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*t‘ CHAPTER XXV—(Continued.)
“Do you want to earn half-a-crown easi-
1y?” he said quickly to the loafer, who
iepswered with equal speed that he did,
.oh¥iously charmed as much by the quali-
'ﬁcl&;tion “easily”’ as by hope of the coin it-
self.
_* “Then,” said Nickolas, “walk briskly—
“briskly, mind, as if you had business here
and, knew the neightorhood—towards that
lady behind you, 1 expéct she will ask you
if you can direct her to Mr. Kampff’s yard
_in Higher Lane. Tell her 'she must mean
the other High Lane, that Mr. Kampff’s
yard is there, and that it is at the other
ead of Poplar. If you manage well, and
¢he goes off in that direction, I will give
vou another half-crown. If she does not
speak to you, speak to her yourself, call-
ing yourself the watchman for this ware-
;hou!e. I wish her to be out of the way
Isghile I manage a little bit of business.”
i The loafer grinned and nodded, and set
'off. to walk towards Annie, while Nickolas
pressed closer back within his sheltering
doorway. His wits brightened at the
‘prospect of earning five shillings with
‘such ease; the loafer really managed very
well. Unsuspectingly, Annie set off for the
\further end of Poplar, the loafer received
this pay, and Nickolas walked slowly to the
iyard. Paesing through. the entrance, he
‘pushed open the door of the hut where
;Galovin and Fred sat, as usual, in silence.
{Golovin busy with his new bomb, and
Fred drawing with pen and ink the clear
putlines of a girl's face that was so vivid
ito his mind he needed no model. Both of
them looked up as Nickolas pushed open
the door. Golovin sprang to his feet with
]voluble expressions of surprise; and for
the first time a dim feeling of respect and
congciousness . that Fred might be a
dangerous enemy stirred in Nickolas’ mind
as he .saw how the young artist sat per-
feetly still and looked at him with a
pleasant smile on his lips, and in his
eyes a cold.and malign watchfulness.
! “Is there news?’ Golovin asked excited-
ly.. “I did not expect you yet. Nothing
has happened? What is to be done? Every-
thing is in readiness here, and the rifles
can be’ put- on board the Seven Sisters at
lany moment.”
! ‘“That is very good,” said Nickolas
cordially. “Is it not?” he asked Fred.
“At least, it is very good,” answered
Fred softly, “that you have come.”
' He'rose and stood facing Nickolas. The
jeyes of each man searched the other deep-
ly. Golovin looked at them with uneasy
astonishment.
{_ “What is it now?” he asked complaining-
‘ly. “Really, it seems one is never to have
ja moment’s peace. All I want is to be let
alone to work out my little bombs, and it
geems even that is asking too much. And

“!let me tell you, Nickolas Andreivitch, this

tnew bomb of mine—"

“Ah, yes, your new bomb,” said Nicko-

ilas; “ and what of your new bomb?” he
| asked - politely.
' “Ah, it is most wonderful,” declared
Golovin with proud fluency. ‘“Never was
there such a bomb, never. So simple, o
Ipqweriul,; so- effective, it cannot fail. More-
lover, I have had the idea to make it
equare and flat. That is simple, and yet
js a wonderful improvement. One puts it
down anywhere liké an ordinary box and
one strolls away. No one has a suspicion
—o6h, beautiful, I assure you, on my word
as a man of honor, not a living soul within
fifty yards will escape without the most
frightful injuries. I could not have been
better inspired if an angel from Heaven
itiad sat by my side all_the time I was
'working on it.”

“You must .explain it to me,” =said
|Nickolas. “Is this it?” He put out his
thand and picked up the small, almost
square box which had been lying before
Golovin. “It is not Jloaded, of course?
‘W_ell,,‘ I will look at it. Shall we go for a
row?’ he asked Fred abruptly, just as a
gust of wind caught up the rain and drove
it rattling noisily against the window of

e hut.

