
fTHE AYLMER EXPRESS : THURSDAY, MARCH 16, 1905

One Blow 
For Russia.
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I.

Two men sat at one of the little 
.tables at Garriani’s, in Soho, Lon-

i
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i
i
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frown, and he sat for a moment sil
ent; then he staited forward, as 
though on some sudden impulse, and, 
seizing a pen, wrote a few words on 
a printed slip.

Ho read it over carefully, and fixed 
a tiny red seal to the corner of the 
document.

“Take this,"’ he said tersely.
The chief took the paper, and 

glanced at it. He expressed no sur
prise, nor anything more than a j 
casual interest.

“You understand, monsieur?" said ; 
the Secretary, pointing his remarks j 
with a white forefinger. “Paul ICres- ! 
s 1er is to be allowed to return to : 
Russia. He is to go on his way un- | 
molested. You will arrange that he

Garriani’s spells soiled tablecloths, is watched carefully? ’ 
vin ordinaire, and the smell of yes- ! The policeman smiled, as at an un- 
,ter day’s cooking. If you ask at Gar-, necessary question.
riani’s for the daily paper, they will 
bring you “The l'etit Parisien,’’ and 
if you complain Antonio, the head 
waiter, suave and unshaven, will 
apologise, and bring in exchange “Et 
Impartial.’ ’

But it was an English newspaper 
that was spread before the elder of 
.the two men. It was the foreign 
page that lay under his impatiently 
drumming fingers, and heavy black 
headlines, that stood out from the 
sheet that overstood the matter that 
filled his mind.

Leonine of head, Paul Kress 1er had 
never been a handsome man. His 
was the face that men call, “strik
ing. ’’ He had the eyes of the dream
er, and the square jaw of the tyrant

“You intend that he shall receive 
his commission as a naval captain, 
and leave immediately for Yladivo- 
stock,” was the quiet reply.

And even the policeman, hardened 
as he was to the eccentricities of his 
Government, raised his eyebrows as 
he left the room.

II.

vi , <i 11 vi 11 i v sinuii i jii w ui mi, i . i uiu , , i i . i * i ; *as befits the Nihilist who seeks the hands struck a match and lit

So it came about that when Paul > 
Kressler called at the little shop to 

j whicli his letters were directed, a 
square official envelope was handed

He clutched it eagerly, and walked. 
rapidly back to his lodging. He 
reached home, and with trembling

the
idyllic through ways of violence. His 
companion, squat of figure, fat ol' 
fat'e, puffy of eve, 
withal, was of the class that sees in j 
Nihilism, Anarchism, Socialism, and

tiny lamp Eagerly he ripped open 
the flap of the envelope, and extract- 

yet*'comfortable | ed t"° documents He read the first 
ass that, sees in! ln sl/™ce-, hut there was eloquence 

the glow of his check and thejijiiuibni, tiuai ti.ioiu, uutiaiioin. ami , - , , , .
any ism that is opposed to estai:- <la"cl"S ‘‘ght in h.s eyes 
lished law and constitutional prac-1 ,waa “ formal not, icat,on of his 

, o...,, liberty to return to Russia. It boicticc a means to personal end. Such ^ stamp of the Chief oi
>n on Vin Vit r\n raliciw.1 hnr nnVn nil Itr n • ...

puaunai eau. l?uw‘| the official stamp of the Chief of 
men have no causo-thcy have only a counter-seal of the!
purpose. j , ! , c, ,“You are mad. my friend." he war. i mii
saying; and his tone was almost * lc 1 °
jovial. “There is nothing to be gain-1 
ed, unless you* see in this a means of ^
regaining your position.”

Paul Kressler gave a bitter laugh.
“Something for something, eh? 

That’s your creed, X’on Masleich. 
Have I not given sufficient proof of 
my disinterestedness?”

“Your pardon, baron. I did not 
mean----- ” muttered the other, avert
ing his eyes.

