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CHAPTER IL—(Continued.)

I pass Dr. Schleeman's gates and
along the Nevski, shrinking under the
occasional glare of a street lamp, and
gasping with relief ench time I leave one
behind me, and can procesd for a spnce
under cover of the darkuess, Meanwhile
the bluck, rolling clonds discharge them-
sclves, whilst the thunder growls anod
muiters after the flickering finsh.

Long muy the storm last, for if it
should clear before I have repched my
pliee of refuge, faint ludeed will be my
chance, 1f the moon should shine out
and illomine my still wandering feet 1
am lost.

Soaked throngh, with my shirt elinging
to my body—cont I have none—the wnt-
er running in rivalets from my hair,
stngigering from side to  side, nhuost
blind aod with a sickening dread of fall
ing in an fainting Gt 1 at length reach the
narrow doorway which leads by n fight
of stuirs to Maruschn's lodging. Luckily
the uarrow stone passnge hoas uo door to
the street, so 1 stageger in gomehow,

The mounting of those steps is like
on interminable nightmare. 1 drag my-
self up with long sgonizing pnuses be-
tween; step by step, There is but the
one hope left me now, that of looking
anee nedin an Marnschn's faee are | die

Al last the topmost step is gained, and
1 see a bor of light streaming from be-
neath the door. I lay my head down on
the Innding and listen, Her light feet
are pacing the floor to and fro, now faint,
now near. I hear the sweep of her
slirts agalnst the door as she turps, Now
she sighs, ul! so drearily. Is she living
through ngain the awful scene of my
exceution?

Perliaps she is meditating self-destroc-
tion. Maruscha cannot live without her
Vhidimir. 1 raige my head and try to
cali her name. The sound 1 make
startles nnd affrights me; it is like the
erouk of u raven! I have no volee where-
witk to eall Martischa!

I am lyiog ot her door, where 1 etinnot
remain. 1 ernwl close to it, striving to
sutnmon up conpage to knock, She is
nenr mwe agnin, I hear lier ery in de-
spitir, “Viaditnir! my Viadimir!  Oh, my
murdered love!™ 1 breathe a prayer for
her and—Kknock, She has pansed in her
winlk and listens,

“Muarnseho—open—it is 11" 1 eronked
desperately. 1 to have a man's
strong, deep voice; this conld never he
recogiized a8 proceeding from ang hu-
man being.

Within 1 hear a gasp: but still she
opens not. 1 must get it over at once
—nt nny cost! 1 strike the door with my

nsed

a drop!" she says, with a little air of
authority.

I do not abject. Tt it were poison and
held to my lips by Maruscha, 1
swallow it; but it Is bouillon, nnd the
fumes recommend It to my stomach,
When 1 have drunk it, she deftly turns
my pillow and lays me back.

“Now thou wilt sleep.”

Her voice is like the ecoo of the stock
dove: 8he tnkes up a bit of needlework
from the easy chair, but goes and sits
where she is out of the range of iy
vision,

“Where T can gee thee, T pray thee,
Marnscha!" 1 plead.

She beuds forward, “Wilt thon not be
content, willful one?" she murmnrs. Yot
slie goes to lher ensy chair, focing me,
though she shakes her haad,

As she sits befare me, bending over
her work, and I gazing at her, 1 soe n
shyness come over her, such ns 1 hiave
never seen hefore, The rosy bluslies dye
her fair skin, and, as if to hide them,
her hend droops lower.

In my love I nm croel and think only
how the blushes are for me, nnd how
lovely they look. At length they fade,
and T note that she loaks pale and worn,
amd that there are anxions lines about
her swont month  and violet marke wp-
der her eyes, These, too, nre for mel

Before me iustantly, blotting her ont
from me, rises o vision from somewlhere
in my pnst. 1 lie panting, hroised, half
nnked, voiceless, with a ghastly mark
about my neck—an object to turn from
with shudderiug horror—on her thresh-
old, And after? Her brave henart ron
quered her drend! She took me in, put
me in her own white bed, nursed me,

A grent sob lifts my breast, and bhreaks
the stillness. She looks up startled, and
the needlework falls from her fingers,
1 try to stretech my hand toward her—
see her I cannot for tears—but It falls
powerless on tha connterpane,

“Marnscha,” I falter, “let me—let me
kizs thy hand!”

