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>ou kuow—1 «uudcr at you—bow un- 
getiUeuuuily it is o1 >vu—you mustn't 
—you really mustn't! Anil 1 suppose 
you are a ’atholtc too?"

“1 am,” said Mr. Haredale.
*‘tiod Ness my soul, I believe peo

ple turn Catholics a purpose to vex 
and worrit me," cried the Lord May
or. ‘‘I wish you wouldn’t tome here, 
they'll be setting the Mansion House 
ahre nt xt, and we shall have you to 
thank (or it. You must lock your 
prisoner up. sir— give him to a 
watchman—and—and call again at a 
proper time. Then we ll see about 
it!"

before Mr. Haredale could answer, 
the sharp closing of a door and 
drawing of its bolts, gave notice that 
the Lord Mayor had retreated to hie 
bedroom, and that further remon
strance would be unavailing. The two 
clients retreated likewise, and the 
porter shut them out into the street.

‘‘That’s the wav he puts me off," 
said the old gentleman. "I can get no 
redress and no help. What are you 
going to do, sir""

“To try elsewhere 
Haredale, who was 
horseback. x

‘‘I feel for you, I assure »u—and 
well I may, for we are in a common 
cause,” said the old gentleman. ‘‘I 
may not have a house to offer you 
to-night; let me tender it while I 
can On second thoughts though,” he 
added, putting up a pocket-book he 
had produced while sptaking, ‘‘I’ll 
not give you a card ior if it were 
found upon you, it might get you in
to trouble Langdale—that's my 
name—vintner and distiller—Holborii 
Hill—you're heartily welcome, if you 
will come."

Mr. Haredale bowed and rode off, 
close beside the chaise as before; de
termining to repair to the house of 
Sii John F elding, who had the re
putation of being a bold and active 
magistrate, and fully resolved, in 
case the rioters shoulo come upon 
them, to do execution on the murder- 

alderman'"’ returned the choleric old er with his own hands, rather than

‘ My good sir," said he, pray let 
rue get an answer. This is the sixth 
time 1 have been here. 1 was here 
five times yesterday. My house is 
threatened with destruction. It is to 
be burned down to-night, and was to 
bave been last night, but they had 
other business on their hanus. Pray 
let me get an answer."

‘ My good sir," returned Mr. Hare
dale, shaking his head, “my house is 
burned to the ground. But Heaven 
forbid that yours should be. Get 
your answer. Be brief, in mercy to

“New, you bear this, my lord'" — 
said the old gentleman, calling up the 
stairs, to where the skirt of a dress
ing-gown fluttered on the landing- 
place. “Here is a gentleman here, 
whose house was actually burned 
down last night."

“Dear me, dear me," replied a tes
ty voice, “I am very sorry for it, 
but what am 1 to do? I can’t build 
it up again The chief magistrate of 
the city can’t go and be a-rebuilding 
of people's houses my good sir. Stufli 
and nonsense1”

“But the chief magistrate of the 
city can prevent people’s houses from 
having any need to be rebuilt, if the 
chief magistrate’s a man, and not a 
dummy—can’t he, my lord.'*’ cried 
the old gentleman in a choleric man
ner.
“You are disrespectful, sir,” said 

the Lord Mayor—“leastways, disre
spectful I mean."

“Disrespectful, my lord!" returned 
the old gentleman. “I was respect
ful five times yesterday. 1 can't be 
respectful forever. Men can’t stand 
on being respectful when their houses 
are going to be burned over their 
heads, with them in ’em. What am 
I to do, my lord7 Am I to km MJ 
protection'"

“I told you yesterday, sir," said 
the Lord Mayor, “that you migHt 
have an alderman in your house, if 
you could get one to come."

