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A Story of [Russian Power

EASTLAEKE

e ™
. CHADTER IX. IRavno, 1 will stand treat. My un-
The aspect of the country Las ehnpe- ™
ed sinee T set gut | Little IKolga one “Thanks for your good intention,' 1 l
early mory isrly a month ngo.  Amd | int it, “but 1 remain pot in Kovno.
I, too, atn nued,  Like n forest tree | I sm merely passing throogh.”
my fro {1 wrdened and stréngth- | Meanwhile the exercise in the fresh
eneld, eud with it my mipd hax cost out | air graduaily sobers him, He talks less,
gervous fest and hevome  enl wod | apd Bually not at sll, having esough to
atrong. Siuea 1 Maruschn'’s e ar | do with pulfing wnd blowing. 1 pretend
et Lusn telling me it sie isont Lome | por to obsorve, and stalk on, At length
and einfe, 1 nm with hope and

eoufidenve, and ly
cintiuz n yseif
tions

vé journeyed on, asso-

with all sorts and eondi

of men withont meeting with o
single misadventire,

And now I dm aetoally in the govern-
ment of Kovno, getiing very nesr the
frontier wmy fir liMculty In stariug
me in the foce. 1 have noted its nps
prooch every time 1 liave ocension to
tuke out Muruscha’s little purke to pay
for o fritgal wmeal, and, ealisly, philo-
sop! Lol hpve thouwght:

“When the time comes T will find n
way."

It hus oome, The Iandlond of the Inn
before w e door [ =it has just rdcelved
on Ny pilm my last ten-ecopek
plece. 1 have avoliled towns ns much as
pos=ible, bat to a town am I now bound.
having told Marasohin in my Inst lotter
to write 10 Kovaw, The lnndlord has
Just iornied nle thal i s vy e
ver from here: 1 shall therefore b i
possession of my letter in a few hours,

1 rise nmd strershing myself wke np

slont that I eut at the
ginfing of my journey, and start at n
Iy paee up the street. Soon the last
wooden Lt is passed; the inouwmerable
patchies of reelaimed lund, and again the
trackless wastes of hog and moor &treteh

aliler %tlck

awny aud left, nver which the
Eparrow | a8 quiver eterually.

“*Halln, brother! Be merciful!™ ex
eclnims o voles from the gronnd. T ab-

ruptly stop, oml looking down percelve
thet my stick, which 1 have boen swuy-
fng from side to side, has narrowly es
enped striking the head of a roung man
who reclines on the side of the ditel.
He blinks up at me with a foolish maud-
lHn smick, and 1 at once perceive tliat
he is not sober.

“1 heg your pardon,” 1 say, lifting my
hat anid continding my walk.

“Halle, stop! Wait for a fellow, little
brother!" eries the muan, us he seram-
bles out of the diteh.

The request affects me disagreeabls:
I want to get on, and prefer my own
company to that of a drunken—whnt?
not & Moujlk, nor a voyageur, nor o
pensant farmer. What then?

He is dressed in a light summer suit
of no provineinl cut, though soiled and
spotted with grénse. His hands show
white through the dirt on them, and on
the little finger of the left is a costly
ring, & thiek gold snnke with a dinmond
In it¢ head!

He hans strogzled to lis legs and stands
before me, a repulsive looking objeet,
with lLis sloping shoulders, his
blotehed face, from which
gharp, mean nose, looking a8 if the point
had been dipped in red iok.

“You might have put out my erve there,
my friend,” he observes, shutting up the
left nnid cocking the other nt me,

“1 might, indeed,” 1 respond, "for un-
til you spoke I saw you not. Again 1
beg your pardon.' '

“] accept your apology, brother,” he
anys condescendingly, and planting his
feet very far apart. “And now may
1 ask your destination? Kovno, eh?"

“Yes, I go to Kovno.”

“Ah, that is luck; I go there nlgo, ko
we can proceed together. What think
you to sce a gentleman like me going on
fool the distance of twelve versts? [
have been clhieated, robhed, my friend, of
all the money I had in my purse—five
hundred roubles, that s what 1 had
when 1 left St, Petersburg.  Well, lot it
go! Telp me along, brother, and 1 will
pry you for it, when we get to Kovno,
My unele is Governor of the Province
1 nm going on a visit to him. He is
rich.”

