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By Order of the Czar

A Story of Russian Power
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CHAPTER 1.

Tt is a pateh of sunlight—a tiny
pateh, no larger than the palm of my
band. 1 dreamily follow the bar of glis-
tening motes upward, until my eyes are
urrested by the gruted window of a pris-
wl,

In an instant 1 Kave sprung from my |
pitifull—I

low pullet, where—God i
have been sleeping awny the lust few
hours of my mortal existence. 1 stand
here on my prison floor, in full posses-
sion of all my faculties, feeling the
warm, swift blood coursing in my veins,

I fall to pacing the narrow limits of
my cell with rapil strides. A burning
impatience of inaction is consuming me
~—i pressing desire to be doing some-
thing to bridge over the minutes which
must clapse before the moment arrives
when 1 shall stride to the seaffold, with
dauntless mien, to meet my doom. My
acute sense of hearing detiets the clink
of the trap in my door. A pair of eves
are looking at me out of a hrown, beard-
el face. I smile and nod affahbly,

“Grood morning, Viadimir Alexandro-
vitch. T nm glad to see you in good
spirits,” sayx my official.

“And I thank yon for
wishes, my friend,” 1 reply, *“DBut my
breakfast? I tell you, 1 have n flerce
hunger upon me. Remember it will be
the lust time T shall have the pleasure
of gratifying my keen appetite, until 1
tuke my first meal of nectar and ambro-
gln, and they might chance to keep me
long waiting for it on the other side.”

My official laughs. “Keep your mind
ensy, vour breaskfust comes; and look
you," lowering his voice, “just beenuse
I love a hrave spirit, little brother, 1
will deprive myself of some ecaviar 1
have in reserve for my own relish."

“Thanks, my Christion friend!” I ery,
renching my hand townrd him through
the trap.  “May you never die hungry.
One minute. Tell me. if yon know—if
you huve seen him—the lad—keeps le a
good heart 7"

My voice shikes In
whilst T rifle my pockets for my Iast
five-rouble note.  “Take it, it iz all 1
have, or 1 wonld give you more, How
bears he himselt? He is but sineteen!™

“I saw him even now,” replies the
man, as he geizes the note, “He does
badly. He eats not, and his strength has
left him. He lies on his bed and moves
not "'

At these words the sweat starts to my
brow, anid the water to my eyes.

“Friend, good friend,” 1 whisner
hoarsely, “see him ngnin! Tell him tlint
Viadimir Alexandroviteh bids him be
brave! Tell him to eat—he must eat
ere he go forth!"

“Listen. 1 will take your messnge,
just beeanse you are a brave one, and 1
like .\'llll."

“I embrace thee, my brother!” T mur
mur ferveutly; and he hurries away,

I am alone again, and coutinue my
walk: but now my mind is troubled swith
a vision of the fair-faced boy stretehed
on his pallet, and anon I sesm to see Lis
writhing body on the gallows. 1 shul-
der and smother o groan that rises to
my lips. and turn to seek comfort in the
reflection that it will soon be over for
him. *“He Is sure to faint. God grant
"

Appronching steps in the corridor. My
door is unlocked, thrown open, nnd here
is my breakfast and the cavinr, When
the officlial enters 1 wear a smiling fuee
agnin, for 1| have a character to sus-
tain.  No man should have it to say that
he saw n clond on the brow of Viadimir
Alexandroviteh Lubauoff on the morning
of his execution. The official Is watch-
ing me curionsly.

“How long now hefore the play he-
gins, my friend?" I ask between the
bites,

It gratifies me to note how he flushes
red, and stares at me a spoace, as if taken
abnek, before he stammers, “Twenty
wminutes, Excellency,”

I lnugh. The notion of an offi¢inl
thrusting a title on o prisoner amnses
me.  After another prolonged stare he
leaves me.

