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CHAPTER XVI—(Continued.)

' At present she was suffering too keen-
ly and too intensely to be anything but
herself, so that all pretence of merriment
or assumption of harshness dropped from
her naturally. Her agony of spirit strip-
ped from her all pretence, all plans and
little schemes, Teaving her just what she
was—a much enduring woman, suffering
bitterly by reason of the errors she had
made. But this suffering of hers gave,
too, an additional dignity to her large
u.nd gracious manner; and she was now
serene as one who, having endured much,
has learned that behind all things there
must be patience—patience vast and limit-
less as that of those vast laws which
hold .the universe in balance and make
sure neither word nor deed ever fail of
“their result. d ; o

‘She neither shunned Fred's company
nor courted it. When they were alone to-

quiet gentleness she showed when others
were present, and if she accepted his at-
titude of the well-trained servant that
once she had felt as such a biting re-
proach, she now somehow made it clear
that she did so because she desired to ac-
quiesce in whatever course he saw fit to
adopt. ’

* And sometimes this gentleness of hers
conveyed to Fred a rep: as poignant
ak his impassivity had once been to her;
and again he would ask himself if it
were not enough, and yet he hesitated
still. Misha’s words of rebuke he now
recalled with a certain pleasure.

That there was some change in him
Annie was aware, but whether it was in
the direction of greater kindness towards
herself; or whether' it was that he was
‘beginning to feel the eituation in which
he had plaeced himself as intolerable as
she did—that
self—she could not tell. But she felt
very certain that a' crisis of some eort
was near, and the same’ thought found
expression in the daily more serious and
oppressed air that Misha showed.

This feeling of an impending crisis An-
nie hinted of to old Ivanovitch, and in
spite of Nickolas’ undisguised anger the
old ‘man spent every moment he~oouldl
spare with her, hurrying back the very
instant he could leave Poplar with safety. |
One day, coming back earlier than usual,|
his face showed such ~excitement that|
Annie was at once certain there was!
news. |

" “What it it?” she said quickly, the
instant he entered the room.

“How quick you are, Anna Paolovna,”
he said, laughing. “Well, we have traced
your father at last. He is safe, and is
shut up in St. George’s lunatic asylum,
just outside Moscow.”” .

“St. George’s’ Lunatic Asylum!” re’

ted' Annie. -“Oh, why?’ she asked,l
afraid her father’s brain might have given
way amid the scenes of horror and con-
fusion daily reporte! by the papers in
their bald indifferent paragraphs that to
her who knew the country and the peo-
ple were so tragic and so vital.

“Oh, mo, it is not that,”’ said the old
man at once, understanding her, fear;:
“there is nothing wrong with him.” |

“Then why is he in the asylum?” Annie;
asked. Iy

“It is the power the police have,” Ivano-
vitch answered. ‘“When the minor state |
of siege is declared in a town, the police !
can pack off any one they like to the“
lunatic asylum. Evidently that is what
happened to your father when he got his |
death sentence commuted, and that he .3/
there is why we failed to trace him in any |
of the prisons. Really, it is good news; |
it should be possible to arrange for an;
escape or discharge from the asylum with-
out of so much trouble as from a prison,
now we know where he is.” : :

“Is he a prisoner there, then?”’ Annie
asked.

“It comes to that,” Ivanovitch answer-
ed, “and he will not be badly treated. It
is the asylum in which the treatment was
so bad that a little time ago all the in-
mates refused to eat and drink. By
Heavens, the director was in a state.
Just think of it—three or four hundred
men and women under his charge all dy-
ing of starvation! He quite lost his head,
and then Admiral Dubiloff himself came
cut from Moecow. They forced food down
the throats of some, but it was no good.
The admiral took himself off again, and on
his own responsibility the director prom-
iced the inmates that if they would only

. eat again he would resign and all their

other grievances should be redressed. He
did not resign, it is true, but he has been
so frightened ever since he has not dared
to refuse any single thing they have asked
of him.”

Annie nodded gravely. She had heard
of these strange Russian “hunger strikes,”
as they are called, in which, when prison-
ers find their lot quite unbearable they
refuse all food and. lie down resolute either
to die of starvation or have their lot
amended. Nor is it believed that this
expedient, when gravely and seriously
taken up, and followed out unflinchingly,
has ever failed of its effect; the gover-
nors of the jails, as well as the central
authorities at St. Petersburg, alike shrink-
ing from allowing their prisoners to per-
ish in a body by a method so frightful.
For they know well that the stubborn
Russian will always endure—whatever else
may come, he can always endure, and
when endurance is an effective card to
play, he wins.

“And Catherine?’ Annie asked; “what
about my sister?”’

“Tt is very strange,” Ivanovitch answer-
ed less fluently; “but there is no definite
news of her. Major Nobrikoff -has been
warned again, and this time so seriously
that whereas 'the first time he took no
rotice, now he has replied that Catherine
Paolovna is perfectly safe. I will tell you
more when I know more; but I am at
least certain—yes, I swear it on the Cross
—that your sister is perfectly safe.”

And with this assurance Annie had to
be content. Yet she was not without a
wvague impression, in spite of his oath
up6én the Cross—which, she knew, he
would not take lightly—that the old man
was hiding something from her.

