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BARNABY BUDGE -----By —
CHARLES
DICKENS

Hainaby was to die. There was no 
hope. It is not the least evil attend
ant upon the frequent exhibition of 
this last dread punishment, of Death, 
that it hardens the minds of those 
who deal it out, and makes them, 
though they be amiable men in oth
er respects, indifferent to, or uncon
scious of, their great responsibility 
The word had gone torth that Bar- 
naby was to die. It went forth, 
every month, for lighter crimes. It 
was a thing so common, that very 
few were star led by the awful sen
tence, or cared to question its pro
priety. Just then, too, when the law 
had been so llagrantly outraged, its 
dignity must lie asserted. The sym
bol of its dignity,—stamped upon ev
ery page of the criminal statute-book 
—was the gallows; and Batnaby was 
to die.

They had tried to save him. The 
locksmith had carried petitions and 
memorials to the fountain-head, with 
his own hands. But the well was not 
one of mercy, and Harnaby was to 
die.

From the first, his mother had ne
ver left him, save at night; and with 
her beside him, he was as usual con
tented. On this last day, he was 
more elated and more proud than he 
had been yet, and when she dropped 
the book she had been reading to him 
aloud, and fell upon his neck, he stop
ped in his busy task of folding a 
piece of crepe about his hat, and 
wondered at he. anguish. Grip ut
tered a feeble croak, half In encour
agement, it seemed, and half in re
monstrance, but he wanted heart to 
sustain it, ar.<*. lapsed abruptly into 
silence.

With them, who stood upon the 
brink of the great gulf which none can 
see beyond. Time, so soon to lose it
self in vast Eternity, rolled on like 
a mighty river, swollen and rapid as 
it nears the sea It was morning but 
now, they had sat and talked togeth
er in a dream, and here was evening 
The dreadful hour of separation,which 
even yesterday had seemed so dis
tant, was at hand.

They walked out into the court
yard, clinging to each other, but not 
speaking. Bainaby knew the jail was 
a dull, sad, miserable place, and look
ed forward to to-morrow, as to a 
passage from it to something bright 
and beautiful. He had a vague im
pression too, that he was expected to 
bo brave—that he was a man of 
great consequence, and that the pri
son people would be glad to make 
him weep. He trod the ground more 
lirmly as he thought of this, and bade 
her take heart and cry no more, and 
feel how steady his hand was. “They 
call me silly, mother. They shall see 
—to-morrow I”

Dennis and Hugh were in the court
yard. Hugh came forth from his cell 
as they did, stretching himself as 
though he had been sleeping Dennis 
sat upon a bench in a corner, with 
his keen chin hurdled together, and 
rocked himself to and fro like a per
son in severe pain.

The mother and son remained on 
one side of the court, and these two 
men upon the other. Hugh strode up 
and down, glancing fiercely every now 
and then at the bright summer sky, 
and looking round, when he had done 
so, at the walls.

“No reprieve, no reprieve! Nobody 
comes near us. There's only the night 
left now!" moaned Dennis faintly, as 
he wrung his hands. “Do you think 
they’ll reprieve me in the night, bro
ther1 I’ve known reprieves come .n 
the night afore now. I’ve known cm 
come as late as five, six, and seven 
o’clock in the morning. Don’t you 
think there’s a good chance yet—don't 
you1 Kay you do. Kay you do, 
young man,” whined the miserable jpenrte.” 
creature, with an imploring gesture 
towards Harnaby, "or 1 shall go 
mad'"

“Better he mad than sane, here," 
said Hugh. “Go mao."

“But tell me what you think. Kome- 
body tell me what he thinks!" cried 
the wretched object,—so mean, and 
wretched, and despicable, that even 
Pity's self might have turned away, 
at sight of such a being in the‘like-!

anybody give me comfort!"
“You ought to be the best, instead 

of the worst," said Hugh, stopping 
More him. “Ha. ha, ha! See the 
hangman, when it comes home to 
him1'*

“You don’t know what it is," cried 
Demi s, actually writhing as he 
spoke: “I do. That I should come 
to be worked off' I! 1! That I 
should come!"

