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Barnaby was beside him when he 
staggered to his feet. It was well 
fee made him hear *iis voice, or Hugh, 
with his uplifted axe, would have 
cleft his skull in twain.

"Barnaby —you' Whose hand was 
that, that struck me down'"'

"Not mine.”
"Whose?—I say, whose?" he cried, 

reeling back, and looking wildly 
round What are we doing? Where 
is he? Show me'”

“You are hurt,” said Barnaby—as 
Indeed be was, in the head, both by 
the blow he had received, and by his 
horse’s hoof "Come away with me."

As he spoke, he took the horse’s 
bridle in his hand, turned him, and 
dragged Hugh several paces. This 
brought them out of the crowd,which 
was pouting from the street into the 
vintner’s cellars.

"Where’s—where’s Dennis?” said 
Hugh, coming to a stop, and checking 
Barnaby with his strong arm. ‘ Where 
has be been all lay? What did he 
mean by leaving me as he did, in the 
jail, last night? Tell me, you—d'ye 
hear!”

With a flourish of his dangerous 
weapon, he fell down unon the ground 
like a dog. Afte a minute, though 
already frantic with drinking and 
with the wound in his head, he craw l
ed to a stream of burning spirit 
which was pouring down the kennel, 
and began to drink at it as if it were 
a brook of water.

Barnaby drew him away and forced 
him to rise. Though he could neither 
stand nor walk, he involuntarily stag
gered to his horse, climbed upon his 
back, and clunj there. After vainly 
attempting to divest the animal of 
his clanking trappings, Barnaby 
y rung up behind him, snatched the 
Ôidle, turned into Leather Lane, 
xjiich was close at hand, and urged 
the frightened horse into a heavy
trot. ..........

He looked back, once, before he left 
the street, and looked upon a sight 
not easily to be erased, even from 
his remembrance, so long as he had 
life.

The vintner’s house with half a 
dozen others near at hand, was one 
great, glowing blaze. All night, no 
one had essayed to quence the flames 
or stop their progress; but now a 
body of soldiers were actively en
gaged in pulling down two old xvood- 
e> houses, which were every moment 
in danger of taking fire, and which 
tould scarcely fail, if they were left 
to burn, to extend the conflagration 
immensely. The tumbling down of 
nodding walls and heavy blocks of 
wood, the hooting and the execra
tions of the crowd, the distant tir
ing oi other military detachments, 
the distracted looks and cries of those 
whose habitations were in danger,the 
hurrying to and fro of frightened 
people with their goods, the reflec
tions in every quarter of the sky, 
of deep, red, soaring flames, as 
thv-igh the last day had come and 
lhe whole universe were burning; tne 
dust, and smoke, and drift of fiery 
paitides, scorching and kindling all it 
fell upon; the hot unwholesome vapor, 
the blight on everything; the stars, 
and moon, and very sky obliterated, 
made up such a sum of dreariness and upon hjs 
ruin that it seemed as if the face of . 
Heaven were blotted out, and night, 
in its rest and quiet, and softened 
light, never could look upon earth 
again.

But there was a worse spectacle 
than this—worse by far than fire and 
smoke, or even the tabble’s unap
peasable and maniac rage. The gut
ters of the street, and every crack 
and fissure in the stones, ran with 
scorching spirit, which, being damned 
up by busy hands, overflowed the 
road and pavement, and formed a 
great pool in which the people drop
ped down dead by dozens. They lay 
in heaps all round this fearful pood, 
husbands and wives, fathers and sons, 
mothers and daughters, women with 
children in their arms and babies at 
their breasts, and drank until they 
died. While some stooped with their 
lips to the brink and never raised 
their heads again, others sprang up 
from their fiery draught, and danced 
half in a mad triumph, and half in 
the agony of suffocation, until they 
fell, and steeped their corpses in the 
liquor that had killed liiem. Nor was 
even this the worst or most appall
ing kind of death that happened on

this fatal night. From the burning 
; cellais, where they drank out of hats, 
pails, buckets, tubs, and shoes, some 
men were drawn, alive, but all alight 
from head to foot, who, in their un
endurable anguish and* suffering, mak
ing for anything that had the look 
of water, rolled, hissing, in this hide
ous lake, and splashed up liquid lire, 
which lapped -in all it met with as it 
ran alone the surface, and neither 
spared the living nor the dead. On 
the last night of the great riots—for 
the last night it was—the wretched 
victims of a senseless outcry became 
themselves the dust and ashes of the 
flames they had kindled, and strewed 
the public streets of Ixindon.