CHAPTER XVIIL.
Annie Denies.

Nickolas could not understand how
much it was Annie really endured during
this time, for he had not the key to her
‘peculiar suffering; but he admired in-
tensely her bearing towards himeelf, was
quietly confident of the upshot, and felt
_his love for her increase every day. He
surrounded her with a sort of net of ser-
vices rendered; if he held himself strenu-
ously in check in her presence, he yet let
her eee how strong were the passions hs
controlled at her desire, and soon she
Jearned not to breathe the faintest wish
in bis presence for fear of finding it grati-
fied, no matter with what cost and diffi-
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By E. R. PUNSHON

should change.

in which ehe had placed her-|.

-

culty. The <limax in this respect came
when mentioning one day before him how
much she had always enjoyed the ‘brick”
tea the ‘Russians import overland from
China, declaring they thereby preserve

the flavor a sea-voyage destroys, he soom

afterwards brought her a supply of it.

] . |
{ much. The warning had come from a!
! sure quarter, he declared, but he knew:

' no more than that someone in disguise:
. was watch:ng them. And obviously
| someone :n disguise watching them could
| only mean a spy in -the employ of the
! Russian government. :

“] expect that the government has
. heard that large purchases of rifles have
i been made, and they are uneasy,” he
‘ gaid. “What a misfortune that ship we.
got away before should have been wreck |
' ed—all the papers were full of it, and
| since then the government officials have
| been as sharp as nails. All the same, &py
. or no spy, these rifles ghall get to Mos-|
cow and then the barricades will be up.
Think of it, Anna Paolovna, barricades,
up in every street, and behind them our}
Ho, ho,

'

| people, with everyone his rifle.

“Well, really,” she said, deeply vexed,|it was not for a little thing that we ask-!

both with him and with herself for having  ed your help,

given him such an opening, “this is ab-
surd.

touch it. Why, it must have cost—""

“Surely, the cost does not matter,” he seems to me—
interrupted; ‘“there. is nothing in exist-|
ence that, if you wanted it, I would not! interrupted the old man.
Nickolas will soon do' ruptly to Misha, and he ran down the |y riers of her nature give way
and when, stairs. !

get it for vou.”

“Suppose 1 asked for the moon?” she| that, though. He is eo keen,
suggested, smiling, and really touched by once he finds him out he will soon finish |
;he man’s devotion and eagerness to please  off brother spy.” !

er. | \

“Ah,” he said quickly, “it is I who sigh| gave ‘an unpleasant laugh and made a|

for the sun—the sun in the Heavens over
my head, the sun of my life.” --

“Well, I shall not touch that tea,” ehe
said, as she walked away hurriedly. She
added over her shoulder: “Besides; it was
only a passing fancy; I have quite lost
any wish for it mow.” ;

He felt encouraged that she should have
told him, just in order to ‘discourage him,
what he felt fairly certain was not the
truth. There was, indeed, more than a
touch of pathos in the constant and brave
way mn which he strove to attain ‘some-
thing that almost everyome: in the house
but himself knew to be placed - beyond
his reach by laws he himself would be
the first to tespect. Annie herself was deep-
ly moved. and felt very sorry and distress-
ed for him. Up to the present she had
been indifferent about him, but now she
grew concerned and uneasy, and wished
almost as much for his sake as for her own
that he could be led to understand how
hopeless was his suit. . She even thought
of once more appealing to Fred, in. spite

of her determination to keep herself aloof than herself, though it was plain he was|

from him .till the bitterness of his mood
She  dismissed the idea,
however, fearing she might -only make
things worse and possibly precipitate - a
catastrophe. She had. not the least idea,
so impassive did Fred’s demeanor remain,
how much that bitterness of mood was
going from him. Daily he felt more admir-|
ation for her, was more affected by the|
simple .dignity with which she treated
himself while holding at arm’s length her
fiery suitor, Nickolas. : )

It was in this softer mood that Fred be-|
gan to think again’ of what Misha had |
said to him that evening in the.shadow
of the stairs. But his doubts concerning
Annie’s present feelings towards himself
returned, so that he contemplated .using
Misha as a messenger between them, to
find' out how she felt. He was waiting in
the hall one afternoon, having decided at
last he would speak to Misha, whom he
had just seen run upstairs to get his hat
before going out, when old Ivanovitch
rushed into the house, eagerly inquiring
for Misha the instant he entered.

“] want him particularly,” he said, look-
ing rather pale and agitated. “Do you
know where he is Rounds?”

“I think he 'is just coming downstairs,”
Fred answered reluctantly.

“Misha, Misha!” shouted the old man,
“such a thing has happened—come at
once. I want you to find Nickolas. He
is out somewhere, and I want you to
find him immediately. Rounds, don’t go
away, Rounds. You have geén no sus-
picious people about here, have you—no
doubtful characters hanging about the
kitchen, have you?”’ -

“No, none,” answered Fred, surprised.

“Listen,” said Ivanovitch, seizing him by
the arm. “! know you are a trustworthy
man. -Listen,” he repeated, straightening his
bent form so that he could place his lips
close to Fred’s ear. “Listen: I have had
warning that there is someone in disguise
watching us. By Heaven—-" He paus-
ed, and wiped his forehead, which was very
damp. “Yes,” he said more loudly, for-
getting his previous caution, “yes, a man
in disguise watching ue, by Heaven.”

