora's mavner that h reso-
1 Was taken and not to be moved,

| and, although he felt angry enouxh at
, what he considered her unreasooable
ness, the thought of giving her up was
like death. Next to her he loved Jobn

Halloran. They had been playmates
er ; indeed, the same breasts had
both in their infanecy, for
mother had the nursing of the
young heir of Glendariff until he was
weaned, and the boys had grown up to-
gether, every year strengthening the
tie, which ian Ireland is as strong as
that of kindred, until manho)d separ-
ated them ; and each in his sphere re-
tained the old love .nd the old inter-
est, and found many opportunities of
serving the other. The friendship of
John Halloran had cheered and bright-
encd the humble life of his foster
brother ; it had saved him from many

| toge

sucklec
Byrne's

sn extortion and much injastice ; and
the conscionsness of it gave confidence
sad to his manhood, for he knew
that he was his earthly p ovidence, and
would never let barm, that money or
influence could avert, blight his life.
He thougnt of all this now, and the
merry sports of * long ago,’’—ol the
days’ fishing in the Saire, their wild
wndvea ures and long excursions to the
Kerry Mountains, and the delicions
loitering among the old rains of Holy
Cr.ss. He oould not but serve Joan
Halloran, now that dark days threat

ened him. He felt ashamed of his
momentary solfishness, and at last
md—

* Nors, mo seact n-amam astig tu
(+even times dearer than my soui) are
you ; but let it be as you say. You
bhave tould me what you will dos but
what ('m to do is what I doesn’t know.
( don't even koow where Misther Hal-
loran is, God save him. I neard rumors
of a rebellion, b ¢t where it's to break
out it's more thin [ ean tell, an’ [ wish
I did, for bedad ! I'd like to be in the
thek of it. Bat there's one thirg, a
suillish mahuil agus machree ' (lig 1t of
my eyes and heart) he said, brighten-
iog up : ** he often tould we, if he got
tnto throuble with the government, as
he said from a boy he always intended
and was huated by the Saxon hounds,
that I mast teck him beyant the clonds
—that is, in a den 80 high up on Billy-
bo#ry Mountain that the wild eraythars
have never made their lair in it. And
80 good-by, Nora : the moon’'s up, snd
['ll ran down to Larry Ragan’s cabin
an’ hire the snit and wallet of the old
baccah man that's been sick in it there
tw) months, and be off before day. Oane
kiss, Nora darling."”

‘* The Blessed Mother of God have
you in her keeping, my can buy deelish "’
said Nora, as she allowed him to take
the farewell kiss he asked, while tears
overflowed her eyes. *‘ Good by,
Denois dear : warm will be the sheda
veha whea you come back. God's holy
angels go with you. Bat wait one
minute ! I'd like to forgotten the very
thing sbove all that must be thought
of. Here—hide this about yon some
where : it's for Mister Halloran, it you
find bim where you're going to, and
give it to him with Nora Brady's
namble service and love, and tel! him
t2 have no uneasiness in respect to Mry
Halloran and tha childer, for il [ ever
lave or forsake them iu the dark hoar
may God forsake me, Now harry off,
Dennis ; and dou’t forget the limp
when you get the wallet across your
s ou'ders."”’

““I'll engage you never saw such
limping doue atore, by a fellow wi
sound legs, ' said D:nnis Byrne, langh
log, as ne deposited the little package
she had given him, in the dep:hs of his
breast pocket.

“ Now go or, and don't be afther
looking back, alanna, for fear of the
black luck,” sala Nora, pasning him
AWAY.

(u ting a ston’ black thorn by the
roacside, Dennis Byrne stirted on
what wight bave been counsidered a
will-goose chase, il the results of h's
journey had not proved that his in-
stincts bad guided him aright. Travel
ing most by night, and begging a sup
and morse! here and there on tne road-
side evading with success the parties
of English soldiers that dashed from
time to time across his path, keeping
his ears open when, two or three times,
he was invited to spend the night by
the tarf fire of soms nospitable peasins,
and saying but listle, he heard that
battle had been fought in Tipoerary,
and that the patriotic band who darca
to strike for freedom aund their native
Jand had been defeated and routed,
Not daring to ask a question (for he
Was among strangers), the news quiok
eacd his stop 14 days’
wearisome travel he reached the chain
of high hills which, lifting their snm-
mits to ‘the clonds, and broken
ioto a thousand scenes of the wildest
grandeur, whose steep defiles and
beetling cliftls were full of sublimity
and maguoificence, threw their broad
shadows over the fraitful valleys of
Mauouster. Following sometimes the
steep and ruagged balleagh, or foreing
his way cautiously along the windiogs
of a narrow wolt track, he scaled ove
rocky height alter another, deterred
neither by their perils nor bleakaess
from the accomplishment of his faith.
ful purpose. Occasionally he :oight
the sholter of some sheeling perched
high up among the ecliffs, and whose
poverty - stricken inmates made him
welcome to a meal of potatoes and
milk, bot could give him no informe-
tion of what was passing below. Up in
that wild region they heard but litc'e
of what was passing among their fellov-
men ; nor cared they much, for in the
sharp struggle for existence which foy
evirm)re saddened cheir lile, in the
grasp and ciuteh for the barest means
(0 avert starvation and bitter want,
they bad po time to spare on the con
cerns of others, or to waste in dreams
which their lite-loog shadow had made
idle and profitless to them, Thoey bore
with sullen patience the eviis of their
lot, and endured the sweat and lahor
entailed by Adam (n his race, without,
many, many times, ths reward of tne
bread promised

