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mation as .would hang n few Dbaronies, and
swear {hen and for evermore upon the bones of
Cromwell to be a loyal, true and pious Sasse-
nach,” o o

t An oath that P'm.afraid you yourself would
wingce nt, good father,” smiled the old noble-
man, ¢ though, of course, you are a loyval
man”

« I‘nrdon me if I have wronr'ed yYou even in
thoUWht Father John,”? ericd Gerald carnestly.
“God knows, I ought not. DBut perhaps those
in my position have need to be snsl)itions of
kindness—"

¢¢And turn a cold shoulder to their nearest
and dearest friends,” remarked. the Larl,
proachfully.

£ My lord, if you had not been. C'\meL \hn-
ister, and this had not been a traitor’s cell, 1
ask you to believe | would have known how to
welcome you, though perhaps T cin never know
how to thank you as I ought. Butitis o con-
dition of the fate I have carned for myself that
there should be no grumbling, ne begging for
favours, no ncqn’mg tl;up when they offend
our poor pri'n‘ciplua, such as they are,”

“ But,” rejoined the old good
humouredly, ¢suppose that, having travelled
preity much at lightning speed all the way
from Dublin, \\'jtll our good friend here, Father
John, on pixrpose to do. you good stcrvice;
suppose, afterall my break-neck hurry, o way-
ward boy gets into sublime sulks and says he'll
have none of my goed service ; and suppose 1,
like the stubborn old man I am, say T won't go
Lack to Dublin \\jith a fool's cap for wy pains,
but will make myself at home whether you like
it or xxo; and force my favours like good physic
down your throat—what will you say to that,
: sxr"—suppnsm" one of these favours is your
hben) m .

i My liberty | Then, my lord, Ishould think
of the conditions.”

# Bnt suppose I say I will have no conditions.
Suppose I turn yon outside this prison door,
and lock it forever in your face ?”

#Phen—then—Oh my ! lord, you do not, can-
not mean it?”

¢ Gerald,. 1 do !’ cried the old nobleman,
embracing the youth with childish enthusiasm.

« Your free pardon is. in my pocket. You
are a'free man this moment! -

nobleman,

“CHAPTER XXXVIII.
RATIONAL REBEL.

. Whether Lord Atholston eried more hchmd
his spectacleg than Father John did behind. bis

red pocket” handkerchief, or which of tham
made the bravest show..of utter and un-chris-
tian indifference, we will not pretemd to decide,
but that both one and the other were 50 happy
they were prepaved fo stand on their heads or
give any other cqually convineing proof of
hilurious. blessedness, no right-minded histor-
ian would dare concenl. As for Gernld O'Dwyer
the anhouncement of his freedom was for some
moments a dizzy ravishment of sense, such ng
ong might feel who had been suspended iy a
thread over a fathomless abyss and was sud-
denty sate, It Frecdom ?7—the  heing
snatehed from the genve intoatmosphereof lify
—to feel the youny Waod of sors throb in veing
almost frozen with Despair!

The cold walls staredd in white wonder at the

was

irreverent seene of happin=ss they were foreed
to witness, Phe vats in their dack burrows
agreed it was a seandulous deseeration of the
place,  But such scenes should be unviolated,

For s space Gerndd hung on his uncle’s neck
without speaking a word,. His hieart was - too
full. Atlast he could say :

w1 did not deserve this from you,
Atholstont

“You will never deserve it ns long as you
persist in-enlling me “Lord- Atholston and’
talking as if- 'tweré quite an heroic achiceves
ment to save only my nephew's life by a pen-
stroke, If thére are any compliments in the
way, why thank Father O'Meara, my boy, and
say all the nice things you can of him, for, if
Father O'Meara had  not travelled te Dublin
and told me your whole story, you might have
died, my poor boy, and [, who could save you
by only stretching out' my band, would most -
probably have never heard: of your danger tiil
it was too late.”

“1t is not ‘my first obligntion to  Father
O'Mearn,” said’ the young man, gripping the
privst's hand fondly. ‘

“ And if Father O'Meara is to have o wonl at
all,” - broke in the priest, good humouredly,
« he'd say he's repaid eent per cent by know-
ing there's one Cabinet Minister at last under
the sun who has a heart inside his vest, and
that there’s one dear old rebel who has & head
on his shonlders and is likely to keep it. ~ The
only thing I want now before I sing my Nune
dimittis is to see the roof on” Kilsheelan Castle,
and to finish just one tumbler of punch in the
old dinning-room with 0'Dwyer Garv” :

Gerald smiled sadly, The aspiration recatled
to his memory that he wag only free to be once
more & homeless. wanderer on'the carth; for

Lord



