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Ti "u thoiies'' "xerîised a wise
dkoisretion. The placard irmained in
mchildlc(i sacredniess, uilt Mrl . Fallri'
1on iemoved it, wihein it becamc too
dusky in tle eveninig to rvead it.

M1r. Fulltoni , thei, was iii earnest.
ear, iind, liberty ih lad lie, Mr. Fni-

lorton mcant revution, and -WC mtist
admit tha1t foi' an1y gover inet e wis,
loc:aly , a dangerous maln. Tlie Iabens
Corpus Act lid not yet beeni suspended,
or thin-îgs migit have cOle Casier to
the gIiuardians of "order.", Mr. Ftier-
ton ight in such case have been seized,
tloilgIi lie wer'e loyal as a pelsioner on
the Crownî. Ilow w'.'as le to b stopped,

rid liaideu fled, accorduî (o lwi ?
I i. B:u.iing iis Il the man i in the gap

bu t M.r. .aring had more than on c
reasoi for at letist inainiîg a visit to Mrt.
Fullecrton,.

Viietlier Ile visitor whiion Mr. Bar-
iig hId been comnin ith mention-
ed '1r. FuIllertonl's mlie, ve have n1o
way of discovering : but, Certain it is,
tihat a few days after, Mir. Baring ap-
peared at Mir. Fulriiton's pleasant rosi-
dence, and had hinself forailily an-
nioun cecd.

"I M. Baring of the Crag," said the
servlanI t.

e d-tdae h) ii V' infterioriy, and
unchelaritably, anisweried Mr)F1lrtn.

"Oh, one of the patriots /" ML1r. Fuil-
lerton said loudly to his son. Il Senti

miiin up," added h1e.
And, behold, Mr. Baring enters the

drawing-room-a quaint old aparitment
w'ith a monkish light falling uîpon
aicient furnitnrce, thiat is rici in spite
of itself, and telli of liappiness where
thire is display.

"'Welcoie, s'ir; welcome, h'Mr. Ba--
ing," cried the proprietor of Castie
Plleriiton'u.

"Thaiii you. I quitee.xplecd from
yoîur patriotisn the reCeption of an old
friand. You know me, ir. Fullerton V

" Weil, I shouid say, I do. You are
calold ' the Capîtain,' 1 thinik ?'"

Quito right, Mr. Fiuleirton. I am
for good or evil, that man. 1 have comle
to you on nost important business, and
ry time in this part of the country
lzust be short."

" Ah i" said Mr. Fullerton.
Mr. Baring hare whispo 1 very low

into MI. Fullerton's car. It was that
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"one of ours " was ou tside Le door,
a brave fellow ihom h voulid not
think of introducing without Mr. Ful-
lrtýon's leave.

Mr. Fßiier'toi at once rang for the
servanti and dirceted that Mi'. Chlarlos
BaIring's friond shoulid bc sent up stairs8.

So he was; and the entiuisiatic Mr.
Fuilerton bade hii "l weIomn ?" Never-
te)ess, 'Mr. Fuiortonr arked tha1t,
coning up thie r'oom, the friend of Mi.
Bariiig iad a very vieasîured tread, and
tihait lhe iad unecessarily sl'ortened his
line dar hiair, and viceved Mr. Fuierton
id the drawingroon, as if he Iad been

lookiing for sometiing ' lostor mislaid."
M1% Br.ing in due line openîed bis

mission or missions. Tiis was, I his
fr'iet, Mrdyk," lie said, " and the

'ieiof' and the vioiole oi'ganization had
uînlimîited faith in hm

"iNo doubt," said Mr'. hFalîlerton.
"l Then, îny friend i" said Baring, "Iwe

wlIt o arin the country innediately.'
Mu. Fuillerton listened.

You kow, brotherî," Baring con-
tinued, " liat I an heir to four thou-
sand a year', and tiat the 'governor' is
over sCventy.

i have heard sonething lilke that."
el0 l, brother, worc I to lose the whole

estate-were 1 obliged to sell every sod
-- our brothers ist be animed.'

Mr. Fullerto stii listiened.
"I an going to malce you a proposal.

It is imorally impossible that my goy-
ci'noi' can live morie tlin six months. I
will draw upon you for £500 at
six months, and take uip the bill
vhien it becomes due. We will buy

armls for ever'y penny of it.
Il Weil, Mr. Baring, what is the ol-

ject of buyiig the ars ?'
"The object i Why, the object for

which you arc cnowii to have defied
deatli a few days ago, and the object for
which a nation's heart is beating-Na-
tional Inependence, sir " Vwarrnly con-
cluded Baring.

"liir, hear 1" cried Baring's friend.
" I have, nover 'donc' a bill in my

life," aswered Mr. FuIllerton. I And
I certaity-even if I had done bills-
would not do one ta purchase armB.
Ra [ ha I pardon ie--"

"I foar you do not trust me Mr. Full-
ertou Il"

Mr. Pullorton glanced around the
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