‘What, the devil’s the good of an

answered Mr. 
by tn( time on
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sue maid man i.eUrlied in alienee. 
“Fancy! l-u 1 uncy inai l haled

«tuivc uenealh a man—and 1U tell 
>vu wnat i mean."
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“lour worthy lany with the tender 

bun vo 1 lane y tn*i an 1 lut the constance, your scrupulous, virtuous,

gentleman.
“—To awe the crowd, sir," said the

I>ord Mayor.
“Oh Lord ha' mercy!" whimpered 

the old gentleman, as he wiped his 
forehead m a state of ludicrous dis
tress, “to think ol sending an aider- 
man to awe a crowd! Why, my lord,

suffer him to be released.
Thev arrived at the magistrate’s 

dwelling, however, without molesta
tion (ior the mob, as we have seen, 
were then intent on deeper schemes), 
and knocked at the door. As-it had 
been pretty generally rumored that 
Sir John was proscribed by the riot-

it they were even so many babies, fed ers, a body of thief-takers had been 
on mother’s milk, what do you think keeping watch in the house all night, 
they'd care for an alderman! Will ; To one of them, Mr. Haredale stated 
you come?” his business, which appealing to the

“I!” said the Lord Mayor most em
phatically; “Certainly not.”

“Then what," returned the old gen
tleman, “what am I to do? Am I a 
citizen of England? Am I to have 
the benefit of the laws? Am I to 
have any return for the King's 
taxes?"

“I don’t know, I am sure,” said 
the Lord Mayor; “what a pity it is j
£ou’re a Catholic! Why couldn’t you 

e a Protestant, and then you would 
not have got yoursell into such a 
mess? I’m sure I don’t know what’s 
to be done. There are great people 
at the bottom of these riots. Oh 
dear me, what a thing it is to be- a 
public character! You must look in

8;ain il the course of
ouU a javelin-man do? Or there’s 

Phillips the constable—he’s disengag
ed—he’s not very old for a- man at his 
time of life, except in his legs, and il 
you put him up at a window he’d 
look quite young by candle-light, and 
might frighten ’em very much. Oh 
de^r—well,—we’ll see about it.”

“Stop!” cried Mr. Haredale, press
ing the door open as the porter 
strove to shut it, and speaking rapiu 
ly, “My Lord Mayor, I beg you not 
to go aw ay. I have a man here, who 
committed a murder eight and twen
ty years ago. Half a dozen words 
from me, on oath, will justify you 
in committing him to prison, for re
examination. I only seek, just now, 
to have him consigned to a place of 
safety. The least delay may involve 
his being rescued by the rioters.”

“Oh dear me!" cried the Lord May
or. “God bless my soul—and body— 
oh Lor!—well I!—there are great 
people at the bottom of these riots, 
you know. You really mustn’t."

“My lord," said Mr. Haredale, “the 
murdered gentleman was my brother; 
I succeeded to his inheritance; there 
were not wanting slanderous tongues 
at that time, to whisper that the 
guilt of this most foul and cruel 
deed was mine—mine, who loved him 
as he knows, in Heaven, dearly. The 
time has come, after all these years 
of gloom and misery, for avenging 
him, and bringing to light a crime 
so artful and so devlish that it has 
no parallel. Every second’s delay 
on your part loosens this man’s 
bloody hands again, and leads to his

man of sufficient moment to warrant 
his arousing the justice, procured him 
an immediate audience.

No time was lost in committing the 
murderer to Newgate, then a new 
building, recently tompleted at a vast 
expense, and considered to be of enor
mous strength. The warrant being 
made out, three of the thief-takers 
bound him afresh (he had been strug
gling, it seemed, in the chaise, and 
had loosened his manacles); gagged 
him lest they should meet witn any 
of the mob, and he should call to 
them for help, and seated themselves 
along with him in the carriage. Thise 
men being all well armed, made a for
midable escort; but they drew up 

the day. the blinds again, as though the car
nage were empty, and directed Mr. 
Haredale to ride forward, that he 
might not attract attention by seem
ing to belong to it.

