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1—~Early in The Night,
It was a ternvible mght. Not terrible
beoause of & orm, not terrible beeause
of the lightning or the wind or the
ik raim, but tecrible because of the wick-
e edness of men. oo
S The whole aity of Paris scemed Lo
' have gone made.  Persons who had
¢ sbeen kindiy enough, who had Hitle
;"».\phihlrt-n of their own, and dear old
)’éfmull’utlw:s and grandinothersy,:
ratohied the carts go by that hadd the
1d people on their way to have thar
ofs heads out off by the unstrument called
M the guillotine, And those who saw
:all this, who applauded, had suddenly
; become cruel beeavse they had turned
their backs on God. N
Little ehildren wete  homeless and
vithout food because they happened:
.to be the children of aristoerats,and
the people of I'arus hated aristociats.
CFdrmerly it had oeen  honorable to
yawvear fine olothes in the stucets, to
drive in carriages, but now menitried
P. to dress as poorly as possible ; they
f2 were hurried to the guillotine because
BB they had borne the title of Marquisior
L Count, und for no other reason. The
B dristodrats had been haughty and ar-
L rogant, and neglected the poor; many
5 of them had shown a most evil ex-
ES ample, and now the sced sown was
S -bearing fruit.  Louis XIV., the “sun
' king" of France, hiad been careless of
B! the poor, Louis XV. had been evil in
B! his life, Louis XVI. was alive now in
:fprisom, suffering for the sins of his
forefathars. And his son, the little
+Dauphin, in prison, too, was to dic’ by
b ‘@ slow and horrible torture, worse
B than death itself. <

Not long before tlus night, the beau-
tiful Princess de Lamballe, the dear
@ fricad of the imprisoned Queen Maric
E. Antoincttc, had been dragged through
the btreets—amd afterwards lier gold-
K. en head hiad been carried through the
. same Btreets on a pike. Not very

P -loug, before, too, Mlle. de Sombreuil
had ‘been forced to save her aged fath-
or from the guillotine. How? By
*drinking, in the presence of & group

:of men whose hands were red, a gup
R of blooa. 'They said that she after-
ward went mad—but she saved her
father for the time. All this is yery
‘horrible—too horrible to talk about;
1 mention it that you may! knowt that
Juman nature is capable of the most
vterrible atrocities, if it turns away
i £roml God and moecks at Him.

i It was a ternble night over a hun-
B dred years ago, when Bugh O'Regan
£’ and Henry Baohe met in the streets of
i Taris. Hugh was the most wretched
- of boys, for he had just lostf his moth-
E er;and Honry was even more wretch-
b, ed, dor he had lost both father and
B mother, and, besides, e could say no
@ ipraycrs, for he knew none.
5 Louis X VI, now imprisoned by his
4 people, had been kind to Americans.
; He had sent s troops over therc to
; help George \Washington in the g'x:cnt
-.struggle against the English  King
[ George.  And he had received Benju-
BB min Franklin well at his court, and
f> given him all the help he could. It
¢ was through Mr. Franklin that young
R Bache and his parcats had come to
E' Paris from America. They had been
“the guests of «he good Marquis de La-
B tavotte, wife of the celcbrated Mar-
‘quis; she had learned with great sar-
‘row (hat the Baches were of that
fashionable sshool of infideis who had
“done go much harm in France.
't * e o