Twenty minutes! Hualf an hour henee
I shall be a lump of cold, senseless clay.
And that mysterions actunting essenge
we onll sonl, what of it?7 What will he-
come of it, forced from the tenement
wherein it has, for twenty-seven ye:ars,
ritlod supreme?  Will it, too, be extin-
guished like a toreh that is etamped out
under the foot of man? Away vain spece
ulations,  Let me rather, in these my
lugt moments, sum up the good that has
bheen mine. I have tasted as much hap-
piness a4 this world ean offer, oand I
lenve it ere it begins to pall. 1 have
knewn the rare blessing of true friend-
ship.

“My spirit flies out to meet thee, O
my friend, and clusp thee in a farewell
embrace!” 1 have—I &till rejoice in the
benuty and perfect excellence of wom-
an's pure and entire love!

“Al, my Maruscha, thon art my only
regrot. Could T bot take thee with me,
my dove! My better soul! For 1 know
that without me thy life henceforth will
be hut a joyless groping through a val-
ley where thers is no sin.”

I am surprised by a tear on my cheek,
and dash it hastlly away, Boom! 1t s
the quarter bell sounding from the fort-
rexs elock. 1 elose my eyes, and grad-
unlly a feeling of pence descends on me.
Now I can pray. My hands meet and
intcrlace,

“8pirit of perfect Good, forgive me my
ging. [Portify me and my comrades In
our last ngony. Let the evil we have
done perish with our bodies, and the good
return to dwell eternally with Thee!"

T hear the tramp of soldiery approach-
fog. and ralse my head.

your good

my eagerness,

Maruscha, thou shalt not blush for
!mo"' I whisper, and 1 feel that it is a
rudinnt face | chow them as they enter.
I advance to meet my exeentioner, pince
my srms in position and silently submit
to be pinioned. Not a word is spoken,
and in o minute we are ready, and Diss-
ing in file along the corridor to join the
others in the hall of the prison.

| Denst a swift glance from face to faoe
of my fellow martyrs, which is answer-
ed by n flash of recognition and greeting
fron: all save one, and thht iz poor Vasil.
He Is a sorry spectacle; his blue eyes roll
vaguely, withont speculation: his ashen
lips hung apart, A gendarme is o
porting him. _

We are side by side, “Vasil! I whis-
per. He starts as if from some awful
dream. Our eyes meet. He gives n
grent gnsp, sets his lips tightly, and polls
himself together, and 1 am suddenly
wheeled round and placed in the frout,

Then our lust walk begins—through
the court, out of the gates into the great
open space, where straight in front rises
the long platform, snd on it the gnllows!

Sudden as a flash, n shock of horror
geizes me, Only now, with my terrible
doom: hefore my seeing eyes, do I fully
realize it. To be hanged by the neck!
Mereitul God, stand by me! But as
sudden my wsoul eries to my shrinking
body, “What! Art going to fail now?"
and L check the shudder that is nlready
holding me, draw up my body to its full
height and mareh steadily forward.

The steps to the platform creak he-
nenth my heavy trend. [ stand high
nhove the hends of the people, and over-
look them. Their thousand upturned
faces are like the white waves of a
trotbled ocean. Which is Marscha's?
My eager glances skim the multitude in
genrch of it

It is there! Quite nenr me. I conld
almost kiss it by bending far forward. It
s white, Ah! how white! but firm. The
eyes are foll of teénderness; they are
melting with love unspeakable, but they
are strong! Our hearts meet and min-
gle for one brief moment, then I tear
mine away, I have a word to say before
I die. 1 step forward to the edge of the
platform nnd ery:

“Brothers, 1 repent not! 1 die joy-
fully for the cause of liberty.”

The multitude stir and murmuor like
a forest of trees swayed by the wind.
The drums roll out in deafening peal.
Already the executioner's hands are upon
me, 1 cast one last look around on Ma-
ruscha, and up at the sky.