The wisdom of this proceeding was 
sufficiently obvious, lor as they hur
ried through tie city they passed 
among several groups of men, who, if 
they had not supposed the chaise to 
bj quite empty, would certainly have 
stopped it. Biit those within keep
ing quite close, and the driver tarry
ing to he asked no questions, they 
reached the prison without interrup
tion, and, once there, had him out, 
and safe within its gloomy walls, in 
a twinkling.

With eager eyes and strained atten
tion, Mr. Haredale saw him chained, 
and locked and barred up in his cell. 
Nay, when he had left the jail, and 
stood in the free street, without, he 
felt the iron plates upon the doors, 
with his hands, and drew them over 
the stone wall, to assure himself that 
it was real; and to exult in its being 
so strong, and rough, and cold. It 
was not until he turned his back up
on the jail, and glanced along the 
empty streets, so lifeless and quiet 
in the bright morning, that he felt 
the weight upon his heart; that he 
knew he was tortured by anxiety for 
those he had left at home; and that 
home itself was but another bead in 
the long rosary of his regrets

CHAPTER IV 
The prisoner, left to himself, sat

down upon his bedstead; and resting
escape. My lord, I charge you hear j,js elbows on his knees, and his chin 
me, and despatch this matter on the upon his hands, remained in that at 
instant." titude for hours. It would be hard

“Oh dear me!" cried the chief ma-j to say, of what nature his reflections 
gistrate; “these ain’t business hours, were. They had no distinctness, and
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saving ior some flashes now and then 
no relerence to his condition or the 
tram of circumstances by which it 
had been brought about. The cracks 
in tne pavements of bis cell, the 
v.links in the wall where stone was 
joined to stone, the bars in the win
dow, the iron ring upon the floor- 
such things as these, subsiding 
strangely into ont another, and 
awakening an indescribable kind of 
interest and amusement, engrossed 
his whole mind, and although at the 
bottom of his every thought there 
was an uneasy sense of guilt, and 
dread of death, he felt no more than 
that vague consciousness of it, which 
a sleeper has of pain. It pursues him 
through his dreams, gnaws at the 
heart of all his fancied pleasures,robs 
the banquet of its taste, music of its 
sweetness, makes happiness itself un
happy, and yet is no bodily sensa
tion, but a phantom without shape, 
or form, or visible presence; pervad
ing everything, but having no exist
ence; recognizable everywhere, but 
nowhere seen or touched, or met 
with face to face, until the sleep is 
past, and waking agony returns.

After a long time the door of his 
cell opened. He looked uf, saw the 
blind man enter, and relapsed into his 
former position.

Guided by his breathing, the visit
or advanced to where he sat, and 
stopping beside him. and stretching 
out his hand to assure himself that 
he was right, remained, for a good 
space, silent.

“This is bad, Rudge. This is bad," 
he said at length.

The prisoner shuffled with his feet 
upon the ground in turning his body 
from him, but made no other answer.

“How were you taken’" he asked. 
“And where? You never told me 
more than half your secret. No mat
ter, I know it now. How was it, 
and where, eh?" he asked again, com
ing still nearer to him.

“At Chigwell," said the other.
“At Uhigwell! How came you 

i hen?"
“Because I went there to avoid the 

man I stumbled on," he answered. 
“Becaim l was chased and driven 
there, by him and Fate. Because I 
was urged to go there by something 
stronger than ir.y own will. When I 
found him watching in the house she 
used to live in, night after night, 1 
knew 1 never could escape him— ne
ver! and when 1 heard the Bell”—

He shivered; muttered that it was 
very cold, paced quickly up and down 
the narrow cell, and sitting down 
again, fell into his old posture.

“You were saying," said the blind 
man, after another pause, “that when 
you heard the Bell"—

"Let it be, will you?’’ retorted in 
a hurried voice. “It hangs there 
yet."

The blind man turned a wistful and 
inquisitive face towards him, but he 
continued to speak, without noticing 
him. *

“I went to Chigwell, in search of 
the mob. I have been so hunted and 
beset by this man, that I knew my 
only hope of safety lay in joining 
them. They had gone on before; I 
followed them when it left off." 