“And why not1’" said Hugh, as he 
thiusl hack his matted hair to get 
a better view of his late associate 
“How often, More 1 knew your 
trade, did I hear you talking of this 
as if it was a treat1"

"I ain't uneonsistent," screamed 
the miserable creature, “I’d talk so 
again, if I was hangman. Some oth
er man lias got my old opinions at 
this minute. That makes it worse.
Somebody's longing to work me off.
I know by mvself that somebody must 
be'"

“He’ll soon have his longing," said 
Hugh, resuming his walk. “Think of 
that, and lie quiet."

Although one of these men display
ed. in his speech and bearing, the 
most reckless hardihood; and ttie oth
er, in his every word and action, tes
tified such an extreme of abject cow
ardice that it was humiliating to see 
him; it would he difficult to say 
which of them would meet have re-1 towers, marking the progress—eeftei 
polled and shocked an observer. ial*d more stea1 by while the city 
Hugh’s was the dogged desperation Numbered—of that Great Matcher 
of a savage at the stake the hang- ,x’ilil ,l10 hoary head, who never 
man was reduced to a fondit ion lit- j sleeps or rests. In the brief interval 
tie better, if any, than that of a "f darkness and repose which feverish 
hound with the halter round his ’owns enjoy, all busy sounds were 
neck. Yet, as Mr. Dennis knew and ' Imshed, and those who awoke from 
could have told them, these were the dreams lay listening in their lieds, 
two commonest states of mind in per- ’and longed for dawn, and wished the 
sons brought to their pass. Such was ] »l<*ad of the night were passtd.

friend—tlieie’s <ome mistake Rome 
letter has been mislaid, or some mes
senger has been stopped upon the 
way. He may have fallen dead. 1 
saw a man once, fall down dead in 
tlie street, mvself, and lie had papers 
in his pocket. Send to inquire. Let 
somebody go to inquiu-. They never 
will hang me. They never can—Yes, 
they will," he cried, starting to his 
feet with a terrible scream. “They’ll 
hang me by a t. ick, and keep the par
don back. It’s a plot against me. 1 
shall lose my life!" And uttering 
another yell, he fell in t. Ill upon the 
ground.

“Kee the hangman when it comes 
home to him!" cried Hugh again, as 
they bore him away—“Ha, ha, ha ' 
Courage, hold liarnaby, what care 
we1 Your hand' They do wi41 to put 
us out of the world, (or if we get 
loose a second time, we wouldn’t let 
them off s0 easy, eh Y Another shake' 
A man can die hut once. If you wake 
in the night, sing that out lustily, 
and fall asleep again. Ha, ha, ha'"

Barnahy glanced ■ nee more through 
the grate into the empty yard, and 
then watched Hugh as he strode to 
the steps leading to his sleeping-cell 
II" heard him shout, and burst into a 
roar of laughter, and saw him flour
ish *hi> hat. Then he lurned away 
himself, like one who walked in his 
sleep; and, without any sense of fear 
or sorrow, lay down on his pallet, 
listening for the clock to strike again.
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THREE Trying Times in 
A WOMAN’S LIFE

WHEN

MILBURN’S HEART 
AND NERVE PILLS

CHAPTER NIX
The time wore on. The noises in 

the streets became less frequent by 
degrees, until silence was scarcely 

I broken save bv the Mis in church

the wholesale growth of the seed 
sown by the law, that this kind of 
harvest was usually looked for, as a 
matter of course.

