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CHAPTER VIL—(Continued.)

1 gricd my teeth in an excess of impo-
teut fury. [ cluteh the air with a wolfish
hunger to fly ut the throat and crosh
the life ont of this insignificant yet nox-
lous reptile.

*Maruschn,” 1 begin, “this lsajeff—
has he ever daccosted thee?"

She bemds her looks to the ground, and
I, intent on every sign her face may
disclose, obeerve the vivid color rise,
dyeing her neck, her checks, her brow,

“1 like not the man, Vindimir. He I
an impudent fellow™—=he hesitates, |
grasp her arm almost savagely.

“Has he dared to speak to thee?” 1
gasp. “Tell me—itell me, what has
he snid? [If he has insolted thee by so
much az a lbok—a word—I1 will go now,
at onee, amd tear the tongue from his
throat!”

M» vehement words are searcely ut-
tored oo 1 oam rozretting them, for 1
seg the fesr sprcinge to Ler dyes,  And
wow she will not 1ell we the truth, She
Innehs nneasily.

“Noww see how thon takest things up!"”
ghe says, “Far indeed there is none to
tell, The man has always been eivil to
me, only giving me ‘good«day” pe I went
and came, or passing a remark on the
wouther, It is only that I have tnken
wn wnrepsonnbile antipathy  to him—a
quite unreasonitble and anjustitinble an-
tipathy, Vindimir. ‘Thoun knowest my
strange temper! Aund thon art wrong,”
ghe contipues, In nervous haste, “As-
suredly thon art wrong that Ikajell has
informed the police.  Why should he?
And how ghould he suspect——"

“He watched us leaving the lodging.
He followed us along the colonnade, We
both saw him as we mounted the droski
to come here. e has driven after ug—
apied on us——"'

“I will tell thee what T will do only
—only give me time, Viadimir'" She
presses her hand to her side,

I om subdued. To soothe her, calm
her, undo the mischief I have done is
now my only thought.

“My sweet love, forgive me!” I heg,
“I have frightened thee!™

She smothers bravely a storm of rising
gobs, &till holding me with both her
small hands until she has suffeiently
econtrolled Nerself to spenk. “1 need
wever go bnek to my lodging—he need
never seo me ngain,” she begins, wateh-
ing the effect of her words with wide
eyes fustened on my face,

“Go back,” I repeat, thrilling with
approhension at th emere suggestion.
*Thou wilt go from here to Olga Petrov-
nw's, and quit not her lodging save to
go to the station and take train for
thy home! St. Petershurg Is no place
for thee, Maruscha. Promise me that
thou wilt leave it to-morrow never to
return.”

“1 promise—bute—lnt—I owe n week's

lodging—1 must give notice~-my
clothes!™

“And thon wonldst take into consid-
eration such paliry maotters where so
much is at stuke!™ 1 ery, beside my-
self,

“Listen to renson, Viadimir," she fal-
ters, “If | puy not my landlord he will
have an excuse for instituting a search
for me. Thow art so vieleut that I ean-
not get in a word, I will go to Olga,
und she will pay the money for me, und
bring away my things."”

“So that he can follow her and find
thee! No, that will not do! And yet,”
I sny, moderating my tone, “thou art per-
haps right about the money"—1 muse n
moment, “then Olga must find someone
olae to pay it, nud invent some lie. Ile
must be led to expeet my return, Say
that thou hnst been called awny sudilen-
Iy—to a dying relative!” 1 langh grim-
ly at the glibness of my inventions. “She
has been commissioned to take part of
thy wardrobe to send after thee. Thon
canst give her o line for the scoundrel
lo that effect,”

“Yes, yes," Maruscha agrees eagerly.
“That is well planned. And as proof
that T sam returting everything will he
left standing in  the room—my stove
and all my belongings."

“Thou wilt be strong now ns thou hast
ever been, my brave one!” I sny encour-
agingly. “Something tells me our part-
ing will be brief. And 1 will write to
thee a8 soon as I am over the frontier.
Olgn will forward my letters.”

In & moment her features begin to
work, and cre 1 am aware she has cast
herself at my feet, and is clasping my
knoees.

“Thon eanst not mean it, Viadimir}"
phe gaaps, ““Thou wouldst not drive me
from thee before—before the Iast! And
whither wouldst thou go to-night? Where
wilt thou hide? Oh, leave me not in
ignorance, or I shall go mad!"

“1 will write whenever I ean. But,
Muaruscha, [ must also hear from thee.
1 will make for Luza first, wrile to me
from thy home to the postofMce there.”

“How shall 1 address thee?"

