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Then he began to sing, To make him stand higher, the
soldiers bronght him an empty wine cask, Some of them had been
in America, too, evidently, for when he sang ‘ Yankee Doodle,’ with
many gestures with his drum-sticks, they joined in the choras,

There was nobody to watch Hugh and Father Gaillard now ;
everybody gathered about the *eavage American boy ' on the oask,
Even the little lad who had been hurt laughed, as Henry crowed at
the end of each etanza,

But snddenly there was a howl : a soldier had caught sight of
Hugh and the priest, Henry becamse aware of this, Ile jumped
from his perch, and reached Hugh's side just in time to strike back
ihe arm of lhe sullicr with his clasp-znife. Tho boy and the
priest vanished in the darkness, Henry faced the soldier, who
made a movemenk w grasp Liw, Heury threw the drum at his face
and ran.

*Je suis Americain | * he said.

t Aristocrat ! Aristocrat! Hang him !’ called the soldier ; but
Henry had disappeared,

AT NINE O'CLOCK.

The dancers of the Carmagnole soon returned to their places,
' Ah, what & droll, savage American boy !’ they said. And some of
them listened to the stories told by the soldier, who had been in
America, of the strange, barbaroms manners of the conntry, And
the old priest had escaped—what of it I—to-morrow he would die,
they said. All priests must be killed by good citizens sooner or
later,

When Henry crept into the doorway of his lodging house he
was dripping with perspiration. It was not that he had run so fast,
but that he had been afraid—terribly afraid even when he had
seemed boldest, Tle believed that if he lost his life his father and
mother might be lost, aud this waas enough to make him afraid of
death,

He found Hugh and the Abbe Gaillard in one of the bedrooms
of the deserted house. Hugh had got a candle, and as few boys
then were ever withont tinder and flint-~there were no matches—
he easily made a light. The old priest sat in an armehair ; he was
very white, and a cut in his forehead was bandaged with Hugh's
handkerchief.

They both started as they heard Henry's footeteps, As he
entered the old priest held out his thin hand,

*Ah, my brave boy!' hesaid, ‘I thank you—youn have saved
our lives, And Hugh knows how grateful I am since I have with
me the Blessed Sacrament.’

Henry bowed ; he did not fully comprehend.

' Monsieur,’ said Hugh, gravely, ‘1 promise you that your
father and mother ehall be saved, You know not what you have
done, but you have brought o great blessing on yourself to-night,
I promise !’

Henry was silent, Then ha took Hugh's hand.

‘As sure,’ he said. ‘as my name is Henry Bache, if what you
say turna cut to be true—if your God saves my parents, [ will
worship Him—1I will have your old priest tell me hoew todoit, I
like hia face.’

'But he is a Jesuit,” said Hugh looking straight into Henry's
face,

Henry hesitated, ' Well, I kave been told—but never mind—
he must he good since he has been evilly treated by those fienda.
And he is a brave man, XNow you must help mefind my father and
mother,

Father Gaillard had listened ; he understood Englich sufficiently
to get at what Henry was eaying.

* His father and mother ! he asked of Hugh., ‘' What says be
of bis father and mother !’

¢ They are in prison.’

‘In what prison !’

‘He does not know,’

*Oh, I do not know ' ' said IHenry, tears coming into his eyea.
‘ And I shall go mad if I do not find them ; yet, I krnow not, as
a stranger, where to begin, If I could only speak the language
well I’

The priest raisd himeclf on his elbow, with sn effort.

*You are Enpglich 17

‘No, said the boy. ‘[ am an American,” he added proudly,
' My name is Henry Bache,’

‘ American—DBache,” said the priest. ‘ Bache—Bache." He tried it
again to get the pronunciation, ‘Ab, 1 remember. Your father
and mother are with Madame O'Regan, in the Conciergerie, It was
Madame who sent me by a trusted servant a note, telling me that
she and two Americans had been thrust into prison, Bhe told me
also of a dying nun io the same prison. To her I was going, when
the mob, God forgive them ! recognised me,’

Henry went towards the door,

‘I must go," he said. “ to find this prison. You are safe. There
is wine in the cuplboard and meat downstairs. [ will leave you the
key. The Jandlord will never come back, He was guillotined yes-
terday for harboring an aristocrat.’

‘You must not go,’ said Hugh.
consult.’

‘I will not wait,’ said Bache.
me,’

‘You ean do no good, syoke the priest,
8o that I ean walk, I will 7o to the prison.’

“No," gaid Henry, in a low voice; 'I must go. You pro-
mired,’ be said, turning to Hugh, * that your God would save them.’
‘I am sure, said Hugh, ‘that God will not let me kreak my
word.” And he turued to the priest.

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

' Oh, Father, said Hugh, the weight of grief getiing heavier on
his heart, ‘ I must go, too—1I must, I must—think of my dear mother

P It means death, We must
¢ They will die of pain without

* When this pain abatea

Henry took his hand again,

‘Let us go I

Father Gaillard saw that ke could not keep them, and be felt a
faintness creeping over him,

‘Kneel I" he said.

