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CHAPTER XI1IL

I look sround we and shiver. The
solld masonry of the walls ls coelng with
damp, which envelops me, eaters my
lungs, and literally permeates my being,
drowuing my spirits, lowering wmy vi
tality and extinguishing hope In my
breast,

A warden brings me my allowanes of
bread aud a Jug of water. He uforms
mo that | can have tea If | chooss 10
pay for M, apd shruge Lis shouklers
when 1 tell himm that | have no money.
Ou lighting my lamp he leaves me.

After & while I streteh myself on the
bed, where 1 lle staring at the light.
At tiwes | groan alond, | wring my
hands, whilst the swent of anguish pours
from my body. And thus the night wears
away—the ghustly, feversd night, whose
bours seem to lengthen out more and
more ns they erawl toward the pale
dawn,

Todday I little more than a wreiched
repetition of yesterday, only 1 feel It
less. 1 bave become apathetic. 1 have
Jost the mentnl energy to think strongly
For hours | st oh one spot and move
pol, or 1 stand st the grated winlow
gnclug vaeantly at the river sud the
passing craft,

Abvot midday the sky darkens and It
beging 1o raln. 1t Is & straight, steady
land raln without wind, and the monnt
enous patter of the drops on the water
cutnes 1o me, mingled with the ereaking
of the rafts aud the husky valle of the
boatmen

After my midday meal they take me
to walk for n quarter of an hour lo a
ecourt that la partly covered In, and again
| shuke off my apathy to observe the
faces of the two gendarmes who pace
st each side of me. They are stolidity

personified. My eyes dart now at aAn
oMelnl, now at & passing warden, with
a vague hope that the Cossack may
throw hlmself In my way and give me a
signitiesut glance or sign. In valn. And

we are trending agaln the damp corr:
dor and the gendarmes leave we ID m)
eell

The clock In the chapel tower of the
prison tolls the hour of midnight, |
count the strokes mechanieally, sitting
on the steel with my head agninat the
bumid wall. The final stroke s still quiv-
ering lu the alr when | bear a falot
elick,

Am | dreaming, or is there really a
palr of gleaming eyes looking at me
through the trap I the door? In that ln
very truth a hand holding something to-
ward mel | stagger to my feet, staring
with all my might,

The hand beckond Impatiently,
strides | am at the opening! 1 grasp
eold, rough lron! It le a fillel A face
Is advapced no that | can see a long
drooplng mustache, an black an jet, and
& pair of red lips which pronoutcs one
word, “Work!" And the trap Is closed.

1 eluteh It, 1 hug It—the little lostru-
ment that s to give me liberty! The
reaction from the deepest depths of de
spalr to sudden, full-fledged bope, for
a moment overpowers me. | sink on the
edge of the bed and find relief In n sue
cesslon of gasping sobw. Then [ get
mastery of my emotion, and rise with
compressed lipa, burning to commence
my task. First 1 dellberately put out the
light, after which 1 mount the stool and
work. Krven when the dawn began to
glimmer 1 dare to continue it, until every
bar Ix sawn through top and botlom,
leaving only a thin, unfiled surfice to
the luside, so that a single thrust will
eause the entire grating to give way,

I am examinipg my handiwork with
comparative composure, for | have grown
confident during my undisturbed labors,
when the unexpected click of the cpening
trap makes my heart stand still with
suidden dismay, whilst the sweal turns
ley cold on my brow. 1 have, however,
the presence of mind to let the file slip
up my sleeve. 1 dimly descrly the pointa
of the Cossack’s hlack mustache thrust
through the aperture. 1 nolselessly speed

In two

toward him,
“How much have you done?' he whis-
pers,

“Flulshed,” I whisper ln reply.

“Good. Glve me the fle”

1 hand it to him aud he thrusts it loto
the breast .of his uniform. Again he
pends down to me and murmurs the one
word: “To-nlght!"

I go over to the bed, and fling myself
on It with a sigh of supreme ratisfaction.
“It s done—my task In finished. With
a single thrust of my hand 1 can make
for myself an outlet from this foul den
to liberty. A few hours and I shall be
free!”