Something is pulled over my eyes, 1
r am hastily placed in position beneath the
gnllows, A momentary pause. [ fosl
with one exeruciating thrill of horror
the touch of the loose rope on my neck.
A stupendous shock as if a crashing blow
ft noise as of muany rushing waters In
my ears—a feeling as if my head was
bursting nsunder—before my eyes a mill-
lon whirling plunets, whilst I plunge
madly for # footing. Yet I do not Jie!
I seem to suffer an eternity of agony
hefore it eives place to stupefaetion, and
I pass away,

CITAPTER II.

Faintly, fearfully my spirit Is flutter
ing in and out of the deserted house
from whence it has been driven, unecep-
tnin to go or stay, giving me the faintest
hint of my identity, to leave me again
in darkness, yet retorning ench time
with greater confidence, until it fnally
stays to feehly spread itself from heart
to brain, and I realize that I am I,

I try to move, though it costs me an

effort. My body feels as it swollen to
an enormouns size, | am opprossed for
spuce. [ strive to make elbow room.

What is this? I streteh out my stifen-
ed arms, and come in contact with iy
coftin!  From all my pores the cold
swent in hursting. My brain is on fire
a8 recollection rushes upon me—the gal-
lows, my death agony, and the appalling
eonviction that 1 have been eut down
too soon and buried alive!

In my wild anguish I fight out mndly
with hoth hands: but, strange, I fight the
air!  There is no lid, then, to my coffin!
I writhe myself into a sitting posture,
andg there dawns for me n glimmer of
hope, Cantiously 1 hegin to feel about
me, growing every moment more i sti-
fied, for my hanid comes in contact with
0 owonden surface, on which the ecoffin
evidently stands. Though 1 am in my
cotfin, 1 certaiuly am not in my grave!

A ray of light shoots suddenly from
belind me across the gloom, revenling
one gide of the rongh deal shell in which
I sit, a strip of the table on which It
rests, and focing me n door. 1 follow
with my tortured eyeballs the beam, nnd
see that it is the moon shining through
n small window, There is a door and a
window, then, in my mysterious ahiding
place! The hope lenps instantly into vig-
orous being, and with it the determing-
tlou to escape. T feel strongly about
the second life of mine, that it is a di-
vine gift direct from the hands of Ged.
To have to yleld it up now would be to
die ten thousand deaths. My other life
I risked on a forlorn hope, and lost.
There was justice In it. 1 knew the
penalty, and had counted the cost. |
sulfered death in Its most degrading,
most awful form, and have therefors
paid in full, I have satisfied the luw,
therefore this life I hold I all my own,
and to the last drop of blood I will
protect and defend it.

I am In some outhouse ndjoining either
n dissecting room or the residence of
some doctor who has purchased my body
for dissection. There are two means
of exit, & door and a window. The for
mer will be certalnly locked. The win-
dow—I turn toward it—Is a casement.
Alas, for my broad shoulders; It is smalll

|
1

I have no time to lose. [ seram-
I drop my stiffen-

hour.
hle out of the coffin.
ed legs to the floor.

I reel llke a druuken man—I make
the half circuit of the table, reach ihe
window, nand seek with my shaking fin-
gers for button or hasp, and there s o
rush of cool pight alr on my brow. It
revives me somewhat, and now for it!
I set my teeth, and raise myself with
my hands by the frace, thrustiog out my
hend and part of my shoulders. They [
pause to gather up my forces.  Bome-
thing taps my crown, making my heart
lenp to my mouth, [t is only the sway-
ing bough of a tree! Another violent
effort and 1wy shoulders stick fusg!

And now commences a fearful steng-
gle. It is almost as bad as booging—
the sensations are certainly  sunilpr—
eviehalls starting, skull bursting, and legs
plunging nimlesgly, until u frantie kick
backward brings my fool noexpectedly
in contact with the edge of the tible, and
—1 get n purchase,

1 strain every sinew, There is a crack-
ing und erunching which I imngine to he
my shoulder hlade, and 1 am precipitated
forward, eanrrying the window [frame,
with a crash to the ground, wWhere L lie,
cut, broised snd panting.