With all he saw in this last glance 
fixed indelibly upon his mind. Barnaby 
hurried from the city which enclosed 
such horrors, and holding down his 
head that be might not even see the 
glare of the fires upon the quiet land
scape, was soon in the still country 
roads.

He stopped at about half a mile 
from the shed where his father lay, 
and with some difficulty making Hugh 
sensible that he must dismount, sunk 
the horse's furniture in a pool of 
stagnant water, and turned the ani
mal loose. That done, he supported 
his companion as well as he could,
and led him slowlv forward.

CHAPTER XI
It was the dead of night, and very 

dark, when Barnaby, with his stumb
ling romrade, auproachcd the place 
where he had left his father, but he 
could see him stealing away into the 
gloom, distrustful even of him, and 
rapidly retreating After calling to 
him twice or thrice thYt there was 
nothing to fear, but without effect, 
he suffered Hugh to sink upon the 
ground, and followed to bring him 
back.

He continued to creep away, unril 
Barnaby was close upon him, then 
turned and said in a terrible, tnough 
suppressed voice:

"Let me go. Do not lay hands up
on me. You have told her; and you 
and she together have betrayed me.”

Barnaby looked at him in silence.
"You have seen your mother!”
"No," 'cried Barnaby, eagerly. "Not 

for a long time—longer than I can 
tell. A whole year, I think. Is she 
here?”

His father looked upon him stead
fastly for a few moments, and 
then said, drawing nearer to him as 
he spoke, for, seeing his face, and 
hearing his words, it was impossible 
to doubt his truth:

"What man is that?”
"Hugh—Hugh. Only Hugh. You 

know him. He will not harm you. 
Why, you’re afraid of Hugh! 11a, ha, 
ha! Afraid of gruff, old, noisy 
Hugh!”

"What man is he, I ask you?” he 
rejoined so fiercely, that Barnaby 
stopped in his laugh, and shrinking 
back, surveyed him with a look of 
terrified amazement.

"Why, how stern you are! You 
make me fear you though you are my 
father. Whv do von speak to me 
so?”

“I want," he answered, putting 
away the hand which his son with a 
timid desire to propitiate him laid 

sleeve,—"I want an answer 
and you give me only jeers and ques
tions. Who have you brought with 
you to this hiding-place, poor tool, 
and where is the blind man?”

"1 don’t know where. His house 
was close shut. I waited, but no 
person came, that was no fault of 
mine. This is Hugh—brave Hugh, 
who broke into that ugly jail and set 
us free. Aha! You like him now, do 
you? You like him now!”

Why does he lie upon the ground1" 
He has had a fall, and lias been 

drinking. The fields and tiees go 
round with him, and the ground 
heaves under his feet. You know 
him? You remember? See!”

They had by this time returned to 
where he lay, and both stooped over 
him to look into his face.

"I recollect the man," his father 
murmured. "Why did you bring him 
hcie?"

"Because he would have been killed 
if I had left him over yonder. They 
were firing and shedding blood. Does 
the sight of blood turn you sick, fa
ther? I sec it docs by your face. 
That’s like me—what are you looking 
at?”
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"At nothing'” said the muidcrer 
softly, as he started back a pace or 
two, and gazed with swnkcn jaw and 
. taring exes above his sou’s head. 
"At nothing'"

He remained in the same attitude 
and with the same expression on his 
face for a minute or more, then glanc
ed slowly round as if he had lost 

limit, and went sluveimg back 
towards the sited.