“When what left off?"
“The Bell. They had quitted the 

place. I hoped that some of them 
might be still linge-ing among the 
ruins, and was searching for them 
I heard”—he drew a long breath, and 
wiped his forehead with his sleeve— 
“his voice."

“Saying what?"
“No matter what. I don't know.

I was then at the foot of the turret, 
where I did the"—

"Ay," said the blind man, nodding 
his head with perfect composure, “I 
understand."

“I climbed the stair, or so much 
of it as was left, meaning to hide till 
he had gone. But he heard me, and 
followed almost as soon as I set foot 
upon the ashes."

“You might have hidden in the wall 
and thrown him down or stabbed 
him," said the blind man.

’Might I? Between that man and 
me was one who led tlm on—I saw 
it, though he did not—and ~aised 
above his head a bloody hand. It was 
in the room above that be and I stood 
glaring at each other on the night 
of the murder, and before he fell he 
raised his hand like that, and fixed 
his eyes on me. I knew the chase 
would end there."

“You have a strong fancy." said 
the blind man, with a smile.

“Strengthen yours with blood, and 
see what It will come to."

He groaned, and rocked himself, and 
looking up for the first time, said, 
in a low, hollow voice*

“Eight and twenty years! Eight 
and twenty years! He has never 
grown older, nor altered in the least 
degree. He has been before me in 
the dark night, and the broad sunny 
day, in the twilight, the moonlight, 
the sunlight, the light of fire, and 
lamp, ana candle; and in the deepest 
gloom. Always the same! In com
pany, in solitude, on land, on ship
board; sometimes leaving me alone 
for months, and sometimes always 
with me. I have seen him, at sea, 
come gliding in the dead of night 
along the bright reflection of the 
moon in the calm water; and I have 
seen him, on quays and market-places, 
with his hand uplifted, towering, the 
centre of a busy crowd, unconscious 
of the terrible form that had its sil
ent stand among them. Fancy! Are 
rou real? Am I? Are these iron fet
ters. riveted on me by the smi

cuaiuocr «there he isy, i &a.. Uie 
lace oi a man peeping irom a dark 
door, a no piarruy snowed me by hr» 
leariui looks itial he suspected wnal 
1 had done? bo 1 remvinu> r that 1 
spoke rarriy to him—that 1 drew 
nearer—nearer yet— wilt Uie hot knife 
in my sleeve? bo 1 fancy how he 
died? bid be stagger back into the 

| angle ol the «wall into which 1 h»<i 
ueinmed him, and bleeding inwardiv, 
stand, not iaii, a corpse before me ? 
Did 1 see him, for an instant, as . 
see you now, erect and on his leet- 
but dead."

The blind man, who knew that he 
had risen, motioned him to sit down 
again upon his bedstead, but he took 
no notice of the gesture.

“It was then 1 thought, tor the 
first time, of fastening the murder 
upon him. It was then I di 
him in my clothes, and dragged him 
down the back stairs to the piece 
of water. Do I remember listening 
to .the bubbles that came rising up 
when 1 had rolled him in? Do 1 re
member wiping the water from my 
face, and because the body splashed 
it there, in its descent, feeling as it 
it must be blood?

“Did I go home when I had done ? 
And oh, my God! how long it took 
to do! Did 1 stand before my wife, 
and tell her? Did 1 see her fall upon 
the ground, and when I stooped to 
raise her, did she thrust me back 
with a force that cast me ofi as if I 
had been a child, staining the hand 
with which she clasped my wrist? 
is that fancy?

“Did she go down upon her knees, 
and call on Heaven to witness that 
she and her unborn child renounced 
me from that hour, and did she, in 
words so solemn that tney turned me 
cold—me, fresh from the horrors my 
own hands had made—warn we to 
(ly while there was time; tor though 
she would be silent, being my wretch
ed wife, she would not shelter me? 
Did 1 go forth that night, abjured of 
God and man, and anchored deep in 
hell, to wander at my cable s length 
about the earth, and surely be drawn 
down at last?"