.“A row—on a night like this?” asked

[rolovin, .astonished. - “Not en the river,
arely 7 :
i Y4Tt ‘jg the best place to row—on the
jver,” explained Nickolas gravely. ‘“Well
t do you say—Rounds?”
! “I find the idea most agreeable,” an-
I;’wex?d Fred. “I am rather good at scul-
n ]

2. . v
i ““Then you shall take the oars and I will
steer,” said Nickolas pleasantly. “For my
wn part, I fear I am clumsy in a boat.
ell, let us go—the boat is at the wharf,
suppose ?”’
Fred nodded. Very carefully he folded
e drawing he had been making and
is time, instead of thrusting it into the
ove,.as he had been accustomed to do
ith his sketches, he placed it in his poc-
et. He looked at Nickolas with a thought-
1 air, and seemed to listen intently as
fhe beating rain muttered against the win-
W pane.
[v“Well . .

let us go,” he said, and

lked outvof the hut.
! ‘Nickolas followed him, and they walked
bﬂ side by side, silent in the darkness, till
’&be-y came to the wharf and stood with the

3

t river flowing swift and muddy at
eir feet. The rain had come up more
eavily, or the wind was driving it more
strongly; through its drifting haze a light
slimmered faintly here and there and then
isappeared entirely. It seemed to Fred
had come to a world of shadows
vherein they two alone existed with the
iver of the fate of men flowing silenfly
sy. it seemed to Nickolas that neither he
or Fred existed truly, nor any other thing
all, save the river of his love flowing at
is feet, waiting to bear him on to happi-
pess and true life. He said softly:
“Will you get into the boat? You will
yw, is it not so?”
| ..Fred nodded, and gave ome quick glance
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their whercabouts. Pulling: his left line, |
Nickolas guided the boat outside a barge
that loomed suddenly up beside them, cut-
ting them off from the wharf; and the
vision of Annie despairing there faded !
from his sight as, with long and (lusty |
strokes, Fred drove the boat further and '
further into the heart of the great dark-
ness that brooded npon the face of the
river,

CHAPTER XXVI.
On the River.

For so long had Fred lived a life of |
morbid questionings and sick doubts that|
now it came as a relief to him to drive;
the boat with the hard strokes of his
arms, while the clean rain and the wind!
whistled by, on into the darkness over'
the sombre surface of the river. o

Out here away from the-shelter of the |
nouses the wind was much stronger and!
the rain heavier and more comstart; away
from the occasional lamps the darkness,i
too, was more intence, brooding upon the |
muddy, swift-flowing ‘water like a' thing'
with ‘a life of its own; it was as though !
nature oppressed and overcome in the vast |
town was here, on the river, where man’s |
domain was lems certain, struggling to re-|
asscrt her own wild way. - -

With long and lusty strokes Fred urged |
on the boat. He found a joy in the
strength he used; it was a joy to him to
feel how the boat answered to his efforts,
leaping forward like an arrow, or a blow—
a blow at the heart of his foe. So long
had he lived among the shadows, commun-
ing only with his own morbid imaginings
that he found here a sort of eager happi~‘
ness, though of a nature grim enough. But
at least there was something to be done;
sll things were plainer; with long and
lusty strokes he urged the boat still on-
wards. :

He could sée Nickolas distinetly, sitting
crouched and motionless in the stern. He
could even see how Nickolas stared back |
over his shoulder whence they had come,
and once, as he swung forward to take
another stroke he said abruptly—

“Well, what do you see?”

“Nothing now,” Nickolas answered,
starting, and after that he looked no more
into the darkness into which Annie’s
figure, silent and despairing on the edge
of the wharf, had long since faded and
disappeared.

With long and lusty strokes Fred still
urged on the boat. He did not ask, nor
did he care, whither they were going. He
only_knew it seemed to him he was leav-
ing behind the atmcsphere of morbid and
unwholesome doubt in which he had exist-
ed for so long, and that an understanding !
and an end were coming ever nearer.

Even here upon the bosom of the great
river the air was still not quite pure, was|
still heavy with the breath of the struggl- |
ing and tormented city through which it|
passed, but now and again from the salt |
sea beyond would come a gust, strong and |
of a delicious freshness, that brought to
Fred in some way a sense of ‘reality he
had of late almost lost. Again life seemed
to him to have a meaning. Once as he
leaned back at the end of a :stroke, he
gave what was almost a cry of relief amd

pleasure. In the stern Nickolas moved,;nd],

looked towards him.

“Oh,” he muttered, “I have forgotten
you.”

Fred felt annoyed. . 4

“And not for the firet time, -either,” he
obeerved. “Well, permit me to have the
pleasure of reminding you -of myself.”

“Do you swim?” asked Nickolas.

“No,” Fred answered; “can you?”’