“Ah, yes, 1 forgot that I am nameless!
1 will keep the name that Ivan gave me
to the 1andlord—Iit will do as well as
any : "Waldemar Nicolnivitch  Alikan-
off. Thou wilt remember?”

“Waldemar Nicolaiviteh Alikanoff,"”
repents Maruscha, slowly.

“And for heaven's sake, word thy let-
ter carefully, so that If it renclies me
not, and the ofcials open it they will
see nothing to make them suspect aught.
1 will observe the same caution In writ-
ing to thee, and will sign my assumed

m“[ will be eareful,” she murmurs, with
another heart-broken sigh.

“And now, my own Maruscha, fare-
wel' until our next meeting—our joyful
mesting to part never agalnl Think of

that, only that, my love, and the time
will seem shors”

Her arms are sbout my neck. 1 hear
her laboring heart throb nganinst mine.
A long, last kizs, My anguished sounl in-
vokes the blessing on her that my quiv-
ering lips refuse to utter, and 1 tear my-
solf away.

One look back 1 take to see her totter
n few steps alter me with arms out-
stretehed, and  stop. I wave my
hand and flee ns if lnghed by furies from
the sight of her agony—forward—on-
ward—into duarkpess and uneertainty.

CHAPTER VIIL

Where am 17 1 halt and gnze aronnd
me in stupid bewilderment. The east
is glimmering in cold, silver sheen, throw-
Ing nn uneertain, myetie light on the
faiutly derned landseape. [ look back
along the steaight., white road, with its
tall telograph posis starting up at regu-
lur intervals, A sodden flash like a
golden nesdie pierces the dim distance.

A bhnll of gold begins to burn lower
down on the horizon. They are the spire
of the Adiiralty and the deme of St
Taak's in 8t I'etersburg, which 1 have
left belind me. Can B be possilie that
1 have come so faor? 1t has heen wenry
work trudging along that rond!

[ take ont my handkerchief and wipe
the drops from wy face, whiih a wolul
stab of dolorous recollection of the touch
of Maruscha's little fluttering, solicitous
hands as she put the handkerchisf into
my pocket. In returning it my hand
comes in contact with a parcel of sand-
wiches. Again Maruscha! I deaw them
forth, for I am ravenounsly hungry.

I eat with a vision of her ns she stood
nt the table in Ivan's room, forgetful
for the moment of her grief in minis-
tering to my needs, her sweet, pale face
downeast nnd absorbed,

At lnst I nm trending the margin of
the wooil—am entering itr stately aisles,
And now that effort is no longer imper-
ntive, my limhs begin to vield under me.
I stugger rather than walk, eatehing at
the holes of the trees for support. Yet
a few steps farther into the shade—n
mist rises before my eves. 1 lurch for-
ward—prone on the ground, and bechme
instantly ohlivious.

An incessaut tapping over my hend is
the first thing 1 am aware of. [ open
my eyes in vague curiosity and see the
dark, interlacing branches of a pine tree
above me, and lower down on the red
stem a green woodpecker diligently at
work.

From foree of habit 1 insert my fore-
finger and thumb in the wateh pocket
which was wont to contain a watch,
and am withdrawing It with a foolish,
bafled lonugh, when my finger comes in
contact with some small ohject. I dive
for it and pull up a wateh key: but that
is not all—it is tied with a hit of blne
ribbon which is attached to something
else. Another pull and I bring to light
Muarugcha's tiny wateh!

It ig there in the palm of my hand—
the little toy of a thing she hns worn
gt her girdle ever since 1 have known
her. I gaze at it with such a mighty
rush of emotion that my whole body
thrills with n sharp shock of electricity.

1 perceive that the tiny monitor [ am
gazing at points to the hour of five. 1
wind it up, and returning it to where the
tender, subtle filugers had placed It in
preparation of a surprise for me, serum-
ble to my feet.

A long, profound sleep in the invizor-
ating atmosphers of the sun-steeped
pines has put new life into me, It is
only my feet that are swollen and pain-
ful, and I hobble, rather than walk, to
the margin of the wood. If I can but
get a lift of any kind, I think I will take
n bed at an inn for this one night to
give my feet a chance of recovering, |
stand and look up and down the inter
minnble road,

In advauce there is n long eavaleade
of carts laden with firewood winding
slowly into the distance, each with fts
attendant Mujik trudging beside it or
sented on a shaft of his cart. Toward
me & peddler's wagon lumbers on ereak-
ing wheels. Its owner sits nodding on
ths box, framed in the opening of the
canyas tent that archies above him, The
two little nngs crawl along with droop-
ing hends, as if they, too, were indulging

in a nap. 1 take a good look at the
peddler,
He I8 a middle-aged man, with a

strong, grizzled beard and broad, Slav
countenance. The nose in it is like a
potato. There are good-natured ecrenses
nbout the corners of the eyes, so [ take
conrage.

