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By E. R. PUNSHON
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. CHAPTER 1.
The Women of Russia.

i Tt seemed the old man had no pity.
His voice was cruel as the grave, merciless
as death. The pale girl in the window
quivered afresh at each new sentence he
spoke; his words were to her like so
many eeparate blows falling on her naked
and defenceless ‘soul. Sometimes she held
out her hand with a gesture of appeal,
as of one ‘imploring mercy, but. the old
man would not heed. He looked at her
mildly over his spectacles and continued
to speak mew and more dreadful things.

A little before, at his request, she had
given him a glass of water, and frequent-
ily he would pause to eip at it, at the same
itime awkwardly wiping away the tears
‘that kept gathering in his eyes. Then his
lyoice would begin again, cruel as the
| grave, merciless as death. After each one
lof these pauses he invariably recom-
imenced by saying, “Well, little éister,”
and the pale girl in the window learnt to
‘dread these three words like the pro-
nouncement of fresh doom.

Besides these twos the old man who
spoke, the pale girl who listened, there
were two other occupants of the room.
‘One‘of these was quite a boy, hardly more
ithan fifteen or sixteen, to all appearance.
He seemed weak and delicate, and sat
/huddled together as if he felt cold. Fre-
kqumﬂy he. shivered, but when one looked
into his eyes, one understood that these
jyrecurrent shudders were not from cold,

ut from terror. He had a trick of, start-

‘ting suddenly and looking back over his

!shoulder, which had a slightly disconcert-
ing effect on most people, since it was not
possible to avoid eupposing that he saw
gomething invisible to others. Like his
companions, he was of Russian national-
ity, and his name was Michael Popyaloff.
lYon_ng as he was, he was the only living

- irepresentative of Popyaloff Brothers, one

lof tMe best known firms of general mer-
chants in South Russia. His father hav-
ing also been named Michael Popyaloff,
he was known after the Russian fashion
as Michael Mikhailovitch, or Michael son
of Michael. According to that other Rus-
sian custom of freely using pet diminu-
tives, he was generally called Misha by
his friends.

Sitting beside him was a youngish man,
apparently about twenty-five or thirty. He
was tall and thin, with weak eyes and &
faint, pale moustache, which seemed to
find considerable difficulty in growing,and
this he had a way of scratching at inter-
vals as if he found its presence on his
upper lip rather disturbing. In other
ways he showed a highly nervous and ir
.rvitable disposition; his hands and f«;et
were restless, his eyes went wandering
hither and thither though apparently with-
out seeing much. the time the old
.man was talking, this young fellow kept
taking his cigarette case out of his pocket,
looking at it, and then at the pale girl
in the window, and then putting it back
again, Sometimes, when the old man
.paused for a moment, he would eay, “Yes,
_yes; it is true;” or “Horrible, very dread-

. '%ul;” but one could see that he was not
* really

much interested. Evidently, he re-
garded all the old man said as quite or-
dinary and commonplace, and he had the
air of wishing very much to be outside
where he could smoke his cigarettes un-
‘disturbed. At present, he even seemed a
little bored. His name was Golovin-Fedor
exandrovitch Golovin.
A!I]xzznroom itself was dull and shabby,
Jooking out on an equally dull and shabby
London street in which a chill, autumnal
rain was falling steadily. Most of the
things in the room seemed to have beeﬁ
a.
rather knocked about, and had about them
e certain air of incongruity, as if they
had mnot yet had time to get acquainted
with one another. The carpet was es-
pecially old and was worn into holes which
as much as possible, were hidden by the
srringement of the furniture. In the
te a fire burned feebly, rather as if
{ were waiting a favorable moment, when
it found itself unobserved, to go out. The
anly noticeable feature of the room con-
sisted of the large number of sketches and
aintings framed and unframed that were on
e walls, almost hiding the exceedingly ugly
wall-paper, In many of these, especially
those that seemed the newer, appeared the
face of the pale girl, who now stood suf-
Jering such agonies in the window, while
the old man talked to her. At the same
time, while there was no mistaking the
likeness, there was a strange and some-
what sinister difference between repre-
sentations and reality. For in almost all
the pictures the expression was one of
j here she was shown