It was late in the alternoon when
Dennis Byroe, at the imminent peril
of life and lwb, reacked the cave, high
up on ouve of the highest peaks of tue
Ballyhowry Mountatas, which Joun
Halloran himselt bad discovered yvears
ago. But it was lonely. No living
creature had disturbed the stones
waich they bad piled up at its entrance

stops, aud alter maoy

And 1t was now that the stout heart of

+ iscksanth of Kildars failed him, and
tne fIroivlessness ol his tois over-
whelmed him ; and he sat down on 2

wo:s-grown rock and wept like a child,
Relieved by tiMs outbarst of tears, he
sought a more sheltered place, for it
was  bitterly cold, and, taking a crusg
from his wallet, moistened it wistn
whisky and ate it, alter which he
cleared away the great stones one by
oue from the entrauce of the cave, and
patbered moes and dead fern to make
himself a lair to sleep in that night.
At length, his arrangements baing
completed, he threw himself down to
rest, which he had uvever in his life of
toil needed more than :he did then.
He cast his eyes abroad : the last

gleam of sunlight had fled away like

gold-plamaged birds from the erags
and pesks of the meighboring moun-
tains, and the gray mist like a silent
flood had risen from the valley, and
enveloped him until he almost imagined
bhimself to be the lone inhabitant of
some desolate island. He lelt awed by
the deep uabroken silence and dreary
solitude of his situstion, and, drawing
his well- vorn rosary out of his pocket,
he koelt down and devoutly recited
it, after which he crept Into the
cavern, and was soon sleeping calmly
sod hearvily.

He might have slept two or three
hours, he could not tell,—~when he was
suddenly awakened by something fall-
iog heavily mpon him. Starting up
#ith a wild cry, he grappled with the
intruder, who was & man, and who
seemed powerful enough in frame, but
from some cause or other feeble and
help'ess.

**Who are you at all?"’ oried Dennis,
while a cold moisture started to his
lips. “It you're a friend, spake ; if
you're a foe, bedad, it'il not be long
before you find your broken bones in
the glen below !” Bat a stiflad groan
was his only response : then there was
8 dead silence, and the man lay limp
and heavy on his arm, and his low
quick breathing gradually ceased.
‘*Christ defead us ! the poor soul is
vead ; and I'd rayther it'ud be a wild
wolt than a dead man, to spend toe
uigot with,”’ exoclaimed Dennis, while
the cold drops rolled over his face; bat
uoWw a faint moan reassured him, and
he dragged the stranger out into the
cold, keen air. A dark cloud which
had obscured the moon sailed slowly
awmay, and her clear, bright rays fell
tull oo the white, upturned face . hich
Dennis Byrne supported on his shonld
er. He looked down on it tor an in
stant in wild amaze ; he pushed back
the matted haicr from the bold fire-
head, and exclaimed,—

“‘Holy St. Patrick ! but it's him
hisself I'" Then he laid the head of
John Halloran dowa on a rude piilow
which he made of his clo'k, moving it
as gently and as tenderly with his
great rough hands and awkward limbs
as il he had been tending an infaat,
and got out his flask and poured a fow
drops of potheen between the lips of
toe exhaunsced wan, and unbuckled his
stock : all of whish seemed to revive
him. Soon he opesed his eyes and
looked around him, then into the face
of Byrne, whom he recognized at once,
and grasped his haod,

*'True—trus; faithful to the last,'
hs said in a faint voice. *'How are
they at Glendariff 2"

“Woll and safe, your houor ; bat
what's this — and this 2 What's the
throuble, sir ?"” said Deanis, poiating
to some blick stains on Mr. Hallorau's
shirt-bosom.