[Is swnegers along, stretching his
short legs to their utmost capabilities in
ordir to keep step with nie; yet 1 nttempt
not to adapt my walk to his, and pre-
serve n glum silence in my vexation,
whilst I ecurb my longing to shake him
oil my arm.

“What is your business?'' he asks pres-
ently.

“I nm n student,” I reply shortly.

“What faculty 2’

“Medicine,"

“Sudied in Mosrow 7

81, Petershnrg.”

“What, 8t. Petershurfg!
Bt. Potersburg student!”

I at once rogret having spoken the
truth., Ile stops short at stares ot me.
“Let me look at you, hrother Then
ghinking his head—"No, many 1 be hung
if ever 1 snw you beforel” ’

e still stares and his jaw drops until
fils open mouth takes the form of the
Jetter V. “And yet, I have secn some-
one like you—somewhere.”

Suddenly he glaps his leg. “By all the
saints!” he exclaims. “1 know now, |
weit to gee some fellows hung onee, nnd
one of them, the ringleader, had the look
of you! Perhaps you remember the
ense?  KEverybody talked of it at the
time, They called the fellow I speik of
Viadimir Alexandrovitech Lubanoff.”

[ thirill to hear my name thus men-
tloned; nevertheless I nm sufficiently
master of myself to reply with perfect
composure:

“Yes, I remember—all the particu-
lars."”

“He was a fine fellow, that Viadimir
Alexandrovitch, and you are a fine fel-
fow. We will have a good time together

1, too, am n

thie R gut:

“Whut is all the hurry? We are not
wellking for n wager. Why should we
blow ourselves this way ¥’

“I ntn not in the least hlown,” 1 reply,
“and excuse me if 1 declipe to rest with
voir. I must gt on to Kovno with all
huste. I have hosiness there.”

e lpts go my arm nnd stares at me,

whilst his nose seems to grow® sharper,
|.---|-I the red rims round his eyes to
| deepen.,

“What? Have 1 heard aright?” he

stiys—"vou wonld lenve a lirother thus,
in this awkward predicament 7"

“1 have no cholee: 1 am obliged to pro-
ceed. Bot look you, take my adyice,
wiit here until some velilele comes up
and bargdin for a lite. You have only
to say that you are a nephew of the
Lroveruor,

CITAPTER X

I finish uot my for T =ece
poming toward us, in n clond of dust, n
“oalash” drawn by four horses,
My companion has started forward, and
i= peering in the direction of the equip-
age with his baud arched over Lis blink-
e ey ek,

“By all the eainte, it I8 very like—
it is my uncle’s ealash!" he ex-
claimi,

“Phat {s well; then 1 have the houor
to. wish you good-by," I say, moving
q'.li-.'“}' AWNY.

“No—lenve me
me out of this!
find me thns?

sentence,

Inrge

v,

not!  Stay and help
What will he think to
Oli—anh, help me to some

lie! Youare a fellow-student—Dboth fond
of walking—fine day—back me up, broth-
ert”

I hite my lip nnd pause
There is nothing for it but to meet the
inevitnble with a bold front.

“1 will stag,” 1 reply.
rely on me."

He wriugs my hand, and proceeds to
mop his face with u dirty cmmbrie hand-
kerchief; after which he pulls down his
waistcoat, straightens himself, and al-
rendy the cloud of dust is receiving us.

“Ah, my uncle, I thought 1 was not
mistaken! 1 knew your trotters at a
glunce. I hope I see you well, Vasili
Grigorieviteh!™

The sale oceupant of the earriage, a
thin, sharp-featured man of middle age,
dressed in uniform, peers at the spenker,
nnd then exelnima:

“Is it possible?
Andrei Diotroviteh!"

“Yes, my uncle; I nm he! Ha, ha!l
You have expected me for some days;
but wot thus, not now!"

“I have looked for this arrival every
day for & week! And now what is this?
I meet thee here, on foot and in this
plight 7

“Ah, yes, thnt ls just it, n plight!
Walking on a dusty road improves not
one's nppearance. Ial ha! 1 feel quite
disreputable. But it is only on the sur-
face, my nncle. You see, | am passion-
ately fond of walking in the country, and
the day is so fine I could not resist
A frenk—a mere freak, and now 1 have
had enough of it. My friend—hem—as
1 was sayiung, my friend here was just
complnining of fatigue when yon came
in sight, Vasili Grigorievitch."