oy and gladness; .
iaughing, and here singing; there she danc-

ed in the morning, there she ran joyously
beneath the evening stars. Always it was
the same, as though artist and model alike
had had such joy in their work their hap-
piness had run down into pencil and brush
and got itself stamped on paper and can-
vas. In one picture—a lovely watcr-golor
drawing—she was shown standing upright,
while a young man bowed himself at her
feet, and in this her face, which was turn-
ed . towards the dawn, ghone almost like
the rising sun itself. The picture was call-
ed “The Dawn,” and the large reproduc-
tion of it in oils is, by the way, the first
work of the young artist that ever
attracted much attention. The air of joy
and happiness ran with slight differences
through almost all the drawings and paint-
ings, quite transforming the shabby little
room till its dingy walls seemed those of
gome temple of high delight. But in the
living face it was different indeed; for
that, though always recognisable, was pale
gnd drawn, changed from the likenesses on
the wall as by a hundred years of agony
that had all been concentrated into one
minute of actual time.

Otherwise, there was nothing about -the
room in any way noticeable, nor anything
to give any clue to the character of its
gecupants. Though it was the girl’s home,
ghe had lived in it too short a time and
under circumstances too hard and narrow
for her yet to have been able to impress
her strong individuality upon it.

Like two of her three visitors, she was
quite young, only a little over twenty.
8he was dressed in outdoor things, with
the raindrops still gparkling on her hat
and mud still damp on her skirts, as if
she had but just returned from some ex-
pedition. Her umbrella stood. in a corner
by the fire, and a small stream running
from it had gathered in a pond in a de-
pression of the carpet, into which it was
sinking. In person she was tall and some-
what bigly made, and she had large and
jrregular features that only the great
brown eyes, tender and bright, redeem-
ed from the charge of being ordinary to
the point of plainness. The mouth was
closed tightly, and the “compressed lips
gave an, impression of sternness almost ap-
proaching to severity that rather contra-
dicted the soft tenderness of the ‘eyes. It
might have been hazarded by one of those
people who like to amuse themselves by
' attempting to guess at character from the
“east of the countenance that she was off

L'hom prosperity would soften but adv’

-

= mzﬁig

_’homely phrase, it was easily conceivable

,sity harden and make bitter. To use a

that she might under circumstances come
to be guilty of the folly of cutting off her
nose to spite her face. None the less,
even now as she stood there in the win-
dow, shivering afresh at each new word
the old man spoke, her gloved hands clasp-
ed together with a desperate tightness, a
certain air of nobility surrounded her; as
if, perhaps, the largeness on which her
physical being was planned induced one to
suppose she must possess a corresponding
largeness of soul. At any rate, it was,
above all, clear to the most casual ob-
server that she was one to be trusted in
-all things; but her extreme shrinking sen-
sitiveness, and a certain quality of ideal-
ism and vein of poetry, she had, were less
easily discovered. 'For she kept that part
of her character well hidden, and was
sometimes thought to be a little hard and
unfeeling; while in her.outward appear-
ance it was only her deep eyes beneath
the broad forehead that gave any hint of
it. She was the daughter of an English-
man, Paul Ross, resident in Moscow, and
her own name was Annie. She had come
over togEngland some few months before
to study’ drawing, of which she was very
fond, though she hardly possessed much
real talent for it.

But of all those in the room the old
man himself was perhaps the most strik-
ing looking. He was very tall and almots
perfectly bald, with a long, white beard
and a large hooked nose, on each side
of which his eyes, deep sunken, gleamed
like coals of fire beneath heavy, strongly
marked eyebrows that had remained coal
black. One might have imagined that the
fire in his eyes had kept away the snows|
of age that had whitened his beard and
the little hair still 'growing on his head.
As a rule, he stooped 'badly, but at times
he could hold himself upright as a dart,
and then he would move with the swift-
ness of a young and strong man. Lifting
the glass, he sipped from it once more,
and again wiped the téars from his eyes.