“Five years ago, what was I?” 
continued Kressler. “Captain of the 
Petroski, with an admiral’s flag for 
the reaching. To-day I am—what I 
am—exile, suspect, Anarchist, what

The other doc- : 
with a puzzled 

His bewilderment was,
momentary, however, for 

he started up from his seat |
with a great cry of joy, as he read 
the words that gave him back his 
oi l rank and his old profession. A 
slip of paper fell to the ground. He 
picked it up.

“You will proceed by the shortest 
route to Dalny, and take over com
mand of the torpedo vessel Riga,” 
it ran briefly, and was followed by 
the signature of the Secretary to 
the Admiralty.

lliat night Captain Paul Kressler 
left Charing Cross by the nine 

traveling third-i o’clock mail train, ------0-------
y°« WI11: . . .v, „ ,, class, and carrying, carefully folded"Sou hnvo made great sacrifices, j bundle by his side, a uniform,
cooed the German, flicking the grey, whjch accordin' to no ]o5S than three 
ash from his cigar. | djstlnct Admiralty orders, was obso-

“And you think, having made the 
surrender, I want to go hack on the 
principles that are so dear to me—”

“To us,” corrected his companion 
comfortably.

“It is because I love Russia, as I 
hate its Government—because I love 
the land ns I hate its lords!”

“But the Czar will never----- ”
Kressler waved an impatient hand.
“That remains to be seen; I can 

but try. Look at this—look at this! ’ 
He brought down his great fist with 
a crash on the table, and Antonio, 
dozing at the servery, woke with a 
jump. “Can I read day by day such 
things ns these? Can 1 see the glory 
of Russia pass away before my eyes, 
and never lift my hand to strike a 
blow?”

Tho German rose, and the other 
followed suit.

“Then you persist?”
'Ihcrc was a sneer in the question.
“Yes”—quietly. Then, with an 

outburst of that fiery passion that 
had made him at once the Joy and 
terror of the Brotherhood, he cried: 
“Not for the Czar, I tell you—not 
for the cursed bureaucracy—not for 
the cruel little devils that sit be
hind desks, and send innocents to 
damnation; but for Russia! You 
hear? For Russia, the land, and 
the people—for the Fatherland!”

Tho German bit the end from n 
fresh cigar, and balanced a silver 
matchbox on two fingers.

“Some will call you patriotic,” he 
said slowly—“some may call you 
quixotic. As for mo------”

“You think I am a fool,” rejoined 
the other quickly.

•• Ach, Gotti” said the little fat 
man admiringly. “You arc the oc
cult!”

They stepped out into the thin 
drizzle that fell on the London 
streets, and the German went to his 
club, and Paul to the dark little 
room on the third floor of a back 
struct oil the Tottenham Court Road.

Ml

A vi Week after this meeting, the Im
perial Secretary at St. Petersburg 
sent a telephone message to the 
Grand Master of the Police, in re
sponse to which that high official 
came post haste to the palace.

“Who $b Kressler?” nsked tho Sec
retary, without any preliminary.

“Paul Kressler—Naval office"; flag 
captain 88; author of ‘Torpedo Boat 
Tactics,’ and,” added the chief of 
police, with a certain grim empha
sis, “a most excellent brochure, ‘GchI 
and the Czar’; a member of the soc
iety known as, the Little Brethren of 
Russia; a revolutionary of the most 
dangerous type. Present address—” 

know—I kn«?fc !” said the great 
Secretary, impatiently tapping an 
open letter that i.lay before him. 
.«But what plot, conspiracy, assas
sination, if you like, was he associat
ed with?”

The other shrugged,, hie shoulders.
"None -that I know* about; but he 

Is a dangerous .man. He has even 
spoken against-----

And the head ©f the police lowered 
hie voice to an awestruok whisper.

The Secretary bit the end of his 
pen thoughtfully.

“As a naval officer, what sort of 
• man was he?” he asked.