“The lying scoundrel!” I think, wet I
dare not contradict him, and stand silent-
Iy enduring the severe. scrutiny of the
Grovernor,

“Hein!" he nnsals at length, and with
drawe lis eyes. “"Where are thy effects,
Andreil Piotroviteh ¥

“Nent in advance, my uncle; they will

arrive before ns.”
“Hem!" ejneulates the Governor
nganin, And to the man servant who
has descended from the box: “Yeremei,
open."

The carriage door is held wide.

“May I pray you to ascend, monsienr!”
The Governor is nddressing me, though
he is looking past me

“I thank your Excellency, but I am
really walking from cholice, thersfore beg
to decline your courteous offer.”

“Ah—indeed are you fond of walking,
an accomplished pedestrinn, and donbt-
less n true votary of Nature. [ congrat-
nlate you on your good taste, sir!” Then
to his nephew: “Yet I understood thee to
say that thy friend had complaived of
fatigue, Andrei Plotroviteh?”

“8aid I so, Vasili Grigorieviteh? Sure-
Iy not! Youn must have tnken me up
wrong. 1 sald that I was fatigned.
could senreely say so of my Friend—hem
—Ivan — hem — Ivan Feodoreiviteh,"”
Here his uncle’s gnze heing removed
from lim, the perverted jackanapes
winks and makes 8 grimace at me, “Ivan
Feodorelviteh,” he repeats with empha-
sls nnd avother wing, “can walk his firty
versts a day a8 ensily ns you can take
 ploch of snuff, my uncle!"™

It Is evideut to me that since he is
comfortably installed in his uncle’s car-
ringe nnd the embarrassment of the meet-
ing Is tided over, Andrei Piotroviteh
would not be sorry to part from me.

“Indeed! A maunly accomplishment,”
observes the Governor, making me a stiff
bow. Presently he nsks me; “Are you
making any stay in Kovno, Ivan Feo-
dorelviteh 1

I wince at the name the young fool has
fathered me with, and to which I am
compelled to answer: “No, your Excel-

*You may

My brother's son,

irresolute. |

lency, I am merely passing through ™
“Ah, well, if we are DOt 1o have the

Ipieusur@ of your company, lvan Feo-

dorelviteh, 1 have the hovor 10 wish
you good-lay,"” and the Governor raises
his cap with another stiff bow, to which
1 respond.

“Au revoir, Ivan Feodoreiviieh!" ox
claims Andrel, with aw audicions grin

The man servaut shuts the
door, swings himself to the lox, und In
a few moments 1 stand alone in the road,
1 step out nfter this, and the verst stones
crop up quickly one after another, |
adyvance futo the town uutil the houses
begin to take the form of streats, and |
feel the round bowlders of the pavement
under my feet., Then I ask my way to
the geaerdl postoffice of o
looking eitizen,

I am directed to the nsunl
flanked on all sides hy goverr
ings, over whose eptranees
spread eagle, in the ool
rises an equestriun statue,
P'eter the Great. | am preseutly enter:
ing the postofice, In sscending the
steps my eyes rove up the srreet, anid

enrrisge

respectiable

squnre;
ient build-
hovers the
of  which
rababily

of

are arrested by the sight of two officers | with o kernel of wheat

whoni | met in the suburbs, who are just
turning the® cormer together,
lonk toward me,

Well, there i«
two gendarmes
there anything remuarkable in the fact
that they happen simultaneously to di
et thelr eves toward o It is neei-
dent—pure aecident, T think, shakiug
myself free of the vague uneasindss that
is ereeping on me, And I push open the
swing door of the “Left Letter Depart-
ment,”

“A letter for Waldemnar Nicolalvitel
Alikanofr ¥

nothing extenordinary in

|
“Yes, there 1s one.” The clerk linnds

it to me and my fingers close with a
theill of joy on the precious misgive, All
Is well! is well! my besrt sings. | spring
down the steps and have gained the
street, when a hand is put on my shounl-
der and 1 zee before me thie police offi-
cers, one of whom addresws me courte-
ously:

“You are a stranger in town, I believe,
sir?”