“Well, little sister,f' he 'was continuing;
buf Annie threw out/her hand with a cry.

“Oh, don’t—don’t,” she said.

* The old man looked at her mildly.

“Well, well, Anna Paolovna,” he said,
“I am truly eorry for you ; but what
would you? The times are bad in Holy
Russia; it is not you alone.” He sipped
his water and wiped his eyes once more,
“Such things are done”—he said, and then’
added, more briskly—‘but as for you, lit-
tle sister, I have not told you half.”

The girl shuddered again, and looked
round with wide, staring eyes, as though
seeking for some refuge or help she knew
waa not possible for her.

“Speak Russian,” she said suddenly; “it
sounds unreal in English. Tell it me in
Russian, and then perhape I' shall be able
to believe that God still permits such
things to be done.”

The old man crossed himself.

“God is high, and the Tsar far away.”
he said, quoting an old Russian proverb.
“What is one to do about it.”

“I have a theory,” interrupted (}olovin,
his weak eyes suddenly  becoming vivid.
“Bombs.” He took out his cigarette case,
looked at it regretfully, and then put it
back into his pocket. “You lay a bomb,”
he said, “and then you walk away. It is
quite simple. Then it explodes, and——"

He paused, making an upward gesture
with his hands; and little Michael Popy-
aloff beside him gave one of those quick,
startled glances over his shoulder that had
such an unpleasant effect on most people.

“Fedor Alexandrovitch, be quiet, do,”
said the old man. “Really, you must be
quite a fool”” He glanced at the girl,
who, however, did not appear to be pay-
ing much attention. “Our friend, Golo-
vin,” he said, relapsing into English, “is
fond of talking, but he means well.”

“With regard to bombs,” Golovin con-
tinued, “it is this way; you lay a bomb
and then you walk away. From a distance
you watch. Very good.”

He did not speak English quite so well
as the old man, whose native tongue it
might have bzen supposed, but in spite!
of his accent—which was curious and quite
unproducible, because he insisted on try-
ing to give the English letters a French
value,—he was easily understandable.

“All the same,” declared Anflie in a
tone of finality, paying no attention to
Golovin, “it is quite impossible that I
should help you in any way.”

“It is as you will, Anna Paolovna,” re-
plied the old man mildly. “Yet it is” not
only in the name of Holy Russia that we
come to you, not merely for the sake of
a people beginning to hope—to hope, Anna
Paolovna, after all these years that they
have cried, ‘How long, O Lord, how
long?” ” He paused and crossed himself,
his two companions imitating his example,

-

and then continued, in a different voice:
“Well, little sister, if you will, you will; |
and if you won’t, you won’t; either way,§
there’s no more to be said. But you see!
I had known your father for long. Paul |
Ross was known to many, for he had al-|
ways been of a favorable mind towards us.
That is why the police took him, though !
he had never mixed himself up with us,|
and though, during all the street fighting, |
he had obeyed all their- regulations. He |
had even tried to persuade some of us to!
lay down our arms because we were cer- |
tain to be defeated. You see, Paul Roes
was always an Englishman, and he could |
not understand that to us Russians defeats |
are nothing. The more we are beaten, |
the more we go on; perhaps it is because |
we are so accustomed to being beaten that
we do not mind it much. But listen, lit-
tle sister, had your father any enemies?”

“I do not think so,” Annie answered.
“I do not think he could have.”

“I don't, either}” agreed the old man, !
“but your half-sister, Catherine Paolovna,
when I saw her last she was a lovely girl. |
Not tall, like you, but very lovely.”

“She is very lovely,” Annie agreed !
rather coldly; “but what has that to do|
with it? She is only a child still, you|
know.”

“When the daughter is beautiful, some- |
times the father has enemies he knows |
little about,” the old man replied \'ery{
gravely. “Well, little sister, what can,
one expect? It was quite by accident 1
met him with his hands tied behind him |
and some soldiers driving him forward
with their bayonets. He was arrested.
Madam Ross was behind and Catherine
Paolovna followed with her. They were
both erying, and an American reporter
took snap-shots of them. They were very
good photographs, too.”