“Good day!
claim amicably.

The peddler instantly removes his eap,
while a slow smile gradually spreads
over and broadens his heavy fentures,

“God he with you, Gentle,” he replies.

“Whither are you bound?”" 1 question.

“My destination is Kovuo, but to-night
I make halt at the village of Little
Kolga."

“Ah, that is my way. Would you ob-
Ject to give me a lift for & compensa-
tion ¥

“The Gentle will honor mel!” The
peddler leaps down from his seat with
as much alacrity as his lumbering body
and enormons boots will permit. “*Would
the Gentle like a seat on the front of
the wagon, or would he prefer to recline
on the merchandise?”

“With your permission, little father,
I will get inside,” 1 say.

An | advance to mount the wugon he
remnarks on the lameness of my gait.
“The Gentle has hurt himselt?’ he ob-
BRTVes,

“My hoots cripple me somewhat,” 1

God assist you!" I ex-

reply carclessly,

| “That is bad, if the Gentle has so far
to go.”

“l go to Luga. I am a student and
have been sitting rather closely over my
books, so I thought the walk through
the conntry would clesr my brains a lit-
tle.,” I lnugh.

“The Gentle is right,” ngrees the ped-
dler. “There is nothing like the country
air for bracing the wits, or helping one
to think out a weighty matter, I make
all my enlenlations in the open. The
Gentle will foel the Lenefit of it even
though he should be oblized to continue
his journey by post from Little Kolgn.
He will still inhale the fresh air,”

After this he relypses iuto silence and
whips up his horses, When noontime
comes 1 share his frugil repast and fall
into a doxe until ar nightfall we reach
the village of Little Kolga.

“Has the Gentle sver been to a hang-
ing?"

L feel the blood rush tumultuonsly to
my smooth-shaven, tell-tale face. “A
hanging? I—hem—nn, | have uever
seen a thing of the kind," I stammer.

“Perhaps the Gentle likes not such
epectacles? 1 never miss a chance. 1
like to see perish the enemies of our fath
er, the Czar.”

The peddler lifts bis eap,

“When 1 last visited the ity T went
to see n hanging. There were five of
them—five gnllows fn n row, and a man
for each. Ah, that wos n sight! There
were. thonsands went to see it, and 1
went early and secured a good place.
There iz courage in us Russinns sven
in the worst of us, We know how to
meet death. They were traltors all, but
they died like brave men. 1 assure yon,
rasenls us they werp, my heart glowed
to witness how they died! Thers wns
one—what limbs the fellow had! e
was nobly built, the dog, and he had a
face ns handsome as n saint. Such a
beurd ! eyes, ik ood burpiong!
I could not take my eyes off the fellow,
I saw only him all throigh the hanging.
And when he spoke lis words were like
arrows: ‘L repent not” he said, the sin-
ner, y&t he was a bhrave one”

He looks straight Lefors him ag i
conjuring up the scene and coutinues:
“And what an affair that was! Shall I
ever forget it? The rope broke ere he
was finlshed. 1 was earried off my foet,

i

ward to effect a rescue.  Surely the
Noble must have heard of it?"

“Ah, well, I doubtless heanl it spoken
of at the time, but 1 take little interest
in such things,”

"No? Yet there are always students
nt the hangings, There were many at
this one. There was one close to me
went clean mad at the breaking of the
rope, and made a rusl, but the soldiers
drove him back. He had his sweetheart
with him, and she fainted, It is abom-
inable that delicate women will go to
see these sights! They serenm and faint,
and yet they like it. They will not stay
away."

I answer nothing. 1 have an unpleas-
ant feeling as of a rope being tightened
about my neck, checking the free course
of my breath. I take out my handker-
chief and mop my face with it

“The Gentle feels it wnrm under the
cover,”" observes the peddler. “Will he
net sit awhile in the front of the wagon
for change of position?"

I gladly seramble to the front of the
vehiele, where 1 sit crouched like a
grasshopper, because of my height. The
peddler regards me from hend to foot
with twinkling eyes, and at length
breaks into a langh, .