“Yes, I am a stranger to IKovno; I am
passing through the town,” 1 reply, look-
ing the man steadily In the face. 1or-
tunately he cnnnot see my flving pulses.

“Exactly. 1 am sorry to have to trou-
ble you, but we have orders to juspect
the pupers of travelers. The police in-
spection department §8 Just across the
ruare if yon will have the goodness to
necompany us."'

Thie man indicates a Inrge stone build-
ing opposite. It costs me a supreme
effort not to groan aloud, and my volce
shukes ns I stammer:

“I have not my pupers hore, Would it
not suilice if 1 predent myself with them
to-morrow 7"

“l rvegret to say that !t would not,”
replies the officer. “Under these circum-
arrest untll your papers dare fortheom-
ing."

man must comg with us,
sum totnl"
my arm.

*“The gentleman is quite willing to go |StODPINK

with us and set this little mntter right,”

arm, taking his place on my other side,
I still hold Maruscha's letter crushed

DEDIVCATION O LIFE,

By Dr. John Balcom Shaw,

They both II e
| which ease Its benefit 18 only tempaor-

| renched, even untouched ?

Except a corn of wheat fall into the
grovnd mud die, it abideth alone; but

T LG dle, It Diringeth forth much frult

—8t John xil., 24
There are four things one can o

It vian be
ground lnto flour and wastsd, Or It
be Immedintely  consmmed, In

ary Op It can be stored

and lmdted.

wilking tocether, nor §s | g s B or bag for future use, but

if this is dope {ts value will gradually

deteriornte becnuuse lts vitality steadi-
Iy lessens, Or, last of ull, one ecan
plant It, and then what? It hegins

and contnues to decay until it reach-
es 8 cortnin polnt, when it reappears
in nnother vitpl form amd in the har-
vest 1t ylelils 1s largely multipiied.
Life presented precisely these four
Jesiis Chreist—self-destrue-
aolf-gratifleation, self-preserva-
. ol Tha of

wasting his Ufe, was unthink-

cholees
tlon,

1o

L L tirat

thes
able to B, The secowd was settled
onee for all in the great wilderness

struzele, where Satan sought to per-

Isunide Lim to live his life for his own

sake, und otterly falled.  After that
the cholee lay between self-preserva-
tion amd self-conseerntion, Shoulld he
gtore lis life or plant it? Should he
lny 1 oup for o future and, perhaps, o

[ Inrger good, or should he lay it down
in

fpmediate nml unreserved  surren
der? The declsion was foresl upon
him by this visit of the Greeks, Was
he within three days of his death, and
|y1-1 the great Gentlle world was un-
Moved hy
this fact, there came to him a passing
temptation to postpone the cross for o
Llittle,

Wheteupon he reasoned with him-
self, ns only Jesus could redson:

]Ilfu- eternal,
And 80 reasoning,

much frule.”

his rich,

but of the whole world.

in my fingers, forgetful of it in this mo- Askest thon in exultation

ment of perplexity.
it. by its dextrous withdrawnl,

“Permit me,"” observes the polite oM-
cer.

e raises it to his eves and slowly
rends the address alood.
Nicolaiviteh Alikanoff.” He hows to-
ward me as If a third party were in the
net of presenting me to him. "“A good
name, A good IRRussinn name!"

*[ have not read that letter, it is from
my betrothed,” 1 say, choking down my
indignation. “Will you permit me
rend it? Suarely it can make no differ-
ence so that you retanin it in your pos-
session 7"

“My duty Is to place it in the hands
of the Prefeet unopencd,” is the response,
“As there ig nothing treasonable in it, he
will return it to you."

The cold sweat broaks out on my
hrow. “Oh, Maruschn! Maroscha! God
in Iis meroy grant that thon hast not
compromised thyself!” 1 inwardly groan,

Meanwhile, with a gendarme on eacl
gide of me, I have crossed the square
and am entering the police offices, We
pass into a small pnte-room and stop at
n door at which the oficor who seems al-
ways to tnke the initintive knoeks, It
is torn open instantly, aud an irate head
is thrust out, surmounted by n military
e,

“What now?* exelnims this individual.
“No use coming to me! [ have nothing
to do with it. After bhusiness hours—
going home to dinner. Should have been
gone an hour ago."