Hlugh O'Regan was about the same
fago as young Bache. His grandfathe
‘eT, the Count O'Regan, hqd served un-
der Dillon in the Lrish Brigade, and be
' 2nd his mother had come to Paris to
livy in ms graudfather’s house, while
ko went to the Jesuits® school. Eaxly
I’ 30 ahic evening he had left his mother,
" to go for some bread and fruit, as all
< their servants had deserted them. He
& had left, sing:ng cheerily the song he
k- loved ;—
o[ leave thee my heart,
For all my heart is thine; {
[ Timie can never part, 3 s
When lo*e and love entwine.”
- \Vhen fhe returned, she was gone. He
ffound a picce of white paper in the
loor, on wlich was scrawled in choc-
fcoal; “1 bave been arrested.  Trust
in God. We shall, ac best, meet in
BEtcaven. ‘Je te lmsse mon cocur.™
- About the same tume Henry chlxc
Bad followed a crowd who wero sings
Png and daneing. e was fifteen
B¥vcars old, ond his curiosity much be
orgiven. ‘When he returned to the
house in which lus parents, had lodged
fince Lafayetic had left Dans, they
fwere gone, He ran thiough the de-
aetted house until hie found a servant
*hidder in 2 closct.
«The citizens had taken the aristo-
rats Lo the gudiotiue,” the servant
: d, as well as Heary could under-
[Rs¢nad, for he did ot know French
ell; “and he had better run or they
pould cut his head off, too.”
B And w0, on this terrible night,when
he btrcels of LParis rosounded with
Bhouts and vile songs, and torches
Wic.cd everywhcre, and men and wo-
Been nnd children, with red caps on
VAbeir hcads, danced and sang songs in
Boor Iof Liberty, these two boys stood
‘the cornoy of a strect, knowing
it Which way to turn. ' -
YMugh wore a black velvet suit, with
po lace at the slecves and ncck. ilis
ver buckles fiashed in_ the light of
tire, which had been kindled in (he
Bquare, about whish the people dance
, singing a soug they called the
emagnole. And the other lines of
s mothcr's song passcd miscrably
ough his mind ;—
“f leave my heart behinds
£ "Twill mever be well again;
For ::rl lt‘hc 9ha_k;a thnt“b‘llud. ¢
bidre hroken—so farcwell,
Hig hair, loog and-curly, fell on his
'“‘dar‘s. A light sword, -2 gME.

3
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.;{clnn hliis grandfather, huag
jde. ¢ was large for his age

at home in Ircland no nol(-d“ﬁx:dmlln‘:
been im all athletio exercises that he
wan rnllu-p too prownd of his stiength
ll‘d held his three.cotnered hat in hl‘;
veght hand and looked at the u.uu'on;
Only a  moment before, he heard ll‘
aud 'that they had almost torn an ag-
od bPriest to preces who had been on
s way o a bed of sickuess,

Henry Bache, who stoud near” him
watclung (he  udeous  danve, was
sl-ghgm ‘than Huah,  Baseball had not
been invented in America, Lut he couid
rude i pony with nybody, toss quaits
and he had even {ried s skill .u.'
quintauy - an old-fishioncd form of po-
to. He wore @ plain suit of linsey-
woolsey ; his hair was cropped short
under a broad-brizmmed scraw hat, e
had mo buckles on his shocs and no
aword.  Ihs blue eyes had lost their
usual Jook of keeness and interest;
they were full of pain and unxic(y:
Hugh moticed him; e saw  at once
that he was not a French boy.

* L] L

The dance became faster and faster ;
the torches flared ; the light and shad.
ows iade the faces of the people un«
der 'the red caps more wicked than
wver, .

W‘:Cm iralca ira!” they howled.

Tigers," sad  llenry Bache, half-
aloud. Hugh heard hrm, A little boy
had fallen in making his way through
the crowd. His father, who wore the
red cup. held I in his arms and kiss.
ed him.  Even the red cap could not
change the ook of love on the father's
face, as he consoled the little boy.
Hugh saw Bache nervously clasp lis
h:md_s together in the red light. Hugh
was impulsive ; he touched Henry gene
ty on the choulder; Ienry started;
but a glance at Hugl's hoyest cyes
iresassured him—besides, that Hugh
wanted to be friendly was cvident
from the low bow L. made. Fhe plain
boy almost smiled as he saw it. It
reminded him of the zirs and graces of
some of the French officers who had
danced a minuet, and at whom the
citizens had greatly laughed.

f‘Yuu speuk Enghst,” Hugh said, in
his soft voice, “and you are I trou-
ble.”

‘“And you arc itish sud Uenry,
holding out kie hand, “and"—with a
quok loolz ut hie face--**and are in
trouble,”

“Alas, yes,” answered tHugh, in that
soft tonc umd usccent wlich betrayed
his nationaiity, ‘1 am very sud, and
I kunow not want to do.”

