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CHAPTER IX.
The aspect of the country lias chnn---

since I set out from Little Kolga one
early uioruii;.' nearly a month ago. An J
I, too, am c'lniKcd. Like a forest tree
my frer.ie h im hardened and strength-
ened, fiid with it my mind haH cast out
nervous fe.r ami liecome cnim and
strong. Since I got Maruscha's lei er
ct Lua telling mo that she is at home
and safe, I am imbued with hope and
confidence, nnd have journeyed on, ass-
ociates myself vilh all sorts and condi-
tions of men without meetiug with a
single misadventure.

And now I nui actuully in the govern-
ment of Kovno, getting very near the
frontier, and my first difficulty in Rtaring
me in the face. I have noted its ap-
proach every time I have occasion to
take out Maruscha's little purse to pay
for a frrnal meal, and, calmly, philo-
sophical, 1 have thought:

"When the time comes I will find a
way."

It has come. The landlord of the Inn
before whose door 1 sit has just received
on his dirty palm my last k

piece. I have avoided towns as much as
possible, hut to a town am I now bound,
having told Miiruscha in my Inst letter
to write to Kovno. The landlord has
just informed me lliat it lies twelve
versts from here; I shall therefore be in
possission of my letter in a few hours.

I rise and stretching myself take up
a stout alder stick that I cut at the
begimliiig of my journey, and start at a
steady pace up the street. Soon the last
wooden hut is passed;- the innumerable
patches of reclaimed land, and again the
trackless wastes of bog and moor stretch
away to rinht and left, over which the
sparrow hawks quiver eternally.

'Hallo, brother! He merciful!" ex
claims a voice from the ground. I ab
ruplly stop, and looking down perceive
that my stick, which I have been sway
Ing from side to side, has narrowly es-

caped striking the head of a young man
who reclines on the side of the ditch.
He blinks up at me with a foolish maud
lin smirk, and I at ouce perceive that
he is not sober.

"I beg your pardon," I say, lifting my
hat and continuing my walk.
. "Hallo, stop! Wait for a fellow, little
brother!" cries the man, as he scram
bles out of the ditch.

The request affects me disagreeably
I want to get on, and prefer my own
company to that of a drunken what?
not a Moujik, nor a voyageur, nor
peasant farmer. What then?

He is dresaed in a light summer suit
of no provincialcut, though soiled and
spotted with grease. His hands show
white through the dirt on them, and on
the little finger of the left is a costly
ring, a thick gold snake with a diamond
In its hend.

He has struggled to his legs and stands
before me, a repulsive looking object
with his sloping shoulders, his thin
blotched face, from which protruded a
sharp, mean nose, looking as if the point
had been dipped in red ink.

"You might have put out my eye there
tny friend," he observes, shutting up the
left nnd cocking the other at me.

"I might, indeed," I respond, "for nn
til you spoke I saw you not Again
beg your pardon.' '

"I accept your apology, brother," he
says condescendingly, and planting his
feet very far apart. "And now may
I ask your destination? Kovno, eh?

"Yes, I go to Kovno.
"Ah, that is luck; I go there also, so

we can proceed together. What think
you to see a gentleman like me going on

foot the distance of twelve versts? I

have been cheated, robbed, my friend, of
all the money I had in my purse five
hundred roubles, that is what I had

' when I left St. Petersburg. Well, let it
go! Help me along, brother, and I will
pay you for it, when we get to Kovno.
My uncle is Governor of the Frovince.
I nm going on a visit to him. He ia

rich."
He swaggers along, stretching his

short legs to their utmost capabilities in
order to keep step with me; yet I attempt
not to adapt my walk to his, and pre-

serve a glum silence in my vexation,
whilst I curb my longing to shake him
off my arm.

"What is your business?" he asks pres-

ently.
"I nm a student," I reply shortly.
"What faculty?"
"Medicine."
"Studied in Moscow?"
"St. Petersburg."
"What, St. Petersburg! I, too, am a

St Petersburg student!"
I at once regret having spoken the

truth. He stops short at stares at me.
"Let me look at you, brother!" Then
shaking his head "No, may I be hung
If ever I saw you before!

He still stares and his jaw drops until
his open mouth takes the form of the
letter V. "And yet, I have seen some
one like you somewlifre.

Suddenly ho slaps his leg. "By all the
nlnts!" he exclaims. "1 know now. l

went to see some fellows hung once, and
oue of them, the rlugleader, had the look
of you! Perhaps you remember the
case? Evervbody talked of It at the
time. They called the fellow I speak of
Vladimir Alexandroviteh Lubanoff.