There is no sound save the wind tius-
sling with the trees and bushes that en-
elose me. No! what is that? It is the
faint music of trickling water! My very
soul longs for it! My swollen nwd pareh-
ed tongue makes a futile effort to lick my
lipli‘

At length, putting ont my shaking
hand, 1 feel the ground molst. Another
movement, and yet another, and 1 come
In contact with a cool iron tauk! Still
one desperate efort, and 1 have dragzged
myself up by its edge. My flugers are in
water, my lipa touch it!
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to the ground again, whilst tears 1 can- |

not check rush to my eyes—au pesfect
torrent of unspenkable relief. | scram-
ble to my feet. That drink has won-
derfully tevived me. And a
pause to lave my temples in the water
betore starting on my hazardous ven-
ture.

To get ont from nmongst the trees and
ascertain my wheresbouts must lie my
firet step; =0 1 commence to feel my way
along the wall until 1 turn the carner
of my recent prison, and nat length
emerge under the open sky, on what ap-
pears to be o gravel drive. 1 can dimly
diccern the outlines of things nesr me,
and within a few feet of me the sleep-
ing hox of a watchman, which impels
me to beat p husty retreat in amongst
the trees again, Now I begin moving
in n sinnting direction, with a view to
arriving at the garden wall; and | even-
tunlly come against it; hut, alas! my
hopes of escupe are on the wane again
—it-is too high to seale! Bafed, but
stili determined, 1 set my teeth, and
follow the wall. Presently I come out
on a path, and before me is a long, .ow
shed, open to the front. “It Is a gar-
dener's . toolshed," 1 surmise, and swift
ng light follows the thought: “Here |
shall surely find something to aid me!”

I grope my way in, and just then,
ns if sent by & mereiful Providence, the
mcon brenks through a cloudrift, and
shows me a gardener's light ladder. In
A moment it is dark agnin. But | have
the ladder, and the darkuess is just what
I waunt.

It is the work of a few moments to
pluce the ladder in position, to mount
it, and drop to the other side. 1 lean
for support agninst the wall, unconsvions
of everything save the overwhelming
shoek of pain In' my hend. It s my
head—my head! TIf only it fail me not,
I have coufidence in my legs, uncertain
thonugh they be, to ecarry me whitlier I
mesan to go,

When 1 am able to open my eyes I
at onve recognize the locality, for 1 am ns
familiar with 8t, Petershurg as n school
hoy with the interior of his trousers’
pockets. I am in the very heart of the
city, This is the Nevski Prospect, und
1 stand outside the extensive gronmls of
P'rof. Sehleeman, one of the first sup
geons we have, and second to few In the
wirld.

“And 8o you have purchased the hody
of your old pupil for dissection, little
father!” [ smile grimly, “And | am a
thief, for I am stenling It from vou.”

The light of 0 strect lamp shines full
on me, 1 retire gquickly out of its radin-
tion, and pause to consider my next
move,

My object has been, since quitting *he
shady retreat of my coMn, to make for
the quarters of my friend Ivan lvano-
viteh Kolinsky, there to le fu hiding
until I should have sufciently regained
my forees to fly the country! now, how-
ever, T must change my p]nllu. lvan
lodges fully three versts from here: tn
rench him I should have to traverse
muany streets amnd ran many risks, evon
it my strength held ont. I pat a hand
to my raging temples, aud pass in review
the different members of our section, In
the urgeney of the case | may not in-
dulge preference; the nearest must be my
designntion, It s none other than Ma-
ruschal  Yes, to gain her lodging s my
only chance, for I ean galn it in twenty
mioutes it I am fortunate. My love lives
at this end of the “Bazar” over a fur
rier's shop.

(To be continned.)

Largest Foot in Germany.