She flies to me, "My hand, my lips!
What thou wilt; but weep not, Viadi-

mir!
She kisses me wildly, not thinking
what she does, out only of pneifyine me.
“Thou hast been ill—very illi thon

must not execite thyself—it ix bad for
thee. Think not of the past, it is over
—all over; and thow art with me! Think
how I have striven tp unrse thee well,
amdl thon wounldst undo all! Fie on thee!
Thou hast no pity for me!”

Talking thus, she takes her handker-
chief and drles my eves, sweeps the
hair from my brow and lets her fingers

fist. She makes n resolve. Takes n quick
step forwnrd—the key turns in the lock,
and the door opens wide,

I eannot see her dear face, but O, she
sees mine! She sees me when 1 crouch
on her threshold, a ghastly visitant from
the dend! 1 feel her eyes on me, 1
hear her eatching bLireath. Bhe recoils,
and cntches at the table for support.

“Fear me not, Maruscha! It is I,
Viadimir!” She covers her eyes to shut
out the sight of me, “Marnscha—I am
no ghast, 1 am indead thy Viadimir in
the flesh!™ T eronk in my despair. 1 feel
my senses lenving me. 1 would tell thee
all—the wonder of it—but—I die—I1—I
—pity—Maruschal"

CHAPTER IIL.

I wnke from n long, long sleep—n
sleep which has been troubled with
stronge dreams, sometimes gracious ones,
full of the presence of Maruscha, when
1 have felt the soothing touch of ler
hands, looked into the deep blue wells of
her eyes. and vaguely seen, fathomed
there, n wenlth of love, and patience, and
pits. There isn a delicions perfume of
roses In the alr, reminding fe of the
roses in the air, reminding me of the
home in IKieff.

But T am not nt home. My eyes have
begun to wander from one detall to nn-
other of my surroundings; the dainty
tollet table with its gaunzy drapery tied
witli knots of blue ribhons: the hanging
book shelves ngainst the wall filled with
brightly bound volumes; the erimson
curtain of the portiere that runs along
one entire side—Mnruscha's room s di-
vided by a crimson portiere! The vase
with roses on the little table by my bed.
1 gave that vase to Maruscha!

There is 1 stir at the other side of
the portiere, and instantly her sweet
face nppears at the opening in the ecur-
taing. [ see the light of a great joy
lenp suddenly to her eyes.

“Vigdimir!™ There i a whole world
of joy in her utterance. She has my
hiand in hers, and our eyes meet in one
long look of unutterable satisfaction.

“My dove!l” T murmur,

She puts her finger on her lips, Tler
face is radinnt with smiles, nnd shindig
like the morning star from the golden
gotting of her hair.

“My heautiful one!”

“Ilhon must not talk, but sleep again,
my Viadimir!"

She is withdrawing her hand, and I
feobly eateh at i, She will vanish, this
angelic vision, and lenve me in darkness,

“] go but to get thee thy medicine,”
she savs, and stroking the back of my
hand with her disengaged one; "“Thinkest
thon 1 would leave thee? 1 cannot if 1
would—thon knowest I eounld not!”

I release her lingeringly, and watch
her glide away, throwing back at me n
tender glance, and 4 nod ere she dis-
APPERTS,

1 lie quite still, listening to the rustle
of her (dress ns she moves about, There
is the faint chink of china and she is
at my side ngain, ralsing me with her
soft nrms shout my shoulders, whilst she
muts a cup to my lips.

“Now you must drink this, nor leave

rest on it caressingly,

She seats herself on the side of the
bed. I possess myself of her hand, and
holding it ngainst my lips, my spirit
slips away into the sweet oblivion of
drenmless sleep.

CHAPTER 1V,

My life is a succession of desp and
teanquil sleeps and blissful nwakenings
to the discovery of Maruschn's pres-
ence.

And she is my willing slave
things save one.

in nll
I may not even hold
her hand for lopg, or earry It to my
lips. It I venture on the latter, she
gently but firmly withdraws it, casting
on me such a look of fond reproach that
I am fain to blush like a school girl at
my temerity,

Maruscha navoids all mention of that
awful chapter in my life, the subject
seems s0 hnateful to her that I lave
nbstnined from questioning her, though
1 am consumed with curlosity th kuow
how my sudden appearance out of the
grave, as It were, hnd affected her.

