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the ruin Ho had foretold. And as He told
them of the ruin of the city and the land, His
thoughts wandered on to the great Day of
God, when all things in this world shall come
toanend. I don't suppose they understood
it all; and we don’t understand it all. But
to be ready and watching, and praying and
Joving, and hearing and obeying, will make us
happy and blessed whenever that day may
come!

4 TALE OF RUSSI4A ONDER NICHULAS I

In one of the splendid palaces of the Russian capi-
tal, a fair young girl threw herself upon the crimson
cushions of o djvan in the embrasure of a large win-
dow. Alarm and anxiety were depicted on her features,
and she coustantly clasped and unclasped her small
hands, and nervously aroge and looked out into the
stroet. and then reseated herself asif waiting for some
psinful intelligeuce. It was the fair young Natalie
Radetski, the beauty of the Rugsian court, upon whom
nature and fortune had showered every gift, and for
whom even the stern features of the Emperor Nicholas
would relax ivto something like a smile as he locked
apon her beauty and grace.

Haatily the door opened, and & young man ad-
vanced towards her.

“T1 am to bid you farewell, Natalie,” he said in a
voice broken by emotion.

«QOh, Alexis! what is it ?"' cried the young girl.

1 have displeased the Emperor, and he has or-
dered my arrest.”

#The Emperor will pardon you—I will go to him,”
said she. * He will not refuse me. He has always
been so kind to me.”

¢ Alas! my Nutalie. He will refuse you this. The
Emperor believes me concerned in a congpiracy, and
he never forgives. I am innocent, but he will not
believe it. I know not what is to be done with me ;
but if I am sent to Siberig———-""

b ‘(‘ To Siberia! Oh, Alexis! it cannot be—it cannot
e ”

For a moment neither spoke. At length, with a
powerful effort at self-control, the yeung man said,
¢ Natalie let me place this ring upon your finger, and
prowise me that you will wear it always in memory
of what my love has been to you. The Emperor will
force you to marry. I do not wish the thought of me
to make you always wretched.”

He placed upon her finuer a ring, in which was a
single emerald of great brilliancy.

“Do not take it off, nor read the inscription, till
you hear certainly that [ have been banished,” he
said. A shiver of horror ran through her frame, but
he went on firmly: “ Then read it; it will comfort

you. Now I must go. The Emperor allowed me
this interview, and the guards are awaiting me.”

Ho clasped her convulsively to his breast, kissed
her brow and lips, and laying ber ‘gently upon the
diven passed out. In the street the guards awaited
him.

‘The words of her lover did not deter Natalie from
attempting to save him. She sent a petition to the
Emperor, imploring an interview ; but it was denied
her. She waylaid the Empress.

“My poor child,” said the Empress, kindly, “ X
would gladly take you to the Emperor, even at the
risk of incurring his displeasure ; but it is too late.
Alexis Potemkin has been sent to Siberia for life.”

Natslie heard it not.

¢ Lift ber up,” said the Empress; ** she has fainted."”

But Natalie had not fainted. Slowly, but reso-
lutely, ehe rose, and make a gesture of respectful sub-
mission fo the Empress, begged leave to retire.

When Natalie reached her own apartment, she
drew from her finger the ring that Alexis had placed
upon it, and read the insoription carved upon the
inside in French— Death is the only censoler,” it
said. **'We shall mest in heaven!”

There is no place more dreary, more terrible, even
in imagination, than the mines of Siberia.

Among the condemned, in & large quicksilver mine
in the very heart of the country, thonsands of versts
from St. Petersburg, stooped at his daily toil a form
whose tall and noble proportions even his coarse habit
scarcely shrouded. His delicate frame, unused to
labour, and exposed to the rigour of an Arctic olimate,
soon yielded to the unhealthineas of his occupation ;
and he wag fast sinking under his trials. Yes, death
would come, gentle death—and his heart leaped with
8 momentary joy.

The struggle was not long. A few days of confine-
ment to & hard pallet, a few nights of suffering, and
the fiat, which even an imperial decree could not stop,
went forth. The victim was released.

Three months after this, the Grand Chamberlain of
Russia, presented himself before Mlle. Radetski, and
summoned her to the presence of the Emperor.

When conducted to the palace, His Majesty dis-
missed the gentleman-in-waiting, and signed her to
approach. His stern features were contracted by an
expression of deep displeasure. .

“Why does Mademoiselle Radetski wear mourn-
ing ?” he said. *“Does she mourn for conspirators
who would subvert the Government and bring de-
struction upor their country 2"

¢t No, sire,” she answered. I wear mourning for
one whom your Majesty saw fit to condemn, but to
whom, by your express command, I promised my
hand.”

“We will not discuss the past,” replied the Czar,