“And I am ecver sadder,” said Ien-
ry, drawn to this boy at the sense of
lus lonieliness. " Une who spoke tus fan-
guage seemed like a fricnd. [ am
most avretched. My fathicr and moth-
cr have been ‘aken away by thesd de-
mons who pretend to love liberty. Lib-
eriy means a different thing over n
our countsy. We did pot hurt wo-
men, or murder, ot sing and dance like
fools. Why, even old farser Duche,
who wanted Gen. Washington to be-
tray the cause, was nol hurt. Oh,
thatt we were pome agam.”

“We mught fight in Irciaad, if we
cou f.” sasd Hugh, who, grave and sad,
looked tnuch older than he was. “We
are not permstted to know what free-
dom 4.

“And may I ask your name $" said
Henry.

“The Count Hugh O'Regan.”

“Count ¢"* whigpered Henry, Jooking
around. “They would kill you if they
heard you say that. Many persons
are guillotined every day simply be-
cause they bear titles

“I am what Iam,"” said Huglf, proud=
Iy. “We were in Brittany wien thoes:
harrors broke out, but my mother
hastened here, believing we could save
my grandfather’s bouse, which was in
charge of servants, and put mq quict-
1y to school. 1 had been only two
days with Lhe good Abbe Gaillard
whcn—but what is that ¢”

What icemed te be a black bundle
on the ground outside the circle of
dancers moved and stood crect. A
man, ‘hideous in face, rushed at it, and
beat £t to the stones, It fell with
N grown.

fugh half drew his sword. “Stop!™
Henry Bachie saul. “If you fight you
are lost.  And I inust ask you to help
me, though I know not how, [ have
lost my father and mother, and I must
save them.” !

“And I my mo.her. You must help

. too.'t

Henry felt a. strange sense of conso-
lation in thus recognizing a fellow in
snisfartune.

“Done,” hie said, striking his hand
into Hugh's, feeling better, “Uone”

Hogh wan silent; he resteu his eyes
on the dark object which scemed.
crawling out of the circle of flickering
wud light. Fromn above the black
clouk eliowed a white head; the fig-
ure half rose to its feet. And then,
as the torchies of the dancers flared up
far a moment he knew the face.

L] * * e

“Mother of God, help us,” he whis-
pered, clutching Ilenry's arm. *“'Tis
Fatker Gaillard—the wretches have
almost killed him”

Henry looxed too.

“A Papst priest,” he said, bitterly,
“Ict"him Alone. He is as bad as the

at,

HHugh took his hand from tis com-
panwon’s arm. [4

“\Wie must part, sir,” he said, “I am
tut v boy: but I will save that priest
or div. . You can go your way."

“You will be murdered,” cried Bache.

“Derhaps so--‘tis in an good oause;
that old man is not oaly 2 priest, hut
my fricnd

Hugh was about to rusk forward.
Bache held him in bls-stroug, wiry
‘clutoh. B

by his

“Stay—he haa reached the absdew ot

_tears coraing iuto his-ejem

the tree.  No—=l spoke hastily. You
onused to hedp me, and 1 vall not
desert you=even if I omunt yisk my
lfe) for o Romish priest.”

Huvgh's foce was flushed, his  cyes
blazed. Baclie was cool=—**as cool,” he
ufterward said, “as o cucumber.” Ife
drew o long-bladed pocket-kmfe fnom
his pocket, while he held fast to
Hugh's arm with his right Land.

“If we go forward, we shall uttraot
aftention to the old man, Wait—a
moment~let me think, 1 tell you,”
he aaid, as Hugh struggled, “that you
arc a fool. Wait! I will help you;
ol no Englinh descendunt bieuks his
word.”

Hugh stood stifl, his eyes fixed on
the figure that now lay in the shadow
of the trees. 1t was plun to lam
that his companion was right, Some
soldiers had juined the danuiug ring,
and two drums lay on the ground,
cant there hastily—{for there was no
order among the soldiers n those
days.

“I will draw them around me,” said
Bache, struck by o swdden thought.

