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iuationi as woild hang a fev eronies, and

swear thei and for evermore ipon. the bones of
Cromwell to he a loyal, true and pions Sasse-
11acli."

An oath thait Pmi afraid you yourself iwouild
wince at, good father,I' sniled t-he old noble-

tuan, tl though, of course, you iire a loyal

ePardon me if I have wronged yon even in
tihouglt, Father Johii," cried Gerahl earnestly.

'l God knows, I ouglt net. But perhaps those
in my position have need to be uiious of
kindness-'

And tuirn a cold shouller to their nearest
and dleirest friends," rcmnarked. the Earl, re-
proachfiill.

" My lord, if you had not been. Cabinet Min-
ister, and ti haid not been a ra-aitor's cell, 1
ask vou to believe i woulid have Iknowcino to
welcoie you, thougli perliaps J ein never know

hiov to thank yoti as I ougit. Bit it is a cuio-

dition of the fate I have carned for in-self thit

there should be ne rumpbling, ne begging for
favours, no receiving then wlien they offend
our poior prirnciples, such Lis they are.

Ilut," rejoiiied the old noblemnn, good
hiumîîoliredly, Isup titi-aG.(hiat, haii Viiig t ravelled
pretty iiiiicli at iglitning spcei aLI thei way

fromni Dublin with oir good friend here, Father
.John î, on puîrpose to do, voi good service
suppose, afterall mey breik-ieck hurry, L wavy-

wvard bîoy gets intu sublime sulk-s and says he'l
bave none of my goed service i and suppose 1,
like k-he stubbornl old man I aim, say 3 von't go

back to Dublin withL a fool's cipl for my pains,
but will Imiake inyseli at home whethier yo like

it or no, and force ny favours like good physic

down your tlrott-vlat will yo say to tlat,
sir?--supposing one of these favours is your

liberty ?'
My literty ! Then, my lord, i shouîld think

of tic conditioiis."
" But suppose I say I vill have no conditions.

Suppose L turi you outside ths prison door,
and lock it forever in yolir face ?"

"Thien-tiiei-Ohi my ! lord, youI do not, can-

net mean it?"

Gerald, .I de P cried the old noblemnan,
eibracing the youth with childish entliisiasm.

Yoir frce pardon is in my pocket. Yoi

arC a frce aion this moment!
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red lioeket handkerchief or wlich of thain
made the bravest show of ut ter and un -hris-
tianindifference, we -ill n0ot.retenit decide,
but ht liot h one and thle other were so happy
they wOere prepared to stand on their lieads or
give any other equîîîally convincing proof of
hilarious. blessedless, no riglit-iminded histor-
inn weoiuil dare coiceial. As for Gerald O'Dwyer
the announcement of his freedom was for sine
imorineits t dizY ravishmiient of nise, suchl Is
one imiglit eel who hal hien suspended by a
tihrcd i-i-r aL fa1thleîi-s ii aYss and wvas sid-
denly safe. It was Freedm?-h-le being
sna-thelII!d fromt the grnive intatmosphreoflife
-tu feel the yolvunig blood of 1o10r. throIh in vina
aliost. frozen wcithDespil .

'hie cohl wial ls staredi in white wonder at th11e
irreve rent scene cfi 1hppin-ss thiiiy were forced
to winess. t'le rais in her dlark burrmws
agreed it wal-s a scanduilotuis desecration of t he

place. iut suc-h sees shouil'e linviolated.
For i space Geraild uliig oniî his iicle's Ieck

witiioht speIakinig a word. Hlis ldart wis too
full. At last lie couild vay

i T did iot, deserve this fromt youî, Lord
Athlu tn.ku.

Yoil ill niver dserve it is ing as oii
persist in caliling me lord A tlieskton,' nind

talking as if 'twere quite ail lieroic achieve-
ment to save only my nephicv's life by a pen-
stroke, If there lire any compliments in tho
wai, why tank Father O'Meara, my boy, and
si ll thI ie nice thinigs youe can of litmnî, for, if
Father O' MIar hadl net travelled to Dublin
and told m11 voir wolile story, ye miglt iave
dide, iiy per boy, and 1, who couli save yoi
by only stretching out iy band, would imost

probably have neyer heard of your (langer i
it was too latte."

I]t is not my first obligation to Fatlier

OMeaa," said the yoing mlan gripping the

prist's habnd fondly.
" Aid if Father O'Meara is to have al word at

all,l' broe in the priest, good huimîînouîredl*v,
c he'd say he's reiaid cent per cent by knowi-

ing tiere's one Cabinet Minister at last under
the suil who lias a heart inside his vest annd
that there's one dear old rebel who lis a licad
on lis shoiulders and is likely te keep it. The
only thing I wnvit now before I sing my Nunc

diniiti is to see the roof on Kikilheelan Castie,
and to finish just one tîumîîblcr of punch in tlue
old diuning-rooma wvith O')vyer Gary."

Cerald smiled sadly. The aspiration recalled
Whether Lord Atholston cried more behind to lis inemory that lie was only free te o eonce

his spuctacles thin Fatier Jlmn did behind lhis more a liomeles. wanderer on the carthî for