"Shall I bung him in, father?" 
asked Barnaby, who had looked on 
wondering.

He only answered with a suppressed 
gi Tan, and Ixmg down upon the 
gi ound. wrapped Ins cloak about his 
head, aod shrunk into the darkest 
corner.

Finding that nothing would rouse 
Hugh now. or make him sensible for 
a moment, Hainabv diagg**d Inin 
along the grass, and laid him on a 
little heap of icfuse bay and straw 
which bad been bis own bed, first 
having hi ought some w ater from a | 
running stream hard by, and washed | 
his wound, and laved bis hands and 
face Then he lay down himself, be
tween the two, to pass the night, and 
looking at the stars, fell fast asleep.

Awakened early ill the morning. b> 
the sunshine and the songs of the 
birds, and hum of insects, he left 
them sleeping in the hut, and walked 
into the sweet and pleasant air. But 
be felt that on his jaded senses, op
pressed and burdened with the dread
ful scenes of last night, and many 
nights before, all the beauties of op
ening day, which he had so often 
tasted, and in which he had had such 
deep delight, fell heavily. He thought 
of tin* blithe mornings when he and 
the dogs went bounding on together 
through the woods and fields, and 
the recollection filled his eves with 
tears. He had no cansciousness, Clod 
help him, of having done wrong, nor 
vad he any new perception of the 
merits of the cause in which he had 
been engaged, or those of the men 
who advocated it, but he vas full 
of cares now, and regrets, and dismal 
recollections, and wishes (quite un
known to him before) that this or 
'fiat event had never happened, and 
that the sorrow and suffering of so 
many people had been spared. And 
now he began to think how happy 
they would be—his father, mother, he, 
and Hugh—if they rambled away to
gether, and lived in some lonely place 
where there were none of these trou
bles, and that perhaps the blind man, 
who had talked so wisely about gold, 
and told him of the great secrets he 
knew, could teach 1 hem how to live 
without being pinched by want. vAs 
this occurred to him, he was the more 
sorry that he had not seen him last 
night, and he was still brooding over 
this regret when his father came, and 
touched him on the shoulder.

"Ah!” cried Barnaby, starting from 
his fit of thoughtfulness, "is it only 
you?’1

Who should it be?"
I almost thought,” lie answered, 

Fit was the blind man. I must have 
some talk with him, father."

"And so must 1, for without seeing 
him, I don’t know where to fly or 
what to do, and lingering here is 
death. You must go to him, and 
bring him here.”

‘Must 1!” cried Barnaby, delight
ed; "that’s brave, father. That’s 
what I want to do.”

But you must bring only him, and 
none other. And though you wait at 
his door a whole day and night, still 
you must wait, and not come back 
without him.”

"Don’t you fear that," he cried gay- 
ly. "He shall come, he shall come."

"Trim off these gewgaws," said Ins 
father, plucking the scraps of ribbon 
and the feathers from his hat, "and 
over your own dress wear my cloak. 
Take heed how you go, and they will 
be too fiusv in the streets to notice 
you. Of course coming hack you need 
take no account, for tie’ll manage 
that, safely."

"To be sure'" said Barnaby. "To 
be sure he will! A wise man, father, 
and one who can teach us to be rich! 
Oh! 1 know him, I know him!"

He was speedily dressed, and as 
well disguised as he could be. With 
a lighter heart he then set off upon 
his second journey, leaving Hugh, 
who was still in a drunken stupor, 
stretched upon the ground within the 
shed, and l<is father walking to and 
fro before it.

