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keepers, could not nake us sufo'. evn
in the very leIast degce, as the damiiel
sut'er' in hll."

NedC looked voerv grave and vei'v
thoughltful. Ie was a imai of great ini-
telligrence, and of quick, religious feel-
ing, aid had tLhat deep anducl alnmost in-
stinctive revt'eece for the priesthood
vii ch is, happily, characteristic of' the

Irish peasanti'.
" It's truc ver Revoreree, and it's a

pity we don't think îmore about it."
wAnd now. Ned. von w'ill see wh'ly it

is botter to siutfor toi' (G od lthain for yimr
country, and why neiarly all the men
who have sutieired foir old Ireland have
sufi'ecr for God too. for thev are
but few of themli who were n'ot per-
Seeuted for their fhith a1s w-ell as for
tleir' polities. And now just see Vhmat
a grand chance you have to suffer fli'
God, and for youîr Heavenly Country.v,
and doin't be a bol." lie added, pleasan tly,

and flin1g your luck away."
Poo' Rusheen was not yet so utte'y

crushed dowin as to have lost his love
for a pleasant look and a cheerfuil
word.

Well," he said.sumilisng-and Father
Cavanagh was pleased to see the simile-
"if it will be pleasing to yer Reverence ta
tell mie, sure 1Il be glad to do somîething
for the other world, if I ea only do il
here," lie added, giving aýy to lis
depression agan.

Here, main ? Why. I told you ler'e's
the very place to da it. Now. if yolur
Blessed Saviour, Vho lied on the Cross
for you. caie and asked you stay
hore in this dark cell for six montis to
please Him, and to put up with all the
trials you vould have ii jail, vould you
refuse Him."

"If I saw Himself, glory be to His
Blessed Name," he adcdedI-after the
reverent habit of the Irish people, vhe.n
they utter a holy word-" sure I don'Lt
think I could be refusing i Him."

"You would not refuse Him Ned, I
am sure of it. But He is asking you to
do something for Him now-to suffer
sonething l'or Him, and I ai afraid,
-my boy, you are not willing to listen ta
Him. Ned, you said a while ago, I was
to leuve you your anger.' Now I know
you didi a great and glorious wor'kîvhen
.you gave up your wild threats of
I'Ovenge. I know all it cost you to do it,

and Goi knows, too, vhich is of far moro
conseq ueece. A nd surely yoiu will not
refuse .ii i thie 1et ? Rieiembei, wen cu
yon go against yom. own feeling and
inclination, ani do wliat you kiow is
iiglt. n inat ter' whiat it; costs you, you
are slffering for your God. And is not
that somiethinîg worth living for ?"

It's true, yer Reverence, but it's
hard.'

of' coirse it's hard, Ned. I t's haird
fo' you to be in jail. It's hard foir yot
to lie shut up ere, a prisoner. But it
woluld be i thousand aid a thousand
tiles hardeir to be shuint up in liell.
And, Ned, those that keep aliger in tleir
hcau's againist anly one, no iatter what
he has done to them, will not get into
ilreaven, for there w'ill be n0 anger
thore. So the less we have to do with
it here the better."

" n' sure, sir, you vould no t have
me witholut feeling, an' I here in juil, an
innocent ian, toir his shaie and faltit.
.Eveii if' they lot me off' this time-:iid
God knows what thîey'll lo0, foir a poor
ian hlas little chance with them-thore's
mY character blasted for lite, and the
bread taken out of muy iouti--oi Il
never tire a shot or train a dog for hln
again.

Ah, then, Ned, but it's hard to Ieat
the sense into you," replied the priest,
plensantly. I know it is hard, and 1
say it is hard; and I tell you foi your
conifort that I think it is just one of the
very hardest cases I over heard of. But,
mîan, have sense, and tell Ime if you over
hei'd of a soldier who got a gi'eat vie-
toi'y, coiplainirig liov liard. it was ?
Why, the harder it was the more holnor
lie grot; and the harder it is for you to
f'orgive those Who have wroniged you-
fron you heart ont and out-the grand-
er the victory, and the greater the glory
and lonor you will have froin the great
Judge of all at the Last Grcat Day."

.The priest hiad been gono soume hours,
aId Ned htad thouight v'ery seriously
over aI lie had said. He began to see,
as he had never seen before, that Chris-
tianity requires sonething more even
than a maie forgiveness o'injuries; that
to suffer wrong and pardon the inflictor
of the suffe'ring was infinitely more
noble tham the most bitter revenîge
which enmity could obtain. The littlo
liglt whichI his cell window admintted