Nickolas shook his head. A barge loom-!
ed up darkly out of the river, and they|
passed through its heavy shadow. For a|
moment the moon above them shone -out!
through a rift in the clouds, and then
the rain came up again in a pelting gust, |
and wrapped them in itself and, as it were|
shut them off from all else so that again|
Fred fancied they moved alone on the
face of the waters in a world still' chaos, |
void and uncreate. He derived a certain;
pleasure from the firm grip with which he|
grasped the handles of his oars.

Nickolas had no such fancies, fhoughi
he did not in the least know what was|
going to happen or -why he had suggested |
this coming on the river. The fatalism |
of the Slav, long dormant .in his soul, had |
risen once more to the surface, and he was
content to wait and see. His lip still
hurt him, but that was largely because
he had several times bitten slightly thej
part cut by Annie’s blow, in order that it
‘might continue to be eore. For this pain
and soreness he had there seemed to him
the measure of her surrender; he thought
it was like the last wild sortic of a be-
leagured garrison on the point of capitu-
lation; it was as though she had yielded!
the protection of her sex and dignity be-|
hind which she was inviolate, and had |
come down to fight with him on equal|
grounds. And of the result he had no!
doubt, now that ehe had come, as it were|
to grips with him. Only one obstacle was |
in his way that he could see, -and he
brooded silently, crouching in the stern,
and holding the rudder lines loosely, while
with long and lusty strokes Fred urged
the boat on through the rain and the
dark. !

Before them rose again from the black
night a sudden deeper shadow, so abrupt-
ly-that they nearly crashed into it. Strain-
ing every muscle Fred backed heavily with
one oar and pulled with all his force with
in its own length. Even so they rasped
against the side of the ship with which
they had so nearly collided.

“Confound it all,” said Fred angrily, for
Nickolas had seemed to take
“aren’t you steering?”’ !

“No,” answered Nickolas, “not I,” but;
God!” |

He meant it, for it seemed to him more:

. 1
no notice, |

.und, lingen'ng momentarily wherever a | certain every moment that hé and his|
ht peeped faintly through the murk of | companion, unknowing, were being led

yain and mist. Just so, he thought, faint-!upon a foreordained path.
ly glimmered his life, through the murk of | expression of this sentiment étrike him!

Nor did the!

doubt and fear surrounding it. He stepped | as unusual, used as he was since child-

into the boat as one used to rowing, and
got the oars out. When he was ready, he
Jooked at Nickolae, who was standing
‘motionleas, listening intently. For he
fancied he had heard, as Fred was getting
out his oars, the sound of a swift, light
‘step approaching and  the rustle of a
‘woma.n’e dress. =
“I am ready,” said Fred,
“Nickolas started and took his seat some-
vhat clumsily. He caught hold of the
dder lines, and Fred pushed off from the
wharf on to the bosom of the dark rivir
whose current at once caught them and
urried them on. Nickolas, peering back

jnto the darkness they had left, saw a|
form emerge from it, grow visible. and |
%new, rather than recognised, that it was

mie. His impassive face gave no sign,
d with long and lusty strokes Fred

ng round the boat till her nose pointed |

down the river. Through the murk and

e mist, and the rain, Annie’s face glim-|

red white; and Nickolas, glancing side-
ay#, now divined rather than saw how
e stood stricken in despair, holding her
nde aloft, gazing desperately into the
arkness, ready to launch the cry hanging
her lins the instant she could discover

L

hood to the simpls, personal faith of the!
Russian peasant. But Fred had never been:
able to rid himself of the idea that such:
remarks were always hypocritical and
even blasphemous, and he eaid with an-
Nori—

“The less you talk about God the bet-,
ter, I should think—you wen’t ‘humbug
me, you know. I know too much for |
that.” -

“We are all great sinmers,” eaid Nick-'
olas, crossing himself, “but God is merci-
ful.” !

“And also just,” observed Fred, putting
out his oar to push away from the ship,’
against which the force of th: tide was|
bearing them again.

“You say truth,”
with sudden excitement, as they swung!

exclaimed Nickolas |

" | by the southern sun after a winter's so-

lwas otherwise none the woree of the ex-

 he clamoured, letting his words run into

| a sound as if it kissed, over the gunwale

| wale into the boat.

| tell me—wait,

! shot out his hand to grasp at the boat

New- York, April 16.—When the Ber-?
fnudia’ﬁ docked’ a few days ago ehe dis-
charged a shipload of homecoming tour-
ists whose happy faces were well tanned

journ in Bermuda. Many of the women
bore ashore with them armloads of the
beautiful Kaster lilies for which the is-
land is famed.