“Oh—oh!” cried Annie, in a voice of
pain unutterable. But there were no tears
in her eyes, only a fierce, hard glitter.
“Why, you must be a devil,” she said
softly to the old man, *‘to tell me things
like this.”

But he sipped his water and wiped his
eyes once more. I

“Indeed, I am truly sorry for you,” he
said.

“Yet you let them be photographed like
that?’ she asked with bv .

“I was glad,” replied t’ man, ‘“He
will send those picture paper—un-
less the police confisca f course—

.and many people wi' . Then

1—-blood and money.

| they will sympathise, and we shall get

help and money—and we need much
money, Anna Paolovna, which, indeed, is
why we have come to you today.” ;

“But I have no money,” said the girl,
astonished.

““We, shall see,” said the old man, “we
shall see when I have finished my story.
Well, little sister——"

“Oh, spare me,” she cried, panting;
“spare me more. 1 know my father is
dead. Spare me any more. That is what
you mean?”’

“Nay, but you must listen,” said the old
man; and though his voice was mild, and
the tears had come again into his eyes,
he showed not the least sign of hesitation.
“To know, is the first step towards liber-
ty,” he said.

“No; bombs are,” interrupted Golovin,
hurriedly thrusting his cigarette case back
into his pocket, as if ashamed to have
found it in his hand. ' “You lay them and
then you walk away,” he explained.
\Little Michael Popyaloff said nothing,
but he was ‘looking at Annie with a sort
of pitying and admiring kindness that
even in that moment she found grateful.

“You understand I was a shoemaker
then,” the old man continued. “And
after I had seen Paul Ross being marched
to the police yard, I hurried back to my
room, which had a window overlooking
the yard. When I got there they were
already beating him with sticks.
did not beat him very long. He was an
Englishman, you see, and you cannot beat
an Englishman as you would a Russian.
1 suppose they are not so used to i

“Yes, I have a theory,” interposed Golo-
vin, suddenly interested again. “I think
we have become immune to flogging by
natural selection, just  as the civilized
races, for instance, have become immune
to measles. I think all Russians sensitive
to flogging have been weeded out long
ago.”

“That does not matter now,” said the
old man. “Do be quiet, Fedor Alexan-
drovitch. But I think perhaps it was be-
cause they were annoyed at his fainting
€0 soon that the court martial condemned
him to death in such a hurry. They sen-
tenced him to be shot—the sentence will
be carried out on the morning of the day
after tomorréw, - I have had a telegram
to say so.”

Annie had listened in strained silence;
only her puleating throat, and the wild
heaving of her bosom, showing her emo-
tion. She had an idea that she was suf-
focating, and when she spoke her voice
was harsh and changed.

“You are a man, after all,” she said.
“You would mot tell me this—not this,
would you?—not without ‘a reason; and
by the strange light in her eyes it was
plain that by a reason she meant a hope
for the life of her father whom she loved.

“Well, perhaps not,” admitted the old
man. ““It would only be brutal if there
were no reason; but then, you see, there
is a reason.”

“Tell it me,” she panted.

He looked at her and nodded his head
very slowly, as if satisfied.

“I think you know it already,” he eaid
mildly; “little sister, do you not know
it already?”

“Ah-h-h,” she breathed, with a long-
drawn, shuddering sigh. “Ab-h-h, why am
I not a man?”’

“Never sorrow for that,” the old man
told her; ‘“sometimes ‘the weakest hand
strikes the deadlies blow. Oh, the wo-
men of Russia, the women of Russia”’—
he flung up his arms in a kind of ecstacy,
his face transfigured, his deep eyes like
hot coals behind the spectacles—‘oh, the
women of Ruseia;” he eaid, “who have
died and suffered and died, unconquerable
in their weakness.”