In one respect they all agreed. The 
wanderU j and uncontrollable triin of 
thought, suggesting sudden recollec
tions of things distant and long for
gotten and remote fiom each other— 
the vague restless craving for some
body undefined, which nothing could 
satisfy—the swift flight of the inin-

Into tlie street outside the jail’s 
main wall, workmen came straggling 
at this solemn hour, in groups of two 
or three, and meeting in the rentre, 
cast their tools upon the ground and 
spoke in whispers. Others soon issu- 
ed from the jail itself, healing on 
their shoulders, planks, and beams; 
these materials being all brought 
forth, the rest bestirred themselves, 
and the dull sound of hammers began 
to echo through the stillness.

utes, fusing themselves into hours, as! Here and there among this knot of 
if by enchantment—the rapid coming I laborers, one, with a lantern or a 
of the solemn night—the shadow of smoky link, stood by to light his fel- 
death always upon them, and yet so lows’ at their work, and by its 
dim and faint that objects the mean- doubtful aid, some might be dimly 
est and Viost trivial started from the seen taking up the pavement of the 
gloom beyond, and forced themselves road, while others held great upright 
upon the view—the impossibility of posts, or fixed them in the holes thus 
holding the mind, even if they hi made for their reception. Some 
been so disposed, to penitence am! [dragged slowly on towards the rest, 
preparation, or of keeping it to any j an empty cart, which they brought 
point while one hideous fascination rumbling from the prison yard; while

•a absolute 
(attira health.

The fir* when ehe ie just budding Ire 
heed lot# the fuD biooa er women hood.

The mooed period the! constitute# e 
dreia ee the system is during pregnancy.

The third end the one mo* liable to lee* 
beer: and nerve trouble# is during''change oi life.*

1» ell three periods Wilburn's Heart ead 
Her* Pill» —ill prove oI wonderful value t# tide 
ever Use time. lire Jem* King. Ornwell. 
Out., wiitee: “I wee trout ! <1 very mock with 
heart Uv.uhie—the cause leu ig to a greet es tee* 
disc to "ahanycof life. "' I have been taking your 
Heart ead Nor* Pills for come time, end mean 
» continue doing so. es I can truthfully my 
they ere the be* remedy I he* ever used 1er 
building up the system. You ere et liberty ie 
me this statement for the benefit of ether

tempted it away—these things were 
common to them all, and varied only 
in their outward tokens.

others erected strong barriers across 
the street. All were busily rngaccd. 
Their dusky figures moving to and

“Fetch me the book I left within— j fro, at that unusual hour, so active j' . .. • ! . .
upon vour bed," she said to Barnahy, land so silent, might have been taken 11 * 101 ' ls. alu.< m 1 1
as the clock struck. Kiss me for those of shadowy creatures toil - ! ^ and the driver poll

Priee 60 eenle per bo* or three boeee fer II .16. 
el dealer» er The T. Wilburn Oe Limited. 
Teroete Ont.

at the workmen as they rested list
lessly against the seafiold—affecting 
in listen with indifference to the pro
prietor’s eulogy of the commanding 
view his house afforded, and the sur
passing cheapness of his terms.

A fairer morning never shone. From 
the roofs and upper stories of these 
buildings, the spires of city churches 
and the great cathedral dome were 
visible, rising up beyond the prison 
into the blue sky, and clad in the 
showing in the clear atmos
phere their every scrap of trac
ery and fretwork, and every niche and 
loophole. All was brightness and 
promise, excepting in the street be
low, into which (for it yet lav in 
shadow) the eye looked down as into 
a dark trench, where, in the midst of 
so much life, and hope, nnd renewal 
of existence, stood the terrible instru
ment of death. It seemed as if the 
very snn forbore to look upon it.

But it was better, grim and som
bre in the shade, than when, the day 
living more advanced, it stood con
fessed in the full glare and glory of 
the sun, with its black loathsome 
garlands. It was better in the soli
tude and gloom of midnight with a 
few forms clustering about it, than 
in the freshness and the stir of morn
ing, the centre of an eager crowd It 
was better haunting the street like a 
spectre, when men were in their beds, 
and influencing perihancc the city’s 
dreams, than braving the broad day, 
and thrusting its obscene presence up
on their waking senses.