The murderer, full of anxious 
thoughts, looked after him, and paced 
up and down, disquieted by every 
breath of air that whispered among 
the boughs, and by every light sha
dow thrown by the passing clouds 
upon the daisied ground. He was 
anxious lor his safe return, and yet, 
though his own life and safety hung 
upon it, felt a relief while he was 
gone In the intense selfishness which 
the constant presence before him of 
his great crimes, and their conse
quences here and hereafter, engen
dered, every thought of Barnaby, as 
his son, was swallowed up and lost. 
Still, his presence was a torture and 
reproach, in his wild eyes there were 
terrible images of that guilty night, 
with his unearthly aspect, and his 
half-formed mind, he seemed to the 
murderer a creature who hah sprung 
into existence from his victim's 
blood He could not bear his look, 
his voice, his touch, and yet he was 
forced, by his own d»speratc condi
tion, and his only hope of cheating 
the gibbet, to liave him by his side, 
anu to know that he was inseparable 
from his single chance of escape*.

He walked to and fro, with little 
rest, all day, revolving these things 
in his mind, and still Hugh lay, un
conscious, in the shed. At length, 
when the sun was setting, Barnaby 
returned, leading the blind man, and 
talking earnestly to him as they came 
along together.
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"Would you have had me come my
self?" returned the other.

‘’Humph! Perhaps not. I was be
fore the jail on Tuesday night, but 
missed you in the cloud. I was out 
last night, too. There was good 
work last night—gay work—profitable 
work"—he added, rattling the money 
in his pockets.

Have you"—
— "Seen your good Indy? Yes.”
"Do vou mean to tell me more 

not?"
or

, mg tb? same suit of threadbare 
black, it is true, but having round 

|hss neck an unwholesome-looking cra- 
I \at of a vellowish white; and, on his 
hands, great leathet gloves, such as 
a garde,-er might wear in following 
his trade H.s shoes were newly 
greased, and ornamented with a pair 
of lusty iron buckles, the pack!bread 

I at his knee* had been renewed, and 
where he v,anted buttons, lie wore 
pins Altoe-ther, he had something 
the look of a tipstaff, or a bailiff’s 
follower desperately fade.', hut who 
liad a notion of k'-cping ,ip the ap
peal anee >4 a professional -baratter, 

land making the best of the worst 
means. *

"You’re very snug here,” said Mr. 
! Dennis, pulling out a mouldy pock
et-handkerchief, which looked like a 
decomposed halter, and wiping his 
forehead in a nervous manner.

"Not snug enough to prevent your 
finding us, it seems," Hugh answered 

I sulkily.
"Why, I’ll tell you what, brother," 

said Dennis, with a friendly .mile, 
“when you don’t want me to know 
which way you're riding, you must 
wear another sort of bells on your 
horse. Ah! I know the sound of 
them you wore last night, and have 
got quick ears for ’em; that’s the 
truth. Well, but how are you, bro
ther'’’

He had by this time approached, 
and now ventured to sit down beside 
him.

"How am I?” answered Hugh 
“Where v ere you yesterday? Where 
did you go when you left me in the 
jail? Why did you leave me? And 
what did you mean by rolling your 
eyes and shaking your fist at me.

"I’ll tell you all,” returned the jeh?” 
blind man, with a laugh. "Excuse j shake my fist!-at you bro- 
nic—but I love to see >ou so iinpa- ther'” said Dennis, gently checking 
tient. I here s energy in it. Hugh’s uplifted hand, which looked

‘ Does she consent to say the wold threatening, 
that may save me? j "Your stick, then; it's all one."

• No,’ returned the blind man cm- “Lord love you, brother, I meant 
phatically, as he turned his face to- nothing. You don’t understand me 
wauls him. No. Thus it is. She by half. 1 shouldn’t wonder now,” 
has been at death’s door since she |,e added, in the tone of a despond- 
Jost her dailing-lias been insensible, mg and an ,njUIpd nian “Lut you

tracked her | thought, because 1 wanted them chaps
was a-going to

and 1 know not what I
“to an hospital, and «resented myself I left jn prison that I 
(with your leave) at her bedside. Our |desert the banners1” 
talk was not a long one, for she 
was weak, and there being people 
near, 1 was not quite easy. But 1 
told her all that you and 1 agreed 
upon, and pointed out the young gen
tleman's position in strong terms 
She tried to soften me, hut that, of 
couise (as I told her), was lost time.
She cried and moaned, you may be 
sure, all women do. Then, of a sud- j
den, she found her voice and strength, the same sullen manner as before; "it 
and said ’hat Heaven would help her might have hurt you, if you had come 
and her innocent son, and that to jn j(S wav once or twice last night. 
Heaven she appealed against us — lp„j j, do*n ”
which she did, in really very pretty | * Might have hurt me!” said Mr. 
language, I assure you. 1 advised Dennis, still keeping it in his hand, 
her, as a friend, not to count too alld fP(.||Ilg the edge with an air of

Hugh told him, with an oath, that 
he had thought so.