Three of the most distinguished of the
returning tourists were Samuel L. Clem-
ens (Mark Twain), H. H. Rogers and
Karl Grey, the Governor General of (an-
ada. Mr. Regers was accompanied by
his wife .and Lady Grey was with the
Governor General. Head winds of un-
common violence made the voyage for
the last two days anything but a balmy
one, and the steamship was several hours
behind her usual time in arriving.

Mlark Twain and Miss Dorothy Sturgis,
a sixteen-year-old granddaughter of Rus-
sell Sturgis, of Boston, were the hero and
heroine. respectively of the homeward rua.
During the heavy weather of Sunday the
Jhumorist -had escorted Miss Sturgis aft to
the tafirajl and was explaining to her the
operation .of the taffrail log as it trailed
away in the steamship's wake. As they
stood leaning over the rail the bow of th»
Bermudian rose to mount an unusually
heavy swell. The ship’s stern dipped and
in an instant, without warning, the crest
of a sea, striking on the vessel’s quarter,
hurled a ton or two of salt water over
the rail, drenching.both thoroughly. Miss
Sturgis was swept from her grasp on the
| rail and was floundering in the lee scup-
| pers. when Mr. Clemens rescued her with-
| out worse damage than a complete wet-
{ ting. The white-haired author spoiled one
| of his famous pearl gray outing suits, but

perience. Both made light of the incident
when they came ashore.

“Of -course P’'ve had a good time,”
gaid Mr. Clemens; “If I hadn’t I should
not have remained seven weeks. Yes, my
friend Mr. Rogers was caught short of
money several times and I had to make
him small loans, but I guess he’s good for
the amounts and I am not worrying.”

Both Mark Twain and Mr. Rogers
looked much improved in health, and
their faces were ruddy with Bermuda tan.
Mr. Rogers said he felt greatly benefited
by his outing, though he did not think
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either he or Mr. Clemens had taken on/

any additional weight. The financier saud
he felt quite fit again and ready to get
back to work, though when gomebody
asked him if he had succeeded in escaping

from business cares he replied, “Well,
one can never quite do that you know.”
He professed ignorance of Wall street con-
ditions and declined to discuss the finan-
cial outlook. -

companion had gone mad. He leaned for-
ward trying to make out Nickolas’ fea-
tures more distinctly. “What on earth
~—" the muttered.

“Where are you coming to?”’ roared a
voice at them. ‘“Keep away there,” and
then followed a succession of nouns and
adjectives of the peculiar vividness culti-
vated by watermen.

‘Acting on - instinct, Fred had begun to
back water at the first shout, but in spite
of his promptitude he was not able to
vrevent” a collision with another rowing
boat, which seemed, like themselves, {o
be prowling ‘aimlessly through the cold,
wet night. - Fortunately the impact wae
slight, and the boat swung. round side by
side, Fred unshipping his oar just in time
to avoid smashing it, while the other row-
er, tbo voluble:to be as ready, had to hold
his up in the air,-narrowly escaping strik-
ing! Niekolas;  who: wag, 'qbliged -to dodge
to save himseM. : Muttering eomething
half ‘aloud in Ruseian, he put out his
hand and caught hold of the gunwale of
the - other boat. Like their. own, it held
two men, the waterman who was rowing
and who was still venting his feeling in
Joud reproaches, and another in a heavy
coat and who eeemed perfectly indiffer-
ent to what was happening.

“Be silent,” said Nickolas to the water-
man, in such a tone that the man in his
hurry to obey snapped off short the oath
he had just been pronouncing. Nickolas
continued quietly, “Major Nobrikoff, I
believe, is it not?”’

The man in the stern started violently
and showed a round fat face, rather pale,
with a pair of carefully waxed and once
bristling moustaches that now with the
wind and. the. wet_drooped dismally.

“Who are you, then?”’ Nobrikoff asked
in a somewhat shaky tone.

“How etrange life is!”’ said Nickolas,
and laying his other hand on the gunwale
he exerted-all his great strength till -he
had brought ite endge down within an
inch of the swift-flowing, muddy waters
of the Thames.

““Leggo!” screamed the waterman in a
panic, Hinging all his weight the other
way. ‘“‘Whatcher doin’? Leggo—leggo!”

one another in his panic.