‘I was wounded, Danmis : not badly,
Loss of bloo?!, though, has weakened
ma. I wish [ might have died ; for to
survive the ruin of all [ planned and
hoped for, is more than I can bear.
All is lost. At Ballingarry a few des
perate hearts periled their all in the
chances of battle, They expected aid
from dastards who promised but failed
to come to their emzcor. Of these
noble and glorious men, some are our
fces, and will meet the doom of felons;
otbers, like myself, are hiding until
the hcur arrives for us to fly into an
exile of poverty and obscurity.”

**Bat surely yoar honor will retarn
t> Glendariff ? Saure, sir, Mrs. Hallor-
an's crazy with sorrow in respect to
you, and Nora's put ma off intirely,"
said Doanris, scarcely comprehending
all his meaning.

“I fear I shall never see Glendarifl
again. I wmust fy to France or
Awmerica : not to shun death or danger,
hat ignominy, I shall And means to
tend for my family. Of course toney
will be stripped of everything. On, my
God | my poor Mary and the li:tle
ones | Bat, Dennis, you mnst go back,
Man ; yoa must hasten back and stand
by them all. I charge you to protect
them uantl I can bring them to me,
wherever I may go.”

** I think it "ad be better intirely to
stand by your honor's self,” said
Byrne, while his broad chest heaved
with emo’ion.

*That cannot be, my friend. I know
your faithfuloess ; and, in leaving you
with those who are dearer to me than
life, I shall feel that they have not only
a friend, bat a protector,” said John
Halloran.

1 will stay ; I will do anything
yoar honor wishes ; sn’ it's little I'm
able to do, bat I'll endeavor to do it
right. But let it all alons now, sir,
and go to sleep. When the sun rises |
will call you. There's a soug bed of
heather within our old nest, and your
honor can make yourself aisy in resp ct
to any one's comin’, seein’ that I'm
goin’ to watch till morn.”’

Heart broken, and enfeebled by loss
of blocd, John Halloran, thankfal for
an hour's repse, crept into the Cave,
avd was 8)on asleep, The next morn-
ing he awoke refreshod and strength-
ened. D:nois bad kindled a fire of
fagots in a sheltered corner, and ruade
such preparations as his wallet aflorded,
for breakfast,

** What is that yon have on Dennis ?
I think it will help me in my escape to
the coast—that beggar's gown and bag.
Can you spare it 2"’

** Yoar honor'q welcome to it iantirely,
only it 'nd be a disgrace to sce such-
like rags on your shoulders, sir. And it's
& narrow chance I['m afeared your
honor'!l have, for the whole ¢ untry's
swarming with red-coats,”” said Dennis
Byrae,

** I have friends a little lower dow;
oa the mountain, That wild son of old
Sheehan's, whose life I saved some
yenars ago, is at home. I saw him yes
terday, and he has promised to get me
off as soon as his vessel drops dowmn
from the north."”

**An’ he's engaged in the free trade,
sir, is he 2"

** Yos. He's a smaggler,” said John
Halloran,

‘* Here's good luck to him, then,
and to all that's up for their rights,”
said Byrne, ‘' and may he get your
honor safe away till the outery is
over."”

¢ T'll trust him. I should not have
chosen him ; but I trust him,” was the

T—
® And where is your hoaor goin
01" LS
* I soarcely know. I wish to go ¢,
Amerlos ; bat they shall know at home,
whether it be in France or the Uniteq
States. I am without a shilling ; 4,4
circumstances must guide me. [ 4,
like & plece of drift-wood, and Goq
alone knows where or how I may 1,
stranded.’’

** Your honor'll pardon me, an’ .o,

Nora too,’’ said Denals, fumbling in his
pocket, *‘ but she sent this to your
honor, with ber humble service and iove,
and hopes it may help you, sir.”
‘*And what s 162" weaid Joh,
Halloran, holding the little packa.s
neatly sewed up in brown silk in i
hand, and turnlog it over and over wiry
& troubled curiosity. Ihem he cpeneqd
it, and found, neatly folded withic,
filty pourds in motes and gold, ¢ |
cannot take it 1" he exslaimed, whil,
tears gushed frcm his eyes.
‘*‘ Aod surely it 'ud break poor Nors's
heart to think you scorned it, sir. 5
bas no use for it suvely, for we're 1t
thioking of ourselves until the dary
days are gone by, an’ troth she knows
it's safer in your honor's hands thaq iy
ber own. Anyway, ['ll lave it here,
sir, if you won't take it ; for I would, 'y
dare show my face at Glendariff i |
fetched it back.
your nonor.’’