The police dhief threw out protest
ing hands. ,

am no judge of a naval officer s 
abilities. Jf he was as thorough an 
affleor as he is a revolutionist, he de
serves to control tho navy!”

The Secretary «stretched back in 
lis chair.

“li half he Baya is true, he mut- 
flered, partly to Mmeelf, “if be Is 
sincere, auch a man might work won
ders. We want good men.”

Hie brows knit in a perplexed

! lete of pattern.
******

It was a tired-looking man that 
stepped down on to the platform at 
Vladivostock a month later. The 
train had brought him from Dalny, 
in response to an urgent telegram 
from the commandant of the naval 
port. A dapper young officer met 
him, and saluted, eyeing him curious
ly.

“Captain Kressler?” asked the offi
cer, with his hand to his cap.

Kressler nodded awkwardly. Be
fore the stripling, resplendent in his 
well-fitting uniform, he felt shabby 
and mean.

Something of his thoughts was re
flected in the face of his junior.

"II it would please you," said the 
voung man urbanely, "you will come 
'at once to the office of the coinman-

Paul bowed, and followed his con
ductor.

In a large, hare room near the 
docks sut the naval chief of the ill- 
fated port.

A grey-haired man, sallow of face 
and stout of build, he sat at the 
side of, rather than behind, tho 
table.

He rose as Paul entered, and ad
justed a pair of pince-nez.

Without unnecessary introduction, 
he plunged into the subject that filled 
Paul's mind.

"The enemy's fleet are ten miles 
out,” he said, speaking rapidly; "the 
destroyer liiga is lay ing in the inner 
harbor. You wrote to the Czar, say
ing you wished to strike a blow for 
our Holy Master----- ”

"Kor Russia," corrected Kressler.
"It is the same," said the com

mandant haughtily. "For the Czar 
or for Russia, you arc willing to 
take great risks—to make great sac
rifices?"

"1 have already made great saeri 
flees for Russia." said Kressler 
speaking slowly.

"The enemy is brave, with a reck
less courage that is past alt under
standing. Officers and men deem it 
a delight to die in the service of 
their barbarous country. The dam- 
ace our fleet has sustained is mainly 
due to the extraordinary disregard 
they have for their personal safety.

"I have not noticed, ’ he added.
■the samewith some bitterness, 

qualities displayed amongst ray offi
cers " lie rose to his feet, and walk- 
oil to where Kressler, who had also 
risen, was standing, and laid a big 
hand upon the others shoulders. 
"When a .Japanese officer takes his 
torpedo-boats out," he said, and he 
dropped his voit», "he does so with 
the lull Intention of never returning 
alive. You understand, my child? -

Paul nodded.
"He goes forth,” the admiral went 

on "with one desire, and that is to 
do as Hindi: damage as ho can before 
he himself Is killed. I make myself

^"Perfectly, admiral," said Paul

d 'Phe^admiral tightened his grip on 
Paul’s shoulder. ■

"At ten o'clock to-night you will 
take the Riga out of harbor, and set 
a course for the enemy a fleet. .

And tho elder man dropped Ms 
hand suddenly, and returned to his 
place by the table.

."You may go, he said shorjiy.
Paul saluted, and walked to the

^°As he opened the door, he turned 
to the man at the table.

"I Shall not return,’-t he said, with 
Simple directness.

The admiral nodded.
■•It will be better so,'1 ho said

through the mist that lay on the 
waters, the Riga slipped from her 
mooring, and, passing between two 
cruisers aflarc with the naked lights 
of working engineers, glided silently 
to sea. As he felt the throb of the 
engines beneath his feet, and swayed 
with the motion of the little vessel, 
a. wild joy filled the heart of its cap-

Thc smell of the engine-room, the 
scent of the sea, the taste of the 
first errant drop of the flying spray, 
filled him with a mad delight. There 
were no other officers on board but 
himself. His second in command was 
a petty officer, who, by the masked 
light of a lantern, was picking a 
course clear of the mine-fields that 
guarded the harbor’s entrance. Un
der quarter speed the destroyer zig
zagged a path through the floating 
engines of death, until, with a sigh 
of relief, the petty officer looked up.