Suddenly, he fell to sipping his ~water
again, and to wipipg the tears from his
eyes; changing all in one
without any apparent cause from an in-
spired prophet of ancient days to a, weak,
old’ man who cried and sipped at a glass
of water.

«But not I,” eaid Annie, very pale.
“Not even now—condemned to death—oh,
not even now——. Yes, I know very well
what you mean and what other women
have done, but I could not. Did
you say condemned to be shot?”’

She looked round with a new horror,
and young Michael nodded at her with a
kind and encouraging glance, rather odd
in such a boy.

“No,” he agreed, “my sister Alenka al-
ways said women ghouldn’t—that it was
not their wark,”,

“But it is rot so with me,” said Annie,
with a kind of stammering hurry. |
don’t say I shouldn’t—I only say, I know
1 couldn’t. I should break down, fail, fail
completely, if you understand. 1 wouid
give my soul if you asked that,” she
cried, with a touch of wildness. “Fhere
is nothing in my power I would hold
back, because I love my father so; but if
1 agreed to do that other I know that 1
should® only fail,” she said with despair.

“But that is not at all what I.mean,”
cried the old man. ‘“You are quite’ ms-
taken, Anna Paolovna. If there is a ty-
rant there or an- oppressor here, it is
necessary to dispose of, there are always
‘plenty willing—men or women. But for
you, little sister, Anna Paolovna, there
is something different.”

“Oh, I can do nothing,” Annie wailed.
«Listen—because—"

“No, you listen first,” interrupted the
old man; and said with a strange solemn-
ity: “There is a people struggling to be
free—whom you may help if you will.
There is your father condemned to death
_to be shot—whom you may save, if
you will. Where -others—women like you
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—girls—have walked cheerfully to death |
and exile, will you hold back?—when your |

father is to be shot the morning of the
day after tomorrow?”’

“But what can I do?” she asked, puzzl-
ed and even awed; for, if the old man's
words were wild, his manner was full of
deep and strong solemnity.

“The revolution has begun,” said the
old man; “the revolution needs two things
Blood there has been
and to spare since Red Sunday till now,
when Mr. Ross is in such peril of his
life. But perhaps we can help you and
save him, if you will help us with money
—money that means rifles and cart-
ridges.”

“Money ?”’ Annie repeated, looking more
puzzled than ever. “But we have no
maoney—we are very poor.” She seemed
to direct ‘his attention to the dingy room
and the shabby, second-hand furniture.
“No; I cannot help you with money,”
she said, with even a certain manner of
relief.

“T know; I know all that,” he answer-
ed with some impatience. “But so far as
1 can see, it rests entirely with you
whether we can succeed in obtaining a
sum of nearly half a million pounds. in
English money, or whether we lose it
every farthing!”

CHAPTER 1L
The Proposal.

Though Annie heard these words plain-
ly enough, it hardly seemed she quite
understood them. She let them float by
her, as it were, as if she found them too
fantastic to receive them.

“To be shot?” she said again. My
father—?” With extraordinary vivid-
ness there rose before her a memory of
his mild and gentle countenance when
she had last seen him as he waved her
farewell. And now it seemed he was to he
shot—shot. She repeated the word to her-
self, wondering # if she lnew what 1t
meant; as it =, one half of her brain
receiving * half rejecting it. And

They

Russian Adventuress Caughtin New York

MRS. OLGA STEIW]

New York, March. 12—Announcing that
she would retain Martin W. Littleton as|
her lawyer, Mrs. Olga Stein, who is.want-
ed in St. Petersburg on charges of having|
obtained 110,000 rubles ($55,000) through
fraud, said at the Tombs that she would
do her best to avoid extradition.

She said that Captain Eugene Schultz,
of the marine guard of the Russian navy,
to whom she is engaged to be married, is
on his way to this city from Russia and
will help her. She displayed photographs
of Captain Schultz, which bear enc?aring
inscriptions. She said that he as well as/
she has been threatened with prosecution
and that this prosecution is based upon
political grounds, for part of which sh
blames George Stein, of St. Petersburg
from whom she has been| divorced. A

fine fellow, too, ealled Nickolas Andrei-
vitch Kamff.”