“What—what is that you say?’ cried
a voice from behind, ‘raised ehrilly, and
turning they saw Misha on the stairs,
clinging trembling to the banisters.

Tt is so,” affirmed Tvanovitch; “there is
warning we have one among us in dis-
guise. What? By Heavens!—only think
of a spy among us at such a time.”

Misha said nothing, but, his face very
pale, he watched Fred intently. Old
Ivanovitch was evidently in'a state of|
the greatest excitement, and as often asi
he mopped the prespiration from his fore-
head, it started out again in great glisten-

ing drops. Fred alone was perfectly
calm, and ,turning to Misha, he said, half
challengingly:

“Well, what do you think of that?”’

Misha was still silent, but a kind »f
dread crept into his eyes as he watchz1
Fred’s calm and unmoved features. AY
that moment the drawing-room door
opened, and Annie came out quickly, at-
tracted by the raised and shrill voice of
old Ivanovitch.

“What is it? What has happened ?”’
she asked, and already she was afraid.

Fred turned at once and their eyes
met. Only a little before he would hava
used this new alarm as a fresh means
of testing, of tormenting, of goading her
her on he knew not whither; but now
bis mood was calmer. He stepped swif'-
ly across to her.

“Do not be afraid,” he said in a voice
more gentle than she had heard from him
for long. * “They think someone is spy
ing on them, but they have no suspicion
who or why.”

Annie felt as if ehe were suffocating.
She wae incapable of making any repl;,
and even her cyes, in which he migat
have eecen her love and welcome to his
tone of kindness, she kept resolutely ben:
on the floor. He mioved back a step,
chilled and feeling depressed; and oid
Ivanovitch, who had caught part of whit
he had eaid, turned and began to epeak
to Annie.

‘“No, we know mothing definite,” ha
said. “We have just had warning, that
is all, but from a very well informed
quarter—from people who do not speak

1 didn’t want it, and I shall not|

‘ing just above the hall.

Anna Paolovna. This|
| time it will be rather more than a penny

“it|

t
“That we must find out this epy first,”|
“Yes, you are;

“But,” said Annie hesitatingly,

»

| perfectly right.

As .the old man

significant gesture with his hand. Annie
walked to the window to conceal the
sickness and shuddering that had eeized
her. Ivanovitch, however, said no more
about the spy, but went on talking with
enthusiasm of what would happen when
the rifles were finally delivered.

“When we are armed with rifles, and |
are fighting in the streets, we can match |
an army,” he declared. “And even if we,
are defeated,” -he added, with true Rus-
sian phlegm, “Moscow will be destroyed in
the struggle,.and then God will no long-
er favour the Tsams who have burnt holy
Moscow.”.

He talked a little longer, till, losing pa-
tience, he went off himself to look for
Nickolas, and Annie sat down to endure
by hemself as best she might and to ask
herself whethar it was really Fred to
whom this new danger pointed. After a
time Misha returned, and she at once be-
gan to ask him what he thought about
it. Misha, however, knew nothing . more

very uneasy, and feared intensely what!
Nickolas might not find out, now he had
received this hint. After some discussion,
Annie asked him if he would mind go-
ing to Fred and warning him of the
peril in which he stood.

“Would you not perhaps wish to, see
him yourseit?” Misha asked.

“No,” she replied at once. “I shall not
go-to him again.” !
«] thought,” said Misha with pomel
hesitation, “that he looked differently just
of late.”

Annie did not reply, but her whole be-
ing expressed such a weariness and deep
longing, that Misha decided on venturing
to urge Fred once more.

Without saying anything further to her,
he iwent to seek Fred, and chanced to see
him going up the stairs. Ie followed him
at once,and overtook him on the land-

Hearing him following, Fred turned to!
wait for him, and without preliminary
Misha said: [

“You will have to be very careful npw#
they have had this warning.” |

" “What has that to do with you?” Fred |
asked gruffly.
«1- shouldn’t trouble if it were not for
her,” said Misha, flushing.. “I ‘think you
are unbearable, a madman. If it were not
only you, I should not care; Jbut she seems
so unhappy.”

“Why should she be unhappy?”’ Fred!
asked gloomily; and eomehow his tone re-|
vealed the new doubts of her and her feel-
ings towards himszlf that were now troub-
ling him.

“Go to her,” said Misha with excite-
ment; “go to her, and let God bz with
you both: If you will go to her now, I
do believe it will be all right at las i

The boy, leaning back against the ban-
nisters as they stood on the landing above |
the hall, watched Fred with eagerness and

hope. Fred -appeared to hesitate, and
lookine past Misha gazed down into the
hall beneath. As he watched, he saw the

front door open, and Nickolas enter quiet-
ly, his manner as he strode across the hall
to the small back breakfast-room showing
an amount of uneasiness and disturbance
of mind most unusual in him. Misha was
too intent on watching Fred to heed any-
thing ele, and was not.aware of Nickolas’
return; but Annie, in ‘the drawing-room,,
heard . the step in the hall, jand she at
once opened the drawing-room - door and
stood hesitating on the threshold. From
above, Fred saw her and asked himself
jealously why she should appear like this
the very instant Nickolas returned. His
head drooped forward on his: breast, and
a certain hopelessness appeared in his fea-
tures as he said to himself that anger was
indeed a two-edged sword.