"Well!” said Mr. Dennis, mourn
fully, "if you ain’t enough to make 
a man mistrust his feller-creeturcs, 1 
don’t know what is. Desert the ban
ners! Me! Ned Dennis, as was so 
cliristined by his own father! Is this 
axe your’n, brother?”

“Yes, it’s mine,” said Hugh, in

THE HOW AND
WHY OF IT-

“Fruit-a-tives" arc the parts 
of the fruit that do you good. 
Apples, Oranges, Figs and 
Prunes are pressed—the juices 
separated from the tough, 
woody fibre—and concentra
ted. Then—(and this is the 
secret of “ Fruit-a-tives ”)— 
one more atom of bitter prin
ciple from the orange peels is 
forced into the concentrated 
fruit juices. By this process 
—one of the most remarkable 
achievements of the age—the 
juices are made stronger, and 
many times more active medi
cinally. Finest tonics and 
internal antiseptics arc added, 
and the whole evaporated and 
pressed into tablets. “Fruit- 
a-tives” are the greatest tonic, 
laxative and blood purifying 
medicine ever discovered.

60c. a bos. At ell druggWe,

other’s an escaped felon I'm sorry 
for it, brother,” he added in a tone 
of resignation, addressing himself to 
Hugh, "but you’ve brought it on 
yourself; you forced mt to do it, you 
wouldn’t respect the scundext coasti- 
lootional principles, you know ; you 
went and violated the very frame
work of society. I had sooner given 
away a trifle in charity than done 
this, I would upon my soul. If you'll 
keep fast hold on ’em, gentlemen. I 
think 1 can make a shift to tie 'em 
better than you can ”

But this operation was postponed 
for a few moments by a new oc
currence. The blind man, whose ears 
were quicker than most) people’s sight 
had been alarmed, before Bainaby, by 
a rustling in the bushes, under covet 
of which the soldiers had advanced 
He retreated instantly—had hidden 
somewhere for a minute—and pr.«ba 
blv o his confusion mistaking tht 
point at which he had emerged, was 
now seen running across the open 
meadow.

(To be Continued.)

NOW

much on assistante from any such 
distant quarter—recommended her to 
think of it—told her where I lived — 
said 1 knew she would send to me be
fore noon next day—and left her, cith
er in a faint or shamming.

When he had concluded this narra
tion, during which he had made sev
eral pauses, for the conveniences of

abstraction "Might have hurt me' 
and me exerting myself all the time 
to the very best advantage. Here’s 
a world! And you’re not a-going to 

|ask me to take a sup of that ’ere bot
tle, eh1”

Hugh passed it towards him. As he 
raised it to his lips, Barnaby jumped 
up, and motioning them to be silent,

cracking and eating nuts, ot which I*** ilooktHl eagerly out 
seemed to have a pocketful, the blind I « What’s the matter, Barnaby?” said 
man pulled a flask from his pocket,, ix-nnis. glancing at Hugh and drop- 
look a draught himself and offered it pjng th(. flask but .till holding the
to his companion.

"You won’t, won’t you?" he said, 
feeling that he pushed it from him.

Well! Then my gallant gentleman 
who’s lodging with you will. Hallo, 
bully!"

Death'” said the other, holding 
him back. "Will you tell me what 
I am to do!”