“To marry—marry?”’ ehe said, dazed—
“not. marry?”’

“That is not so dreadful, is it?” the old
man inquired; “and I assure you Nickolas
is a very fine fellow—handsome, brave, a
real gentleman. Why, many of the fe-
malé comrades think it an honor if he
looks at them.”’

“Yes, T have a theory about that,” in-
terposed Golovin, suddenly awakening up
once more. “He always says he hates all
women, and he lets them see it, too. Now,
I think "that is why almost all of them
love him.”

“Not all women,” observed Michael.
“Kolia never pretended to hate all wo-
men.”

“No, there was your sister; there was
certainly 'Elena Mikhailovna,” agreed Go-
lovin. A

“Yes, he was quite fond of her,” said
the boy, lifting his eyes to Annie, with a
very grave and tender look.

“But,” said Annie, more bewildered
than ever, “if he is fond of someane else,
why— 2"

(To be continued.) -

FARVILLE YOUNG Wl
TWICE SHPARECKED

Son of Drs J. H. Gray Was on the

the Russian consulate the woman’s story
of political prosecution was scoffed at.

An attache of the consulate said:

“In Ruséia we called Mme. Stein a
counterpart of the French Mme. Humbert
and your Cassie Chadwick. She lived in
style, but when the largsst safe in her
house was opened there was nothing found
in the inside. She forfeited bail of 25,000
rubles when she ran away from Russia.

Agents of the Russian government traced|
her to Ttaly, to Franch, and then to this,

city. When she is, arraigned before
United States Commissioner Shields next
Monday we expect that we shall be per

mitted to send her back to St. Petersburg,

for trial. There is nothing political in a
prosecution for swindling, and, so far as
we have been informed, charges of swindl-
ing are the only ones on which she is
wanted in St. Petersburg.”

because of a certain cloud that had arisen
between them of late, her love for him

rolled back to her with flooding and re-
doubled strength. She seemed to see her-
gelf a little child again, holding out her
arms to her father as he stooped to lift
her. “Oh,” she cried chokingly, “it i8’ just
not possible that they will shoot him!”

“They will think nothing of it,” said
young Michael Popyalofl, speaking for the
first time; ' “till Russia is free, they will
think nothing of such things.”

She looked at him with a great pity.

“But you are only a boy,” she said.

“That does not matter,” the old man in-
terrupted; “never mind that just now.”
He paused and sipped at -his water again,
and it was plain that even his serenity
was troubled. ' “Besides, I have a message
for you,” he said.

Annie looked at him affrightedly, and a
deeper pallor spread over her drawn fea-
tures. Golovin shrugged his shoulders, try-
ing to conceal a yawn. Only young Mich-
ael continued to look at her kindly.

“You see,” he said, as if explaining him-
self and his companions, ‘‘all that you have
heard, we have seen.”

sullenly,

“Well,” she muttered ‘“why

| don’t you tell me, then?”
moment and|*

Without speakingi ithe old man handed
her a scrap of_ folded paper. It bore no
superscription, but in one corner was a
red bloteh as if it had been held there
by a bloody hand. Annie looked at it,
but did not open it; it was plain she was
afraid.

“And flogged?”’ she asked.
say flogged as well?”

The old man nodded, still without speak-
ing, and Annie fell into a fit of shudder-
ing, almost as if she felt the blows de-
scending on her own body.

“Oh, I don’t believe it,” she cried, hold-
ing up her hands with a manner of shut-
ting off some vision from her eyes. ‘“He
is English.”

“No; unfortunately, he is a Russian sub-
jeet,” the old man told her. “His father
was domiciled in Russia, and he was born
there, though he has lived so long in Eng-
land. But what decides it is that he claim-
ed Russian nationality himself in his law-
suit with Messrs. Vogodkir only three
years ago. It was a point in his . favor;|
then apd helped him to win his case,
while now——" the old man made a help-
less - gesture.  “The British Consul did
what he could,” he continued in a mo-
ment or two, “and did succeed in having
the execution of the sentence postponed,
but when it was shown Mr. Ross had him-

‘Did you

! self claimed Russian nationality, of course,

nothing more could be done.”