“If I do go to her,” he muttered, half
to himself, “how do I know what she
will say to me?”

“Never mind that,” Misha urged, trem-
bling. with eagerness; “just go to her,
that is all.”

“Ah,” said Fred, looking full at him,
“but you do not know how I have mock-
ed her; they say a woman will forgive
anything, but I scorned and mocked her.
I refused her help. She cannot love me
still?”

“Well, it’s very puzzling,” agrced Misha
simply, “but she really seems to.”

Fred drew in a long breath between
his teeth, and then as he pcered past
Misha over the banisters into the hall he
saw Annie, as if making up her mind,
cross quickly to the breakfast-room, whica
she at once entered, leaving however, the
door slightly open behind her, for she
did not wish to be shut up alone with
Nickolas. Fred went very pale, as if he
pad just received some deadly blow.

“Wait, let me think,” he said hoarsely
to Misha, “a moment.”

In the breakfast-room Nickolas, busily
writing at the table, looked up with sur-
prise when Annie entered. It occurred
to him that he had never before known
ber enter voluntarily a room where he
was, and a faint flush epread over his|
cheeks. i

“Excuse me,” she eaid; “am I inter-
rupting you? Have you seen Mr. Ivano-
vitch ?”’

“No, but Misha told me,” Nickolas an-

without knowing. We must all keep
very sharp look-out. Just think—a epy!|
—a spy just when my rifles, my dear li*-|
tle rifles, are on the very point of being|
cent off. Rounds, you go into the kitche-~|
and make certain neither of those twoj
women there have been gossiping. |

Fred, very unwillingly. but not knowing|
how consistently with his assumed char-|
acter to disobey so direct an order, bow |
ed and walked away. He glanced onc?,
of twice at Annie, but he could not see
her face, for she was still looking m |
tently at the floor. He wished very |
much to know how she really felt, and
he endured many doubts and varying
emotions as he went slowly down the
kitchen stairs. i

“Come into the drawing-room,” said.
ivanovitch to Annie. *Misha,” he ad-!
ded, “you must go and find Nickolas at/|
once. He will soon find it out—he will|
soon get to the bottom of it.”

Misha went off as directed, and in the
drawing-room Annie began to ask the|
old man many questions, but he was|

either unwilling or unable to tell her

swered. “Has he. been alarming you?
There is nothing to be troubled about.”
“He told us there.was someone watch-
ing—someone in disguise,” Annie eaid.
Nickolas nodded gravely.
“Yes, that is 60,” he said.
“Who?” she asked, fecling sick with
her apprehension lest suspicion might in-
deed have at last fallen on Fred.

las, rising in his turn to his feet and

finished speaking heito:'eringe:igh tib(;lve };il;m“i‘sw;l%ﬂ:;::n & |tions, and the destruction and chaos of |
man loves as o,

with his intense feeling.

|

be, but .she trembled so violently that |intermeddle with Madam’s private aﬁairs.!
Nickolas became alarmed. i 1t shall not occur again—never.” ]
#Are you mot well?”’ he asked. “Shall; In despair sne watched him as he went
1 : away. 1t seemed then he would still do

W no_thmg, that still ehe must endure all,
e B things alone. A fancy crossed her mind
well,” and she thougnt to herself that i}, the meaning of hell must be solitude.!
now the suspicion of these people ‘Vasib"he heard his soft footsteps soundingi
that gave Nickolas pause. A colder doubtlll(zht}_v as he crossed the hall. Nickolas,
mingled with his cold fury, and he no]}&dt‘;:;grsggemely puzzled, shut the door

he ' > " i of { %

longer knew what to say; the fiery words Iy Jast word Fred lad said echoed in|
aroused small chance would Fred have of ‘her ear as an everlasting farewell. She!
continuing to . deceive them; nay, how 'was sure that he had meant it to be abso- !
was ehe herself to know that even she, lute and final. She realized that of late!
by some word or a mere look, might not he had had some doubts, some hesitations, |
betray him. She trembled again. i perhaps & certain jealousy, and she fan-|

interrupted. “I am quite |

‘And Nickolas’ heart waxed great with- e " o I
E jcied that perhaps he had even been com | On rushed the ceaseless torrent, which downl

in him and was warm with hope that it jng to her to express something .of this |
was for him she feg’red. iwhen he had thus heard her say to his/
“Anna Paolovna,” he began, and thea |;iva] that there was no one else for whom

broke out, "Ah, my precious one, MY ghe cared. She said to herself thdt first, There on the bank above it an Indian town| g

dear—" {Fred had mocked her, and now the Fates|

( TRAGEDY OF THE |
'ST. JOHN RIVER -

(One _of our subscribers at Preston Vale,
Ont., has taken the trouble to copy out and

Annie sat down in a chail.  cend the long poem asked for by ‘‘Maritime," |

for which we cordlally thank her. The Oan-
gundy is an Indian name for the St. John
river.—Montreal Witness.)