The gendarme draws him nside and |

whispers to him,

I straln my enrs to catch the purport
of the gendarme's remarks, but only
henr: “The Governor, "St. Petershurg,"”
and the name Andrei Piotroviteh," Only
three words, yet they are enough to in-
form me ns to whom [ owe my arrest,
and the knowledge lightens not my ap-
prehensions,

Whilst the gendarme ls whispering, the
listener fixes his goggle ¢yes on me as if
he would look me through. 1 endure his
looks with the indifference of despalr.

When the gendarme has finished whis-
pering, the offeinl pronounces the fint.
“Loek him up! Case will be heard to-
morrow. Too Inte tonight. Present
your report to the Prefect to-morrow,
Mennwhile, lock him up.'

His orders nre ecxccuted and at 8
o'clock that night the !rn-studded door
receives me into its drend shadow,

{To be conilnned.)

Three-fourths of all e pllls sold
in the United Btates nre made In De-
troit. This arena of activity has there-
fore acquired the pame of the “PLU
ity

| am reminded of

“Waldemnr

o

What the eross of Christ line done?
Ask the splendors of creation”
If they feel the noomlay sun.
Ask reviviong vegetntion
| Rpringing forth on joyful wing
it fecls the Inspiration
Of the breath-enchanting spring.

The same four cholees confront ev-
ery man, Few wouldl chose dellber-
lan-ly to waste thelr lives, though many
lare actually dolng so. No high mind-
ed person who feels the responsibility
of Hving and renlizes what a holy
Hfe unto hilmself.
between  self-preservation and  self-
dedientlon.  Shall 1 store my
plant 1t?  Shnll my motto be “Spend
thyself” or “Spare thyself?”

Here 1
Itiuu, nnd it Is n most sabtle one,
cause the storing of one’s life has nso-
ally an unselfish purpose hehind it
| Yon do pot want to store 1L for yonr
own althmate consumption, bt for the
future dedleation of yoursell to others.

Yon have decided to plant your lfe

gometime, but for seemingly good rea-
sons you do not want to plant it now.

This Is the high minded young man's
tempiation, He wants his life to tell
for the good of his fellowmen, and
he means that it shall, but he 18 go-
fng to wait until he makes a suceess
in business or In lls chosen profes-
glon hefore he puts his ideal Into com-
mand.  In other words, he decldes to
gtore lis life for futore sowing In-
stend of planting It at once, nmd nine
cnses out of ten sowing time will
never come for him,

This In tne snecessful business man's

temptation. He Is  publie  spirited,
lurge hearted, conseientious. It Is his
honest convietion that no man shoull
Hve unto hlmself, But ask him to ald
you In somwe minlstry to our lgnorant
und degraded clisses, where money 18
not enlled for, but the glving of one's
gell in bmmediate mud practieal self-

Laedleation, and he will excuse himself
Lon the busls of his now stremuous |ife

and tell you when the stress of life
lessons, ns he means It soon shall, he
s golng to give himself unstintedly to
such work. He s storing his life—
laying It up for future sowing Instead
of laylng It down In present plant-
ing,

This is the rich man's temptation.

He, too, does not belleve that a man

e
|r,1uu loveth his life shall lose it, but he
stances we are hound to place you under | that loseth his life shall keep it unto
Ixcept a corn of wheat
fall into the ground and die, it abldeth

*Well, it Is no use parloying abont it."” | glgne: Lut if it dle it bringeth forth
roughly Interposes the other officer. "“The |
That 18 the
And he lays his hand on

he
flung the temptation from him and re-
sumed the rogged road up Calvary,
not until hie had pouted out
full «life In an unquestioning
observes the polite oMeer, and he quietly Iruu-rilin_-v for the larger eternnl gomd,
strokes His companion’s hand from my not of the Jews or the Grecks alone,

thing life 15, would think of Hving his
To most people who
will read this sermon the cholee lles

life or

woull lociate your tempta-
e

LPIT |

shotld live unto himself. Wealth to
b, perhaps, is a trust and he wants
falthfully o discharge It; but he puts
off the execution of his benevolent im-
pulses, bhe awiits some more suitable
or mdvantageons time for distributing
his momey, He is golug to make a
wlll and begueath most of his fortune
to charity. 1e Is resolvad upon gtor-
Ing his life for futnre planting nod
the strong probabliiity is that v will
DeVer get sown,