There 18 a New York barber who
wenrs a number 12 shoe, He wias a
sergeant in the German army, noted
for his stability. He has a brother in
the old country whose foot Is so big
that no ready-made shoe ¢an be found
to fit him. When he needs a new palr
of shoes he buys a side of leather and
sends for a shoemnker, who fashions
his footgenr at home. HIis foot Is the
largest in all Germany, about No, 17 in
slze,

Alfred Capus, a Parlslan play-
wright, says few If any real dramas
are written In the Unlted Btates or
England,
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Pop Corn,
In earlier tiwes pop corn was very
commonly grown In small quuntities

ou many farms and in gardens for
Ilunrm- consumption, for it has long
Illi‘t‘[l n favorite food, or foml nNeves-
sory, with Americans. In recent years
there has been o temdeney to depend
on the larger growers for pop corn,
and this crop Is now ralsed In some
regions to a very large extent, says
a  bulletin, For Instunce, a Inrge
grower In lowa 18 reported to have
|I.il¢IJ acres annnally planted to pop
corn, and in some réglons of Nebraska.,
notably on the north and middle loups
pop corn I8 practieally the only crop
grown, 100 bushels to the acre, It I8
sild, belng an ordinary yield, Fine
pop  corn s also grown on a large
seale In some reglons of Michigan.

As regards the culture of pop corn,
It muay be sald In brief that ft 18 much
the snme as for sweet corn. When
grown on a large seale, it i=s drilled i,
and it {8 not planted in checks, It is
usunlly harvested by bhand and mar-
keted on the cob or shelled, It is dif-
ficnlt to estimate the cost of prodne-
tion, owing to the Hmited data avail-
able, but, according to . Nebraska
writer, it ean probably he grown aml
plnced on the maorket for $12 to §15
nn acre. Severnl years ngo pop corn
sold in Nebraska for £1.50 per 100
pouinds, but for last year's crop (1943)
only 90 cents per 100 pounds was of-
feredd.  Assuming that the yleld is
elghty bushels to the aere, the latter
price would give a return of some-
thing lke 8235 to the acre. A promi-
nent Towa grower of pop corn states
that in hig experience the prlee has
heen as low as 00 cents, and ns high
‘ns $4 per 100 pounds.—Exchange,
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Inexpensive Hay Rack,

The style of hay and graln  rack
here illustrated 1s In common nsa [n
many parts of the East and Middie
States. The two-bed pleces of spriuce
3x6 Inches In size are either 14 or 185
feet long. Flve crosspleces 2x0 spruce,
or 2x4 hardwood, 8 feet 6 lnches long,
connect the hed pleces.  The slde
pleces which hold the rack, ten in
number, five on a side, nre 2 inches
thick, 4 feet 2 Inches long, and taper
from 3 inches wlle at one end to 114
Inches at the other, A plank 2xI12

ONE OF THE HAY RACKS,

rung through the middle of the rack,
and these side pleces fit under this,
and inslde the bed pleces, ns shown.

Four boards six Inches wide ape
[ placed on each side to form the rack.
The first board rests on the eross-
| pleces, the other three belng  equal
[distanee  apart. Two pleces  2x4,
T feot O inches long, are used, one at
leach end of the rack, and are bolted
to the side arms just heneath the 1op
board, The Indders nre made of hard-
wond and are 6 feet 9 Inches long,
with twa eross pleces, The slde arms
should bhe of onk, or other hardwood,
bt the boards may be of spruce or
pine. The lndders are bolted near the
enids of the bed pleces, and  rest
Ingainst the cross pleces at the enl
By removing the four bolts, which
hold the end pieces, the rock may be
|knm‘kwl down flat to save room In
storage.

Poultry Pickings,
Underfeeding 18 expensive.
Disinfectants are better than dis-

eane,

The chleken coops should be large,
alry and proof against raln.

A bolled egg which I8 done will dry
gquickly on the shell when taken from
the kettle.