In the sweet days of summer five hundred
years ago,

Whtgrc the broad Oangundy swept on in might
elow,

the Great Falls bore,
Over the steep, with sudden leap,
feet or more.

full eighty

arose,

“Oh, don’t—how dare you?” ehe cried, haq joined him to aim at her through Where dwelt the warlike Malicites—the Mo-

loudly that Fred on the landing ab(?ve‘of wild recklessness. came over her, a fit,
heard her voice, though without being'o; desperation. -She had lost everything, !
able to distinguish her WOP’;"F- e land now she did not care what she did!
“Well, I will go to her,” he said ab- | . \what happened to her. She felt the |
- . : and iti
i : |seemed to her that she somehow let her-|
“How dare I, do you ask?” said Nicko- ‘iself go. The one thing she still clung to|
las by instinct in the wreck of her emo-|

2 D€ her purposes, was her determination that
dare not. And you know I love you, he\Fredl')s -?dentity must still be preserved
said in low, deep, rolling tones that shook !y coiret and the peril that threatened him

s be averted—by any means. As it happen-

Annie clasped her hands and then raised !ed, the first ywm‘tyis Nickolas spoke p\szx‘e
them with a gesture of despair. !aimed at this one conscious purpose’ still

“Oh, will nothing make you understand 1o 46 her.
how useless all this is?” she exclaimed. | «Thjs ig not the first time—there is

“Nothing,” he answered her. “No, BO gomething about- that - fellow,” he mut-
thing, by Heaven!” They were both eo |tered. “] must speak to him; I must
absorbed, as they stood facing one an-lfng out. Yes, there is something about
other, that neither of them heard Pred’s {him must be cleared up.”
step as he came into the hall and across | «\What do you mem;?n asled | Anmiel
to the partly-open door‘of‘th.e breakfast- | quickly. “What does he matter?”
room. ‘“‘Nothing,” he said again, ..nothmgl Nickolas had been standing up, but now
could check my love that [ know sOme e ga down opposite to her. He stroked
day you will return—nothing save in-|hig beard softly, and without appearing
deed— b 'to do so he watched her closely from be-

“Oh, what?” she asked. ineath his half-closed eyelids. She félt he

“Why, if you cared for anyone else, as | wag doubtful and disturbed about herself
I said before. as well.

Perhaps her face changed for his tome | «gyrely you do not forget,” he said,
was different as he said, Do you care for |«that we are approaching the climax of
anyone else—who?” Ly Inearly a century of struggle and martyr-

It seemed to Annie that a suspicion had | 3om? Since the days of the Decembrists
come into his threatening eyes, and she |¢he gtruggle has never ceased, and now
did not dream that Fred was on the i vo have suceeeded so far that in the face
threshold just behind the half-opeii door.| ¢ o1} Europe the Tsar’s government reels
She thought quickly that perhaps if §1_le {—reels,” he said, flinging out the word
admitted she cared for anyone else, Nic- ijpe a blow. “There is not one corner of
kolas might question, understand, guess. | his Empire where revolt Las not at least
She said very loudly and quickly— | been whispered against him, and not many

“Oh, no, you are quite rhistaken in that; |
there is no one else I care for in the very |

‘least.” '

And as she spoke a faint noise at the!
door made them both look, to see Fred |
standing there with a faint smile on his |

lips and his face very pale. Iyacht to take them, while already we have

CHAP1EE XVIIL i
GONE. {
Nickolas made a quick movement for-|
ward, filled with a cold and deadly fury |
at what he considered this inexplicable in- l
terruption. But there was something ini
Fred’s pale face, as he stood so ruotion-|
less and looked so strangely on Almie,1
of anger on his tongue had frozen there, |
and for almost the first time in his life{
he felt something not unlike fear.

Annie stood as motionless as Fred, but |
it was at Nickolas alone that she looked, |
as if she recognized that all turned on |
what he was about to do. She was aware |
of Fred’s burning gaze, but she could not
meet it. It was easier to watch the doubts
the suspicions, the something that was al-
most fear, that were all reflected together
in Nickolas’ countenance. She said to
herself that this was the end, and she re-
membered how for the last few days she
had felt that a crisis was approaching.
Well, now it had come, now it was here,
with these two men facing each other
with passions unchained and she sfanding
between them.

It seemed to her this endured for years.
Fred still stood motionless: and the only
change was that Nickolas’ face grew har- |
der, as though all his hesitations® were |
crystallising into some determination. And ‘
she understood very clearly how his
doubts and hesitations were thus fast be-
coming a certainty, and how in that cer-
tainty Fred’s life would at once become
forfeit to these: men who, in thel des-
perate task, feared and hated a spy as
they feared and hated nothing else. In
the haze of bewilderment and anguish
that enveloped her,. the only “thing she
understood plainly wae that Fred must be

preserved from danger at all costs.. She
spoke to him sharply—
“Well, what do you want?’ she said.

