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BYNOPSIS OF (FEBVIOUS CHAP-

Gene

4 VFeodar Peodaroviteh), who hins been
4 tondemned (o desth Ly the Nihiilsis

I1¢ In received by the Oeneral's ever-
Inithfal and ever-watehful  wife,
Madame Trebassof (Matrena Patro- ]
vina) Ha mests Natnchs, the Oan-
aralfs danghter by a previous mar-
viige ‘The Genersl tn at his vilia,

surrounded 8 few faithful friends.
“ii\ﬂ.ilﬂlh.{ﬂrll a!m!hl firep iwo

ured by the ex-
ve learns that
Natmcha (s In love with Borls buk
aley s very frispdly towards
Michacl e learna the secrel of the
night—the tarribls nighimaren that

4 are cxperlenced by tha aged Uem-
ersl.  Natacha i suspected of com-
phicity tn the glots acainst tho [ife of 4
the Ceneral, Bu Roolotiabitio stoutly
wffirms bis bellef In her Innocence.
Though a grear warning iells Rou-
lotwbdlla (hat his ward, tho General,
whil be dead tn AR huties, 188 detecl-
jve suggrrie a promenade by the wea,
ubatiened,

bessssasssssssssssssssssnd

“ HAT! You tre going to leave
w ws?  she cried Instantly,
hreathless, “No, no. 1 do not
wish i 1 am willing to do with-
out tha palles, but 1 am not will-
fng to 40 without you. Everything
might nappen in your absence. Kyery-
thing! Bverything!” she repeated with
pingular energy. “Becauwse, for me
I cannol feel wure s I ehould. pe¥®-
Rapd. Al, you muke mn say these
thinge. Sueh things! But do not go.
“Iis ot be afrald; 1 am not golng
to leave you, Madume"

wAh, you are good! You are kind
Kind! Carncho! (Very well)”

1 will not leave you, it 1 most not
ba ab lineheon. I anyone sske where
] am, sdy that I haye my business to
look after and have mone to loterview
politicn) personnges in e cliy.”

“There's only one politival personage
in Nussia,” replied Madame Petrovna
buuily; “ibat la the Tsar"”

“Very weil; esy I have gone to In-
tarview the Tear"

“Hut ng one wil belleve thal. And
whers will you he”

“1 4o not know mgeell. Tt 1 will
be abaut e house™

“Very well, very well, dear ile
dmnovael.”

Bhe left Wim, not knowing what she
thaught about It all, nor what she
should think—her head was ull in a
tnddie,

In the fourse of the morning Atha-
nase Geargaviteh and Thaddens Tehnit-
chnikof srrived. The general wis al-
veady In the  verinda., Michael and
Borks arrlved shortly afley and in-
nuired |n thelr turn how He bud passed
the nighy without the police. When
thuy wera told that Feodor was going
for o promenada that aft<rpoon they
ppplauded hia declsion. “"Hruvo! A
promenade a la strielka (to the head
of the taland) at the hour when all
St. Petershurg I8 driving there. That

¥ We will all be Uere The

general mnda them stay for luncheon

Natacha oppeared for tha meal, In

yather melancholy mood. A little he-

fore tuncheon she held o double eon-
wersation I the garden with Michae)
and Borlg,  No one éver could have
known wial these threée Younng people
bhad sald if some stenograplle notes in

Roolotabille's memorandiim-took  daid

not give ua a notion: the reporter had

overlieard, by accldent mirely, since all
golt-respeciing reporters are guite in-
egpahle of ecavesdropplig,

Pl memarandum aotes:

Natacha wenl Into {un garden with
A Wook, which she gave to Borvis, who
presaed her hand lingeringly (o his
Mps. “Hera la your boak: [ retum It
0 ¥ou, 1 dan't wanl any wore of
I.h»m, tha ldean surge so o my bhrain
it makon my head ache It ie true
yau are right, 1 dop't love noveltles 1
can sallafy myself with Pouchkine per-
festly. The rest wre all one (o me
Did you pass 4 good night!”

Horis igood-looking young man
about thirty years wld, omde, o Little
affeminate, wistful, A curloiy appur-
tepunen I the mililary houschold of
g0 vigorous a general), “Natacla, thers
f& mot an hour that 1| ecan call truly
good i I apend It away (ropm you, dearn
deiy Natacha,"

T nak you merjously if you have
passed a good night 7'

Bhe toushed Lis band 4 moment and
Touked Into his eyes, but he slivok his
nogd.