. Hagh drew Bache to his knees with him, And then the old
priest blessed them both. Hugh rushed up to him and kissed him
on both cheeks, and Henry hastily brought wine and bread, and put
them, with the key, on the table within reach of the Abbe,

The hoys went downstairs together,

¢ The old man's Llessing did e good-—though iy father would
laugh over it with hia friend, Mr. Tom Paine, eaid Henry. ‘I don't
oure?lf Le is & Jepuiv—be is u good wman. Bul—-wlat shall I oall
you?

‘ Hugh—that's my nams.’

' Well, Hugh, you must put on some of my clothes. You had
better not go out again with thore clothes. They are too fine for
these times, You are an aristocrat ; they will recognise you as a—
what do they call it 7'

He thanked Henry. In a few minutes he had dressed himeelf
in a snit of coarse brown cloth, put on a round cap, and carefull
laid his ruffies and sword aside. Henry gave him a stoat stick, an
they wont into the street. The Abbe waved his hand to them,

Surely two boye never atarted out to do a more hopeless thing.
The Conciergerie, a8 the prison was called, was donbly guarded,
They had no friends, and at any moment they might on some pre-
text be arrested and guillotined. At this time neither women nor
children were spared,

‘I feel, raid Hugh, as they went oz, ¢ that only Ged can help us,
I ghall say the Litany of the Blessed Virgin as I go along. Bha
went to look for the Infant Lord when He was lost, and we have
lost our parents, She has felt our sorrow ; she can nnderstand us,’

Henry said nothing ; but when they had walked on in silenoa
for a time, he spoke:

‘If I knew a prayer, I would ray it.’

‘ Say, “ Son of God, help ua (™'

Henry repeated it reverently,

‘Now,' said Hugh, ‘ we must leave the rest to Him,'

They were passing some official house, A crowd of howling
women ran down the steps, singing a blasphemous song, One of
them ptopped, and insisted on pinning two stained tosettes on the
jacketa of the boys,

‘Lot them he,” said Henry, a8 Hugh was about to tear his off,
‘ They are red, white, and blue,

They passed a group of men on a corner, Hugh ssked one of
them the way to the prison.

* Ah,' said the man, who had too much wine, pointing out the
direction.  You will be just in tims, if you want to join the com-
demued. Robespierre has ordered that u great crowd of the
prisonera shall be grrillotined by moonlight, Hurry! It seema to
me, citizens,” he said, turning to his friends, ‘that if this goea on
there will be none of us left.’

The boys conld not epesk ; their hearts were like lead, They
passed another group drinking in front of a tavern. These men
were in their red shirts—fer the night had grown hot-——and these
were open at the throat, One of them drew his hand acrosa his
neck an the boy: passed,

* The guillotine will work to-night well,'

' And,’' said another voice. in a lower tone, ¢ perhaps Robespierre
may fall himself’

*Cheer up,’ Hagk said,

‘I cannot,’ said Henry. *Ob, I wish we were home! How
different it is out in the quiet streets of Philadelphiat To think
that perbaps they will never see the beautifal Delawara or the green
fields about again. Oh, why did we come !’

Tt is fair in heaven-—in onr own land, said Hugh softly.

‘But my father and mother donot believe in heaven,” said
Henry. in agony. ‘I wish they did—I wish they did, It must be’
—his voice choked—'it must be awful to die without hope—and
they do not know whether I am alive or dead !’

' Henry," said Hugh. earnestly. ‘I will tell them—no matter
if all the dirty red capes in creation stop the way, Faith, I will?’

They had reached the prison. There was a waiting crowd in
front of it, silent, not rejoicing as was usnal with the crowds that
waited the condemned to be brought out, The heat waa intenmo,
The month was Thermidor—as the Revolutionista called it—between
July and August, The air was still,

Slowly a heavy cart came out of the frowning gates, And just
then a quarter to nine o'clock struck,

The cart heavily moved onward, The faces of all the con-
demned could be plainly seen, There was no need of torchem,
The moon was full and eilvery, Hugh felt Henry Bache clutch his
arum,

{ There '

Hugh looked., He saw his mother's face, calm, serene, smiling
at him ; she held her rosary in her hand, Leaning against her was
a weeplng woman ; and near the womsn stood a man, pale, horror-
stricken. Hugh knew at once that this was Henry's father. They
were on their way to death.

' You promised—you promised,” whispered Hanry, *God cannot
save them now |’ he seemed frozen to the spot, His father did not
gee him, and his mother’s face was hidden,

Huogh waa a strong boy., He thrust right and left with his
stick—and perhaps the rosette on his jacket saved him from heing
knocked down at once, He made his way, however, thinking of
nothing but the faces before him ; ho sprang upon the cart, and
clunyg to ite eide,

‘ Hugh, God blers ycu!' And he felt his mother's arma sround
his neck.

*Mongieur,” he said to the wild-eyed man, ¢Henry is living }

among those demons [ I will, at least, die with her,' he prays for you—sea !’ .
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