Nickolas turned and fairly gaped at her,
astounded. He had anticipated nothing
less than that she should speak first. And
Fred, too, looked at her with a dark as-
tonishment, while she stood bravely be-
neath the fierce regard of the two men.
Her mind became clearer and more ac-
tive. She had felt dazed before with her
suffering and distress, but now she thrust
all that down into her heart that her
brain might be left quite clear. Whether
Fred understood, or even so much as tried
to understand her motive, or whether he
did not, she felt the onlv, chance of avoid-
ing irremediable disaseer was that the se-
cret of his identity should be preserved,
and Nickolas’ waking suspicions lulled to
sleep again.

“Well,” she said once more in the same
sharp, irritable tones, “what do you want,
Rounds; why did you not knock?”

The question seemed to Fred grotesque. |

occurred to him that perhaps she mocked
him just as he had mocked her in the
p;lst. His rage grew high against Nick-
olas,

“Perhaps, after all,” suggested Nickolas,
watching them both very keenly, “he did
not hear what was said.”

full at Annie; “perhaps Madam will re-
peat?”

She understood that he, still pitiless,
was driving her onwards, even though it
wae over his own bleading heart that she
must pass. And Nickolas was waiting
and watching, and, if she hesitated, he
might guess at least enough of the truth
for Fred’s life to be at once in the most
imminent danger, he, so alone in the

iin Moscow and behind then are the people

| to hear.

He did not know what to say. Then it |y,

“] did not,” said Fred, still looking |ed

where his authority kas not been openly
withstood.  Now almost the only thing
needed is to place arms in the hands of
the people, to deliver them our rifles and
put them on an equality with the soidiers,
and soon Count O——will be here in his

a ship hired—the “Seven Sisters”’—from
which they will be transhipped. to the
yacht. Then when the barricades are up

armed, there will be no more tyrrany in
Russia. And how, when the end is so
near, can we even think of letting the
treachery of some wretched spy ruin all
for which we have suffered and striven
so long? By God, no!” he said.

He spoke quietly, but in a tone
with suppressed vigor; and the absolute
stillness of his whole huge figure, the
tense rigidity of each muscle, gave an im-;
pression of restrained yet unalterable de- |
cision against which Annie felt suddenly
very weak. But her manner was careless
and her voice indifferent as she said—

“But what has Rounds to do with all
that?” She paused and added, as if it had
only just occurred to her, “You perhaps
suppose he is the epy about whom there
has been so much talk today ?—the one you
have had some kind of warning about?’ |
she added, seeing he looked a little puz-
zled.

“QOh, no,” he said at once, “that could:
not be. The spy of whom we were warn-
ed is one our Committee in Petersburg
had just heard was on the point of leav-
ing Russia for London, where he intends
to pass himself off as one of us. That
could have nothing to do with Rounds,
by any possibility.”

Again Annie had that impression of a
dark fate hidden aloft that mocked her.
She said to herself she was abandoned on
every side when even coincidence and cir-
cumstance conspired against her. She had
denied Fred to his face; she had denied
him and her love for him to the man he
must suppose his rival, and he had heard
her—and her motive had been an unneces-
sary and mistaken fear. Perhaps in his
present etate of mind he would attach to
what she had said an even wider signifi-
cance, perhaps he might imagine the
words had been said deliberately for him
She found she was emiling, and
that pleased her, and she reflected with a
kind of wender how often it happened
that when a situation appeared to her as
the most frightful possible, it should after
all turn out only a prelude and preface to
another even worse.

“Where are you going?”’ she said sharp-
ly, as she saw Nickolas at the door.

“T am going to speak to Rounds,” he an-
swered reluctantly.

“Why?”’ she asked.

He was silent.

“Why?” she said again, with an inten-
ity that made him realize she must be
satisfied.

“He appears to me to have been insol-
ent,” he said.

“What does it matter if he was?” she
asked impatiently.

“It matters a great deal,” said Nicko-

s.
“Tt matters nothing,” she declared. “I
have not complained, have 1%’

“You are very hard,” he said with a
sigh, understanding that she refused him
;he least right to resent anything said to

er.

“And you are very foolish,” she retort-

|

hawks were their foes.

candle that will set Moscow in.a blaze.”| springing to her feet and speaking 0 !him & mogkery still more tersibile. A kind| o e e 8 wond of lhughier nad

joined in many a fray,
With savage ire and carnage
the light of day.

dire shaming

But buried was the hatchet, they went to
war no more;

The little children gambolled
wigwam floor,

Around that savage village were maize fields
waving green,

'Mid such sweet peace you scarce could guess
that ever war had been.

about each

Sakotis and his daughter, the dark-eyed Mala-

beam, \

Sailed up the Oangundy beyond the Quisbis
stream,

And there upon an  island they rested for
the day;

Their hearts were light, the world was
bright, and Nature's face was gay.

But like a clap of thunder when the heavens

are calm and clear,
The warwhoop of the Mohawks fell on their

startled ear,
And a sharp flint-tipped arrow pierced old

Sakotis breast;

Ere Malabeam could run to him her father |

was at rest.

And, bounding through the thicket
a savage crowd

Their paddles gleam upon the stream ¢
swift they speed along.

In foyt:long lines together, each to the nex

| held fast,—
| The maijden in the centre—the great cano®
| fleet passed. i
 And ke who knew her language a line of
: silver drew,
;As he Bent to the forward paddle in the

maidén’s birch canoe.