“l crave pardon.” he says, “but just
such a frame had that sturdy rascal who
perished on the gallows, Just such length
of limb and breadth of shoulders; vet
methinks he was stouter,” still ohserving
me critically. Then doubtless perceiving
how I color under his fixed gaze he adds
quickly: *The Noble has a splendid body,

there the resemblance ceases,

bid that I should give offense!”
After this he relapses into silence and

whips up his horses, for the light is fad-

God for-

star is brightening. We soon begin to
paséh a smokestnined eabin here and
there by the rondside, and then a long.
low wooden building, with benches and
tables hefore the door, where we make
halt. The peddler throws the reins on
the horses’ hineks,

“L put ap here” he snys, “and I thank

is good aceommodation at the post sta-
tion, not five minntes' walk from here."

I thank him for his kindness and slip
. rouble into his hand. He begins to
expostulate, but with a “good-night” and
4 wave of my hat, I turn from him to
ngeewd  the unpaved, straggling streef
whichi constitutes Little Kolgn.

{To be continued.)

Convincing the Barometer.

8ir Archibald Geikie tells a story In
his book, “Scottish Reminlscences,”
which he says Is characteristic of the
simplicity of some of the Scots. It
concerns a farmer in the Cheviot Hills
who had been told that it would be
useful to have a barometer in the
house, for it wounld let him know
whether the weather would be good or
bad.

After he had been persuaded to buy
an aneroid barometer, which has
large round dial, he hung it up in his
ball, and duly consulted it each day,
but without much edifiention.

At last there came a spell of wet
weather. The barometer continued to
record, “set fale.” The raln continued
to fall heavily, and still the dinl made
no slgn of auth, Then the farmer's
temper rose. '

He took the instrument from the
nall and marched with It to the bot-
tom of the gurden, where a brook,
swollen with the dralnage from the up-
per slopes, was rushing along, brown
and muddy. He plunged the baro.
meter jnto the food.

“Will you belleve your aln een now,
then!" be cried, angrily.

and 8o had the fellow I speak of. but|

ing from the sky in which the eveniug!

the Noble for iz good compnny: there|

NEWEST SCRAP BOOKS.

Latest Scheme for the Consolation of
Widows and Orphanas,

Among the strdnge callers at a
house of mourning, people to whom
casual death is a profit, there Is one
visitor of a totally new kind. He is
neither monument agent nor Insurance
ndjuster, promoter of a8 widows' stock
company, nor, In fact, any of the old
conventional types. He usunlly re-
quests an Interview with the head of
the family, says the New York Post.

“Madam, I am sorry to trouble youn
s0 soon after your great bereavement,
but the matter requires prompt action
and donbtless it will be n solace to you
In later years."”

*I do not understand you, sir,”

“Why, madam, our firm has already
sent you a letter or two In reference
to the matter, Of course, In the stress
of sorrow Al 1 see you recollect
—an enduring memento of your loved
one, an album containing the many
and Interesting newspaper accounts of
your husband’'s bonorable career.”

“He wus not a publie chdaracter,” the
widow may object.

“*My dear madawm, the notices show
the contrary. 1 assure you that we
can prepare o very ueat and extenslve
| book of press clippings. 1t will be ele-
];-‘unl. It will be guite correct; a last-
ing source of pride and joy to your
family., I may say that the best faml-
I lleg——""

“But only newspaper notices?”

“Not at all, madam, We appreciate
and respect, therefore €@mbody In our
ulbum or scrapbook all mementoes per-
tininine to this enersd qnl._"m-i That

lis, letters from friends, businecss, let-

terheads, locks of lnir, souvenirs of |

birthplace, medals, diplomas, Insig-
nins of benevolent and secret socleties
and lodges, photogruphs and every-
thing that Indicates the honors galned

by the deceased.” |

| “My busband asked for a flue mon-
|ument and I have ordered It,"” replied

the negotiations, *but 1 do not think I
could afford an album.”

“We have them at every price,” an-
swered the visitor triuvmphantly. “For
$£3 we will furnish you a neat hook of
|clippings, or for $10 a handsomely |
bound volume, Of course, we have
]lhvm to cost hundreds of dollars, The
widow of Senator ordered one
at $300, but the cheaper ones are no
less comforting as essential tokens.”

“Please excuse me to-day, sir. Per-
haps I will send you my order next
week."

“Oh, that is 1impossible. 1 sald
prompt action was necessary. Yon
see the obituaries and eulogies of your
husband are appearing In the current
presa and a few days’ delay might pre-
vent any one from making a complete
collection of them."