“We are clear now, Little Father,” 
he said.

Paul’s hand was on the telegraph. 
He threw over the lever, and a muffl
ed tinkle resounded beneath his feet.

The thin steel hull of the destroyer 
trembled for a second; than came a 
sudden leap ahead as t well-nigh 
throw the captain off his feet. From 
her three funnels poured a rain of 
red-hot cinders, sizzling down to her 
soddened decks. High flung clouds of 
spray broke over her bows, and great 
waves smashed against her.

in the conning-tower Paul set his 
course. According to the instruction 
he had received, the enemy’s fleet lay 
sixty miles off. fn a little over two 
hours he could come up with his 
quarry at the speed he had set, hut 
he knew that the last twenty miles 
must he run dead-slow, lest the flame 
from the funnels betray him.

Shuddering, trembling, leaping 
like a thing of life, the torpedo-boat 
threshed through the tumbled seas.

Paul looked at his watch.
“An hour and a half out,” he mut

tered, and laid his hand on the tele
graph.

The pace of the Riga slackened; 
the convulsive shudders that had 
shaken the little ship died away to 
a tremble.

The second officer clutched his

“Look—look!” he whispered, as 
though fearful that he would be over
heard.

They had run out of the mist, and 
the night was perfect. The sky was 
all a smother of winking stars, and 
on the horizon blazed one bright 
comet. A comet. with n straight 
white tail, stretched upward, that 
moved uneasily from left to right.

III.
Paul's hand sought the telegraph, 

and the boat stopped.
“They’ve got their searchlights 

working,” he said.
And his subordinate’s perplexed 

face reminded him that unconsciously 
he was speaking in English.

“Go ahead dead slow!” he ordered 
in Russian.

And the destroyer crawled ahead.
And now, at various points on the 

horizon, other comets came into life, 
and soon the ocean’s rim bristled 
with swaying spokes of white light.

Paul frowned.
“We shall never get near them— 

never get near them!” he said bitter
ly.

An hour passed in helpless contem
plation of the foe. At the speed she 
was moving, and with a strong cur
rent running against her, the destroy
er had progressed less than live 
miles.

With rage in his heart, Paul watch
ed the wheeling searchlights play on 
the sea, lacing the black waters with 
a fret of silver. He had no fear of 
discovery. He was too far away to 
be observed.

“1 shall not come back,” he re
peated to himself. And the ad
miral’s grave voice, “It will be bet
ter so,” rang in his ears.

It wanted an hour to the dawn, 
when the searchlights of the fleet 
grew strangely blurred. Each ray 
shone in a strange nimbus, that soft
ened and diffused the fierce white 
light.

The captain of the Riga took one 
long, eager observation through his 
glasses, and a smile broke the hard 
lines of his face.

“Half-speed ahead!’ he signalled; 
and the sea hissed under the stripped 
hull of the destroyer.

The searchlights wore now but a 
white, steamy glow on the horizon.

“Sea fog! “ said Paul, in fierce ex
ultation. “Every man to his post! 
Man the quick-firers: stand by to 
torpedo!”

The lights were now blotted out, 
and Paul threw over the indicator to 
••full speed.” Again the Riga leapt 
forward, peering ahead through the 
spray-washed outlook of the conning- 
tower, saw the white banks of the 
sea-fog rolling towards him. In a 
moment the ship had plunged into

For twenty minutes* the little craft 
raced onward: then, out of the thin
ning mist, ahead loomed the huge 
hull of a battleship.

In a minute they were abreast. 
Paul pressed a button, and some
thing white and long and slender 
leapt into the water abeam. Then 
cams a burst of white flame, and a 
deafening roar, and the fog 
There was the flaeh of a searchlight. 
Bv its rays Paul saw a great vessel 
sinking astern of his milky wake.