I thrill to hear my name thus men
tloned; nevertheless I am sufficiently

master of myself to reply with perfect
omnosure:

"Yes. I remember all the particu
lars."

"Ht was a fins fellow, that Vladimir
Alexandrovitch. and you art a nne tel
low. We will hava good time together

in Kovno.
cle "

I will stand treat. My uu- -

"Thanks for your good intention," I
interrupt, "but 1 remain not in Kovno.
1 am merely passing through."

Meanwhile the exercise in the fresh
air gradually sobers him. He talks less,
and finally not at all, having enough to
do with puffins and blowing. I pretend
not to observe, and stalk on. At length
the gasps out;

What is all the hurry? W e are not
walking for a wager. Why should we
blow ourselves this way?"

"I ahi not in the least blown," I reply,
and excuse me if I decline to rest with

you. I must get on to Kovno witn an
haste. I have business there."

He lets go my arm and stares at me,
whilst his nose seems to grow sharper,
and the red rims round his eyes to
leepen.

What? Have I heard aright?' he
savs you woum leave a oromer uius,
in this awkward predicament?"

"I have no choice; 1 am obliged to pro
ceed. But look you, take my advice.
wait here until some vehicle comes up
nnd bargain for a life. You have only
to say that you are a nephew of the
Governor.

CIIAPTEH X.
I finish not my sentence, for I see

coming toward us, in a cloud of dust, a
large "calash" drawn by four horses.
My companion has started forward, and
is peering in the direction of the equip
age with his hand arched over his blink
ing eyes.

Bv all the saints. It Is very like
yes, it is my uncle's calash!" be ex
claims.

That Is well; then I have the honor
to wish you good-by,- " 1 say, moving
quickly away.

"No leave me not! Stay ana netp
me out of this! What will he think to
find me thus? Oh ah, help me to some
lie! You are a fellow-stude- both fond
of walking fine day back me up, broth
er!"

I bite my lip and pause irresolute.
There is nothing for it but to meet the
inevitable with a bold front.

"I will stay," I reply. "You may
rely on me."

He wrings my hand, and proceeds to
mop his face with a dirty cambric hand-

kerchief; after which he pulls down his
waistcoat, straightens himself, and al-

ready the cloud of dust Is receiving us.
"Ah, my uncle, I thought 1 was not

mistaken! I knew your trotters at a
glance. I hope I see you well, Vasill
Grigorievitch !"

The sole occupant of the carriage, a
thin, sharp-feature- d man of middle age,
dressed in uniform, peers at the speaker,
and theu exclaims:

"Is it possible? My brother's son,
Andrei riotrovitch!"

"Yes, my uncle, I am he! na, ha!
You have expected me for some days;
but not thus, not now!"

"I have looked for this nrrivnl every
day for a week! And now what is this?
I meet thee here, on foot and in this
plight?"

"Ah, yes, that Is just It, a plight!
Walking on a dusty road improves not
one's appearance. Ha! ha! 1 feel quite
disreputable. But It is only on the sur-
face, my uncle. You see, I am passion-
ately fond of walking in the country, and
the day is so fine I could not resist
A freak a mere freak, and now I have
had enough of it My friend hem as
I was saying, my friend here was just
complaining of fatigue when you came
in sight, Vasili Grigorievitch.

"The lying scoundrel!" I think, yet I
dare not contradict him, nnd stand silent
ly enduring the severe - scrutiny of the
Governor.

"Hein!" he nasals at length, and with
draws his eyes. "Where are thy effects,
Andrei Piotrovitch ?"

"Sent in advance, my uncle; they will
arrive before us."

"Hem!" ejaculates the Governor
again. And to the man servant who
has descended from the box: "Ye,remei,
open."

The carriage door is held wide.
"May I pray you to ascend, monsieur!"

The Governor is addressing me, though
he Is looking past me.

"I thank your Excellency, but I am
really walking from choice, therefore beg
to decline your courteous offer."

Ah indeed are you fond of walking,
an accomplished pedestrinn, and doubt
less a true votary of Nature. I congrat-
ulate you on your good taste, sir!" Then
to his nephew: "Yet I understood thee to
say that thy friend had complained of
fatigue, Andrei Piotrovitch?"

"Said I so, Vasili Grigorievitch?
not! You must have tnkon me up

wrong. I said that I .was fatigued
could scarcely say so of my friend hem

Ivan hem Ivan Feodoreivitch."
Here his uncle s ifnze being removed
from him, the perverted jackanapes
winks and makes a grimace at me. "Ivan
Feodoreivitch," he repeats with empha
sis and another wing, "can walk his fifty
versts a day as easily as you can take
a pinch of snuff, my uncle!"