It Is the very longest dny of my life!
And when at last the shudes begin to
gather and enshroud me, 1 cast myself
down on my bed utterly spent with the
burden of It, and my worn-ont system
finds rellef In sleep. When | awake
the lamp is burning once more, and my
supper stands on the table. 1 eat up all
the food that has been brought me, as
1 have done syatematically all day, and
take a Jong pull of water. After which
1 seat myself opposite the door and walt
breathlessly, briaced for the momeut of
netlon,

Buddenly, without the slightest warn-
Ing, I am startled by the grating of the
key in the rusty lock, and directly the
Cossack enters; changes the key to the
inwide, and locks us In! For the firnt
time 1 see my stranger friend. A single
glance at him luspires me with confi-
dence. Small, almost dwarfish; meager,
colorleas, hisn face and form are yet in-
stinet with energy and nerve.

“Ready 7" he whispers,

“Quite,” I respond promptly,

“You can swim?"

“Like n fish.”

“Oome then. You first; I
Btraight across where Yerack awalts us,

1 am on the stool preparing to thrust
out the grating.

“Poward you! Toward you! Pull the
bars Inside,” whispers the Cossack, It
will make less nolse. Aud by all the
saints, the light!” he darta to the lamp
and puts It out, and s standing below
me ready to recelve the grating from my
hand. ;

Alrendy T am drawing myself up to the
slone eige. My head s through the
aperture when—what was that? A fa-
millar click! The Cosssck has me by

follow,

the lege and Is actually pulllng ma back!
1 bear him wsay:

“AR, Just In time, Anton Auntonelviteh:
Not quite smart sunough, my brave, Ha,
ha!" aa he drags wme to the ground,
And while | am struggling, dased and
bewildered, to my feet he has rushed
to the door, uslocked it, and by the dim
light that luminates the corridor | see
him selze some one by the arm, jerk that
some one nlo the coll and lock the door
agnin,

“Just In time! Just In time to help
me,” 1 hear him repeat, with & strange,
wild, exultation In his volee

Then there Is a short, flerce struggle
In the dark, The bed creaks under a
fulling body. * * * A ery of “help!™
that Is lusantly smothered, followed by
garps and groans,

What menns it? Who Is the vasquish-
o1 In it the Cossack who lles groaning
an the bed or that other oue? Iu valn
iy eager eyes try to plerce the dark-
ness, It is as black as piteh. The Cos
snck's volee reassures me st lengih,

“I have bim!" he pants

Another groan and a gurgling sound.

“You were golug to spoll our lttle
game—what T says the Cossack with
cutting trony; and there Is an unpleasant
thid ws a head belug kuocked againat a
wall. “Where are you, my brother?
Come here quick!” [ feel my way to-
wurd the voles, and my hand comds In
contact with the arm of the Cossack.

“In my trousers pocket you will find
n mateh box. Strike s light” be dic-
tates. "1 must see what | am dolng
here."

I comply, snd see a ghastly sight. On
his back on the bed, his body convulasd,
hin face purple and awollen, his tongue
protroding from his month, is the war-
der. Tha Cossack’s fAngers are tightly
twisted in the collar of the prosirate
man's uniform, and the Cossack’'s knee
Is on his chest. He ls to sll appear
ances lifolesn,

“He will tell no tales,” observes the
Cossack. And the smlle with which he
regards his seoseless foe In truly dia-
bolle. “Yet he might come round. Shall
[ make sure? He draws a small stiletto
from the bosom of his cont and suspends
it o mid-alr.

| stay his bhand.

“Slay him uot,” [ say. "If he be really
dead, God speed his sonl. If the life is
still In him, leave him the chance of it
His death will not beunefit us”

“Huomph: less trouble to have given
him bis quietus,” he murmurs, hiding
sway his kuife agaln. “We cannot leave
him thus. We must tle hia hands and
gng bim, or he might set the dogs on us
sooner than we expect.”