Five o’clock had struck—six—seven— 
and eight. Along the two main 
streets at either end of the cross- 
wav, a living stream had now set in, 
lolling towards the marts of gain and 
business. Carts, coaches, wagons, 
trucks, and harrows, forced a passage 
through the outskirts of the throng, 
and clattered onward in the same dir
ection. Some of these which were 
public conveyances and had come from 

ountry, stop-

first ' 
He

pointed to the
ling at midnight on some ghostly un-!‘£ibb,‘, wi,n his whip, though he might

looked . , , 1 v « «• 1 1 Vi v ,iv„ . have spared himself the pains, for thein her face, and saw substantial work, which, like them- ..... ... , . 1 ... .. , heads of all the passengers were turn-1 here that the time was come. Aftei selves, would vanish with the first . , , . . , , .... , .. ' i.i j 1 v . ed that wav without his help, and thea ong embrace, he tore himself away, gleam of (lav. and leave but morning, , . . , ,, . .. * . . . ... v js ' . 1 coach windows were stuck full of star-and ran to bring it to her, bidding 1 mist and vapor. I. , „ , . ., ,11 'ing eves. In some of the carts andit wan vet dark, a few look-, *her not to stir till lie came hack. He 
soon returned, for a shriek recalled 
him—but she was gone.

He ran to the gate and looked 
through. They were carrying her 
away. She had said her heart would 
break. It was better so.

“Don’t you think," whimpered Den
nis, creeping up to him, as he stood 
with his feet rooted to the ground, 
gazing at the blank walls—"don't >ou 
think there’s still a chance? It's a 
dreadful end; it’s a terrible end for 
a inan like mr. Don’t you think there 
is a chance? 1 don’t mean for you; 
I mean for me. Don’t let him hear 
us" (meaning Hugh); “lie's so des-

“Now, then," said the officer, who 
had been lounging in and out with his 
hands in his pockets, and yawning as 
if he were in the last extremity for 
some subject of interest; 
to turn in, boys!"

“Not yet," cried Dennis, “not yet. 
Not for an hour yet."

“I say,—your watch goes different 
from what it used to," returned the

While .. ...... ... ..... -, - , . , . . ,i, ,,'i i i ; I. .wagons, women might be seen, glane ers-on collected, who had plainly come , , ,, . .. _ r. ..mg fearfully at the same unsightly there for the purpose and intended to... . • ....
, ' . a * thing, and even the children were heldremain; even those who had to pass, , . . ... . ... . „ , , up above the peoples heads to see

place, lingered, anil lingered yet, as
though the attraction of that were 
irresistible. Meanwhile the noise of

what kind of toy a gallows was, and 
learn how men were hanged.

Two rioters were to die before the
saw and mallet went on briskly, min-1 prison, who bail bren concerned in the 
gled with the clattering of boards on s'fack upon it, and one directly aftei- 
the stone pavement of the road, and wards in Bloomsbury Kquare At nine 
sometimes with the workmen's voices o clock a strong body of military 
as they called to one another. When- "îarrhed into the street, and formed 
ever the chimes of the neighboiing and lined a nairow passage into Hol- 
every quarter of an hour—a strange j b°rn. which had been indifferently 
sensation, instantaneous anil inde-' *'|‘P* all night by constables., Through 
sci ibable. hut perfectly obvious,seem-',his- another cart was brought (the 
ed to pervade them all. ! “"** already mentioned had been em-

(iradually, a faint brightness ap- P*°'v<^ 'n construction of the scaf- 
peared in the cast, and the air.which and wheeled up to the prison
had been very warm all through the Kate. These preparations made, the 
night, fell cool and chilly. Though soldiers stood at ease, the officers 

it’s" time I'here was no daylight yet, ihe dark- : lounged to anil fro, in the alley thev 
ness was diminished, and the stars (bad made, or talked togcihci at the 
looked pale. The prison, which had ,scaffold s foot, and the concourse, 
been a mere black mass wiih little whieh had been lapidly augmenting

for some hours, and still received ad-

cried out. It were as easy to de
tect the motion of Dps in a seashdl.