It is evident to me thnt since he is
comfortably installed in his uncle's car
riage and the embarrassment of the meet
ing is tided over, Andrei Piotrovitch
would not be sorry to part from me.

"Indeed! A manly accomplishment,"
observes the Governor, making me a stiff
bow. Presently he asks me: "Are you
making any stay In Kovno, Ivan Feo
doreivitch?" .

I wince at the aame the young fool has
fathered me with, and to which I am
compelled to answer! "No, your Excel

I am merely passing through."
ilency, well, if we are not to have the

of your company, Ivan .Feo-
doreivitch, I have the honor to wish
you good-day,- " and the Governor raises
his cap with another stiff bun-- , to which
1 respond.

"Au revoir, Ivan Feodoreivitch!" ex-

claims Andrei, with au audacious grin.
The man servant shuts the carriage

door, swings himself to the box, and in
a few moments I stand alon in the road.
I step out after this, and the verst stones
crop up quickly one after another. I
advance into the town until the houses
begin to take the form of streets, and 1

feel the round bowlders of the pavement
under my feet Then I ask my way to
the general postofHce of a respectable
looking citizen.

I nm directed to the usual square,
flanked on all sides by government build-
ings, over whose entrances hovers the
spread eagle, in the center of which
rises nn equestrian statue, probably of
Peter the Great I am presently enter-
ing the postofllce. In ascending the
steps my eyes rove up the street, and
are arrested by the sight of two officers
whom I met in the suburbs, who are just
turning the corner together. They both
look toward me.

Well, there is nothing extraordinary "
two gendarmes walking together, nor is
there anything remarkable in the fact
that they happen simultaneously to di-

rect their eyes toward me. It is acci-

dent pure accident, I think, shaking
myself free of the vague uueasiueVs that
is creeping on me. And I push open the
swing door of the "Left Letter Depart-
ment."

"A letter for Waldemar Nicolaivitehj
Alikanoff?"

"Yes, there is one." The clerk hands
It to me and my fingers close with a
thrill of joy on the precious missive. All
is well! is well! my heart sings. 1 spring
down the steps and have gained the
street, when a hand is put on my shoul-
der and I see before me the police off-

icers, one of whom addresses me courte-
ously:

"Y'ou are a stranger in town, I believe,
sir?"

"Yes, I am a stranger to Kovno; I am
passing through the town," I reply, look-

ing the man steadily in the face. For-
tunately he cannot see my flying pulses.

"Exactly. I am sorry to have to trou-
ble you, but we have orders to inspect
the papers of travelers. The police in-

spection department is just across the
square if you will have the goodness to
accompnny us."

The man indicates a large stone build-
ing opposite. It costs nie a supreme

ffort not to groan aloud, and my voice
shakes as 1 stammer:

"I have not my papers here. Would it
not suffice if I present myself with them

"I regret to say that it would not"
replies the officer. "Under these circum
stances we are bound to place you under
arrest until your papers are

"Well, It Is no use parleying about It,"
roughly interposes the other officer. "The
man must come with us. That Is the
sum total." And he lays his hand on
my arm.

"The gentleman is quite willing to go
with us and set this little matter right"
observes the polite officer, and he quietly
strokes his companion's hand from my
arm, taking his place on my other side.

I still hold Maruscha's letter crushed
in my fingers, forgetful of it in this mo
ment of perplexity. I am reminded of
it. by its dextrous withdrawal.

"Fermit me," observes the polite offi
cer.

He raises it to his eyes and slowly
rends the address aloud. "Wnldemar
Nicolaivitch Alikanoff." He bows to-

ward me as If a third party were in the
act of presenting me to him. "A good
name. A good Kussuin name! '

'I have not read that letter it Is from
my betrothed," I say, choking down my
indignation. "Will you permit me to
read it? Surely it can make no differ
ence so that you retain It in your pos
session ?

"My duty Is to place It In the hands
of the Prefect unopened," is the response.

Ah there is nothing treasonable in it, he
will return it to you."

The cold sweat breaks out on my
brow. "Oh, Maruschn! Maruscha! God
in His mercy grant that thou hast not
compromised thyself!" I inwardly groan.

Meanwhile, with a gendarme on each
side of me, I have crossed the square
and am entering the police offices. We
pass into a small ante-roo- and stop at
a door at which the officer who seems al
ways to tnke the initiative knocks. It
is torn open instantly, and an irate hend
is thrust out, surmounted by a military
cap.