It 18 a hard-hearted widow who will
not yield to these deft persuasions, #8-
| pecially since the cost of the pious
'memento is on a sliding seale. To
Isome of them It seems ns if a4 new
(avenue for the expression of affection
land sentiment had been opened by
{the mortuary serapbook. It is a nov-
'Ieltj‘. and it is au falt. It 18 8 mong-
ment not Inferfor to that in Green-
wood, or perchance the costly funeral
urn upon the mantel. Mounted coffin
plates may do for the old-fashioned
and cardboard replleas for the me
chanfe class, but & mourner of stand-
ing assuredly needs the desideratnm
of the Senator's widow. It may be
some skeptical relict desires to know
in just how and what esteem her lord
was held by the community as =shown
In the newspaper notices; woman's
curlosity accounts for many things;

All by Yourselll

Therefore, remember thate all  the
good you accomplish is going to come
out of yourself, You canuot borrow it
[ana youn cannot make it ont of that
|which hns heen poured Into you hy
eduecation or otherwise. All that you
receive I8 only a certain quantity of
knowledge, ncquired by education, ex-
perience or other training, which will
have a certain Influence upon what
comes out of yourself ns your own.
It I8 the inherent capaclty to perform
with your own brain which will make
you what you become, and not tho
mere transmission of that which yon
have acquired. Your knowledge, there-
fore, Is of little Lvall until you make
it Inherently a part of yourself through
mental assimilation and atllization,
The clearer you comprehend these
things, the more readily yon can make
use of them ns against the process of
mere acquirement with n vague mo-
tive that in some way or other what
you acquire may be of benefit, or that
environment will be the force that
makes your talent effective, Some
have gone through experience withont
acquiring It, and many a man who has
rocelved an edueation has not got any
because he allowed it to be a thing
apart from his personality and it
slipped away.—RElectrienl Review,

Easily Satisfied.
Hostess—What part of the chicken
will you have, Willie
Willie—Either half. I'm not partie-
ular.—Detroit Free Press.

The average man thinks that while
he does not personally know the prest
and other distinguished men, they
“know of ..m."

A VICTIM OF LA GRIPPE

Mis, Henrietta A, 8, Mareh, 760 W,
.1 ] H

TRl 6
| 4t

A L., Laa .'u.at_:-.;:. (.n.‘ i'Tesi !\..;‘s
Woman's Benevolent A=s'n, writas:

*1 suffered with la grippe for seven
weeks, and nothing 1 could do or take

 helped me until | tried Peruna.

“I felt at once that I had at last se-
cured the right medicine and I kept
steadily improving. Within three
weeks I was fully restored, and Iam
glad that I gave that truly great rem-

for the populace in their rage rushed for- |4 widow recently at such a stage of edy a trinl. 1 will never be without

it again.”
Ina letter dated August 31, 1904, Mrs,
Marsh eays: ‘I have never yet heard

| the efficacy of Peruna questioned. We

still use it. [ traveled throngh Ken-
tucky and Tennessee three years ago,
where I fonnd Peruna doing its good
work. Much of it is being used here
also.""—Henrietta A, 8, Marsh,
Address Dr, Hartman, President of

The Hartman Sanitarium, Columbus,
Ohio.

Clerical Jolt,

She was wealthy and consequently a
target for much flattery.

“1s It a sin,"” she nsked her spiritual
adviser, “to take pleasure in having
people eall me beantiful ¥

“Of course it is, my child,"” replied
the good old parson. “It s always
wicked to encournge falsehood.”

Mothers will find Mrs, Winslow's Boothing
Byrup the best remedy touse for thelr children
during the teething period.

Bensonable Inquiry,

“Allow me, Mr. Bifkins,' sald the
hostess to_a late arrival, “to introduce
Captain de Jones, a man who has
foced death in a score of battles.*

“Pleased to meet you, enptaln,” said
Bifkins, “By the way, are you a mili-
tary or football eaptain®’

Many women are denied the

happiness of children through
derangement of the generative
organs. Mrs. Beyer advises
women fo use Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Dear Mprs, PisEgAs: —1I suffered
with stomach complaint for years, I
got so bad that I could not carry m
children but five months, then woul
have a miscarrizge. The last time I
became Eunnnt. my husband v‘.‘ me
to take Lydia E. kham's Vege-
table Compound. After taking the
first bottle [ was relieved of the sick-
neas of stomach, and began to feel bet~
ter in every way, I continued its use
and was enabled to carry my baby to
maturity. I now have a nice baby
girl, and ecan work better than I ever
could before, Iamlikeanew woman.”
— Mns. FRANK Beyen, 22 8. Becond St.,
Meriden, Conn, — 5000 forfelt ybe orlginal of

@bove lettar proving genu

FREE MEDICAL ADVICE TO
WOMAN.

Don’'t hesltate to write to Mrs.
Pinkham. She will understand