“God help us i eyaculated Hugh,

“You will run te the tught, mio the
Faubourg ; at the first coruer 18 my
lodging. It was an mn, and tbere ys
a ~gn hanging above the door.  Go
m-—~Jucques the servant has 1anaway
long ago. And now for ft. How o
you, ssy, ‘I am an Awmerican g’ " asked
Bache.

“Je suis American,”

“Now,” whispered Bache, growing
very pale, and setung s teeth, “go
ta yon old man; Lut 1 expect you yo
help me to the death.”

“We never break our word,” answer-
¢d Hugh, creeping through the shad-
ows teward the trees.

Hesry Bache bieathed bara.  ‘Then

hy sprang forward like a deer, jump-
od onto the big drum, aad seized the
Iattle ane.  at-tat—gatetat.
4 'Phe dancing cirele half-stopped fdr
4 moment, but some continued to howl
and sing. Hepry rattied his drum
ogain.

“je suis Americain,” he called out,
w a shull, igh vewce. *Yankee Loo-
dle.”  And then he crowded with all
the strength of his fungs.

“Vive 'Amerique,” oried the soldiers.
And IHenry began in a high voice the
song, “Yangee Doodle.”

Iy, an wnstant he was surrounded by
& laughing, shouling crowd. Hewat~
tled away on lus dium, and cried,
Jookmg toward Hughb;—

“Run=—for. your life.”

Then he began to sing. To make
Lt stand igher, the soldiess hrought
hin an cmpty wine cask. Soe of
them bad been in Awmerica, too, cvi-
dently, for when ke sang “Yankee
Doodle,” with many gestures with hus
drume-sticks, Lhey jomed in the churus.

Phere was nobody to watch Hugh
aad Father Gaulard now; everybody
gathered about the *‘savage Yankee
boy,” on the cami, ven the Lttle
Jlad who had been hurt laugped, us
Henry croned at the end of zuchston-
%, .

But suddenly there was a_howl; a
soldier had caught sight of ilugh and
the priest.  Henry becdmne aware of
tiyse  $le jumped from lus perch, and
weached Hughas side Just 1 iime to
Strike back the asm of the soldier
with his clasped kmfc. ‘iLhe boy an
the priest vanished in the darkuessq
Hensy fuced the soldiesr, who wmade a
miovement to grasp mm. Heurythrew
the drum e s face and ra..

«Je suis Amerioain,” he said.

«Arstoatat ! Aristocrat! Hung him,”
called the soldier ; but Hengy hud dis-
‘appeared.

. 6 L3 *
IL.—At Mne O'clock .

The dancers of the Anrmagnole soon
returned (o their places. “Ab, what a
droll, savage Yankee boy,” they said.
And some of them histened to the stor-
ws_totd by the soldwers, who had been
in America, of the strange, barbarous
mamuers of the country. And theold
priest had escaped—what of it§—to-
mdrrow, he would die, they suid. All
{pricsts must be kuled by good citi-
zers sooner or laler.

When Henry crept into the doorway
of hus lodzing-house he was dripping
with parspifation. It was not that
he thad run so  fast, but that
even when he had seemed boldest. He
believed that if he lost his life his
father and mother mught be lost, and
this was enough to make him afraid
of death.

tie found Tugh and the Abbe Gail-
1nrd in one of the bedfooms. of, the dee
sarted house. liugh had got a candle,
and as few boys then wera everi with«
out tinder and flint--there were no
matches—he easily made a light. The
old priest sat in an armchair; hy was
very white, and a cut in his’ farchiead
was bandaged with Huph's handker-
chief.

They both started as they heard
tenry's footsteps.  As lie entered the
Wl priest held out his thin band.

“Al, my brave boy,” he saud, L
thank you--you bhave saved our lives.
And Hugh knows how grateful I am,
swmee I have with me the Blessed Sace
rament.” .

Heney bowed ; he did not fully com-
Prehend.

“Monsicur,” said llugh, gravely, “I
promisc you Lhat your father and mo-
ther shall be saved. You know not
whal you have done, but you have
brought a great blessing on yourself
to-night. 1 promise.”