"What now?" exclaims this Individual.
"No use coming to me! I have nothing
to do with it. After business hours
going home to dinner. Should have been
gone an hour ago."

The gendarme draws him aside and
whispers to him.

I strain my ears to catch the purport
of the gendarme's remarks, but only
hear: "The Governor, "St. Petersburg,"
and the name Andrei riotrovitch." Only
three words, yet they are enough to in-

form me as to whom I owe my arrest,
and the knowledge lightens not my ap-

prehensions.
Whilst the gendarme Is whispering, the

listener fixes his goggle eyes on me as If
he would look me through. I endure his
looks with the indifference of despair.

When the gendarme has finished whis-
pering, the ofllcinl pronounces the flnt
"Lock him up! Case will be heard to-

morrow. Too late Present
your report to the Prefect
Meanwhile, lock him up."

His orders are executed and at 8
o'clock that night the Iron-studd- door
receives me Into Its drend shadow.

(To be condnned.1

Three-fourt- of all ie pills told
in the United States are made In De-

troit This arena of activity has there-
for acquired the name of the "Pill

I If '. Aafi S I

DEDICATION Of LIKE.
By Dr. John Balcom Snav.

Except a corn of wheut full Into the
ground and die, it ubideth alone; but
If it die, it bringeth forth much fruit

St John xll., 21.
There are four things one can do

with a kernel of wheat It can be
ground into flour and. wasted. Or It
cnu be Immediately consumed, in
which case Its benefit Is only, tempor-
ary and limited. Or It can be stored
in some bin or bug for future use, but
If this Is done Its value will gradually
deteriorate because Its vitality steadi
ly lessens. Or, last of ull, one can
plant it, and then what? It begins
and continues to decay until it reach
es n certain point, when it reappean
in another vital form und in the har
vest It yields is largely multiplied.

Life presented precisely these four
choices to Jesus Christ

self-preser-

Xlon. or stir dedication. 1 h" nrst or
these, wasting his life, was unthink
able to him. The second was settled
once for nil in the great wilderness
struggle, where Satan sought to per
suade him to live his life for his own
sake, and utterly failed. After that
the choice lay between

and self consecration. Should he
store his life or plant It? Should he
lay it up for n future and, perhaps, a

larger good, or should he lay it down
in immediate nnd unreserved surren
der? The decision was forced uiion
him by tills visit of the Greeks. Was
he within three days of his death, and
yet the great Gentile world was un
reached, even untouched? Moveil by

this fact, there ciuno to him a passing
temptation to postpone the cross for a
little.

Whereupon he reasoned with him
self, as only Jesus could reason: "He
that loveth his life shall lose it, but he
that loseth his life shall keep it unto
life eternnl. Except a corn of wheat
fall Into the ground nnd die, It abldeth
alone; but If it die It bringeth forth
much fruit." And so reasoning, he
flung the temptation from him and re
sullied the rugged road up Calvary,
stopping not until he had poured out
his rich, full 'life In an unquestioning
sacrifice for the larger eternal good,

not of the Jews or the Greeks alone,

but of the whole world.

A sliest thou in exultation
What the cross of Christ has done?

Ask the splendors of creation
If they feel the noonday sun.

Ask reviving vegetation
Springing forth on joyful wing

If It feels the inspiration
Of the breath-enchnntiii- g spring.

The same four choices confront ev
ery man. Few would chose deliber-
ately to waste their lives, though many
are actually doing so. No high mind
ed person who feels the responsibility
of living and realizes what a holy
thing life Is, would think of living his
life unto himself. To most people who
will read this sermon the choice lies
between and self
dedication. Shall I store my life or.
plant it? Shall my motto be "Spend
thyself" or "Spare thyself?"

Here I would locate your tempta-
tion, and It Is n most subtle one. Be-

cause the storing of one's life has usu-

ally nn unselfish purpose behind It.

Y'ou do not want to store It for your
own ultimate consumption, but for the
future dedication of yourself to others.
You have decided to plant your life
sometime, but for seemingly good ren-soi- is

you do not want to plant It now.
This Is the high minded young man's

temptation. He wnnta his life to tell
for the good of his fellownien, and
he means that It shall, but he is go
ing to wait until he makes a success
In business or In his chiwten profes
sion before he puts his Ideal Into com-

mand. In other words, he decides to
store his life for future sowing In-

stead of planting It at once, and nine
cases out of ten sowing time will
never come for him.