While he talka he loses no time. He
produces some strong cord from his pock-
et and bipds the man's wrista together
behind his back. After which he pro-
ceeds to gag his gaping mouth with a
handkerchlef, “It la cleverly done™ he
chuckles. “1 was guick. Yea. Ip anin-
stant | had him! Once he had got away
to give the alarm, though we might atill
have escaped by the window, 1 would
not have given the snuff of a candle for
onr chances of landing at the other side
auve lnto the arms of the gendarmes.
It was even the best thing that could
have happenesd that he should have come;
for now, | reckon, they will not be likely
to find out that the bird has flown be-
fora O In the morning, and by then they
will find It a diMeult task to get near
enough to him to strew salt on his tail.™

While speaking his quick, nervous fin-
gera are busy tyilng the koot at ghe
back of his vietim's head.

“There now, thou art fixed np—war
ranted not to go off!" he continues apos-
trophizing the Ilnsensible man. “Adieu,
my friend, and a good recovery! And
now out with the light and let us start.
Yoerack will think that all is loat.

In less than five minutes | am cleav-
ing the cold, black water, strikivg out
blindly for the opposite shore. In my
rear comes the Cossack, gasplug and
spluttering.

The river is not wide, and 1 already
feel the bank. Groplug for a hold, my
hapnd comes in contact with a branch,
by which 1 pull myself up. The Cos-
sack Is close on my heels

“Cateh hold of this branch!™ 1 whis
per, bending It down to where 1 hear him
gasping.

Bo hastily is it soatched from me that
I almost lost my balance. [ recover my-
self to find a dark object rising at my
feet.

“Onward!” he pants, taking the lead.

A little more scrambling, and we are
on the rond. The Cossack hurries me
nlong a few paces. Then a form steps
out from the trees and silently coufronts
us. It is Yernck!

CHAPTER X1V,

My companion utters oue word In a
Innguage uvnkoown to me, and Yerack
retrents into the black gloom of the
troga. There is a stamping of horses and
the muffled rolling of well.greased
wheels. My sight having grown accus-
tomed to the darkness, 1 can make out
u “troikn"” and some wort of wvehicle as
they emerge on the road. We qguickly
olimb into the Iatter, which proves to be
n cart laden with sacks of wool, Yerack
springs to the seat in front, and away
we speed as only a Russinn “trolka” ean.

Nothing says Yerack to either. of us
until between us and Kovno lile many
versts, and the barren land is all about
ue. Buddenly he observes:

“Well, brothers, so far, good. And
now for the transformation scene. Thou,
Viedimir Alexandroviteh, as thy hands
are white and thou hast something of a
clerical alr about thee'—here he gives
vent to a sly chuckle—"art to be trans-
figured into Rusalan priest, with purpls,
sllk kaftan and fowing locks; not fore
gotting & beard that would grace a pat-
riarch. It rests with thee to play thy
norw role well. Art thou satisfied with
i

“Yerack, my friend, I have no words
wherew!th to thank thee!" I exclaim
warmly.

“Bah, I merit no thanks, If I save
thee, It will be life for life. I like to be
level with people. And for thee, brother
Kalatch, as the leopard cannot change
his spots, and thon art always a Cos-

sack confessed, every inch of thes, I
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sacks with a dry akin,
clethes have bosp stowed a
listen to Kalatch describing in
powerful diction, his sdventure with the
warder! And bhow Yerack enjeys it!
“(iood-—good ;

Meanwhile & dull, smokegray streak
has been widening on the borizon, and
now 1 can make out the Yo
rack’s dress where be sits re me oD
the front of the eart, and also the bead
of Kalatch emerging from the
surmounted by the tall Comsnck’s cap.
Iis profile ls between me and the hori:
gon, 80 that his hooked nose und the
bushy besrd are marked out agalnst the
growing light., Though they continue to
converse together, 1 no longer gather the
substancs of thelr eomversation, for I
think of Maruscha, and how soou | may
geot o letter dispatehed ta her. 1 eannol
help fesling a consuming anxlety about
her, though | keep assuring myself that
she Is safe from Interference untll the
inquiries subsequent to my trial In St
Petersburg should be Instituted.

“Yerack.,” | say st length, “where are
we at present? It is mecessary that I
get to'a post town as soon as possible.”

“We are about ten versts from Bor-
Hteh,” replies Yerack, without looking
around.