"lilt!” he cried, dropping on his 
knees. ‘ 'Merciful Heaven, I thank

Then a dozen .searchlights focussed 
fiercely on the destroyer. It seemed 
that a regular inferno had been let 
loose round the gallant ship. Torn 
and racked with shell, Paul Kreeler 
felt his ship sinking rapidly beneath
him', « * * » «

What Paul died without knowing 
was that tho blow he bad struck for 
Russia was at Russia herself. lor 
the ships he had come upon in the 
mist belonged to tho long-waited 
Auxiliary Russian Fleet—London 
Answers.

The Woman who Would 
The Grocer who wouldn’t.

Every day from five to fifteen letters are received by 
The Ogilvie Flour Mills Co. from women living in the 
smaller towns throughout Canada, saying they have asked 
their grocer for Royal Household Flour but can’t get it. 
One writes—“I told my grocer, Mr.-—, that I would buy 
‘ Royal Household’ regularly if he would always keep it 
on hand, but he said he wouldn’t take on another brand of 
flour until he was obliged to.” Another says—“ My grocer 
is an ‘old fogie’ and never gets the newest or the best 
things until the year after.” A third says—“We haven’t 
an enterprising grocer in our town and are obliged to send 
to.........for ‘Royal Household’ or take a poorer flour.”

Write direct to Ogilvie’s.
If you can’t get “Royal Household ” from your grocer,’ 

write to us direct—we will immediately give you the name 
of the nearest grocer who keeps “Royal Household” and 
send you also the “Royal Household” recipes. There is no 
good reason why your grocer should compel you to use 
inferior flour—no first class grocer will hesitate to order 
“Royal Household” for you, and even the smallest dealer 
will get it if you insist upon it.

THE OGILVIE FLOUR MILLS CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL.

gravely.
When the etam were struggling
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HINTS ON SPRAYING.

The time to spray many orchards 
for the San Jose scale and leaf curl 
is at hand. Fruit growers should 
not forget the value of the lime, sul
phur and salt as a fungicide as well 
as an insecticide. In northern Ohio 
and other places splendid results 
have been obtained lor both scale 
and leaf curl where this material 
was used. Latest methods for mak
ing the wash arc given by Dr. John 
B. Smith as follows: On peach and 
plum in orchards use the boiled lime, 
salt and sulphur wash, made as fol
lows: Lime, stone or shell, 50 
pounds; sulphur (flowers or ground) 
50 pounds, salt, 50 pounds, water, 
150 gallons.

Slake the lime with water enough 
to do it thoroughly, and during the 
process add the sulphur. Boil with 
just water enough to prevent burn
ing ami until the mixture becomes a 
deep amber color. Dissolve the salt 
in water enough to do it quickly 
and add slowly to the boiling mass. 
When all is thoroughly mixed to
gether and has actually boiled at 
least one hour, add water enough to 
make up the 150 gallons and apply 
while hot. If ground sulphur is 
used, boil at least 1* hours to dis
solve it all.

This has the advantage of control
ling peach curl and seems to act as 
a stimulant. if only one spraying 
can be made, apply in March, or 
early April, and cover thoroughly. 
I-lum has been injured if sprayed too 
early in winter. In the garden use 
either a soluble petroleum reduced 
to 50 per cent., or the kerusene- 
limoid with 20 per cent kerosene. On 
pear, use crude petroleum, 48 degrees 
test, slightly warmed, through a fine 
vermorel nozzle, any time after Jan
uary 1 and before the trees start 
On apple, usvj the kevosene-limoid 
With 125 per cant, kerosene or the 
soluble crude oil, to contain 10 per 
cent. oil. It the lime, sulphur and 
salt combination is preferred, make 
two applications, and it the trees are 
large and in full bearing be ready to 
make a summer application when the 
fruit begins to show infestation.