“What did yon do laat night after you
reached home? she demanded lusist-
eéntly. "Did yon slay up?"

“§ ghoyed you; Donly eat a half hour
by the window looking over here ol
tia villa, and then 1 sent to bed

“Yes, it Is necessary you should get
your rest, 1 wish it for you as for
evoryona else.  This feverish life ia

" tmposzaible,  Matrenn Peirovna s gele
ting us all i), and we ghall Lo proa.
trated.”

“Yestorday,” =ald Poris, "1 looked
at the villa for a half hour from my
window. Dear, denr villa, dear night
when 1 ran feel you breathing, Nving
near me.  As If you had beon ngainst

my heart. ~T could have wept because
I couid Lear Michael snoring In his
chamber. Ha seemed happy. At last,
I heard nothing more. there was noth-
ing more to hear but the double cho-
rus of frogs Iln the pools of the Isiand,
Our pools, Natacha, are like the en-
chanted Inkes of the Caucasus which
are sllent by day and zing at avening:
there are Innumerahle throags of frogs
which slng on the sama chord, some
of them an a major and some on & mi-
nor.  Tha ehorus speaks from paol 1o
pool, lamenting and moeaning across
Lhe felds end gardens and re-echoing
like aeollan harps placed opposite one
another,”

“Do acollan lLarps make g0 much
noise, Borlg?"

“You laugh? I don't find you yours
self half the time. It i§ Michael who
has changed you, and I am out of [t
(Hera they spoke in Russfan) I shall
not be vasy uotil 1| am your hushand,
1 can't understand your manner wiih
Michael at all'

(Here more Ruesian words which 1
do not understund.)

“Bpeak Fronch; lera |g the garden-
er” suid Natucha,

"I do not ke tlie way you are mop-
aglng our lves, Why do you delay our
marriage? Why?

(Rasslan words from Natncha, Ues-
ture of desperation from Boris.)

“How long? You =ay a long time?
But that says nothihg—a long (me.
How long? A year? Two yvears? Ten
years? Tell me, or I will kI myzeld
at your fest, No, no: speak or 1 will
kil Michael, On my wond! Like a
Aol

"1 swear to you, by the dear head of
your mother, Boris, (hat the date of
our marringe does not depend on
Michnel®

(Bome waords |n Russian. Beorls 2
littla consolad, holds her Land llngers
Ingly to his lips.)

Conversation ULetween Michael and
Nutaeha In the garden:

"Wall? Hava you told him?"

"I endvd at Iast by making bim un-
derstand that thare Is not any hape,
It Is necessary to have patience, 1
huve 0 have |t myaself”

“He Ia wiopid and provoking."

“Stupld, no, Provoking, yes, If vou
wirh, But yow, al#o are provoking.”

“Natacha! Natacha!"

fHera move [tussian) As Natacha
atarted to leave, Michael placed lis
hand on her shoukler, stopped her and
sald, looking her direct In the eyes:

“Thers will be a lettar from An-
nouchka this avening, by A messenger
at flye o'cloek.” Me made sach syliahie
explielt.  “Very important and requlr-
Ing an Immaedinte reply.”

These potes of Houletabille's are not
followad by any commentary.

After luncheon the gentlemen played
poker ontil half-past four, which Is
the "echie™ hour for the promenade to
the head of the ishand. Rouvietabille
had direcied Moatveni to gtart oxactly
at o quarter of five. He appearaed i
Lhe mieantime, announcing that he had
just interviewed the Mayor of St
Potorsburg, which made Athaniage
laugh, who could not upderstand that
unyone would eome clear from Paris to
talk with men like theat. Nataeha came
from her chamber (o joln them for the
promenade, Her father (ld Ler slie
looked tha warried,

They left the villa., Renletubllle
noted that the dvornicks werd before
the gate and that the seliwitsar was
at hin post, fram which s conld de-
teel oversane who might enter or leave
\he viila. Matrena pushed the yolling-
chalr heraslf, Tha General was radiant.
He had Natacha at his right and at
hls left Alhanase snd Thaddeus, Thae
two arderling followed, (alking with
Nouletahille, who thad monope!izad
thatm. The conversation turned on the
devotlon of Matrena Petrovea, which

they placed above the finest heroic
traita in the women of antiquilty, and
also on Natacha's Jove far her father.
Rouletabille made them talk.

