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was gradually grewing less, and he h.\d
wandered {rom good thouwht\ to thonghts
of home, and to (‘OllJCC(lllc as to whether
the time would ever come agnin when
he should be free to romen at will through
wood and meadow. Who can know, ex-
cept the prisoner, how deep are his l(m‘r-
ings for fiberty ?

Ned was so absorbed in his own reflec-
tions, that he did not hear a voiee which
whispered his name sofly—and more
thanronce. At last his attention was
arrested.

“Ned!” .

Where did the sound come from ?
was no gruft jniler’s voice, certainly.

“Ab, thin, Ned, don't yez know yer
friends when you heur them 27

1le looked round, but could not sce
any one. - The cell was small enough—
no human heing could, by any possi-
bil.ty, be hidden there, ITe looked up
ab the windew: thcle was just light
enough to dsstinguish a shadow, bt no
form could bes¢en, and again hlb own
name - was uttered in ]ouder but still
autious; tones. Clearly there was only
one person who would have hazarded
such an exploit, and that was Jack the
Runner.

“Ior God’s & .11\0 Jacl, what brought
you l,hexc ? Youd betler be off quick, Tor
if yow're seen or lxc.ud there'll be black
work for us both."” ° _

“An’ do ye think 1 be beedin’a trifle
of danger, when there’s a chance to set
ye free? c? Took up, man, and we'll- chate |
the peelers yet—here's a fine file,” and|
he dropped it down noisclessly by
string throngh the window ; “and here's
.\ coil of rope, and you ]\\s(: worlk your

way out, and there's Llnm will mect ye
the nwhb, at the risin’ of the moon, and
we'll elear®ft to Amer 1l\cy an’ theould
mother alter ye. Lean'tstay, Ned, avie,
for the hands sealded oft me wid houldin’
be the bars; butye do my biddin’, for
that viltain of an ould Coronel will have
yez hanged dead at-the 'Sizes, ns sure as
you re a lmnﬂf man.”

Jack (llaﬂ])lrc.ll ed, as noisclessly as hie
came; and Ned sat still and thought.
Here was a chance which ' cor Lunly
could never come again. In a few hotrs
he might be free. AL best, he could be
but’ 1'eL.1]\cn “it would make his guilt
greater, but what hope had he.of an ac-
‘qmtml 1[0 Lhoucrht, of the mmderer
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doom—the doom which he felt almost
certain would be his. It was true, Mr,
O'Sullivan had promised to defend him;
hut what of that ?—he knew he was
already prejudged and precondemned in
the minds of thousunds, . Had not the
verdict at the inquest been against him,
and would not that be, o many, suﬂl-
cient proof of his crime ?@He thonght of
the condemned cell: he could . well
imagine its horrors.  'I'o see the sunset;
and know each evening he wag one dny
nearer his fearful de’lth ; to see the sun- -
rise, and know that, after a few more
such mornings, the morning would come
which, for lnm, would have no carthly
evening; when he would be dragged out
into the gl.mnfr light of day, and stared
by thousands w ho lhad come to sce
the mnrderer die. And then the death
itself, Ned was a brave man: he would
have faced any. danger in the bafttle-
field=—uny danger Lo suve s human life—
but this, this scemed Loo ter rible; he had
no nerve for this. Ie must, he must
escape l—and the - great, stlomr-lnmbed
man, who could have mowt.d down his
.scones on the field of hattle, buried. his
head in his hands, and sobbed aloud.

The tolling of a distant bell fell softly
on his ear, v as it all a dream of ‘hor-
ror? . Was that the bell tol]nw to an-
nounce his death ? - Would tho w‘ndcxs
appear in a foew moments to find him
and lead him out? The memories of
the past and present’ became confound-
ed-in his mind—as such memories will
be when men -have been long severed
from-their fellows in that mOaL terrible
of ail ])umshments———som.n y .confine-
ment.  Bat with the sound’of the bell,
and the other thouwhts, came words
which  sounded stlanﬂcly familiar—
strangely like a long. forgotten melody,
which a summer breath of air, a scent, a
look, will sometimes veeall,

¢ Tail Mary full of Grace.”

And then—

# By His Passion and C|o=s.

He remembered it all now ! When he
was o little lad he used to go to the Nuns’
School. . Oneof the nuns h.\d told him -
about it. . She wus a young, fair, hright -
girl; and he paused in “his Lhou“‘hts to
Jecall her features, She had been to the.

Toly Tand, and had visited all the holy - - .

places, and when. the- boy; wero - good,

\\Qed to tell (,hem stones of Temsa-