Heury was silent.  Then he took
Hugh's hand.

“As sure,” he said, “as my name ia
Heawry Bache, if what you say turns
ot to Ve true,—if your God saves m
parents, I will worship Him—I will
have your old priest tell me how to
ddét. I like his face.”

“But e is a Josuit said Hugly
lovking straight into Henty's face.

Honry hesitated.  “Well, 1 have been
Been -told—Dbut. never mind--he must
be good since he has been evilly treath
od by thase fionds. And be is abrave
man. Now you must help me find my
father and mothar.”

Tather Gaillard had djstened; he un-
understood English sufficiently to get
wt what Henry was saying.

“His fathec and mother ¢ he asked
of Hughk. *“What does he say of his
father and mother

“They are in prison™

*In what prisea ¢ .

“He does not know,"

“Oh, I do not xuow," said-Henry,

ahnll go toad ¥ 1 do mot ‘tihdk them;
yet I know. not, an's- atrangery whiere

“And I”

ta begir, It 1 could onl
lunguage well” iy epeak the

The priest 1ased himself on his ele
bow with aw effort. L

“You are Bughish p»

“No,” smd the hoy; *I am of fng-
lish descent,” Lo added proudly, “My
name is Henry Bache.”

L] L] LN

“Bache,” sud the priest; “Bache —
Bacle"  He tried it sgain to get the
wonunciation.  “Ah, [ remember,

ous father and mother are with
Mme. O'Regam, 10y the Conciergerio. It
wan Madame who ent me byf & trust-
ed pervant a fote, telling me that she
and Amencans had been thrust into
prizon.  She told me also of a dying
nun in the dame prison. To her I was
going, whan the mob, God forgive
them ! recognized me.”

Heary went toward the door.

“I must go he saud, “to find this
priron.  You arer safe.  ‘fhere1s wine
im the cuplioird, and meat downstairs.
I wall leave you the key. The land-
Iar'd will pevir come back., e was
glullo[inml yestcrday for harbormmg an
urisoerar.”

“You must not go, ' sard Hugl “It
means death  We mast consult.”

“L will not wut,” sad Bache, *They

\vxll' dte of pun without me.”
) “.lou aan do no good,” spoke the
pricat.  “When this pamn abates so
that I oan walk, I will go to the
prison.”

“No,” saud ienry\in a low voice, “1
must go.  You promised,” he said,
turning (o Hugh, “tbat your God
would save them.”

“] am sure,” said Hugh, “that God
will not let. me break my) ward.' And
he. turned to the priest. .

Father Gaillard smiled gently, and
his lips moved in praye. .

+Oh, Father,” coid Hugl, the weight
of grief falling ueavier on his heart,
“I_must g0, too~1 must, I must —
think of my /dear mother among! those
demans. 1 will, ax least, die with

her.”
L] L] * e
Henry took his hand again.
“Jet us go!” \

Futher Gaillard saw that he could
not keep them, and he felt a faintness
creeping over hum,

“Kneel,” he said. ! "
Hugbh drew Bache to his knees wit
him. And then ¢he old pricst blessed
them hoth. Huglf rushed up to him
amnd kisved him on both checks, and
Henry hestily brought gyine and bread
and put hewn, with the key, on the

table avit,in reach of the Abbe.

‘lic boy: went downstuirs together,

“The old man's blessing did me good
—though ray father would laugh over
it with b.s friend, M. Tom Paine,”
waid Heney. “I don't carc if he is a
Jesuit—te js a good man. But—what
shall I call you.”

“Hugh-that's my name.”

“Well, Hugh, you must put on some
of ay clothes. You had better not
go out again with those clothes. You
are an aystocrat; they will recogmze
you a3 a~what o they calliit "]

He thanked Henry. (In a few min-
utes he had dressed hrecself i a~swt
of coarse brown cloth, put otf a round
cap, and carefully laid his ruffles and
sword aside, Henry gave him a stout
stick, and they went into the street.
The Abbe waved lus hand Lo them.