 The sony was done, and silence fell dpon
| every tongue—
| Of warriots old and grizzled, and the braves
untaugit and young. .
te filledieach swarthy bosom,:nearing the
i thrice domed town, 1 4
| Flow on, O'mighty river, and bear the foe-"
| men dovh! 1e
| A
But little cired the Mohawks, the wind"
+ . might wai, or sigh, b
| The moon mifht hice her glory, and clouds
| obscure thd'sky; d
| With  hearts |intent on
i thoughts on\ carnage fed,
| They toiled, and still before them the strong<
armed maid® sped.

slaughter, - withy

but a _mile‘

| And now the inliun village Ies

i below— 8

| 5 ¥ i
{A souna Iike nuffled thunder seems &

i their ears to:frow. ’
| What's that? * "Ts but a torrent,”” the Ing<
| fan maiden reffied; -
i “It joins the Omgundy, which hero flows
% deep and wide. ;
! “Sneed on a little ‘urther, the town is naw
| hard by, ¥
Your toils are neary over, and night sthl’
veils the sky.
'The town is wrapt fi slumber,
dawn of light, \ 2 L
| What stalwart men tall perish, what ware
j riors die tonight!’

but ere the

| But louder still, and puder, the sounds like
| ‘thunder grew, E (o’

on rushed[As down the rapid n%er the swift ﬂoii\lﬁf

flew.

Of Mohawks in their war paint, with war-| On either shore the foam wreaths shond

whoops flerce and loud,

And ere the orphaned maiden had time to
turn and fly,

They bound her fast, all hope was past,
except the hope to die.

There by her slaughtered father the weary
hours she passed,

Till (t)h; sun gent dowu.t and the lofty trees
a gloomy shadow cast.

Thlnk%ug oty home and kindred, of the friends
she could not warn,

The murderous night
would greet the morrow morn.

But one who knew her language said: “As
soon as the sun goes down,

Your bark canoe shalk guide us on to your
father's town.

Do this, your life is spared you,
a Mohawk brave,—

Refuse, your doom is torture, or worse,
be a slave.”

then wed

Then said she, “I will guide you and wed a
Mohawk brave, : .

Though you have slain my father, 1 need
not be a slave.

The stream is swift and broken,
might go astray,

Keep syoux-g canoesytogether and I will lead
the way.”

you well

Just as the gloom of darkness spread over
hill and dale,

Down the swift Oangundy the Mohawk fleet
set sail.

Three hundred Mohawk warriors chanting

a martial song;

and the gory sight

to!

like a ‘line of snow
But a1l in front was arkness,
which lay below, '

‘twas death

B

Then, with a shout of iriumph: the Indian
_ maiden cried, T
“Listen, ye Mohawk wsrriors, who sail .on
' death’s dark tide!l~ - ° 2
Never shall earth grave hide you, or wiie
weep o’er your clay.

{Pome to your doom, ye Mohawks, and I will
/!4 lead the way!” l e
Then sweeping with her paddle ones potept
| stroke—her last— & -
| W6wn the fall her bark is b?rne—the‘dgeadtul
| , brink is passed. i
| Ad down the whole three hundred, with
| . swift succession go, 3
‘Irﬂ the dark abyss of death—full eighty
feet below. . ?
| An, many a day thereafter, beyond -the
i __orrent’s roar, : '
| Th&warthy Mohawk dead were found upon
ie river's shore. ] 1
Butp brave Malabeam’s dead face.no human
s were set,— ; o
She 55 in the dark stream’s embrace, the
claims her yet. e

Thewaters of five hundredo years: have
fladd abhove her grave, .. .
But déng deeds can never die while human
efs are brave.
Her try still tell her story and round their’
coui] fires, ‘e
Bless B who died in the raging tide ta
resclall their sires.

dreadful |angry with nim—and shows, too; hoWw

much you care Tor my wishes.”

The note of bitter raillery on which she
had begun, changed in this last sentence
to something not far from tenderness; and
again Nickolas flushed to the roots of his
hair.

“Very well,” he said. “I will say no-
thing to_him.”

“Brawls and disturbances are so vul-
gar,” she remarked, her tone acid again.
“I thipk:you might yourself have con-
sidered I should not care for my name to
be concerned in your disputes with your
footman. No doubt all the kitchens in the
square know all about it by now. I cen-
not° say that is particularly agreeable to
me, and I shall certainly be glad if you
keep your promise to avoid disputes with
Rounds for the future.” .

Nickolas looked rather taken aback, and
he understood that somehow this promise
of his for the future was accepted as a
kind of confession of improper behaviour
in the past. He felt his conduct had been
made to appear inconsiderate and even

offensiveind he fell back on the one con-
solation ¥ him. :

“Well, | said, “at any rate, if you cara
for no onet present, you admit the possi-
bility of ¢ing for somié one in the fu-
ture.” Rl =

“01’1,, yes§. acknowlédge the field is
open,” she \d with a smile he felt as i
it withered | his hopes, and she went
out of the ry, = +3

(" be continued.)
£ S ———
Auctioneer ntalum sold af:'a'a.uctioh”‘nj&
Chubb’s cornégn Saturday the Janic
Donovan farmg ' the Sandy Point road
to James Mo'o: for $650; also the Me-
Aleer farm sitéq on the Hickey road:
to James Moore,r g595.
Warner’s milly the Strait Shore, is
to start in aboutweek. :

Steam was 24Up in Randolph &
Baker’s mill on Saday and sawinl; will
be commenced eithtoday or tomorrow.