Nobrikoff flung back his coat and with
a ehrill ecream of terror he, obeying a
foolish instinct, leaned forward to grasp
Nickolas’ wrists and tear them from their
hold on the gunwale. But he might as
well have striven to bend bars of iron,
while his weight, as he leaned forward,
counterbalanced that- of the waterman
leaning back, so that Nickolas still found
it easy to hold the boat and bend it over
till the muddy water lapped softly, with

and inside.

i o you want to drownd us?’
shouted the waterman. ‘Leggo! Help!
Murder!”

Nobrikoff, abandoning his efforts, stared
at Nickolas with a face of pale terror,
and thought he would as soon have heard
his’ heart’s blood flow as the soft bab-
bling of the water, lapping over the gun-
Fred looked on im-
pasgively, and Nickolas said again—

“How strange life is!" Had I met you
yesterday 1 would have drowned you like
a dog, but now I see that God has eent
you to punish the wrong done to the
helpless and the innocent, and I eay to
you that there is the ship you want—the
Seven Sisters.

Nobrikoff did not seem to understand,
and his terror hardly appeared to diminish.
But with great care Nickolas releaszd the
boat till it sat again in an even keel.
The waterman, the perspiration running
in streams down his pale face, cautiously
got back again to his heat. Nobrikoi
stammered out—

“You mean it—for God and the Tear—
you mean it?”

“No, I mean it for her alone,” Nicko-
las answered gloomily. “But see—there
is the Seven Sisters, and she is the boat
you are looking for.”

] thank you; this shall not be forgot-
ten,” declared Nobrikoff pompously. “But
do not go yet,” he ex-
claimed, as Nickolas picked up the rud-
der-lines and signed to Fred. “One mo-
ment, do not go——" i !

“Why, you fool,” said )1pk01a.s wn,_h a
huge contempt, “if 1 waited I might
drown you yet—you rat, you spy!” and he

again. o
“'Kre. none of that no more:  €x-

round under the ship's -stern, where a claimed the waterman, waking to vigorous |
light burned. “See, it ie the Seven Sis- action; “the bloke’s off 'is chump! We'll
ters! Yes,” he repeated, and his eyes get off.”

shone in the darkness as though a real He bent to his oars and drew away

light burned within them, “yes, without
doubt God is just.”

“What do you mean?” ask>d Fred, as-
tonished by something in the other’s tone
and pausing abruptly in his rowing. It
even wcrossed his mind that perhars his

with rapid strokes. They heard Nobrik- |

. off’'s voice crying feebly like a child’s, first

expostulating_ with his rower, whose decep !
tones were also audihl_v, grgn\'ln‘lg angry |
replies, and then crying frantically to .
them. - Fred also. had begun to row again. |

As Nobrikoff's voice ceased, lost in the
distance, he eaid:

“And now pray, what was
about?” .

Nickolas did not answer for a moment,
but when he did begin to speak a certain
note of exaltation was noticeable in his
voice, and even in the darkness it could
be seen how his face shone. “I have
done it,” he said; ‘“‘everything for her—
everything.”’

“Everything!”

all that

Nickolas repeated in

the same exalted tone and with the same |
I have kept back!

lofty air. “Everything;
nothing—all for my love, my own love!”
“Your love!” Fred repeated. ‘‘My
wife?” he asked.

Nicolas became silent, staggered by the
question. ;

“My wife!”” Fred repeated, conscious of |

all the immense supericrity those words
gave him. s

“Well, then,” muttered Nickolas, breath-
ing heavily, “all the same—I love her.”

Fred rowed on a few yards; then, lean-
ing on his oars, he observed—

“You were very glipr;about God just
now—she is my wiféj ygu know.”

“It is nothing—it 1s nothing!” said
Nickolas loudly. “Y.adyidescrted her; you
had your chance, buti ¥ou gave it up and
you chose to put yourself on a level with
me. Well! That is is g0, and you cannot
turn around now. You were there, you
saw her, you did not claim her. -Instead
you went away. And you did not tell me,
she did not tell me—mo one told me. I
was left alone in darkness, and now you
have no right to come again. You took
your choice—you -made your choice—keep
to it!” he cried with a sudden roar like a
bull’s.

‘All the same—" began Fred, but Nick-
olas interrupted him.

“No, you have no right,” he continued
vehemently; “you allowed my love to
grow, and now you cannot come and say
‘Oh, but she is mine.’ You allowed my
love to grow; had you told me the truth
all would have been different; but now
my rights are as great as yours.”

“That is all nonsense,” Fred retorted,
“ag you know—quite well.”