Three-quarters past eleven' Many 
spectators who had retiree' from the 
windows, came back refreshed, as 
though their watch had just begun. 
Those who had fallen aslce» roused 
themselves, and every person in the 
crowd made one last effort to better 

!his position—which caused a press 
against the sturdy barriers that made 

: them Mid and yield like twigs The 
| officers, who until now had kept to
gether, fell into their several post

ilions, and gave the words of com
mand. Swords were drawn, muskets 

(shouldered, and the bright steel wind
ing its way among the crowd, gleam
ed and glittered in the sun like a viv

ier. Along this shining path, two 
j men calm» hurrying on, leading a 
[horse, which was speedily harnessed 
I to the cart at Ihe prison door. Then 
a profound silence replaced the tu- 
mult that ha<l so long bren gathering, 

land a breathless pause ensued. Ev
ery window was now choked up with 

(heads, the house-tops teemed with 
: |>eople—clinging to chimneys, peering 
'over gable-ends, and holding on where 
(the sudden loosening of any brick or 
stone would dash them down into the 
street The church lower, the church 
roof, tin churchyard, the prison leads,

1 the very water-spouts and lamp-posts 
j—every inch of room—swarmed with 
j human life.

At the first stroke of twelve the 
prison bell began to toll. Then the 

! roar—mingled w ith cries ot "Hats 
[off!" and "Poor fellows'" and. from 
somi specks in the great concourse, 

with a shriek or groan—hurst forth 
[again. It was terrible to see—if any
one in that distraction of excitement 
could have seen—the world of eager 
eyes, all strained upon the scaffold 
and the beam.

The hollow murmuring was heard 
within the jail as plainly as without. 
The thr'w were brought forth into the 
vaid, together, as it resounded 
tlimugh the air. They knew its im
port well.

“D’ve hear?" cried Hugh, undaunt- 
ed bv the sound "They expect us ! 
1 heard them gathering when 1 woke 

jilt the night, and turned over on 
t’other side and fell asleep again. 
We shall see how they welcome the 
hangman, now that it romrs home to 
him. Ha, ha, ha'"

The Ordinary coming up at this mo
ment, reproved him for his indecent 
mirth, and advised him to alter his 
demeanor.

"And why, master?" said Hugh 
"Can 1 do better than bear it easily? 
You bear it easily enough. 
Oh ! never tell me," he cried, 
as the other would have spok
en. "for all your sad look and your 
solemn air, you think little enough 
of it! The." sry you’re the best mak
er of lobster salads in London. Ha, 
ha" I've heard that, you see, before 
now. Is it a good one, this morning 
—is your hand in1 How does the 
breakfast look? I hope there’s en
ough, and to spare, for all this hun
gry company that’ll sit down to it, 
when the sight’s over."

"I fear," observed the clergyman, 
shaking his head, “that you are in
corrigible."

"You’re right. I am," rejoined 
Hugh, sternly. "Be no hypocrite, 
master' You make a merry-making 
of this, every month; let me be merry, 
too. If you want a frightened fellow 
there’s one that’ll suit you Try 
your hand upon him."

He pointed, as he spoke, t<> Dennis, 
who, with his legs trailing on the 
grounl, was held between two men, 
and who trembled so that all his 
joints and limbs seemed racked by 
spasms Turning from this wretched 
spectacle, he called to Barnahy, who 
stood apart.

“What cheer, Barnahy? Don't be 
downcast, lad Leave (hat to him."

"Bless v<.u," cried Barnahy, step
ping lightly towards him, "I'm not 
frightened, Hugh. I'm quite happy.