“I will go to Moscow myself,” Annie
cried, still solding the letter unread. “I
will appeal to the authorities,” she stam-
mered, running towards the door.

“And how can they help you, little sis-
ter?”’ the old man axked; and though his
eves were mild as he looked at her, his
voice was 6&till cruel as the grave itself,
merciless as death. “And what will you
do in Moscow, Anna Paolovna?”’

“Don’t call me that?”’ she cried angrily;
“T am not a Russian. I will go to Mos-
cow. I will bribe—"

“Iave you much money, then-” the old
man asked, and Annie winced, and was
silent.

“Now just sit down and listen to me,”
he went on. “If you were rich, as wise
as Solomon, as strong as Rurik, you could
still do nothing.; Do you not® know that
the trains are stopped, the post also 1s
stopped; no telegrams can he sent? You
could nol get to Moscow in less than a
month; .and as for the authorities, they
cannot help you, and would not if they
could. And as for vour father, they will
shoot him in the morning, the day after
tcmorrow.”

With a gesture of despair, as if she
knaw what she was doing were fatal, An-
nie opened the' note in her hand. Strag-
gling and faint was the writing; strange,
and yet familiar in a kind of death-like
and ghostly manner that struck to her
heart. She read the brief words:

“] am eentenced to dsath; help me,
child, if you can.. The bearer will tell
you—I trust you. I know you will do
what you can, and I give you my love
and my blessing.

“YOUR FATHER.”

“If you fail te.save me, I charge you to
care for your stepmother, and for Cath-
erine. I entrust them to you, my dearest
daughter, if I must be murdered next
week, as they say; but do what you can
for me.

“p. R

And then, scribbled across one corner,
pathetic testimony to man’s insfinctive
and eternal ery against that injustice with
which, nevertheless, he, and no other, has
covered the comely face of the earth as
with a hideous veil, were the almost il
legible words:

“I am quite innocent of what they ac-
cuse me of.”

Annie folded the note, and seemed al
most as if ehe hid it in her hand. The
written words tore her heart like knives
of steel. Yat still she was not without
a certain feeling of pride that it was to

her her father turned ir} the time of his
peril, and to her protection that he trust-

ed Madam Ross, his wife, and Annie’s
stepmother, and his daughter, Annie’s half-
sister, Catherine. At least, it was some-
thing that it was on her he seemed to
lean by instinct. How could she fail him,
and yet—. She breathed with difficulty,
pressing her gloved hands tightly against
each other. .

 “It is on you,” the man said. “that
your father's life depends—on you alone,
and your mother’s and sister’s safety as
well.” i

“But no one would hurt them?” Annie
exclaimed quickly.

“All the same,” the old man answered
gravely, ‘“they have been arrested.”

“Arrested?” she repeated; and she was
enough of a Russian, in spite of her Eng-
lish blood and jraining, for the words to
fall on her ear‘ like the pronouncement
of fresh doom. | “Arrested? Oh, I think
you. just wish to drive me mad,” she
cried. '

“Not at all, not at all,” he answered
soothingly. “I only want to help you.
Well, then, it was Boris Constantinovitch
Nobrikoff who arrested them—Major No-
brikoff, of a Cossack regiment.”

“Oh, Major Nobrikoff,” murmured the
girl. “Yes—I met him once; we danced
together. He was most polite.”

“He wished to marry—"

“Yes, yes,” Annie interrupted quickly,
as if a new idea had come to her; “but
what is the good of talking? If the trains
and the post are stopped, so that no one
can get to Moscow. what can you do,
either? What?” and it even seemed there
was a touch' of relief in her manner ag
she flung out this question at him.

