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“See, there she 18, said the Countess in
Freuch, stopping to look at her.

1t is hard to say whether she is u Raphael
or a Gireuze,” said Serge,  * This moruing she
had wore the look of a Kaphael with o Kussian
nose ; it isa hybrid style of beauty, but it has a
certain eharm.”

They continued their walk while Marva en-
tered the workroom  with her pile of linea,
When ber hands were free she stoosd trembling and
silent, us thoughshe had been guilty of o crime,

AWl what are you waiting for €7 said one of
the grils, pulling bher Wy the wpron,

“ 1 don’t know," replicd Mavia, 1 feel as
if 1 had reccived o Blow, aud wy hands ko ep ol
trembling.”

“ You have earried 1o heavy a lead for your
strengthe Sicdows and yon will see it pass o8

And in faet it did pass away in a few min-
utes, but from that moment Mavra was hanted
by a ]-;\it of bluek eyes that little stspeeted it

Pler veneration for the Conntess was in no
wise diminished by this. Oy the contrary, she
Joved her more i powibles Batin place of oue
idol ~he had twoo By littde junoceut tacties
that surprised berself, she suceceded in having
the werviee of the voung Count’s room ;1s.~*i;nwd
to Leor, and thencetorth hier happiness was com-
pletes Tl eare of the wirdrehe was in the
Lamds of the cofed de rhicader, wha sernpulously
avarded deing anvthang elee ;s aud while S.-r.P[.-_
on s magnitieent Black Lorse was palloping
along wieder the vanlted arehis ol the pine fore-ts
that interwove their Tone branches above hin
Lead Maviy, penettated L6 sweet cmonon,
with prefonr d aratiGede to Ged for nsking b
Hite nooeasy aned Lappy, was smeathing with her
delie e hands the Bue bnen shoets ot the comp

bed o -.\-};ic!‘) firt dear vonmg paster slept and
p;pviz:,; Toey Desitatine tianners aver the pilleay,
S wilt phaee Ws beesd there when night cones

anid cduse Ws o eyes

, cptt 0 This thaagh
yotune pirt

raize her hamd oand bigsd
as hongl there bad boon wopraloazion,

sasde the
Vasie 16 sl

Sergge was the west breakneck rider fn the
worbd @ ot fran bravads, sinee for the
part Feowan adane Wihen B per! o1 hi
expdetts, But from instinotive o
ger, Withoa bonnd of 15
over the hedues i
fishds, amd, when the w
IR
troubiing himseif to thad

done “‘fh‘;‘l"-". i thewe Hot< of n!r"ng!?x

saloened
cod Bien, weunid
BoLis Lorse 1o seim actoss G tiver, never

‘.:L‘i
dexterity @ Atote trdithrenoe 1o Padn or paed
prows gradualiy abong with fecling of the 1dis
toas when the desst pradenes s evercisd,
S ssernitg, vieating a b
s there wore tens lower - this Counts Burse
i it an s sbde s N Gk of

spair skt spring up, Loty

the other stoe, that oo whnoh ot b
srtfered exereiating pal :
was thee dast hedige, e
seme adidionity toozet)
Lowsver, and reachaed
he o nadedvore:sd 10 [ext

nONpy

s ool on the stirun Lo

wed the famentatinn- of the sorvants who Gad
thered around, e bad to let Biuselt be taken
wre froms bis borae and be drgged, as Be vaid,
ke v bnndie to Lis Yl

Wien be was dily unbeoted and exionined,
e e andetfopece with which e allawed

that he Lad serfousdy fractared bis b,

The beptatr was sent for, ip confornity
with a proceps of the Countess” wio proferrod a
tenesetter al dund to the first surgeon in the
worid A0 males o, A hertibly compliated
drescng, bristhing with splins wnd bandages,
was apphicd to the Teg, with very revpectiul but
fornad injnnctions not to move and to renin
in hed for six weeks,

Nix weeks! and the sporting season goad,
and thghts of partridges started every minute by
the Count's daogs, bunting now tor their own
piessure, the Jdoor of the kennel being seldom
clesed s the horses neighing from sheer weari.
uess, and the grooms giving themselves lumba.
go, brighteniug up teeppings that were now to
lie unused,

The Conutess was a good reader, spite of her
eveglass s she read untiriogly, the
which was to rend the patient to slee nfalli-
ble rosult ;o simply an affair of time, often in ten

tninutes, sometimes an hour,  Nerge’s breathing !

would become maore regular, the fever that color-
el bis cheek bones would graduuily disappear,
and then the good mother, closing the book,
would go about her duties as mistress of the
house, leaving Mavra in charge of her son.