Horls Mourazeff explained that this
excoptional love was accounted for by
tha fact that Natachs's own mother, the
General’s firat wife, died in giving
blrth to thelr davghter, and accordingly
Feadur Feodorovitch had been both
father and mother to hils daughter. He
had ralsed her with the most tonching
eare, not permitting anyane ¢lse, when
she was siek, to have the care of pass-
Ing the nights by her Dadside

Natpoha wan 7 years old when Feodor
Feodaroviteh was appeinted Governor
of Orel. In the country near Orel,
during the Summer, the General and
hix duoghter lived on neighborly terma
near the family of old VYetroff, one of
the richest fur merchants in Rusala.
Olg Petroff had a daughier, Matrena,
who was magnificent Lo seo, like a
beantiful (ield flower. She wae alwayw
in excellent humor, never spoke i1} of
anyons in the neighWirhood, and not
only had the fine manners of a elty
dame, butl a great aimple heart, which
elie lavished on the jittla Natacha.

The child returned the affection of
the beautiful Matrena, and It was on
seelng them always happy (o find
thomuelvos  together that Trebassof
dreamed of re-establishing his fireside.
Tha nuptinla were aquickly arranged,
aued the child, when she learned that
lier good :'l‘?lrl.na wias 1o wed her
paps, danced with foy. Then mistor-
tune came only o fow wesks before
the ceremtony. Old Peteoff, who spec-
ulsted on the exchangs for a long time
withoent anyone knowlng about it, was
ruined from top to hottom. Matrens
rame one evening to apprise Feodor
Feodaroviteh of this sad news and re-
turn lils pledge to him. For all re-
spotisa Feodor placed Natucha In
Matrena's  arms, “Embrace  your
mother,” he sald to the ¢hild, and to
Matrena, "From today 1 eonzlder you
thy wife, Malrena Petroyna You shounld
ohey me in all thinga. Take that re-
ply to your father and {efl him my
purse ls at bis diaposition”

The General was aiready, at that
time, even befora he lad Inlierited the
Cheremnioff, lmmensely rich. He had
lapds behind Nijni an vast as a prov-
Inte, and It would have been difficalt
to count the ngmber of mouflks who
warked for Tim on lle proparty.  0ld
Patroff gave hls daoveghter and did not
wish to nocept anytiing in exchange.
Feudor wished to seitle a lurge allow.
anos un hla wife; her father opposed
thot, and Matrena slded with him in
the matter against her bLusband, be-
cause of Natacha. “It belongs Lo the
1itle one” ahe Inalsted, "I acéept the
positlon of lier wmother, hut on tha con-
dition that she shall never jose a
hopork of her inheritance.”

“so that,”" eoneluded Barls, “if the
Gensral died tumorrew the would be
puorer than Job™

“Then the Ganeral j8 Matrena's sole
resonren,” refleated Houletabille alowd.

"I ean understand hey hanging onto
Lim,” sald Michael Korsakeff, hlowing
the smoke of hia wollow oigarette,
“Laok at her. Sha watches him ke a
treastire” -

“What do you mean, Michasi Niko-
Taleviteh?" =ald Boris, curily, “You be-
ligve, Jdo vou, thal the devotlon of
Mutrena Petrovoa I3 not disinterestad?
Yoo must know her vory poarly to dare
uttér sieh a thaught.

“T have never had that thought,
Borlg Alexandroviteh," replisd the ather
in a tome curter still, "To ba able
1o imagive that anyone who livea In
the Trebassofs’ bome conld have sueh
a thought teeda un oss' hend, =urely.”

“Wa will =peak of it agaln, Michoel
Nikolnjevitch."

YAt your pleasnre, Rorls Alexandra-
vilah'r

Tiay had exchanged thess latter

words tranquilly contipuing thelr walk
and neglizently smoking their yellow
tobaeco, Rouletabille was between
them, He did not regard them; he
oald no attention even to thelr quar-
rel; he had eyea enly for Natacha, who
Just now quit her place beside her
father's wheel-chair and passed by
them with a littla nod of the head,
seeming in haste to retrace the wuy
bark-to the villa,

“Are you leaving us?' Boria de-
manded of her.

“Oh, 1 will refoin yen immediately.
I have forgotten my umbrella*

“But 1 will go and get it for you,"
nroposed Michuel

“No, no. 1 have to go to the villa.
I wil} return right away.™

She was already past them. Romle-
tabille, during this, Jooked at Matrenn
Petrovng, who Jooked nl him alwo,
turning toward the young man a visage
rale as wax. But no one else noted the
emation of the good Matrenn, who re-
sumed pushing the General's wheel-
chair.