“Why did you return?" said the 
blind man.

“Why is blood red? 1 could no 
more help it than l could live with
out breath. I struggled against the 
impulse, but I was drawn back, 
through every difficult and adverse 
circumstances, as by a mighty engine.

pum.uiious, out not blnuriy anecuvn 
ate wire”—

“tonal of her?"
“is now ui London.”
“A curse upon her, be she where 

she may!"
“’1 hat’s natural enough. If she had 

taken her annuity as usual, you would 
ne» have been here, and we should 
have been better off. But that's 
apart irom the business. She's in 
Loudon, scared, as 1 suppose, and 
have no doubt, by my representation 
when 1 waited upon her, that you 
were close at hand (which I, ol 
course, urged only as an induce
ment to compliance, knowing that she 
was not pining to see you), she left 
that place, and travelled up to Lon 
don."

“How do you know?"
4 From my friend the noble captain 

—the illustrious general—the bladder, 
Mr. Tappcrtit. I learned from him 
the last time I saw him, which was 
yesterday, that your son who Is call
ed Barnaby—not alter his father, I 
suppose"—

“Death! does that matter now!" 
“—You are impatient," said the 

blind man, calmly; “it’s a good sign, 
and looks like life—that your ton 
Barnaby had been lured away from 
her b> one of his companions who 
knew him of old, at Ohigwell; and 
that he is now among the rioters."
“And what is that to me?" If fa

ther and son be hanged together,what 
comfort shall I find in that?"

“Stay—stay, my friend," returned 
the blind man, with a cunning look, 

you travel fast to journeys' ends. 
Suppose I track my lady out, and sav 
thus much’ ‘You want your son, 
ma’am—good. I, knowing those who 
tempt him to remain among them, 
can restore him to you, ma am— 
good. You must pay a price, ma'am, 
to: his restoration—good again. The 
price is small, and easy to be paid- 
dear ma’am, that’s1 best of all.’ ” 

“What mockery is this?"
“Very likely, she may reply in those 

words. ‘No mockery at ali,’ I ans
wer; ‘Madam, a person said to be 
your husband (identity is difficult ol 
proof after the lapse ol many years) 
is in prison, his life in peril— the 
charge against him, murder. Now, 
ma'am, your husband has been dead 
a long, long time. The gentleman 
never can be confounded with him, 
if vou will have the goodness to say 
a few words, on oath, as to when he

Nothing could stop me. The day and «lied, end how; and that this person 
hour were none of my choice. Sleep- (who I am told resembles him in some 
ing and waking, 1 had been among ! degree) is no more he than I am.
the old haunts lor years—had visited 
my own grave. Why (ltd I come back? 
Because this jail was gaping lor me, 
and he stood beckoning at the door.”

You were not known?" said the 
blind man.

1 was a man who had been tw'enty- 
t«vo years di*ad. No. I was not 
known."

‘ You should have kept your secret 
better."

My secret? Mine? It was a se
cret, any breath of air could whis
per at its will. The stars had it in 
(heir twinkling, the water in its 
flowing, the leaves in their rustling, 
(lie seasons in their return. It lurk
ed in strangers’ faces, and their 
voices. Everything had lips on which 
it always trembled—My secret?"

It was revealed by your own act 
at any rate," said the blind man.

‘‘The act was not mine. I did it, 
but it was not mine. I was forc
ed at times to wander round, and 
round, and round that spot. If you 
had chained me up when the fit was 
on me, I should have broken away, 
and gone there. As truly as the load
stone draws iron towards it, so he, 
lying at the bottom of his grave, 
could draw me near him when he 
would. Was that lancy? • Did I like 
to go there, or did I strive and wres
tle with the power that forced me?”

The blind man shrugged his should
ers, and smiled incredulously. The 
prisoner again resumed his old atti
tude, and for a long time both were 
mute.