Gradually the needle of Mavra's embroidery
work would slacken its motion, and for Jong
liours her eyes remain tixed on the face of the
sleeping young Count.  Daylight would decline
and no candles be brought, lest the healing rest
should be disturbed,  Seated near the window
in the deepening shadow, the outlines of her
figure relieved against the pale blue autumn sky
in which her dear stars were fast gathering,
Mavra would lose herself in a vagne infinite
ccstasy as she sat gazing at her sleeping young
waster, whom her hesrt only could now see. At
the first sign of his awaking she was on her feet,
with her hand upon the bell. On the arrival
of the lamp Mavra would withdmw to the work-
room. At night in her dreams she would con-
tinue her spiritual, almost wmystical, contem-
plation of the beautiful tair hend asleep on its
pillow,

When Serge got well she was the prey of an

implacable, unconscious, immortal love, Hence-
forth she belonged to her idol.  Present or ab-

oy was s oner

4 fennd Gt abschutely binpe sabie, and

sult of

sent he way ber adored master, for him alone she
breathed.  She would have almost hated the
convalescence that day by day was taking him
from her had not the young man's weakness
ohliged him frequently “to seek her aid. Sup-
porting himself with a stick in one hand and
resting the other on Mavrw’s shoulder, he would
walk rentnd his roons. She was happy and proud
the day  whis, {0 give the Countess a surprise,
.s]n' led hitn thus inte the little swlon where the
(‘ onntess, thinking he was asleep, was reading a
devitional ook, The agitated joy of the mother
and the nervous gayety of the sou brought tears
to the cyes of the young peasant girl ; Lat
stoleal, Hike all her race, she diove the tears
back to her Leart,

n\'r‘_rw- wilked uloue with a stick, then without
4 stick, limping a little ; by and by his firm
elustic tread was heard ugain on the waxed oak
floor.  Tie yorthern early winter was cowe,
snow alnsaty blocking np from time to time the
seignorial mansion, then melting under the
breath of @ warmer wind il the great winter
Blockade finally set in. One day a sledge, lined
with fur, druwn by spirited horses, elinking the
belis that studded the harness, drew up before
the dvor. Serge and Lis mother stepped into
i, waving a driendly farewell to the household
,ll‘mt crowded arsund with noisy benedictions.
l,}.v- Countess was to pass the winter ut St.
I«-lw_x'ahn‘rg, wlere lier son was {o resume bis
serviee i the huzzars of Groduo,  When thev
were gone, when the Leavy gate which Muvra
hiad cpened one beantifal Nugust day was shat,
sad the snow 611 slowly in farge ikes refloet-
g the colors of the prism, it shut sut all the
enter world from the innutes of the seignorial
nausion,

Muvia returned to her ewbraddery frame, no
lovger under the atders of the eond Ducka, bt
winder the capricious, fiful superivtendenes of
a honseRveper churged o the interval with the
workroomn separtieant, Life wis nod so easv,
Lat v St to Maves that there shoalid

sor Iees kindness? She did
saent. Her waking hours were
wnt erstasy that wore her
thertug, She did not know this
she Kuawn it ne amonnt of
s tears wenld lave been enoush to ex-
aupandenabde sin. She loved just as
Plossous 5 her dden was exalted, her

have died.  And as regards tie
cunt, e had wo idea of all this.
untess came back in spring, and the
seswiel fts grand,  hospitable ways.
was ol undly touched ta find that her
tar from having furgotten, inguired
frer Ler, She returned 1o her persanal
cupon the Countess, with muore de-
{ forver than ever, Later on the vounyg
v to come. Dlacka conveyed inoa
tetiears manner that he had something bet-
er o do than bury bimself in the conutry.  In
Prhe evening she contided to the laundress, in
Dinterminable whispers, secrets that were no
Sdeglt dnterssting, but which Mavra made no
| attetpt to ovethear, being by nature and taste
diserert and reserved,