She evidently fenrs, too, that the dls-
cussion of so painful a theme would in-
jure me in my still weak state, for 1 can
gee thnt she has enjoined Ivan—the
only member of our section besides her-
sel? who knows of my existence—not to
let me talk of it to him.

When I wonld speak of it, he has
different ways of eluding me. He will
rise hastlly, as though something had
just oconrred tp him abont which he
must consult Maruseha; or he will pre-
tend not to hear me, and put a sudden
question, ns:

“HMas Maruscha read thee Pushkin's
lntest poem? No? Then 1 must bring
i» to thee: it is glorious!”

L] L] - - - L] -

1 feel inexpressibly sad to-day, and
Maruschn shares my feeling. As she
sits beside me, her sweet, fair face,
dov. neast, over her work, I guess that it
in only my presence that keeps her from
weeping. Her swift needle glances in
nnd out of the linen she has on her inp.
She is finishing a shirt for me to take
with me, and there is not much time
left now. Ivan comes for me this even-
ing, aud wa leave together when the
darkness falls.

It has been heaven to me, this calm,
bliestul period of convalescence—all too
short, and here is the end of it, nnd the
beginning of fresh struggles with the
worli.

This move has been talked of for some
days pnst, Ivan has been urgent, nnd
my soul responds to his wishes, What-
ever Marnschn mny say, there Is dangoer
in my sojourn with her, Though 1the
situation was forced on us hy necessity,
and aecepted joyfully by my pure-mind:
ed love, we feel that it Is one that mast
be put an end to as soon as possible. A
goh escaped her, and in my desire to
comfort her 1 assume an air of cheerful-
ness I am far from apprehending.

“This s no parting, Maruscha, 1 go
but to Ivan, and whilst I am there we
shnll see ench other daily. Let us not

meet trouble half way. And when the

partlng comes there wliil still be the pros- '
pect of our reunion. The world is wide,
and surely I shall find some spot under '
a free sky on which to bulld a modest
little nest for thee aud me. Think of !
that time, dear heart. Hope for the
best.”

“Ah, if thon wast but safely out of
this terrible land, then I might bope!™
Muruscha sighed. |

“l have great faith in the future!™ I
ery. “A man is not suatched from the
very waters of death only to be cast
back again like a worthless weed, There
is some special end in these sudden acts
of Providenee., Thou wilt see this, my

! second life will not be wrested from me."”

would |

I sit down again and draw Marnscha
to my side,

“Maruscha,” T eontinued, I have been
thinking much of our future whilst I lay
there, and of how thon wouldst help
me to mike it worthy. That other life
was all wrong. I made nothing of it

“Viadimir!” ifoterrupts Muaruscha, and
her eyves shine like stars. “Thou gavest
thy life for the great causel”

“And what has it avalled? Is the
world the hetter for my sacrifice? The
tyrant still oppresses.  Liberty still lurks
in secret pluces, and will continne to do
g0, And why? Becsnse as a nation
we are not ripe for liberty.  Onehalf
is msleep, the other is in the thrail of
consuming passions, nud nothing at-
tempted in the heat of passion ean linyve
goud resulta, Convietion must have ma-
turid into stendy enlin ere action Is pro-
eceeded to, It has ever been a mad, blind
rush at the ememy.”

“Iilled with a nolle enthusinsm!™ puts
in Muarusehn, *“Oh, Viedimir, thou art
indeed changed. The cause, then, is noth-
ing to thee now?" She looks' mourntully
up at me,

“Not 80, Maruscha, It is as ever, ov-
erything to me. ID'love liberty more than
life: only my opinion 45 to how to attain
it is« changed. Hitherto 1 was at the
wrong end, Mistake thou not the Jupid |
flare of passion for the pire flame of en-
thusinsm? I fear it is so."

Ivan's knock and signal interrupts ns,
Maoruseha is leaving me to open the
door. 1 detain her.

“Thon art disappointed in me, sweet
love?" T whispered, watching her [ace
with anxiety.

“ Her eyes seek the ground. *“I—I—un-
derstand thee not," she faltera.

“Yet thou eanst trust me?’ I breathe,

The hlue, bewildered eyes turn on me,
and our glances meet. 1 see hers clear
and kindle until naught shines in them
but pure, nnmixed love, Then sudidenly,
a8 if by an unnccountahle impulse, she
puts her two hands on my shoulders and
mnemirs, “Thon nrt my very soul and
my conscienee, Viadimir! Thy thoughts,
thy nspirations, thy God are surely

e

mine!