The dust heap nlds materlally to
cleanse the fenthers and skin from
vermin and Impurities,

The hens will thrive much better
without the presence of the cocks than
with them as soon as the hatching Is

over.

Tobacco stems covered with straw
are an excellent preventive of Insect
breeding, especlally when the hens are

sitting.
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Snwdust, shavings and excelsior are
objectionable for nest material. Usa
straw or leaves,
Waoaden floors
aitruct the damp
are plways molst

close to the ground
from the earil, and

The eggs from hens by themselves
will keep good three times as long as
those thut are fertile,

Sell off the surplus cockerels and do
not retain the lnte-hatehed pullets, as
they will not lay until spring.

In  feeding fowls at any  time,
whether In conflnement or not, glve
only so much as they will eat up cledan,

Maoking a Handy Gate.

The average farm gate s hard to
manage und 18 usnally oreaklng down.
The Musteation shows a way of fast-
ening such a gate In a simple manner,
Tuake n horseshoe nnd fasten it to the
itepost, so that about one-thisrd of It
will project, as shown In the detall
at lower left of cut. This provides
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GATE AND FARTENER.

the lateh, and when the gute Is to ba
closed slmply rafse It so that the top
bar will come over the horseshoe, na
fndicated In the upper portion of the
cut.  On the lower right of the cut s
shown a way of fastening the boards
by bending and nalling a long strip of
strap iron over the ends of the bonrds,
Ingtead of using the upright board, as
usual, The advantage is that the eate
14 not so heavy as when the upright
bonrd 18 used, which is o conslderg-
tlon with the average farm gate,
Very Diversified Farming,

In Maryville, Mo, Inst fall the man-
ngers of the street fulr ofered a $10
prize to the Nodawany County agricul-
turist who should exhibit the largest
nuniber of farm products grown on hls
farm last seasony W. K. Boslay, of
Ravenwood, drove up with a wugon-
load of stuff and took the prize. Illy
wagon contalned a stalk of corn 1814
feet high, white, red, yellow and spee-
kled corn In ear, wheat, rye, buck-
wheat, rape, timothy sesd, onts, thir-
teen kinds of green beans and pens,
three kinds of popeorn, two kinds of
cucumbers, ong red pig, a turkey, two
chickens, two guinea fowls, hedge
balls, strawberry vines, one cabbpge
welghlng  fifty-one  pounds, celery,
summer aml winter lettuce, peanuts,
two kinds of beets, horse radish,
nspnragus, bluestem  grass, slough
grass, clover hay, prairie hay, oarrots,
green mustard, six kinds of plekles,
seven kKinds of Jelly, Jam, cherries,
three kinds of parsuips, three gourds,
two kinds of sunflower seed, swont
corn, can of honey, casior beans, one
sunflower, the flower of which moens-
uredd forty-six inches In  elrenmfor.
enee; sugir eane, two Kinds of millet
in stalk, an oyster plant, four kinds
of radishes, turnips, four kinds  of
Irish potatoes, two kinds of swoet
potatoes, enhbage, enunllflower, two
kinds of squash, gréen lettuee and
onlons,

New Hutter Keeper,

A new_butter preservative has been
found by a member of the French So-
clety of Agrieulture, who aserts that
fuorlde of sodlum In quantities as
small as 7.7 gralng or less to a pound
of butter will preserve It Indefinitely,
A cluim Is made that the substance
I8 not Injurions to health when used
in this quantity, but Is rather an ald
to digestion.

Frog Farm in Ontario.
One has been In operatlon for over
twenty years, The waters are slmply
stocked with mature frogs. No attempt
Is made to confine the frogs untdl near
the time for shipplog; then they are
tuken allve at night and confined In
small pens, which are dralned when
the frogs are wanted for market. No
food s glven on this farm, and yearly
ylelds of five thousand pounds of tho
best frog legs are produced. Probably
some such system as this is at present
nbout the only practical way of breed-

ing frogs.
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