This ir. tne successful business man's
temptation, lie Is public spirited,
large hearted, conscientious. It Is his
honest conviction Unit no man should
live unto himself. But ask him to aid
you In some ministry to our Ignorant
and degraded classes, where money Is

not called for, but the giving of one's
self In Immediate und practical

und he will excuse himself
on the basis of his now strenuous life
and tell you when the stress of life
lessens, lis he means It soon shall, he
Is going to give himself unstintedly to

uch work. He Is storing his life
laying It up for future sowing instead
of laying It down in present plant-
ing.

This is the rich man's temptation.
Ht, too, does not believe that a man

hould live unto himself. Wealth to
him, perhaps, is a trust and he wants
altufully to discharge It; but he puts
ff the execution of his benevolent lm- -

ulscs, he awaits some more suitable
or advantageous time for distributing
his money.. Ho la going to make a
will and bequeath most of his fortune
to charity. He Is resolved upon stor- -

ng his life for future planting and
he strong probability Is that It will

never get sown.
Here, as elsewhere, my friend, self

is our great foe.
means y and y

means We must put
Belf down not half way, but clean
down under our feet or it will finally
put us dovvn. To stop halfway In the
iroeess of and seir-deu- i-

cation la to Insure ultimate self-defe-

To store one's life Is better than to
waste it or to consume It for one's per-

sonal gratification, but we are not to
bo satisfied with the letter we should
seek the best nnd the first best If
wo want our lives to yield the largest
harvest possible we must do with.
them what Jesus did with his life--lay

them down In immediate and com- -'

plete consecration.
Love thyself last, and, O, such joy shall

thrftt thee
As never yet to selfiHh sonl was given.

Whate'er thy lot, a perfect peace shall
fill thee,

And earth shall seem the ante-roo- of
heaven.

OP UNIVERSAL SIGNIFICANCE.
By Rev. P. P. Rice.

Jesus spoke of the act of Mary as he
spoke of no other single act in all his
ministry. He said It should be told
wherever the gospel should be preach
ed. It must have had, Uierefore, some
intimate relation to the gospel Itself.
It must have symbolized or illustrated
something of universal significance. It
cannot lie that he would have It told
simply to extol the woman or the sac-

rifice which she made. It was a prin-

ciple of his kingdom that Individuals
were not to be exalted In- it, and the
sacrifice which Mary made was mer-

ger by the side of that which many
others have made, These are inciden-
tal features, the heart of It all la
rather in the attitude of the woman
toward Uie Master. The passion and
humility of her love and the abandon
of its expression are the unique feat-
ures of the scene.

It Was Mary of Bethany who thus
anointed the Savior. It was this wom-

an who, through multiplied experi-
ences, hud come under a deep sense of
gratitude to him. She had found in
I in response to every holy aspiration
and. desire, nnd a sympaUiy that was
as a new life to her. Her soul, like
the psalmist's, had thirsted for God,
and, sitting at his feet, her thirst had
been satisfied, and there hod sprung
up within her n sense of personal grati-
tude nnd affection which must express
Itself. What she did was criticised by
Judns, but our Lord approved it, be-

cause It Indicated Uint attitude of
heart toward him which he desires to
see In all who would claim the bless- -

lugs he Is able to bestow. Indeed, It
is the indispensable condition of Uie
bestowal of every spiritual blessing.

One who would be a Christian must
not simply believe In him, much less
any truth or dogma about him; he
must love him, and If he would attain
a high degree of Clirlstlnn perfection,
he must have the same passion which
characterized Mnry In this oct of
anointing.

Moreover, herein lies not only the
essence of the Christian religion! but
its power as well. There is little in
abstract truth to help us in the conflict
with evil. Forms and commandments
are allko Impotent In the fierce battles
against sin which we ore called uiion
to wnge.

If the unholy nnd unwholesome ten-

dencies of our lives ore to be checked
they must bo met by some deep; swell-
ing current, some absorbing passion
that sweeps .us away from evil toward
goodness nwny from self toward God.
It was such a passion that Mary ex-

pressed. It had been begotten In her
by the contemplation of his divine
beauty In word nnd deed. It hud
been fanned Into n flame by his gra-

cious ministries of mercy and love, nnd
It could not lie contained. Sin Is pow-
erless in the presence of such a pas-

sion. And so faith, which Is the New
Testament definition of thnt passion,
"Is the victory which 6vcrcometh tho
world."

Short Meter Sermons
The worst bankruptcy Is to lose

heart.
It's n waste of energy to spur a rock-

ing horse.
The best way to silence conscience

is to obey It
Earth's harvests come from seed

thrown out to die.
The man who has only a two-inc- h

lake of wisdom always thinks he baa
to dam it In with a big wall of word.