“Do! Nothing easier. Make a 
moonlight flitting in two lours’ time 
with the young gentleman (he’s quite 
ready to go, 1 have been giving him

axe in his hand.
"Hush!” he answere# softly. "What 

do I see glittering behind the hedge?”
"What!” cried the hangman, rais

ing his voice to its highest pitch, and 
laying hold of him and Hugh. "Not— 
not soldiers, surely!”

That moment the shed was filled 
with armed men, and a body of horse 
galloping into the field, d***w up be
fore it.

"There!” said Dennis, who remain-

I WON’T Bh’ CROSS RIGHT
Whenever I am awful cross.

And act, you might say, bad,
I just can’t look in mama’s eyes, 

’Cause thev’s so big and sad.
So I just run and hug her tight,

And promise right away,
"I never will be cross again,”

And then—and then next day,
Would you believe it? ‘fore I think. 

I’m crosser than before,
And then of course my mama dear 

Can’t trust me any more.
And so I felt most awful bad 

Till just the other day 
1 talked with grandma, and she knew 

A whole lot better wav.
It’s not to think boys have a rigU’ 

To fuss and fume and fret,
It’s not to keep on promising,

.And then next day forget;
But when I get all wrong inside,

The way boys will somehow,
To whisper up to God and sav,

"Just make me good right now.”
—Vida V. Y oung

Is there anything more annoying 
than having your corn stepped upon’

good advice’as we came along), and ”d untouched among them when ’hey , ^ there anything more delightful than
get as far from London as vou can 'had their prisoners; "it s them *r” l 1 U,rD

a e and two young ones, gentlemen, that the w A T —
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get
Let me know where you _. , — , 
leave the rest to me She mus,‘ come proclamation puts 
round; she can't hold out long, and as gg——————-
to the chances of your being retaken 
in the meanwhile, why it wasn't me 
man who got out. of Newgate, but 
thiee hundred. Think of that, for 
your comfort.”

“We must support life. How?”
"How!” repeated the blind man.
By eating and drinking. And how 

get meat and drink, but by paying 
for it' Money'" he cried, slapping 
his pocket. “Is money the word?
Whv the streets have been running 
money. Devil send that the sport’s 
not over yet, for these air jolly- 
times; golden, rare, roaring, scramb
ling times. Hallo, bully! Hallo !”
Hallo' Drink, bully, drink. Where 
are ye there! Hallo!”

With such vociferations, and with 
.Üfodsaq q.nqw .muuciu snoujsioq * 
his perfect abandonment to the gen
eral license and disorder, he groped 
his way towards the shed, where 
Hugh and Barnaby were sitting on 
the ground

"Put it about!" he cried, handing 
his flask to Hugh. "The kennels run 
with w<ne and gold. Guineas and 
strong water .tow from the very 
pumps. About with it, don’t spare 
it!”

Exhausted, unwashed, unshorn, be
grimed with smoke and dust, his hair 
clotted with blood, his voice quite 
gone, so that he spoke in whispers; 
his skin parched up by fever, his 
whole body bruised and cut, and 
beaten about, Hugh still took the 
flask, and raised it to his lips. He 
was in the act of drinking when the 
front of the shed was suddenly 
darkened, and Dennis stood before 
them.

“No offence, no offence,” said that 
personage in a conciliatory tone, as 
Hugh stopped in his draught, and 
eyed him with no pleasant look,from 
head to foot. “No offence, brother 

, Barnaby here too, eh1 How are you,
Barnaby? And two other gentlemen'

No 
Eh,

a price on. This
Jure will do it. 
vinced.

Try it and be con-

The murderer advanced to meet 
them, and bidding his son go and lyour humble servant, gentlemen 
speak with Hugh, who had just then offence to you either, I hope, 
staggered to his feet, took his place brothers?"
at the blind man s elbow, and slowly 1 Notwithstanding that he spoke in 
followed, towards the shed. this very friendly and confident man-

"Why did you send him?” said ncr. he seemed to have considerable 
Stagg. "Don’t you know it was the hesitation about entering, and re
way to have him Inst, as soon as mained outside the roof. He was ra- 

I found?" . ther better dressed than usual, wear-
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