“God will reward Hugh's faith,” he
said, sinking back into his chair. “Oh,
if I could walk.,”

Lle did not lock the door off the room.
The boys might return, pursued, and
all ‘must be open to them.

Surely two boys never sgyrted out
to do w -more hopeless thing. The
Conciergerie, as the prison was call-
ed, was doubly guarded. They had no
€rionds, and at any momecat they
might on some pretest be  arrested
and guillotined. At this time neither
women or children were spared.

“I feel,” said }lugh, aas they went
on, “that only God can help us. I
shall say the Litany of the Bleased
Virgin as I go along. She went to
look ffor the Infant Lord when He was
lost, amd we have lost our parents.
She has felt bur sorrow. She cam un-
dorstand us.” .

Heury said nothing, but whepn they
had walked on in silence for a time,
he mpoke.

“It I knew a payer, I would say it.”

“Say ‘Son of God, help us.'”

Heary repeated it reverently.

“Now,'" said he, “we must leave the
rest to Him.'"

They were passing some official
house. 1A crowd of howling women
ran down the steps, singing a  blas-
mhemons) song.  Ond of them stopped,
and tnsisted on pinning two stamned
10%ettes on the jackets of the boys.

“Let them be,” s:id Henty, ay Hugh
was about to ‘tear his off.  “Theyt me
red, white and blue.” .

They passed a gjroup of men on a
cormner.  Hugh asked one of them the
avay to the prison.

“Ah” saad the man, who had  too
muoh wine, pointing out the direotion.
“You fwill be just in time, if. you want
to jo.n the condemmned. Robespierre
has ordered thag a great crowd of pri-
soncrs shall Le guwitlotined by moon-
laght. Hurry! It scems to me, cit-
1zens,” he said turming to his friends,
“that if this goes on there will be
none of us left.” '

The boys could not speak; their
hearts were like lead.  They passed
another group drmnking in front of a
tavern. These men were in their red
shirts—for the night« had grown hot
~and ‘these were open at the throat.
Onc of them drew lus hand across) his
neck as 'tha boys passed.

“The guillotine will work well to.
night."

“And," Baid another. voice, in alow-
ar tone, “porhaps Robespierre may fall
himsolf,”

“Clwer up,” waad Hugh.

“I cannot,” said Henry. “Oh, I wish
we were home. How different it is
in our quite streets at home. Oh,
why did we come t”

“1t §s fair in heaven, our own land,”
said Hugh softly.

“But my frihar and mother do not
believe in henven,” said  Henry, in
agony.  “I wish 'thoy did-~I wish they
did. It must bev—his voice choked=—
©It must be anvful to-dio without hope
—and they do‘hot know whether Tam
alivg or dead.”

“Ilenty,” wid Hugh, carnestly, *I
will tell them—no matter i€ all the
airty red caps in oreation stop the
way. Faith, I" will

They had redched the prison. There
was a [ walting crowd in front of'it,.
nilont, not rejoicing es was usual with
the crowds that waited the condemned

-tot be broughty out, ‘The heat wasin-.
-ense,

The month: was Thermidee—

.

03 the Revolutionists called it — be-
tween July and August. The awr was
still,

Slowly a heavy cart came out off the

firowning gates, And  just fthen o
quartes Lo mne o'clock struck.
L) . L J
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The cart moved sheavily onward. The
faces of all the condemned could be
plainly scen.  There was no need of
‘torches.  The moon was full and sils
very., Hugh felty Henry Bache cluteh
Ins arm

“Thore.”

Hugh looked. He saw his mother's
face, calm, serene, snuling at him ; she
held her rovary .n her hand. Ieaning
agatnst her waa a  weeping woman;
and near this woman stood & man,
pale, horror-stricken Hugh knew
at ance that 'thus was Henry's father,
They were on plyar way Ly death,

“You promused -~ you [rotaised,”
whispered Henry, “God cannot save
them now ' He seemed frozen tothe
spot. IHis fathcr dud not see ham, and
hid mother’s face w s hdden.

liugh was a gstrong boy 1} thrugt
right and lefe with lus stick —aml per-
haps the rosctte on his Jicket saved
him from bung knocked down at once.
He made Wiy way, however, thunking
of noth.ng but the faces b fore hum,
he sprang upon the cart and Jlungf to
ity sude.