tm the eveof 8t. Johu, when young girls
pladt erowas of Howers, which they throw into
the river o see it they are to be married within
the vear, Mavra went, like the others, to con-
st ate after this graevful fashion.  She never
dieanond of marriage ;5 it was a closed world to
Lier, inta whicl she had no desive to penetrate ;
but she would plait a erown aud watceh it
through the eddics of the capricions stream.
The girls had thrown in their gaslands, Mavra's
pot cntangled in fowers that w young lad of
twenty had jost thung in. He was noearpenter.
The two crowns whirled round in company, and
vanished togriber from view at the bend of the
river,

4 Hore we are cogaged, Mavra,'
penter. Lot it be onee for all.™

© No,” she replied, ealmly, without blush-
ing.

* Why, do you dislike me 1"

“Na, not more than other people. 1 don't
wish to marry.”

This was o}mugh to make the carpenter per-
sist in his wish.  He tried every meaps—went
; the longth of hegging the Conntess to intercede
i for him.  Mavra, sent for by her mistress, gave
1
H
t

i

satd the car-

i the same explanation,
W elh, it the chibl does not wish to marry,
I leave her alone,” said philosophically the exeel-
Ment lady, who would have serapled to force a
"fly to drink a drop of milk.

“And Mavra by her own desire was devoted to
celibacy,

1n thie wonth of September Serge returned,
but only for eight days. He brought no degs
nor equipages with him this time. When he
saw  Mavra he gave her a triemily smile and
then thought no more about her.  When he
went away his mother accompunied him, and
the house was again plunged into solitude long
before the usual time. Six weeks later news
arrirved that the young Count was married,

This annoancement was the signal for great
rejoicing,  According to ancient usuage barrels
of sweet beer and hydromel were brewed 5 white
bread and meat were distributed to the whole
village. The poor had abundant alms and the
whole retinne of servants had new dresses.
Mavra had a handsome blue woollen dresss and
a silk handkerchief. No one was forgotten;
debts in arrear were remitted, and the young
| girl was suddenly told she might return for the
winter to her family, till her father could make
new arrangements for the payment in kind of
what he owed.

This was no joyful news for the young pea-
sant girl, but resignation is an inherent Russian
virtne 5 she packed up her clothes in a basket
and one fine morning courageously sct out on
foot for bher native village. She was received
coolly by her mother. Due mouth more to
feed ! besides which, peasants are sparing of
their demonstrations of affection. Aiter o few
duys Mavra relap-ed into her old habits, bent
all day over her embroidery frume by the narrow
window, in the evening stunding leaning against
the Jdoor, gazing, as was her wont, at the stars.
Mare than ever she loved them ; hehind these
matvellous lights, that she likened 1o tew-z-—for
she was often sad now—-she saw the black vyes
and handsome face that had taken possession of
her soul. Ag long as she was staying at the
arand seignorial mansion where the imuge of her.
tdol met her ot every step in familiar attitade,
where she had only to close her eyes tosee Serge
before her, Mavra was happy ; she was of those
for whom the innocent and daily preseunce of the
beloved nakes the whole happiness of life,
tfere, where nothing spoke of him, she felt for
the frst cime the pain of scparation. Uneasy,
she asked herself what it was that was torturing
her to this degree, and the truth nearly dawned
upon her,  But she stopped at the thought, not
daring to sonnd it further, saying to herself that
there must be at the root of all this sutfering
some great siu she herself was ignorant of.
Moraing and evening she knelt long before the
gacresl Tnages, imploring God to deliver lLer
from hier pain; and feeling herself soathed by
this effusion of mystie 1onderness, she kept her
swdness to Lerself, still refusing to fathom it
But she was visibly wasting away ; the siwoky
atmosphere of her home had now the same puin-
ful influener upon her that the want of fresh air
had formerly when she first left her village, She
passed  the  winter sullering, uncomplaining,
unrelaxing in her work.  Gradually she gave up
louking at the stars,  Not only did they more
than ever look like tears, but no soonter did she
vien her eyes toward the night than they filled
with teurs, so that she hardiv knew whether it
was the fires of heaven or her own tears that
srariled beneath her eyelids.,