“No, I don’t,” declared Nickolag very
eagerly, as if that were the point of the
greatest importance. ‘I was allowed to
love her—if you had wished. to prevent it
vou should have spoken carlier. Now it
is too late when my love for her is as
great as yours. See now, you cannot love
and have her, and at the same time not
have her. That is quite plain. You
chose not to have her—while I learned to
love her.”

“T chose to watch,” said Fred quickly.
“T chose to watch to find out for myself.”

“Yes,” exclaimed Nickolas with a quick
gesture of contempt. ‘“You chose to creep
about the house and spy in disguise; you
chose to be our butler, to listen at key-
holes and watch from behind doors!” He
spat into the water with disgust. “It
waen’t a man’s way,” he said.

Fred had become very pale, and he un-
shipped his oars.

“Before that,” Nickolas continyed, al-

most dreamily, “T had been afraid of her
—now I shall have a right to embrace
her—well!” he said ,as Fred made a sharp

movement.

“Only I think—" said Fred, and paus-
ed without completing his sentence.

“Well,” said Nickolas, “you do not love
her—you cannot.”

“I do mot intend to discuss that. with

you,” said Fred, “but I am going on

shore.” He quickened his rowing, taking
long and lutsy strokes, and his future
course had become suddenly quite clear
to him.
“but mow I am going back to my wife
and nothing else matters. I have
wrong, and so has she, but now I am go-
ing back to her and there is nothing else
that matters.”

Nickolas did not answer for a moment,
but a gleam of recognition came into his
eye as he recognized some shore " lights
towards which I'red was now urging the
boat at the best spced he could. Imper-
ceptibly Nickolas pointed her head a lit-
tle further down the bank. Then he said—

“Listen to me; you say you love her,
and you dodged and epied. [ say I love
her, and for her I have flung down a
nation’s hopes and put back the progress
of the world —because wrong war don> to
her, wrong ~hall continue unchecked; and

because she suffered, thousands who nev-

er heard of her ehali suffer also.”

“What do you mran? ‘asked Fred, im- |

pressed by the man’s <low heavy tone.

“Listen: then,” said Nickolas. e
ed. “Give her to me!” he said in a whis-
per.

Fred drew his oars cavefully.

“Now I am going to kill you for that.”
h> said etanding up in the boat.

“Oh, is that how you take it, little
man ?” eneered Nickolas. “Well, be care-
ful!” he mocked.

Fred stepped
the same instant

forward quickly, and at
Nickolas ecave a wild

“I have been a fool,” he said,

been

shout and threw himself so heavily to
one side that the boat, already disturbed
by Fred’s sudden movement, at once cap-
sized. Before ha- well knew what had
happened Fred found himself flung vio-
lently into the water so heavily that he at
once disappearsd beneath its dark surface.
Nickelas, once more prepared, supported
himself for a moment, and had just time
to make the sign of the Cross before he
also sank. The boat, overturned, was
whirled away on the driving current, and
an aimless oar “drifted after it; nothing
elss was visible save a few ripples that
broke the surface of the dark and muddy
water.

CHAPTER: XXVII.
Which?

Partly because she simply had nowhere
else to go. partly because of a vague im-
| pression, tht. the house. in (iroombridge
square  Was, ~the ;spat . .where news was
most likely to reach.her, Annie took her
slow way back thither after, in despair
from the edge of the wharf, «he had seen
Nickolas and -Fred swallowed up in the
darkness -and- gloom.

She did not return to the yard in Higher
lane. The mere accident of consulting a
policeman ‘she chanced to meet soon after
leaving the loafer Nickolas sent to mis-
direct her, had informed -her that there
was no other Higher lane in Poplar, and
that Mr. Kamff’s yard was certainly situ-
ated in this one she was just walking
away from. Returning quickly on this as-
surance, she had found the yard and re-
cognized Golovin, from whom she had
extracted, though with difficulty, the infor-
mation that Nickolas and Fred had gone
to the river. :

“They talked of a row,” Golovin ex-
plained, growing more communicative.
“Only fancy—picture it to yourself—on
such a night as this to talk of going for a
row on the river!”

“But. & row!" muttered
“Where?” shec.asked abruptly.

“Well,” he said..“show me now what
you call a man’s way and perhaps I ehall
be able to do something at that, too.”