FOR TREES AND SHRUBS, 
the lime, sulphur and caustic soda 
mixture may be used with fair pros
pects of good effect. But I would 
look with more confidence upon a
2a per cent, kerosone-limoid mix
ture or even a 0 per cent, crude oil 
solution. The formula for the lirnie- 
eulphur-soda combination is as fol
lows: Lime, 30 pounds; eulphur 
(flowers), 15 pounds; caustic soda, 6 
pounds; water, 50 gallons. Slake 
two-thirds of the lime with water 
enough to prevent cither burning or 
drowning, and during the process 
sift over and stir in hall the sul
phur. Then add the remainder of 
the lime with more water and, as 
the boiling continues, stir in the 
balance of the sulphur.

Add water ns needed, stirring to 
help the combination. While the 
mixture Is yet steaming add one- 
third of the caustic soda, which will 
cauB* a violent boding, a ad before

50 gallons. If warm water is used 
in the process, the chemical action 
will develop heat enough to make 
a good combination, and if warm 
water is used to dilute, a perfect 
spraying mixture will result. A 
good quality of stone lime should be 
used and a good quality of caustic 
soda.

FOR GROWING PIGS.
An inquirer asks what is tho 

most profitable feed for pigs during 
the winter season, the feeds avail
able for his use being corn at 50 
cents per bushel, chopped stuff and 
short s at $1.10 per hundred and 
rye at 65 cents per bushel, writes 
Mr. H. O. Van Pelt. He is at pre
sent feeding a straight ration of 
corn and asks for arguments in fav
or of balancing his ration with the 
feeds mentioned.

This man will find It impossible to 
make a balanced ration for growing 
pigs by combining the feed stuffs 
mentioned, because no one of them 
contains a large enough proportion 
of protein to balance the carbohy
drates found in the others. Assuming 
the rye is grown on the farm, it 
would be advisable to substitute 
some other feed stuff in place of 
shorts, to supply the protein. I 
would suggest the following ration: 
Ten parts corn, two parts rye, one 
part tankage.

It will be fourni that the above ra
tion will not only produce greater, 
but. more economical gains and the 
general health and thrift of the pigs 
will be more vigorous than when 
corn alone is fed. Tankage guaran
teed to contain 60 per cent protein 
can be purchased from any of the 
leading packers, if ordered exclu
sively for feeding purposes, and will 
well repa> its purchase.

FARM NOTES.
Seed potatoes in the cellar need 

looking after at this season. They 
will sprout badly in the bottom of 
barrels and bins, and look all right 
on top.

In sandy soils the loss of humus 
is most severely felt. If poorly 
drained soils, where there is a defic
iency of lime potash and other sim
ilar .materials, the humus may form 
sour mold, but this can usually be 
corrected by a dressing of lime, marl 
or wood ashes.

With a short handle hoc or some 
iTcind of a box scraper remove the 
old rough bark which shelters in
numerable insects and fungi and 
then spray thoroughly, while the 
trees are in dormant condition, with 
copper sulphate at the rate of one 
pound to each 25 gallons of water.

Ignorance and carelessness in sav
ing seed is the cause of many farm
ers having poor crops, and it would 
seem a simple matter to avoid such 
misfortunes. Do not use seed corn 
that has been frosted. Remember 
that well-matured seed corn will de
teriorate if stored in a stable where 
animals are kept. In harvesting 
seed corn, do not allow it to remain 
in piles or heaps, as the germ will 
become heated and lose much vital
ity, if it is not altogether destroyed. 
It possible, cure the seed with fire 
heat, sunshine and air.

Combinations ot glasses and pereiv- 
nial legumes are usually to be pre
ferred to any single grass both *or 
pasture and for hay. A combina
tion of grasses is especially desirable 
for pasture, giving moie variety, and

■ ..i__i____ l____«-..I (rwvzl rn.

lengthen the grazing period and give 
the greatest amount and most con
tinuous grazing. Also a combina
tion of grasses may be made which 
will make a more perfect sod than 
any one grass will produce and a 
more pcrmainent pasture.