* @ - L)

“Iugh, God bless you,” and he felt
hig mother’s arms around his nech.

“Mons.ur,” he said, to the wild-cyed
man, “lenry is hving: he prays for
you—see,”

Henry's eyes met his father’s, and 2
great sob rose from the man’s thirgat,
Strong hands pried ‘to t ir Hugh from
s mother ; he clung to her and Mrs.
Bache to him.

“Henry is alive,” he said agaim and
Mrs. Bache raised her pale, agonized
faco to see her son, whom the people
‘held back.

“You promised,” shrieked Henry,
above the noise, “you promised.”

“Don’t you see,” Hugh cried, frantic-
ally, as thd guards threw him to ghe
ground, “these people are Americanst'y

“Aristocrats,” said thd guards,

“let me die with chem,” cried Hen-
ry, jumping, bleeding as he was, on
the wheel. 3

“[ will dic, too, but oh, Mother of
God, 1 promised,” oried Hugh.

‘The tumbril stopped ; 1t was inpeded
by the crowd ahead; thiere had arisen
a sudden commotion) in advance—but
the groups about the condemned pris-
oners were sullenly silent. A prie
man, who stoud near the car, mnt-
tojred j—

“Are whole familics
plaughtered ¢

“We have had enough of i, mur-
mured lus companton

“Leave me! Leave me!"” whispered
Mrs. Bache, to Hugh. “Al, no, and
my, boy, turn to God. This kind wo-
man hag taught tae—"

“Halt,” called vut a strong voice in
front. *f*alt—Il command you.”

“It 1s Loo late=~loo late—Loo late,”
stricked Henky.

“No,” cried Hugh, “lIt cannot be too
late.”  And with all hiz heart he
prayed; “Help of Christians! Iielp
of Christians.” \

The cart moved on; both the boys
had climbed into 1it.  Henry’s asins
were about his mother’s neck.

“We are Americans,” he called out,
“You must not kill us—we are not
arisftocrats.” (

“They are Atnericans,” repeated
Hugh. *“They are the father and mo-
ther of this boy. See,”” he cried,
po:nting to the rosettes, “we wear the
tricolar.”

“Robespierre has fallen,” cailed out
another voice from the crovd.  *Let
the prisoners go. There has beeny too
much, blood.”” '

Hugh and Ifenry were thrown to the
ground. There were yells and cries,
and the stampng of feet, the cart
was overturned. IHugh beard nine
o'clotk strike., e knew no more until
he found Immscif Iying in the bed in
the boarding house, with his hand in
that of Abbe Guillard Henry was
kneching beside him , be felt his moth-
er's lips on his brow ; ha sawy Mr. and
Mrs. Bache at the foot of the bed,
and theu he fell asleep, hearing the
atbe say i~

“At nine o'clock, I was on my kuees
for you; and faith has‘ wea'

* e L ]

to be thus

The worst of the Reign of Terrorfin
France was over, Ilenry kept his pro-
mise and became a  dovout Catholic,
and his father and mother, who had
been so near death, followed his ex-
ample, 10 spite of the jeers of Mx. Tom
Paine. The Count I{ugh, in time, drop.
ped lus sword, which he was fond of
weanng at all time and beeame plain
I%ugh O'Regan, having dropped his ti-
tle.

But there are a few old ladies living
still who say that there was no bow
so graceful as his to minuet which
was danced in tiie ball on Chestuut
street, when Gen. Washington’sgreat
fricnd. Lafayeite, came to visit Amer-
wan.—Maurice francis Egan in  the
Londoy Cathslc Iimes.