Spring came, thongh more tardily than nsnal;
then summer with its field labors. The Countess
seetied to have forgotten Mavra, wiio thought
with ever more and more resigned sadness of
this much beloved mistress. Her indulzence
concerning the servico dues of hLer family ap-
peared to the young girl not a favor, but a pun-
ishment, At haymaking as at harvest voung
lads seek out the givls,  Had Mavra wished it
she wight bhave found ten husbands.  She was
wo longer quite voung according to the untion
of prasan s who naarey tiredr dangliters ar sixteen
and their boys at twenty,  Ske was getling on
to twenty, and her mother at tines reproached
her, treating her as o aseless month, aithough
Mavei's embrojdery was readily beucht by toe
traders from the large towns who came o the
vilinge twice & vear.

In the beginning of September, Serge salil 1o
hi< younyg wife, who was about to make him a
father—

“If vou follow my alvice vou will yourself
rurse cur child)””

<1 deuld Bike to do so, Yut then | must have
a trained, devoted servant, one endowed with
all the virtues,” answered the vonng wifs, ““and
msming says this is more dithcold w tind than
a suitable navse””

“Ar s guite true,” said the Countess, present
at this fumily council, which had tiken place
on an average thriee a week for the Lost tour or
five mouths; *“ but, Serce, tiow that 1 think of
it, we have Mavra! the sweetest, quictest, most
devoted of nurse tenders !

“ Mavra! the very thing, How isit we never
thought of Ler before ! Not trained !—sevcing
she is unmarried, but so active and inteli
gent!"’

The manager was written to, ordering him to
send on Mavra by the convoy which every year,
about this period, brought to St. Petersburg
fruits, preserves, salt provisious, linen, and, in
short, all the products of the earth. The young
girl once more packed her clathes up in her little
hasket, and took her seat ou one of the long tile
of heavy wagons that slowly rolled along the
roads for eight or nine duys, she sleeping at
night unider the linen awning drawn over the
chests of preserves, while the horses were in
the stables and the wagoners by their sides.
Sometimes on awaking she saw the stars, but
they no longer brought tears to her eyes.

When the convey of provisions arrived, and
Mavra, still dizzy, had made the necessary
change in her dress, she was led into the room
of the young Countess, where the whole family
was assembled, augmented within the last few
days by a superb new.born baby, which none of
the servants knew how to manage,

““Here you are, Mavra, * Good-morning 1"
said the triumphant father, taking up his son
in his awkward arms, at the risk of making him
roar still louder.  “ You have a light hand and
a gn;utla voice. T give you my son to take care

it

“1 huwbly thank you,” said the young girl,
pale with joy. ¢‘1 shall do my best.”

She carried the infant into an adjoining room,
where she soon learned the speecial care to be
given toa child of noble race, which was as
ditferent from its eradle {rom that of little pea
sants, hia brothers in God’s sight, as he would
be the rest of his life. Toward evening the
youung mather, swprised at no longer hearing
the musie her tirst-horn had already had time to
aceustom her to, sent Serge to tind out the ren-

son of this unusul silence,  The young waster!

L R e R

entered the lurge dark room where Mavra was
slowly pacing up and down, the child's cheek
pressed against hers, warming it with her warm
breath and the love of a heart henceforth happy.
She was siuging a pleasant lullaby in a low
voice, inventing worls to the tune. *‘Dear
child of my master, sleep on your scrvant’s heart
that loves you, tiea-nre more precious thau all
things, my joy, my share of happiness in this
worid * % * mylinlestar 0% 77

Serge returned on tiptoe to his wife.

¢ ] think our minds may be i v al ease,”
said he

Mavra is paw old. Sie deelar s she hos always
been perfectly happy.

CAUGHT IN A LIE.