“1 suppose then,” said his visitor, 
at length breaking silence, "that you 
arc p mitent and resigned; that you 
desire to make peace with everybody 
(in particular with your wife who 
has brought you to this), and that 
you ask no greater favor than to he 
carried to Tyburn as soon as possible: 
That being the case, I had better 
take my leave. I am not good en
ough to be company tor you.”

“Have I not told you," said the 
other fiercely, “that I have striven 
and wrestled with the power that 
brought me here? Has my whole life, 
for eight and twenty years, been one 
perpetual struggle and resistance, and 
do you think 1 want to lie dov;n and 
die? Do all men shrink from death— 
I most of all?"

“That’s better said. That’s better 
spoken, Rudge—but I’ll not call you 
that again—than anytnmg you have 
said yet," returned the blind man, 
speaking more familiarly, and laying 
his hand upon his arm. “Lookye,—I 
never killed a man myself, for 1 have 
never been placed in a position that 
made it worth my while. Farther, I 
am not an advocate for killing men, 
and I don’t think I should recommend 
it or like it—for it’s very gazardous 
—under any circumstances. But as 
you had the misfortune to get into 
this trouble before I made your 
acquaintance, and as you have been 
my companion, and have been of use 
to me for a long time now, I over
look that part of the matter, and am 
only anxious that you shouldn’t die 
unnecessarily. Now, I do not consid
er that, at present, it is at all neces- 
s&iV."

“What else is left me?" returned 
the prisoner. “ To eat my way 
through these walls with my teeth?"

“Something easier than that," re
turned his friend. “Promise me that 
you will talk no more of these fan
cies of yours—idle, foolish things,

Such testimony will set the question 
quite at rest. Pledge yourself to me 
to give it, ma'am, and I will under
take to keep your sun ( a fine lad) 
out of harm's way until you have 
done this trifling service, when he 
shall be delivered up to you, safe and 
sound. On the other hand, if you de
cline to do so, I fear he will be be
trayed, and handed over to the lav\ 
which will assuredly sentence him 
to suffer d< ith. It is, in fact, a 
choice between his life and death. If 
you refuse, he swings. If you com
ply, the timber is not grown, nor 
the hemp sown, that shall do him any 
harm.’ "

“There is a gleam of hope in this!" 
cried the prisoner.

“A gleam!" returned his Triend, “a 
noon-blaze; a full and glorious day
light. Hush! I hear the tread of 
distant feet. Rely on me."

“When shall I hear more?"
“As soon as I do. I should hope 

to-morrow. They are coming to say 
that our time for talk is over. I 
hear the jingling of the keys. Not 
another word of this just now, or 
they may overhear us."

As he said these words, the lock 
was turned, and one of the prison 
turnkeys appearing at the door, an-

So popular is Bickle’s Anti-Con
sumptive Syrup as a medicine in the 
treatment of colds and coughs or ail
ments of the ’hroat, due to exposure, 
to draughts, or sudden changes of 
temperature, that druggists and all 
dealers in patent medicines keep sup
plies on hand to meet the demand 
It is pleasant to take, and the use of 
it guarantees freedom from throat 
and lung diseases.
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nounced that it was tunc Ior visitors 
to leave the jarl.

So soon! ' »a d Stagg, meekly. 
“But it can’t be helped. Cheer up 
iriend. This mistake will soon ne set 
at test, and then you are a man 
again! if this charitable gentleman 
will lead a blind man (who has noth
ing in return but prayers) to the pri
son-porch, and set hun with his face 
towards the west, he will do a wor
thy deed. Thank you, good sir. I 
thank you very kindly."

So saving, and pausing for an in
stant at the door to turn his grin
ning lace towards his friend, de
parted.

When the officer had seen him to the 
porch, he returned, and again unlock
ing and unbarring the door ol the 
cell, set it wide open, informing its 
inmate that he was at liberty to 
walk in the adjacent yard, if he 
thought proper, tor an hour.

The prisoner answered with a sul
len nod; and being left alone again, 
sat brooding over what he had heard, 
and pondering upon the hopes the re
cent conversation had awakened, gaz
ing abstractedly, the while he did so, 
on the light without, and watching 
the sludows thrown by one wall on 
another, and on the stone-paved 
giound.