She stoops and presses her lips to my
forehead, and leaves me quickly to ad-
mit lvan,

He enters with a coat over his arm,
and after greeting us, produces from his
pocket n soft felt hat, which he throws
on o chair. Now he comes and stands
before me, regarding me critically. |

“How long hast thon been up to-day 7" |
he inquires at length,

“Only nbout an hour, T have huos-
banded my forces for this evening.”

Maruschin makes us some tey, ind |
whilst we take it Ivan tells nus the Intest
news, Iifty men nnd women liave been |
arrested on suspicion of being implieated
with the Nihilists, Three assassinations
of tyrants have oceurred In different
parts of the country, and everybody is
talking of the daring “leader” in to«day's |
issue of the *Voice of the People,” Ivan
produced the newspaper and read It to
us. '

L ]

And all this falls fat on me. No long-
er can 1 rejoice at these things, they
only make me sad. The day las goue |
by when the walls of a city conld he
made to fall at the blast of trumpets, My
heart is full of the approaching leave- |
taking, and gloomily T watch the twilizht |
shedows creep up and elose around us, |
1 seem to see the relentless nngel of fate
pointing to the gates of my Paradise,
and bidding me depart into the dark
unkpown region without, and, alas! I
may not even take with me my Eve! |

Marusehn searcely speaks a word. She |
stitches away at the shirt, and when
she has finished it, busies herself pack-
ing some things for me in a bng, As
the shades deepen, Ivan also becomes |
silent.  He goes over to the window and |
stunds with his boack to us, blowing a
tune through his lips.

Maruseha comes to me. I fold her si-
lently in my nrms, aud thus we remain, |
hentt to heart, cheek to cheek. At length
Ivan says, but without looking arvound,
“We had better not let it get too lute, |
Vindimir." ; |

One long, silent kiss 1 press on Maru-
seha's lips ere I relense her.  *“When-
ever thou wilt, Ivan,” I reply, clearing
my voice, for it sounds strangely husky.

Hearving Muarusehn stic about  the
room, Ivan jwiges that he may return. |
I begin to get into the cont he has |
brought forward for me, while Mnruscha |
stands and straightens the hat. He
takes it from her hand, and puts it o)
my hend, slouching it down in front to |
almost concenl my face, Maruscha puts
up her face and we solemnly kisg ench
other. Ivan drnws my hand throngh his
arm, and Maruschn precedes us to the
door,

YAdien, Maruscha'
his hand townrd her.

She tukes it and swiftly, ere ho is
awnre of ler intention, she lifts it to
her lips.

“Adien, and God bless thee, my broth- |
o' she murnurs, with eyes bhrimming |
with gratituile,

1. holding his arm, feel the shock that
thrills his body, but his voice is clear nnd
enlin n8 he replios, “God bless thee uleo, |
my wsistep!"

Maruscha stands watching us as we
slowly descend the stnirs. At the foot
I pause to wave my hand toward her
though her form is swillowed up by he
darkness, and we jssue forth into the still
evening.

Tvan extends

(To be continued.)

the Ferry Company.

Proper Classification.
Rastus—What kin' ob er dog am dat,
Miss Snowball?
Miss Snowball—Dat am s expectora-
shun dog.
Rustus—What do yo' all mean by dat?
Miss Soowball—Why, he am a spita

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

Take Laxative Bromo Quinino Tablets, Alldrag- [

gists refond the money I It talls to cure, B, W,
drove's slgnature 18 on ench box  2Ba

Let Us Hope Not,
Nell—According to this paper girls
are now wearing collars and cuffs
made of rubber.
Bess—Good graclons! [ suppose we
will be wearing rubber hose next.

A Famous Seed House.

An instance of commeicial develop-
ment and growth to proportions un-
nsual is cited in the career of the well
known seed firm, D, M. Ferry & Co., of
Detroit, Mich. = Bince itsestablishment
half a century ago the company, [ol-
lowing out principals of strict business
integrity and building upon ungues-
tionable merit, has steadily grown un-
til the name of Ferry's Seeds ia now a
hougehold word with every planter in
the land.