“l must send s letter from Borllteh,™
1 say.

“Rah—nonsense!” exclaims Yeraek,
impatiently. ““This is not & time to write
letters! It Is bad—bad—to send wril-
ing through the post! [ beljeve not In
this Jetter writing, it has many a
man!"

“Yerack, when | tell thee that the
anfety of one to whom I owe my life Is
endangered through me and that the—
the Individual knows not of it, therefore
without being warnsd cannot escape it,
thou wilt recognise that | cannot argue
this point with thee.”

The Cossack gives a dlssatisfied grunt,
but says no more about it. Presently
he Informs me that we pass through Bor-
liteh on our way to Vilaa. “Where thou
wilt take train direct to Kobigsberg,” he
sdds guietly, an if it were the simpleat
thing in the world my passing the fron-
tier,

“T'o Konigsberg?" I repeat in amase.

“Yesa; that is the program. And thou
wilt arrive safe and sound in the Prus
slan town without a single hindrance
The officials at the froutier will doff
thelr caps at thee and say, ‘God speed
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vals near me. pace
of the horses to a steady trot, and thus
we proceed until we come to a long
bridge thrown over a stream. He pulls
up at the side of the road

“Come, rouse thee, Kalateh,”™ he erfes.
“Get down and stand by the horses’
heada”

Kalatch, atill half aslesp, stumbhles
over thg edge of the cart, and mechan-
ically does as he is told.

“Now give me the clothes, Viadimir
Alexandroviteh."

I dive among the sacks and fish up
the two wet bundles. He takes them
from me, snd looks anxlously up and
down the road. Having satisfied him-
pelf that It ls deserted, he hurries up
stream and I soon lost to sight In it
tree-fringed windings. In about ten min-
utea he returns without the bundles,

“Supk them in a pool,” is the laconic
reply.

I am on the road, stamping up and
down to stretch my lege, about which
the long silken skirt of the kaftan s
flapping. My appearance must be start-
llug, for as Yerack catches sight of me,
he utters a little ery of surprise, which
attracts the attention of Kaluteh, and
he, too, laughs at me, I break Into a
laugh at the open-mouthed wonder on
their faced.

{To be continued.)

b —————— —————
The Old Lady and the Lawyer
A certaln lawyer, famed for bigh

charges, had Incurred the enmity of an |}

old lady on account of the same. Wish-
ing to get even with him she comsult-
ed him about drafting her will. As
she was a very wealthy old lady with-
out near relatives, she had many char-
Itable assoclations to beneflt, and the
accurate draft of the wlll required
much patience, skill and time. Among
the provisions she made a generons be-
quest to this lawyer and pominated
him executor, After the executlon of
the will she called for her bill, where-
upon the lawyer, with the vision of
ample fees In the prospective settle-
ment of the estate, and the memory of
the generous bequest, told the old lady
that under the circumstances he should
charge nothing, but finally to satisfy
her business scruples, made out a re-
ceipt In full to date for one dollar,
whereas the smallest sum he could
have properly charged would have
been one hundred dollars,

, The old lady marched home with her
will, set herself to work, copled it out
carefully word for word, leaving out
the bequest to the lawyer and nom-
Inating a new executor,

In the course of time she died, and
the disgust of the lawyer at the con-
tents of the will was so great that he
inudvertently let out the secret, to the
huge delight of his brother lawyers.—
Lealle's Monthly Magazine.

' Too Sanguine,

Edna—And after our marriage I am
golng to keep a cook,

Belle—You are too reckless, my dear,

Edna—Reckless?"

Belle—Yes. You should say you are

golng to try to keep a cook.

publish at an sarly day “Bescousfield:
A Romance of Queen Vietoria's Reign,
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ly ready for publication by the J. B.
Lipplocott Company, Philadelphia. In-
deed, the first volume ls out. Atten-
tion Is given to managers, scenic art-
ists, wmusieal composera, eritics and
writera about the theater, as well as
for the theater.