“Row just a little further.” answered
Nickolas quietly. His plan of action was
now clear in his brain, and he had begun
to steer the boat in closer to the bank,
which he was ecanning anxiously as
though looking for something. Besides,”
he went on, “there is something else I
have to tell: you.”

“What is that?’ Fred asked anxiously,
for it seemed to him he felt something
like triumph in the other's voice.

~*Well, now,” said Nickolas slowly, “but
continue rowing.” The contempt he had
felt. for ~ Fred before returned and
strengthened itself, and mingled with the
triumph in his voice.
he said sharply.

Fred dipped his oars. The anxiety he
felt to' ‘understand = this mysterious
triumph that had crept so suddenly into
Nickolas’s tone made him quiet and docile
for the moment. “Well, I am rowing,”
he -said, “but what is it?”

“Just this;” answered Nickolas. “We
were talking in the park this very morn-
ing and she struck me—yes, she struck
me here across my mouth whare you can
see for yourself my lip is sore.”

“Ah—h!” breathed Fred softly.

Annie.

the palms towards her.

“Now I know nothing, they tell me no-
thing,” he declared. ““Oh, I assure you I
really am not considered in such matters.
When it comes to one.of my little bombs,
indeed, it is different. Then 1 am some-
one—I am’ considered, I am questioned,

peated.  But at .other times—-"

Annie left him talking, a little figure
gesticulating indignantly against the light-
ed interior of his hut. Mis thin, queru-
lous voice disgusted her, and she felt it
| was only likeély nothing would be told
| him, if it could be helped, and that there-
fore it was no good asking him anything
more. He .and his bombs seemed to her
to circulate in the social system of the
world like one of those bacteria born of
ignorance and filth, which science teaches

just as Golovin and his bombs might
possibly destroy ‘a great empire, Leaving
himm behind, she went stumbling through
|the darkness till she reached the wharf.
| She found it quite easily, as if an instinct
had directed her, avight, and for the mo-
ment she sucked comfort and encourage-
ment from the thought.

Then had come the moment of despair
when. stricken dumb on the edge of the
wharf, she had seen the two men putting
off in.the boat that seemed so small and
frail against the vast expanse of flowing
waters and the great surrounding dark-
| NESS, T ;
| Quietly. she had turned and gone away.

“Go on rowing!”|

Golovin held out his hands protestingly, |

I am thought about, and what 1 say is re-

| $25,000, IN P

us can cause the death of a strong man, !

“Exchange” gircular and re

The Berline\, Gra

A kind of moody insensibility came over

her. There was nothing to be done, no-

where was there light, or help, or know-
ledge to be had, all that remained was
to wait. . She drew her cloak more closely
round her and put up her umbrella, which

she ‘had lowered while hurrying down to
the wharf, thinking it impeded her. Very
quietly she went back to look for the
omnibus which had brought her to this
neighborhood. It came as quite a shock
of astonishment to her when she found
herself again in Groombridge square, every-
thing looking just as it had done when she
had left it that morning.

She opened the door with her latchkey,
and the first thing that let anyone in
the house know of her return was when,
presently, she rang her bell for Basset
and some hot water.

She undressed and lay down to sleep as
usual, and now and ggain she did doze off,
forf a few minutes. But these snatches
of eleep were all much troubled by a re-
curent vision, in which she seemed to see
again. a boat floating on a turbulent and
muddy stream. But this dream-boat, dif-
fering from the reality had in it but
one man whose back was towards her,
and very time that in her dream he
seemed about to turn his face—then, just
as her anguish of expectation was at its
height, invariably she awoke. Towards
morning, after this dream had so tor-
mented her at least a dozen times, she set
herself resolutely to dream it once again
with the determination not to awake till
she had seen the solitary rower’s face.
And she succeeded in this design, for in
her dream he turned and smiled at her,
but when she awoke she found that the
knowledge of who it had been had passed
imm her—she knew nothing save that he,
vhoever he was, had turned and smiled.
She tried to, eleep again, and fell into an
uneasy 'doze, in which her visions were
only tumultous and uneasy, having no
definite shape.

But as ehe was dressing herself this
question that, as it were, had been flut-
tering uneafily on the confines of her
mind, took definite shape and form,
clamouring intensely for an answer; and
as she opened the door to go downmstairs,
she found her lips shaping of themselves
the one word:

“Which ?”’