Here, ns elsewhere, my friend, self
Is our great foe, Self-preservation
means  self-regency and  self-regency
menns self-supremacy, We must put
sell down—not half way, but clean
down under our feet—or it will finaily
put us down. To stop halfway In the
process of self-surrender and self<ledi-
cittion 18 to Insure ultimate self<lefeat,
To store one’s life Is better than to
wnste It or to consume It for one's per-
sonnl gratifiention, but we are not to
bie satisfled with the better—we should
seek the best, and the fivst best.  If
we wiant our lives to yleld the largest
harvest possible we must do  with
them what Jesus did with his life—
lay them down In immedinte and com-
plete consecration,

Love thyvself nst, and, O, such joy shall
thril} thee
As never yet to selfish sonl was given,
Whate'er thy lot, a perfect peace shall
fill thee,
And earth shall seem the ante-room of
hienven,

OF UNIVERSAL SIGNIFIOANCE.
By Rev. P, P. Rice.

Jesuy gpoke of the act of Mary ns he
spoke of no other stngle act in all his
winlstry, He satd It should be told
wherever the gospel should be preach-
It must have had, therefore, some
intlmate relation to the gospel iiself.
It must hnve symbolized or Hlustrated
sotmething of universal significance, 1t
cannot be that he would have it told
simply to extol the woman or the sie-
riflee which she made, It was 4 prin-
ciple of his kingdom that Individuuls
were not to be exalted In it, and the
saerlfice which Mary made was mer-
ger hy the slde of that which many
others have made, These are Inclden-
tnl features, the heart of It all Is
rither In the attitude of the woman
toward the Master. The passlon and
humility of her love and the abandon
of Its expression are the unlque feat-
ures of the scene.

It wns Mary of Bethany who thus
anofnted the Savier. 1t was this wom-
an who, through mnitiplled experi-
ences, lind come under a deep sense of
gratitnde to hlm, She had found in
him response to every holy nspiration
wiwl deslre, and a sympathy that was
ns a new life to her, Her soul, llke
the psalmist’'s Lnd thirsted for God,
andd, sitting nt his feet, her thirst had
been satlsfled, amd there had sprung
up within her n sense of personal griuti-
tude nnd affection which must express
Iteelf, What ghe did was criticlsed by
Judas, but our Lord approved it, be-
cause It Indleated that attitude of
heart toward him whieh he desires to
g I all who would elalm the bless-
Ings he la able to bestow, Indeed, it
in the Indispensable conditlon of the
bhestownl of every spiritual blessing,

One who would be a Christlan must
not simply belleve In him, much less
uny truth or dogma about him; he
must love him, and If he would attaln
i high degree of Christlon perfection,
e must have the same passion which
characterizedd Mary in this act of
wnolpting, y

Moreover, hereln lles not only the
essenee of the Christinn rellglon, but
Its power ag well. There 14 little in
ahstract truth to help us in the confliet
with evll, Forms and commindments
are alike impotent In the flerce battles
ngninst sln which we are called upon
to wage,

wl,

If the unholy and unwholesome ten-
dencles of our lives are to he checked
they must be met by some deep, swells
ing current, some absorbing passlon
that sweeps ug awny from evil toward
gondness—awny from self toward God.
It was such & passion that Mary ex-
pressed, It hid been begotten In her
by the contemplation of his dlvine
benuty In word and deed, It had
been funned Into a flame by his gra-
clous ministries of merey and love, nnd
It could not be contained, Bin |8 pow-
orless In the presence of such n pas-
slon, Amd so fulth, which is the New
Testament deflnition of that pussion,
“is the vietorys which overcometh the
world."

Bhort Meter Sermons

The worst bankruptey 18 to
hoeart,

1t's n waste of energy to spur a rock-
Ing horse.

I'he best way to sllence consclenca
Is to obey It

Earth's harvests come from
thrown out to die,

The man who has only a two-inch
lake of wisdom always thinks he has
to dam it In with a big wall of worda.

loge

seed
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