Farry's Seeds are famons for their
purity, freshness and reliability, The
grentest of care is exerciged in their
srawing and selection, and only seeds of
lie highest possible tandard are placed
apon the market. Every package bas
behind it the reputation of a honse
whose gtandards are the highest in the
trade. A fresh stock, just received
from the growers, is carried by dealers

averywhere.,

All farmere and gardeners onght to
have a copy of the 1905 Seed Annual of
It contains in-
formation and suggestions that are in-
valuable. The Annual wi'l be mailed
free to anyone addressing D, M. Ferry

& Co., Detroit, Mich,

Mrs., Henry K. Bheldon has given $20,-

000 to the proposed university of hacis in

Brooklyn.

For coughs and colds there iz no better

medicine than Piso's Cure for Consump-
tion. Price 25 cents.

—_—

The 18-yenr-old danghter of 8ir Chen-
tnng Liang Cheng, Chinese minister to
the United States, is to make her social
debut in Washington this winter. She
will be the first high-born Chinese girl
to enter American gociety. =

‘[s Permanently Cured. No fits or nervousness
l afver first day's use of De. Kling' s Great Nerve
Hestorer, Send for Free 82 irial hottle and trentise,
Dr. R, H, Kline, Ltd., 831 Arch 8g, Philadelpbia, Pa.

HMer Upportunity.
Her—I bave often wished I were a
man.
Him—How would you llke to be me?
Her—Oh, I'd like It immensely.
Him—Well, I know a wminlster who
will make us one,

For hard colds, bronchitis,
asthma, and coughs of all
kinds, you cannot take any-
thing better than Ayer’s

Cherry
Pectoral

Cherry Pectoral. Ask your
own doctor if this is not so.
He uses it. He understands
why it soothes and heals.

“ 1 had n terrible cough for weelks. Then I
took Ayer's Cherry Pectornl and only one
bottle completaly rnted me.”

Mus, J. B, DaNpoxTH, St Joseph, Mich,
i drian Yoy Fowel. Maes
Coughs,Colds

ou will hasten recovery by tak-
ng one of Ayer's Pllls at bedtime.
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Discovered.

“Huh!" exclaimed Growells tha other
evening when he canme home, "1 see evi-
dence of crooked work around here dur-
ing my absence,”

“Why, John, what do you
pasked his astonished better half.

“Oh, you ean't deceive me, madam,”
he retorted. *“*You have beeén trying to
Arive nails,"

ntean 7

No cleecumstances can repair a defect
of character.—Emerson,

— OLDEST HOUSE IN NORTHWEST
Large and complete stock of Fire ,\E-p.nnm-. Hose
and Department Supplies, Our goods are 1 use in
nenrly e#very Fire Department.

HEAYY COPCER, BRAZED JNINTS, RELI-
ABLE FIRE EXTINGOUISHERS
“Hahoocks" §20, “Patrols’ §16, ench. Thise nre the
Standard Extingulshers. Commmon Extingnishers,

with riveted jolnts, §12each. A, G, LONG, Poriland, Or

RUSSELL #*"hucr
s High Grade

MILLS
THRESHER ;

Sitkis Machinery
The A. H. Averill Machinery Co.
Write turpgsaTmL::P Pu;l 925500&
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’ W. L. Douglas makes and sells moro men’'s $3.50 (O

{ sfiocs than any oii:er manufzcturce Ia the world.

' The reason . L. Douglas $250 ahoes nre the greatest sellers In the world fs hacanee of thelr axonls
| Temt tyle, casy fAtting nm’ enperior wenring queiiles. If I onnld ehiow yon ths dilorence hotwoen the

you wonhd nnder
why they hold their shope, fit bolter, weat

ute,  Sold by shoo denlers averywhere,

SUPERIOR IN FIT, COMFORT AND VEAR.

W, 1. Downlas §3.60 ahoes for the last twelve years with ahmiufa
71 A perior in Hiy eomf
rooP=4 8. Aci'UE, Depl. 2 i . e Lo
. b e BN ) 2.650 shnes, Corona Colt {8 coneed
g J ) iy g B B Solidicin 1!'2-{"(‘%«\“-1- Eryelets naed exclusively,

W. L. DOUGLAS, Drockion, Massachusotis.
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dak Your Grooer

it's Good

"THE VERDICT
OF EVERY. ONE:
WHO USES'.+ 4

<. DIAMOND'W;

2 e
e Wadhams £Co e
'Wihole
Lristribhutors
HPortland,
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1f NOT earried by local grocers, write Wadhams & Co., who will advise where obtaluable