HOW TO PRUNE TREES.
We must prune young fruit trees 

before they arc planted, cutting the 
top severely, to produce a balance 
bet ween the top and the root, the 
latter having been greatly reduced in 
digging the tree from the nursery.

We must cut out at this time any 
branches not needed for the forma
tion of the head, and we may pare 
the ends of the roots smoothly, that 
were roughly cut with the spade in 
digging. We must watch the young 
tree during the growing season, and 
stop the growth of any shoots out
growing their neighbors, and rub off 
any shoots not desired as soon as 
they are discovered.

We must prune out here and there, 
as the trees grow older, such shoot? 
as are being smothered by branches 
above them, or that are being in
jured by others rubbing against 
them, and aim to give the tree a 
symmatrical low headed form. When 
the lower branches become weak, we 
must increase their vigor by cutting 
out branches from the top, thus 
forcing growth into them ; and never, 
if it can be avoided, cut a large 
branch from tho main trunk.

IF© *OI J/nOvUit, B1 * “'B •
caucus *» ------------- tt"' , jf r>nrh*rw tL better balanced food ra-
z.vzjs. ,,™... v»then the nilxture ha« r«t rea^ina » ^ ^ to
brich-red color add therenel-d» ^ varietiee that the deficiency of
too much water Is used at toe _ ___ i.a hainnr*<i hv the

CREDENTIALS WANTED. ». the »- euca --- --------------— — ------ ------  -
child—"Are you the trained nurse too much water is «ecu a one variety may be balanced by thema^T^wa» enrnin*?" . good Ramies "of another. Grasses

Nureo- Yes. dear, I’m the trained

m'ch!id—-TM’e W» eon» oi your

tricks.”

UomjT It may b^weary to use different
more soda than the formula call sfor tMr of growth and

rthenC0lu0lUd to make «Mr date, for maturing in ord, to

PAUPER AND THE CORPSE.

Gruesome Joke Played by Inmat® 
of a Workhouse.

Details have just leaked out of a 
gruesome incident in a Montgomery
shire workhouse, where the disobedi
ence, and general misbehaviour of 
one of the inmates has caused con
siderable trouble, says the London 
Express.

The other day the reprobate over
stepped the bounds, and the officials, 
thinking it the most severe punish
ment. they could inflict, locked him- 
in the mortuary, where the dead 
body of an inmate was lying in a 
coffin. The man, however, was not 
in the least degree disconcerted, and 
coolly proceeded to avenge his treat
ment by preparing a sight that 
would terrify his first visitor.

Lifting the body out of the coffin, 
he propped the white-robed corpse 
against the wall, facing towards tho 
door, and lay in the coffin himself. 
A few hours later a woman appear
ed with the reprobate's meal. Tho 
gruesome sight overcame her, and 
though she gasped, not a word could 
she utter.

The wag at last peeped over the 
edge of the coffin, and, addressing 
the corpse, exclaimed, “If you arc to 
have no grub I can eat it for you.'*

The woman fled, and no more in
mates have been imprisoned in the 
mortuary. ^

CZAR’S MANY BEDROOMS.
The timid character pf the Czar is 

well illustrated by a story told by a 
friend who had occasion to go to St. 
Petersburg several months ago, and 
through the influence of an English
man occupying a trusted position fc* 
the Imperial household, was shown 
all over the Winter Palace. My friend 
inquired of his guide whether, among 
Other things, he might be favored 
with a look at the Otar's bedroom, 
but was told that he had none m 
particular, as he slept In a different 
one every night! Mo wonder that 
his Majesty has now «ed In terroi 
from his capital.

After a man has paid a woman a 
f#w compliments bs will be vote» 
» “ween thing” if he suspends pay*