Rouletabille nsked the officers, “Waa
this arrangement becacse the first wife
of the Genernl, Natacha's mother, was
rich?"

“No. The General, who always had
his heart In Nig hand,” sald Boris,
murried her for her great heanty, She
war o beautiful girl of the Caucasow,
of excellent famlly besides, that Feodor
Feodorovitch had known when he was
in garrlson at Tifls*

"In short,” sald Rouletabills, “the
day that @General Trebassof dies
Madame Trebassof, who now possesses
everything, wiH have nothing, and the
dauvghter, whe now has nothlng, will
have everything”

“Bxactly that,” sald Michael

"That doesn't keep Matrena Petrovna
and Natachy Feodorovnia from deeply
loving each other,” obgcrved Boris.

The little party Jdrew near the

“Point. 8o, far the promenade had
heen nlong  pleasant open  eountry,
unong the low moadows lraversed by
‘resh  streams, across which tiny
bridges had been built, among bright
gardens guarded by poreelain dwarfe,
¢ In the shade of small weads from
e foct of whose treea the newly-cut
#raze gave a seasonal fragrance. All
was reflected in the pools—whieh loy
Iike glaes whereon a scene-painter had
it the greem hearts of the pond My
leaves. An adornhle country gllmpss
which seemed to have hean created
centuries back for the amusemant of a
jueen  pnd  preserved, immaculately
trimimed and cleanad, from generation
to generatlon, for the eternal charm of
such an hour as thia en the banks of
the Gulf of Finlsodd,

Now they had yveached the hank of
the Gulf, and the wavea rippled to tha
nrows of the light ahips, which dipped
gracefully like huge and rapld sea-
gulle, under the pressure of thelr
greal whita sails.

Along the roadway, hroader now,
zlded, sNently and at walking pace,
thie double flle of Tnxurfous equippages
with impatlent horses, the open ear-
rlages in which the great personages
of the court saw the view and let them-
selves be scen, Enormous coachmen
lield the reins high. Lively young
women, negligently reclining agalnst
the cushlons, dlaplayed their new Paria
loflettey, and kept younz officers on
horselinek busy with anlutes, Thers
were il kinds of uniforma. No talke
ing wae heard. Everyone was kept
sy looking. ‘There rang in the pure,
thin air only the nolse of the ehamp-
ing bits and the tiotinnabulation of
the bells attached to the lhniry Fin-
wish ponles* collars. And all that, so
beautiful, freah, charming and clear,
ansd sitent, [t all seemed more a dream
tian even that which hung in the poals,
auspended between the crystal of the
air and the orystal of (e waler,
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The Greatest Grass Grown in America
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refer it to alfalfs.

parcel post pure 2udan seed for §1

mors money another year,
siracifon bow to plant with erder. Circular (ree.

Address, ELLAGENRE FARM, Box 15, Aldine, Marris County, Texas,
More Sadan Grass Means More Money Gained.

GROW SUDAN GRASS

THE MOST WONDERFUL GRASS OF THE AGE introduced und indorsed by
(ke U, & Agriemltioral Department,
paris of Texan and stveagly recommesded by, the Farmers' Congress, Never

Wil grow wheraver worghum does, from the Atlantic to the Paciflc, Makes
more and better hay than any ether plant known. Under ordinary conditions
for produces 100 1o 00 pounds of graln and 1 to @ tone of cholee hay per acre the
ame geason, Adapied o all wovin of soll and resimia droufh and stands the
H., raln well. Takes I to ¢ pounds af ased {0 sow an aera in drills and 10 to 30

founds broudeast. Qualily of hay equals timothy and all kinds of livestock

Cattle fight for the hay and pouliry fatten en the grain,
Bpring the seed cold for §2 to $4 per pound and all who grew [t then
expect to plant more next year. It iz now seiling at $1 per pound and will
g0 bhigher before Epring, as the supply s lmited. We will send prepald by
per pound in lots of §0 pounds and under
~nof less Lhan one pound consldered. Larger lots by freight cheaper, Better
erder now and be gure of getting the seed and gave monay and then make
Hveryons who can should grow Sudan grass. lm-

severely by the farmers In all

Laughs at Drought — Smiles at Rain