A LIFE SAVED.—Mr. James Bry-
son, Cauneron, states, “I was confined
to my bed with inflammation of the
lungs, ahd was given up by the phy-
so1ans. A neighbor advised me to try
Dr. Thomas’ Ecleotyic Oil, stating that
Ins wife hagd used 1t for a thtoat trou-
ble wath the beot results. Acting on,
e advice, I procured the medicine,
and less thap a half-bottle cured e,
I certaim)y believe it saved my life.
It was with reluctance that I con-
sonted o a tnul, as T was reduced
to puch a state that T doubted the
power of any remedy to do me good.™

THE WABASH RAILROAD.

Is the great through car lice be-
tween the East and West, the short
and true roufe from Canada to Hot
Springs, Ark., the Carlshad of Amer.
fea; old Mexico, the Italy of the New
World; Texas and Califorma, the land
of sunshine and flowers.  Tow rate
sccond-class tickets to the West every
Tuesday, during Fehruary, March and
April.  No sccond.class cars on the
Wabash ; free reclining cha'r.cars oa
all trains. . .

Full particulars from any R. R.
agent or 3. A. Riokiardson, distriot

‘paibenger agent, natheast corner
Kicg-aid Youge Stieets, Toronto,
baa RS
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Pianos

one finds ali the pleasing qualitles de-
manded by the most exacting musician,

Intending purct s invited to Inspect
them at nearest agency.

e

BELL ORGANS i sz os

Bell Organ & Piano Co. Limited
SO IV EL.
(Send for Catalogue No, G4.)

New Gooda
m all

SPORTING
SUPPLIES

lanes of Sport..,
LACROSSE
CRICKKT

e SUNDRIES

BASEBALL.... s

RICE LEW.S&SON,LiviTED

Cor. KING and VICTORIA Sts,
TORONTO.

[ CCRABLE by one new inventlon
e F o nckrible, “HELD SOISES
Poscribe your case.  Fxi

All caoes of DIAFNIB* or .’ﬁlb-"%’g‘g
Yt 00! » ‘;:
~Yon can cure

Tuternational Aural Clinte, Dhetss cait

Beade, Catholic Prayer
Books, Statues, Catholle
Story Bocks for Catholle

nSABY Cnildren,
BLAKE, ""5assyose

022 'Queen St West, Turonto, Can,

J. E Fuiierroy,

B it 228 Wellesley St 5z
Fullerton & McMullen,
Plumbers, Steam and Gas Fitters and Sani-
tary Engineers  Piumbing and Hot Watcr Heat«
D & spclialty. Estimates yiven on plumbing, gas

1d steam fitting. Particular attention to smoke
esting,

FOUNTAIN e TAILOR,

30 Adelside Street W. Phone 8074
Dress Suits to Rent

Pressinz, Repalring, Cleaning and Dveinf, Good
oalled for and returned to any part of the citv..

McCabe & Co.
ndertakers and Embaimers

333 Quecn St, East

Tel, 2338, TORONTO.
Open Xight and Day,

TELEPHONE North 1488~

Miles & Mann:

Undertakers and Embalmers,
252 COLLECE ST, TORORTO.

9doors west of Spadins, north side,
Open Day and Night,

F. ROSAR,
UNDERTAKER.

£ CIXI 3T gl
tsuaezons 1084, IR
S

J.YOUNG,

THE LEADING

Undertaker & Embaime

859 YONGE STREET,
TRERPHONR $¥6

‘MONUMENTS

Flaesd work and deat designs ab low.

ot prices {n Qranite and Mardle

Mooument. We are the largesd

Manu!. o the 1ol

dciatash Granite and Marhis So,

1119 & 1121 YONOQR ST,

(Termizal Yoage 84 Car Route)

elephone ¢349. TORONTO.

Mantles, Men's Ordered Clothing
Men and Boy’s Readymade Cloth
ing, Dry Goods and Bedding. Xasy
Terms.

W. H. GARDINER

Removed from Brunswick to
478 Quecn Street, West,

HRAYE YOUR OLD CARPETS MADE IKTO

Good Serviceable Rugs

Thick tu plle, soft in textury, orlentl (o sppearenss,
e riing woren 4 ordor,

TORONTO RUQ:WORKS: -

Ourea Bass, Propeiviers, 93 QUANNARBAST «
i ~L~’..‘~’—n“: »\‘\,
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