CURED HER BOY 
OF PNEUMONIA

Newmarket Mother 1$ load In her 
Praises of the Great Con

sumption Preventative

“My son Laurence was taken dJWB 
with Pneumonia,’’ eays Mrs. A. O. Fisher, 
of Newmarket, Ont. “Two doctor» at
tended him. He lay tor three month» 
almost like a dead child. His lungs 
became so swollen, l.is heart was pressed 
over to the right side. Altogether 1 think 
we paid $140 to the doctors and all the 
time he was getting worse. Then we 
commenced the Dr. Slocum treatment, 
The effect was wonderful. We saw a 
difference in two days. Our boy was soon 
strong and welL"

Here is a positive proof that Psycbine 
will cure Pneumonia. But why wait till 
Pneumonia comes. It always starts with 
a Cold. Cure the Cold and the Cold will 
never develop into Pneumonia, nor the 
Pneumonia into Consumption. The one 
■ure way to clear 001 Cold, root and branch, 
and to build up the tody so that the Cold 
won’t come back is to use

RSYCHINE
1 Pronounced Si-keen)

50c. Per Bottle
Larger else® II and 61—all eroggieta.
0*. T. A. SLOCUM, Limit-vd, Toronto.

I wnullin’t desire tu live now if 1 icy 
would lei me Look al me \n I 
afiaiil to die1 Will lliev see me tiviu- 
ble1"

Hugh gazed for a moment at 
fare, nr which there wa< a sii, 
unearthly smile; and at lus eye,» 
.sparkled brightly, and interposiz: 
tween him and the Ordinary, gr 
whispered to the latter,—

"1 wouldn’t say much to him, i 
ter, if I were you. He may 
your appetite for breakfast, tin 
you are used to it."

He was the only one of the t- t-e 
who had washed or trimmed hin -.elf 
that morning Neither of the ot ers 
had done so since their doom was 
pronounced He still wore the broken 
feathers in his hat; and all his i;-u»l 
scraps of finery were carefully im

posed about his person. His kind
ling eye, his firm step, his proud and 
resolute bear ing, might have gi ,< ed 
some lofty act of heroism; some vol
untary sacrifice, born of a noble c . >e 
and pure enthusiasm, rather than tat 
felon’s death

(To Be Continued.)
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An End to Bilious Headache—Bili
ousness, which is caused by exit" ive 
bile in the stomach, has a marked ef
fect upon the nerves, and often mani
fests itself by severe headache. This 
is the most distressing headache <,n^, 
ran have. There are headaches from 
cold, from fever, and from other caus- 
es, hut the most excruciating of all 
is the bilious headache. Parmclec’s 
\ egetable Pills will cure it—cure it 
almost immediately. It will disap
pear as soon as the Pills operate. 
There is nothing surer in the treat
ment of bilious headache.

Ex-Governor James Stephen llogar 
of Texas, a famous man. died on e 
3rd inst. at Houston, Texas He »..•■ 
very popular.

Always a Good Friend.—In h< ,1th 
and happiness we need no friends, !fjt 
when pai(i and prostration come we 
look for friendly aid from svmpatbe- 
t ic hands These hands can serve us 
no better than in rubbing in Di 
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil, (or when ttie 
Oil is in the pain is out. H ms 
hi ought relief to thousands who w th- 
out it would be indeed friendless

FOURTH MONTH 
30 DAYS April THE

RESURRECTION 1^3

shape or form, put on its usual as
pect, and evei and anon a solitary 
watchman could be seen upon its toof

ness of a man—"isn’t there a chance ’ »'an "Once upon a time it was al- ^ ^ _______
for me,—isn’t there a good chance for w*y* too fast. It’s got the other j potions in the street.’ This nan 
me1 Isn’t it likely they may be do-j fault now." | from forming, as it were, a part of

dit ions every minute, w aited w ith an 
impatience which increased with every

slopping to look down upon the pre-|cb'm<‘ °t ^t. Kepulchrc s clock, for
twelve at noon.