Jaek London in appearance
gests rather the sallor than the
of letters, the “Sea Wolf™ lo his

with the roll of the mariner in his gait
He is smooth shaven, has a frm,
square set chin, keen gray-biue eys,
and a mouth with what a gushing ad-
mirer terms “plctured ecorners.”
Among his bobbles are kite fiylng acl
Soclalism. He is fond of salling, and
does much of his writing aboard his
sloop yacht in Ban Francisco Bay.
Hall Caine, it Is stated, spent three
months in Iceland accumulating data
and local color for his latest novel,
“The Prodigal Son.” He then induced
an Icelander to accor-pany him “to
Bwitzerland, Paris and the Riviera,
where the other scenes of the story are
laid, for the purpose of obesrving the
impressions that these places ==ade on
a native of that remote land of ice and
snow, and also that be might employ
his companion as a sort of peripatetic
encyclopedia of information, to whom
he could refer when his own memory
falled him, or when new points to be
settledl arose in the planning of the
boolk. Lok

Certaln crities of a Sherlock Holmes
turn of mind have assumed to detect In
Anthony Hope's latest novel, “Double
Harness,” a reflection of the author's
changed views of matrimony since his
own marriage a little over a year ago.
The married Londoners in the book do
pot, it ls true, find their paired condi-
tlon In all respects satisfactory, and
fhe volume does not present the usual
cleverly cheerful characteristics of
most of Mr. Hope's previcous work. Un-
fortunately for the Ingenious theories
of the literary sleuths, it now Is siated
that “Dounble Harness” was written a
year before the author's wedding, and
was, indeed, begun before he had even
met the young woman who Is now his
wife and who recently presented a lit-
tle daughter to him.

A BUBWAY RAILWAY STATION

Ome of the Handsome Kicaks Erected
at Budapest.

The cut illustrates one of the hand-
some kloaks erected as stations of the
Budapest underground rallway. In
comparison with these tasteful struc-
tures, with their graceful domes and

BTATION OF UNDERGROUKD ROAD.

crown shaped cupolus, thelr minlature
towers, stalned giass windows and ar-
tistic colored tiles, the so-called kiosks
at the entrances of the New York sub-
way seem especlally barnlike and un-
prepossessing. Budapest was the first
city to adopt the underground trolley,
having enjoyed the use of the great
traffic convenlence for eight years, The
line is only two miles in length, but
it 1s a great lmprovement over any-
thing yet attempted elther In Amerlca
or In England,

Personalirty.

Behind nearly every great public
man there s an army of secretaries,
clerks, Inspirers, understudies, wire-
pullers, Very often the great man ls
but the volee; the thought, the pro-
posals, the information, have all been
supplied by this unseen cohort of ob-
scure colleagues, Onpe can easlly ex-
aggerate the amount of merit that be-
longs to either the one class or the
other of those co-operative laborers,
The great man usually gets the better

part of the bargain; he alone Is large
in the public éye, and the public is
only too willing to pay court to the

gory 1t :

ity e
the samblanes of the reallly of power.
But, on the other band, It is ensy 1o
run to the opposite extreme. The pud-
lic masn Is too Sercely worked to do the
mere drudgery of his position; it ls not,
and ought not to be expected of bhim.
i i sy
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“I wonder If we shall got any birth. | TP 3
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for one, had sald. “Mrs, Ames ok e :
ways remembered when her friendy’ | The rejection of the messenger does i

than many an anthem in beaven,

E WHO REMEMBERED,
mml—nmuw
Old Member Wee Popular. o
Mr. Bates joined the club just as
deed, after the Ameses wemt to Ari- (TCREL :
rona. The newcomer was aware that | Pardoning another may cure our
Mre. Ames had been prominent in the *WU pride

A broom on earth may be betier
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have done It. If ever man who never prays except )
It was her favorite .:‘::‘;;“uﬂ’ when be petitions never prays at all
Ames always sent” No method of ralsing mouey ean be -
[ There’s no one left who ean Dappi- ' Figbt which succeeds in debasing man- R
fy' our old folks the way sbe couid.” bood.
another added. “How much good 1t| An lem s apt to be only & name to .
Mhbmummmmmlﬂhﬁmhh "
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likings, and never omitted | Xo matter how the profits the '
‘““‘“'ﬂﬂﬂﬂ-&-taﬂmmkw‘:‘tmmdb

“We loved her because she did re-| British oratory seems to have no dis- o
member all the little thinge—that taste for mixed figures of speech. Va- ]
make 80 much of life” she sald *“] rious “bulls” of this sort have often T
suspect anybody can do & herole deed been lald at the door of members of .