It was a dull, square yard, made 
cold and gloomy by high "walls, and 
seeming to chill the very sunlight. 
The stone, so bare, and rough, and 
obdurate, filled even kirn with longing 
thoughts of meadow-land and trees, 
and with a burning wish to be at 
liberty. As he looked, he rose, and 
leaning against the door-post, gazed 
up ai the bright blue sky, smiling 
-tree on that dreary home of crime. 
He seemed, for a moment, to remem
ber lying on his back in some sweet- 
scented place, and gazing at it 
through moving branches, long ago.

His attention was suddenly attract
ed by a clankin' sound—he knew 
what it was, for he had startled him
self by makipg the same noise in 
walking to the door. Presently a 
voice began to sing, and he saw the 
shadow of a figure on the pavement. 
It stopped—was silent all at once, as 
though the person for a moment had 
forgotten where he was, but soon re
membered—and so, with the same 
clanking noise, the shadow disappear
ed.

He walked out into the court and 
paved it to and fro; startling the 
echoes, as he went, with the harsh 
jangling of his fetters. There was a 
door near his, which, like his, stood 
ajar.

He flad not taken half a dozen 
turns up and down the yard, when, 
standing still to observe this door, 
he heard the clanking sound again. 
A face looked out of the grated win
dow—he saw it very dimly, for the 
cell was dark and the bars were hea
vy—and directly afterwards, a man 
appeared, and came towards him.

For the sense of loneliness he had 
he might have been in jail a year. 
Made eager by the hope of companion
ship, he quickened his pace, and has
tened to meet the man half way— 

What was this! His son!
They stood face to face, staring at 

each other, he shrinking and cowed 
despite himself, Barnaby struggling 
with his imperfect memory, and won
dering where he had seen that face 
before. He was not uncertain for 
long, for suddenly he laid hands upon 
him, and striving to bear him to the 
giound, cried:

“Ah! I know! You are the rob
ber!"

He said nothing in reply at first, 
but held down his head, and struggled 
w ith him silently. Finding the young
er man tor, strong to him, he raised 
his face, looked close into his eyes 
and said:

God knows what magic the name 
had for his ears, hut Barnaby releas. 
ed his hold, fell back, and looked at 
him aghast. Suddenly he sprung to
ward him, put his arms about his 
neck and pressed his head against his 
cheek.

Yes, yes, he was; he was sure he 
was. Rut where had he been so long, 
and why had he left his mother by 
herself, or worse than by herself,with 
her poor foolish bov’ And had she 
really been as happv as they said. 
And where was she? Was she near 
there’ She was not happy now, and 
he in jail? Ah, no.

(To be Continued.)
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1906
Circumcision of our Lord—Holy Day of Obligation. 
Octave of St Stephen 
Octave of St. John.
Octave of the Holy Innocents.
Vigil of the Epiphany.
Epiphany—Holy Day of Obl.gation.

First Sunday After Epiphany
Sunday within the Octave.
Of the Octave.
Of the Octave.
Of the Octave. ,
Of the Octave.
Of the Octave.
OctaX of the Epiphany.

Second Sunday After Epiphany

Holy Name ol Jesus.
S. Paul the Hermit.
S. Mured lus 1. Pope M.
S. Anthony. Abbot 
St. Peter’s Coair at Rome.
S. Canute.
SS. Fabian ami Sebaeiiss.

Third Sundmy After Epiphany
The Holy F'amily.
SS. Vincent and Anastasius.
Espousals of B. V. Mary.
S. Timothy.
Conversion of SL Paul.
S. Polvcarp.
S. Vitâlian.

Fourth Sunday After Epiphany
S. John Chrysostom.
S. F"rancis de Sales.
S. Felix IV. Pope.
S. Peter Nolasco.

For the Feast of the Purification. 
Rubrical.

w.
Strictly
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