t Vp to this time they had been very
ing this to frighten me1 Don’t you | My fri. id," cried the wretched ihe jail, and knowing, or being sup- quiet, comparatively silent, save when

posed to know, all that was passing , the arrival of some new party at a 
within, became an object of as much,window, hitherto unoccupied, gave 
interest, and was as eagerly looked jthem something new to look at or to 
for, and as awfully pointed out, as if talk about. But, as the hour ap-

thind it is? Oh"' hr almost shriek- creature, f« ling on his knees, 
ed, as he wrung his hands, “won't dear friend--you always were

TURKISH

ANARGYROS

he had been a spirit.
By and by the feeble light grew 

stronger, and the houses with their 
i sign boards and inscriptions stood 
plainly out, in the dull gray morning 
Heavy stage-wagons crawled from the Ruisnen in mis ciamor, nor uiu inry 
inn-vard opposite, and travellers peep- sPea*< much to each other, though

such as were better informed upon 
the topic than the rest, would tell 
their neighbors, perhaps, that they

proached, a buzz and hum arose, 
which, deepening every moment, soon 
swelled into a roar, and seem
ed to fill the air. No words 
or even voices could he distin
guished in this clamor, nor did they
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Passion Sunday

Passion Sunday.
S. Francis of Paula.
Of the Feria.
S. Isidore.
S. Vincent Ferrer.
Seven Dolours of B. V. Mary.
S. Ce'estine I. Pope.

ed out; and as they rolled sluggishly 
jaway, cast many a backward look 1o- 
waids the jail And now, the sun’s 
first beams came glancing into the 
street, and the night's work, which, 
in its various stages and in the 
varied fancies of the lookers-on had 
taken a hundred shapes, wore its own 
proper form—n scaffold ind a gibbet.

As the warmth of cheerful day be
gan to hc<l itself upon the scanty
crowd, the murmur of tongues was 
heard, shutters were thrown open.and (church clock strike, though it 
blinds drawn up, and those who had close at hand. Nor had they

might know the hangman when he 
rame out, by liis being the shorter 
one; and that the man who was to 
suffer with him was named Hugh, and 
that it was Harnaby Budge who would 
be hanged in Bloomsbury Kquare.

The hum grew, as the time drew 
near, so loud that those who were 
at the windows could not hear the

was 
anv

Palm Sunday. 
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Of the 
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Of tlie 
Of the 
Of the

Sunday.
Octave.
Octave.
Octave.
Octave.
Octave.
Octave.

taster Sunday

slept in rooms over against the pri
son, where places to see the execution 
were let at high prices, rose hastily 
from their beds. In some of the

need to hear it, either, for they could 
see it in the people’s faces. Ko sure
ly as another quarter chimed, there 
was a movement in the crowd—as if
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houses, people were busy taking out . something had passed over it—as if 
the window-sashes for the better ac- 'he light upon them had been changed 
commodation of spectators; in others —in which the fact was readable as 
the spectators were already seated on a brazen dial, figured by a giant's 
and beguiling the time with cards, Qr hand.
drink, or jokes among themselves. | Three-quarters past eleven! The 
Some had purchased seats upon the murmur was now deafening, yet every 
house-tops, and were already crawling man seemed mute. Look where you 
to their stations from parapet and ( would among the crowd, you saw 
garret window. Some were yet bar- strained eyes and lips compressed; it 
gaining for good places, and stood [would have been difficult for the most 
in them in a state of indecision, gaz- vigilant observer to point this way 
ing at the slowly swelling crowd, and or that, and say that yonder man had

Low Sunday
Low Sunday.
S. George.
S. Fidelis of Sigmaringa.
S. Mark.
SS. Cletus and Marcellinus.
S. Anastasias.
S. Haul of the Cross.

Second Sunday After Eaater
S. Peter, Martyr.
S. Catharine of Siena.
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