Parilament. .
while; but the people who make this instances of pariamentary lapses of
earth worth Hving on are the people | this sort: Dt
who are always ready to give the ‘cup| “Bir, we are told that by this legisia- Sy
of cold water' naturally and grace- tion the heart of the country has bees 1
fully and with a loving beart”— shaken to its very foundations.” o~
Youth's Companion, “Among the masy jarring notes
STORY OF THE KOHINOOR. | o mabbort ut toast myust be resarded :
How the Famous Gem Came to B¢ |88 AR O2sin” ' A
Among Eaglish Crown Jewsla, “The Interests of the employers and -
In & recent speech In London Lord'employed are the same nine times out

Dalhousie Introduced the telegraph,

duced postage, and organized depart-
ments of public instruction.

It Ia to Dalbousie that the
owe thelr possession of the great Ko-
hinoor dlamond, a jJewel of famous e gl B
history, In 1813 Runjeet-Singh, an In- housetops.”
dian potentate, extorted It from a po- gt —
litieal refogee. After the second Sikh shakes head :
war In 1840 Lord Dalhousle oo g et
cated It on account of the heavy debt

:

company imagined It was to become

were adventurons times, and It was
only by great care that the jewel
reached Its destination. For weeks
the governor-general wore It on his per-
son night and day.

The tassels of the armlet In which
the diamond was set had been cut off
to diminigh its bulk, and Lady Dal-
honsie had enclosed the armlet with
its jewel In a leather bag. This bag
wns sewed Into a cashmere belt lined
with chamols, which Lord Dalhousie |
wore constantly.

Two dogs, Baron and Bendar, were
chained to the governor-general's bed,
50 the safety of the jewel was insured
while he slept. As an additional pre-
caution, no one save his wife and one
near relative knew Iits whereabouts,
and It was finally safely conveyed to
Queen Victorla.—Youth's Companion,

ten on.” *

{mpunity."—London Tit-Bits.

Reason for Marrying.

They were talking about a friend of
hers who had married a bishop sta-
tioned In Kamchatka or Timbuktu or!
some other heathen land.

“1 never could understand why she
married him,"” sald the young woman.
“She seemed the last girl on earth to
marry & bishop. Bhe cared so much
more for having a good time than she
did for church work and sewing eir
cles."

“Girls are pretty wise nowadays™
sald the young man, “and they gener-
ally have & good reason for marrying
the way they do. A girl friend of mine
marrled a doctor so she couid always
be well for nothing, an@l maybe this|gqy
girl married the bishop so she could ce
bé good for nothing.” ' where,

there.
but my wife objects. She says

wants to go to the lsle of Pln
something ke that,

Motor Bloyoles.
The bieycle industry of Gove
England, reports “good busines:
states that the pring
geason was the ;
bicycle compe

bullt rallways, constructed canals, re-|paen g bone of contention among us”

owed to the East Indla Company possessing accuracy speech

the Lahore state. b,muwn;omma:‘mmh:
Dalhousie's latest blographer, BIr|,. ... that they are capable of a blun-
Wmmw:rm.uﬂthnthomu A member

A well-known member of Parliament
Informed the house that an “oral agree-
ment Is oot worth the paper it is writ-

But a Leeds solicitor outdid his com-
petitors when he sald, fervidly: “Gen-
tlemen of the jury, it will be for you
to say whether this defendant shall be
lallowed to come into court with un-
blushing footsteps, with the cloak of
| hypoerisy in his mouth, and take three
bullocks out of my client's pocket with

Odors,

Mr. Upmore—If you haven't decided
where you will spend the winter, L
can recommend the Bermuda Islands..
1 have had two delightful winters

can't stand the smell of onlons.

Mr. Gaswell—I've thought of that.
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