Tell me to ship you a
PEERLESS Incubater
and a Brooder, and
you ta your own
time ? pay for them

Yéu can: start raising
poultry for profit without
spending a cent for the im-
portant part of your outhit.

Simply tell me to shi
o PEERLESS Incubat

in two years

that's all 1 ask
do.
I will tell

to do to n_xak
poultry raising. . ‘
with you as yourg

Take my Poulry-forProt Outi
Without Spending a Gentn Ca’

You nevgaw ¢
cubator icert-
hatch str.
nor a Byyg

sure to e

every ineteor
Id on this colent.
hesitate to sahgqt
eerless has theg]| .
a mile as the fdgq..
tiga for a poultr!-for,&

advisor, if you
want agvice.

I will

“Not at all,” he said simply. “lt is only
that I love you.” :

“Have you not just heard me say,” she|
asked with extreme irritation, “that I care!
for nobody in the world. ‘I care for no-!
body, no, not I; and nobody cares for |
me,’ ”’ she half chanted, indulging in mock-“
ery herself now. i

“That is not true,” he said, “for you|
know I care for you.” !

’

house of these men who were waging
their desperate and close conflict with!
the reeling and staggering, yet still pow- |

desperate stroke he might yet save the!

gituation. Had he rushed in

deed, even though that had meant the de-
struction of her father, for whose saze
she had gone through so much. But Fred |

Her agitation was so marked that Nie-
kolas began to feel surprised. He won-
dered why she should be so disturbed, |
and on a sudden it flashed into his mind,
like the dawn of the sun on a morning
i May, that perhaps it was the hint of
danger to himeelf was eo disturbing her.
He hardly dared hope it, but his own,
voice was unsteady as he replied— i

“Do not be alarmed. We shall keep a
sharp watch and we shall soon find who |
it is. Now we are warned, the least hint!
will be enough.” !

“And thew——?" Annie asked with di-|
ficulty. i

“And  then,” Nickolas replied gravely,
“we shall do our duty before God, to our
comrades, and to our country.”

Annie did not ask what this duty might

|ling in terrible difficulty

did not stir; once more he saw her strugg-
and refrained
from stretching out his hand to save her. |
A sudden rage seized her, and before sae |
understood she found herself speaking— |

“T was saying there was no one n cxist-
ence for whom I cared anything ai alz
che eaid fluently, “but, really, I do nu}
know what affair that can be of any of
the servants in this house.” |

She raised her eyes, half expecting that !
at last.she had stung him into action.
But his face was impassie, mm:mobile as
ever. He made her a very slight Low, and |
Nickolas said softly to himseif-- i

“So, so—well, then,” and aloud he added |
“Rounds, do vou hear?” i

“Yes, 1 hear,” said Fred, “and 1l
deeply regret it, if I have appeared to

E— — e 1 T —— NI N A i -

erful, Government of Russia. She looked | with”displcasure, ‘“‘what is the matter with
again at Fred, half hoping that by som@f‘you? ;

and borne | be?

her away she would have been glad, in-{ '€ :
| “You wish to make me angry and for-

“How very unfortunate,” she remarked |
in the same tone of raillery. i
“Anna Paolovna,” he asked, gravely and

“Nothing,” she said; “why should there
It is only that you bore me.”
He flushed to the roots of his hair.

get myself,” he said beneath his teeth.

“Not at all,” she answered lightly, “I |
have seen you angry so often that that |
bores me as well.”

“You have never.zeen me angry,” he
asserted in a tone that at another time|
might have checked her. !

But now she only laughed, leaning back |

lin her chair and looking at him. |

“Why,” she said indifferently, ‘“‘yom |
were as angry as possible with that man |
Rounds just. now.” |

“That was not anger,” he said moodily.

“Then, if you were not angry,” she flash-
ed at him with a quick change of mood, |
“promise me you will say nothing more !
about it to him.” !

“Why,” he asked with a keen look at |
her.

“1 just thought as much!” she cried, |
laughing again. “That shows you were

eglerprise for anybody. -
- Unless Ly,

prove thn\y;‘
vou befo,’
and W

be able to "
{‘ou a Peerl
'h.at I a;

you to do i}
just to let «f
submit thf

nglish guar-
the risk

know fo{r sure i
money 1 you g at it night,—
and then Il sell you
more incuba
brooders—

882 Pembrole

%

Suppose you send for the free book
anyway-and send now. That commits
you to nothing and costs yon nothing

The Lee-Hodgins Co., Lsma '

proof for you to examine. |

You do your own thinking®
I know. I{ead my free bool®
—it's called “ When Poultryt
Pays”—and think over mhat
it says. Then make your
mind about my offer to|
start you raising poutry !
right— 2 \

Remember that the risk'is -
on me. The incubator ‘ad
the brooder will easily ‘en §
you much more than eir
cost long before you payne
for them. e

Street, Pembroke, Ont.

AT

pe———

=