* Oh, Heaven! Well,” said
Halloran, with deep emotion, * :¢||
Nora I thank her tor her loan. 1 won
thiok but that I ean retura it to uer,
one of these days, tenfold. But it i
time for us to part, Dennis. You must
basten back with my sore heart's hest
love to them all. P akiss on Grace's
little bead for me, aud tell Desmond to
De & man and take care of his wither
aod sister. Perbaps even now my poor
Mary has heard that I am kiled op
taken, and the shock has broken her
heart. Bat you must get there as iast
as you can, and tell them I am safe snd
well ; and give this to my wife,”’ :aid
Jobn Halloran, severing one cf the
thick brown curls from his forehesd
with his knits. *‘ Give my love, too,
to Nora, and tell her to stay by them—
that it comforts me to know she is
there."’

‘* Bat the gown an' wallet, your
honor ?*’ said Deonis, in a chosing
voice, while he pretended to undo tie
fastenings of his beggar garb to hLide
his tears.

** No; I do not need it. I fear
a disgulse | conld not counterfeit v
Goud-by, faishful friend. [hoped a (¢ w
diys ago that wo should deliver
and youar brethren from the yoke v
binds ye ; but all hope is wrecked.
God! O my coonory ! when thy «
sons forsake thee, and turn their e
coldly on thy misery, what is lef
despair ? Ou, reoreants to all sacre
rignts | Oa, helots, who wear
chains in ioglorions rest, woald tha
could rouse you | would that [ «
kindle tne flame in your cold hear
that is consuming mine, that the death-
blow might be given to the foe and the
oppressor |  Bat it i8 vain : my wishes
—my wild hopes—my pragers—all are
vain. Farewell, my friend.”

Dennis Byrne wrung the offered hand
of the broken-hearted man. A wed by
the oatburst of his grief, he could not
speak, but turned and walked swilily
away, to carry the poor comfort his
tidings would afford to the locely and
sorrowful bearts at Glendariff,

TC BE CONTINUED.

Why, it "ud gever do,

e

Ehmnicam

ROSEMARY FOR REMEMBRANCE

I remember once telling her I would
swim the Hellespont for her sake; also
that [ would rescue her from the b
of Vesuvias in ernption. If I don't
mistake, 1 think I told her I would
alluw wild llous 0 war we iimb (row
limb ere oue tinge of annoyance would
cross her dear face. All for her sake
T .at was in the happy coarting days,
and she, dear girl, only smiled at it
all and said, **Charlie, dear, you're too
profuse |’

Bless her ! bless her ! bless her!
And here [ am, at 2 a, m., pacing the
cold linoleum ; my teet bare ; there's a
tack somewhere, and it has csught me
neatly. [ shounld howi or give vent to
strong language, but in my arms is
little Goily, otherwise Elinor, a wee
bandle of teminivity ; the compressed
esscnce of joys, hopes, fears, anxieties
and the whole gamus of the emotions,

Golly is teething. She knows there's
some hiog wrong, I knowit., She is howl-
ing and has beeu. for the past hoar, [am
tired, and can't help wondering il
Napoleon ever felt like this on the eve
of his great battles. Up and down,
down aud up! I rather fancy I must
have walked about a huorcdred miles,
and Phyllis is sleeping so soundly.

** Do, Golly, have a sleep for a few
minates,” [ say to the poor kiddie,
‘come, now, there's a dear!” My
tone is soothing, persuasive, vent e,
alluring. In reply, Golly raises one
little fist, and, catching hold of my
mustache, pulls it flercely, How [
didn’t drop her on the floor is a mys-
tery | I sit at the end of the bed to
rest for & woment. Has Golly dis
covered the secret of perpetual motion,
I wonder ? or, am 1 to becomo like
that individual, ** doomed for a certain
term to walk the nignt.”’

Suddenly Golly's head droops ; the
crylng ceases ; the breathing s
slowly ; she i§ asleep

Poor little kid, how she has suffered!
What a brate 1 have heen to utter &
word of complaint, when I ought t0
know that children’s ailments are tor-

e

om

turing and severe ! [ take her little
pink hand and kiss the listle flogeors. I
stroke the little floffy earls, golden,
beautiful, pure goid, snd look at the

little eyelashes bedewed with tears.

** Little Golly,” I whisper to her,
‘' sleep on, dear ; daddy will take care
of yoa!"'

And here I am, very much in negli-
gee ; cold, tired, and, shall I confess
it ? in bad temper,

The listle clock on the mantlepiece
ticks softly ; the hand points to three.
And for the lite of me I can't preven?
wy thoughts going bask to my bachelor
days and thinking of many a little
jovial evening at a club where a small
circle of musical enthnsiasts wuul:i’

‘steal a few hoars frum the night,

vhort response,

aud stretch the time with song an
! story uatil often the approach of daws
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