There was only Misha at breakfast.
Annie had hoped there might be some
letter or message, but there was nothing
of the kind. For the first time, she did
not go across to the hotel in Notting Hill
after the meal was finished, as had been
her custom the last few days. Instead,
she went into the drawing-room, where
Misha presently joined her. There, it was
cold and cheerless enough, for the fire
had not been lightcd get; and it was un-
tidy too, for Bassett had taken of late to
doing her wor! badly, and, earning no
report thereby, was now doing it worse.

But to this Annie seemed quite indif-
ferent; nor did rhe take any notice of
Misha for a time. The one word,
“Which?” was so clamorous in her mind,
she had no thoughts for anything else; it
seemed to wax great there this one ques-
tion, like some ewift and monstrous
growth that threatened to. absorb all her
being. She fancied she saw the word
written in, letters of fire wherever she
turned, and when Misha at last made
some trivial remark to her, she started
violently and exclaimed:

“Oh—oh, but which one?”

“What is troubling you, then?” the boy
asked.
| “Nothing,” she answered.
| “I thought all would go well.” he eaid,
| “when your father was safe back, but it
| seems things get worse every day. Will
! you not tell me what is the matfer?”
|~ “Well . . .” she said, considering. “T
| went to Poplar last night,” she told him
" abruptly.
| “Oh,” he exclaimed, pale and already
i fearful. “Oh, what a misfortune.”
| “Yes,” she said moodily, fixing her eyes
| 2¢ intently on one particular spot on the
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wall-paper as if she saw something written:
there. :

“Well,” said Misha; and when she did
not answei, he went on in a whisper:
“Perhaps you saw him—Rounds?”’

She nooded. ¢

‘He was not——" Misha began, puzzled
by her manner, and then paused uneasily.

“He was in a boat,” she said, almost
dreamily. “I did not speak to him. He
and Mr. Kamfi were in it together.”

**Oh, in a boat!” exclaimed Misha, sur-
prised. ‘“‘But what were they doing?”

She leaned near to him and spoke al-
most in a whisper.

“They rowed away,” she
“they rowed away—together.”

-Her eyes sought his for confirmation of
the fear she had—and found it.

“Oh, together,”” he muttered;
rowed away together?”

““Yes, together; but which will return?”

told him;

“they

| she asked him quickly, almost boisterous-

ly, so suddenly did the words rush from

her.

““Ah—yes—which?’. he muttered ‘again.
(To be continued.) ;

CONCERNING ORDERS-IN-
COUNCIL

To the Editor of The Telegraph: ;
Sir,—Now that the new government is
in session we may hope, 1 presume,~toy
know something of the true inwardness of’
much of the late government’s peculiat
way of doing business by orders-in-council,
some of which are commencing to crop up'
now; for instance, the promised extra cold
storage bonus. "There is another matter
aleo that I think many persons would like
a little insight into, and knowledge of;
and that is the shuffle that was made in
gome manner, the public does not know
how, relative to the disposition of mining
rights or leases to some person or persdns
by which they were, or.are,.to be given'
control of all the principal and important
shale deposits of Westmorland and Albert’
counties. TN

‘What -is the true inwardness of this ar
rangement? Who are the principal pré-
moters and interested parties in this deal!
Is there any well defined organization or
company behind the matter, and if so, who
are they and where do they reside? Is
the concern capitalized, and if so, where
and for how much? And on what terms
and ' conditions~ if they have  been|
given a “cinch” on this matter so that:
they secure all these concessions?

It is up to the government to make this
known publicly, and if they have not
stumbled across it yet, it is up to soma
clever and intelligent M.P.P. to make
full and pertinent inquiry into the same
and let the light of day be thrown upon
the matter. ; f ¢

It savours very much of a somewhat
similar transaction by which the rights
of the people of New Brunswick were
overridden, and some 10,000 square miles
of the supposed oil and gas territory locked
up in the hands of a few.

It is about time this class of special legis-
lation was curtailed, and the advancement
and progress of the province not held in
abeyarice by a body of speculators, who
do not seem to be able to do anything
themselves and are desirous of keeping
things in their own hands and not letting
anyone else make any effort to boom the
mineral wealth of the province.

I trust some one, from some source, cat
throw the necessary light on this matter
and make the facts public at an early day.
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Strobel’s Air-ship, th& Novello
show, and other high class attractifins.
'z 91st Highlander’s Band.
Rough Riding by Real Cow Boys.

x Indian. Squaw and Travois Races.
' Reduced fares from all points in Canada.
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reat trained animal

[owa State Band.

to

G

o

»~