[ once had an example of how well it is to
tell the truth,” said a gentleman who was ance a
prominent eandidate for Governor of Arkansas.
“ Some time ago [ was travelling on lorsehack
through a very lonely part of the country. 1
was never a brave man, and [ was not in the
least surprised upon discovering that 1 was
scired.  Fvery rustleof the leaves, every sudden
ery of a bird startled me. 1 couldn’t think of
anything but robbers and desperadoes, und
shuddered as I remembered a man who,- years
ago, had been fonud in the woods, murdered in
cobd bivod, Every feature of the ghasily face
came up, and ] tnrned sick when the caping
wound in his throat rose before me with st:r ling
verisimilitwde.

““ When I thas refleeted, a short turn of the
lonely road, winding around a thickly wended
hill, brought me ahlmost face to fice with two
men who seemed to be standing for me. Their
horses were hitched to a neighvorivg grapevine,
and the suggestive manner in which they losked
at the animual [ was ridiog sent a thrill like a
streak of ice water up my back. I saw at ouce
that they were desperate men, and felt that they
would not hesitate to kill e, Fight was out of
of the question, for any such move, on my part
wauld, I was convineed, prove certiin death. For
the first time in my life 1 tesolved to play the
bully, and, asswming what I faneisd was any un-
concerned expression, 1 said, * Good morning.’

“ ¢ How are you?’ they replisd. ©Goiag
far ¢

“ T don't know that i* is any of vour busi-
ness,’ 1 replied. ¢ 1 dou’t want any trouble with
you, for [ have decided to lead a better life.
Never again do I want it sald that T shed the
blood of a human being/

¢y bad wan, I reckon,’ said one of the
desperadoes.

A ane rime § oot In Lave ‘eui
At oceeERtion ; but, as |}
never to Kill anotherma
molest e’

o Hold on, paviner U

4P ve ot noe tine o talk,

SC4But hold an ! What'syour name !

S Bl Poston, the ourlaw, and the man
of whom vou have often heard. | have killed
men for less than this, and Tdon’t want vou e
cause a breakiong of my resolve’

¢ Do as you like ahont your resolve,” said the
taller of the desperadaes. I don't know whe
vou are, but I kunow thut yeuare uot Bitl Pos-
tou, the robber.”

“Tow do you know "’

O Becange am Bell Poston, and this s my
biother.”

SOCoh, Lard ! 1 osupplicate . ¢ hive merey
on me !’

5 Climb off that horse, Cap.t [ reckon we'd
hetter hang vou right hetel”

¢ 1 begged, bat saw no metey in their eyes:
[ prayed, but [ heard no answer,

P teseh vou how to go sronud the country
committing depredations and layving them on to
me ! Fine man, vou are ! Stole thids horse, |
reckon.  Johu, get that rope off my saddle
Wil swing him up right here.’

“They put the rope around my neck, 1
prayed in vain ; [ asked the Lard to forgive me
for my sins, and closed my eyes, every nioment
expecting to be drawn up.

HOIPTT let yeu go will you promise never
again te use my name

¢ ¢1 gwear Fwon't. let me live and T be
a better man. I'lt do anything for vou, and
when I'm elected Governor I'll pardon vou.'

¢ Allright ; you may go this time. Take
off the rope, John.’

‘1 mounted my horse and rode away, with
fearful thankfuluess and a determination never
to tell another He. Next day, when I reached
the place of discussion, a large crowd had
gathered. When [ approached the poople were
shouting with laughter. Great Alexander ! Some
one was relating my experience, Shoving my
way farward, [ recogoized in the speakerv the
tall man who had accused me of taking his
name. 1 could not face the crowd and left as
rapidly as possible. The whole thing was a joke.
At the election I was defeated by an overwhelm-
ing majority."”

1 such
ted you, I nuve resolved
. [ hope vou will not

A WORLD OF GOOD.

One of the most popular medicines now before
the American publie, is Hop Bitters,  You see
it everywhere, People take it with good etloet.
It builds them up.  Itisnot as pleasant to the
taate as sote other Bitters, as it is not & whis-
key drink. It is more like the old-fashioned
bone-set tea, that has done a world of good.
I yondon't feel just right, try Hop Bitters.—
Nunda Newes,