“Now, Anna Paolovna, how you talk,”
the old man reproached her mildly. “You
know very well that if I send a telegram
to our Committee—and our telegrams are
delivered all right—that at once your
father will have more than a million of
friends ready to die for him—all those
who acknowledge the Committee, in fact.
Well, as I was saying, Major Nobrikoff
wished to marry Catherine Paolovna; but
Paul Paolovitch did not like Cossacks, and
his daughter did not like Major Nobrikoff,
who went away very angry and swearing
that' he would get even with them both.
Well, little sister, is not that true?”’

“Yes, all that is quite true,” Annie ans-
wered dully.

“Perhaps it explains how it was revo-
lutionary papers were found in your
father’s house when Major Nobrikoff went
to arrest him. Well, that is how it stands.
Your father is a prisoner and condemned;
your mother and sister are in the power
of Major Nobrikoff. I only tell you all
this to make the position quite plain.”

She looked at him; his eyes were still
mild and full of pity. for her, but his
mouth was inflexible, his voice merciless
as the grave. She understood thta he was
deeply sorry for her, but that that would
make absolutely no difference. She glanced
at the others; Golovin was looking out of
the window at the still falling rain, ap-
parently every minute more bored; only
in the eyes of the young boy, Michael
Popyaloff, did there seem a real sympathy
for her.

“Is all this true?”’ she asked him sud-
denly; “can such things be?”

“Oh, much worse,” he told her; “ever
so much worse.”

“But you are still a boy,’
if puzzled.

“Oh, no; you are much mistaken,” he
answered gravely. “But-I am truly sorry,”
he concluded.

’ she said, as

She turned abruptly, and it seemed a|

despair fell upon her. It was as if she
abandoned all hope, as if now she yielded
to this old man whose cruel words press-
ed her so hardly. A gleam of triumph
came into her eyes, and he took her cold
hand and patted it softly.

“Well—little sister?”’ he murmured.

“Just tell me what you want, will you?”
she asked.

“It is only a little thing,” he saidspeak-
ing English again; ‘“‘and if you agree, I
am empowered to promise that the Revo-
lutionaries will make the rescue of your
father and the safety of your mother and
sister their first consideration. You will
have done a great eervice to the Cause,
and that shall be your reward. We can
do much, vou know; Major Nobrikoff, for
example, can be warned that he will be
removed if harm comes to either of them.”

“But how do I know you are telling
me the truth?” she said sharply.

“Oh, Anna Paolovna,” he said in real
distress, ‘‘do you think I would tell lies
to you when your father is suffering so
much for the Cause. No, by Heavens, I

.would not.”

“It is all quite true,” said Golovin,rous-
ing himself; “everything he says is quite
true.”

Michiel did not speak, but his gentle
and friendly look gave Annie more com-
fort than anything else could have done.

“Well, what is it you do want?”’ she
asked abruptly. I

“QOnly that you should marry one of our
leaders,” veplied the old man; “a very

Schooner Marjorie J. Sumner and
the Steamer Sylvia,

Wendall T. Gray, of Fairville, son of
Dr. J. H. Gray, is certainly experiencing
within a short epace of time all the ex-
citement which he could reasonably have
expected when he chose a seafaring life.
! With his mind fixed upon the time when
he can possess a captain’s certificate, the
young man ha& been taking the practical
end of it and was a member of the crew
iof the Moncton schooner Marjorie J.
Suiner when she sailed from Weymouth
(N. 8.), on Jan. 31, for the south. |

Since then he has been twice shipwreck:
ed. The) Sumner, as already reported,
went on a sand bar on one of the West
Indies Islands. The crew after hardships
reached Turk’s Island and were sent to
New York. From there they sailed on .the
steamer Sylvia for Halifax, but the Sylvia
went ashore on the Sow and Pigs reef off
Cuttyhunk (Mass.), on Saturday morning.
All on board were saved and taken ashore
and Mr. Gray, with others, left for Bos-
ton, bound for Halifax or home.

A Prayer for a Blessing.
(Suggested .by Modern Church Methods).

*‘O Lord, I_come to thee in prayer once more,

{ But pardon if I do not kneel before

Thy gracious presence, for my knees are sore

With so much walking. In my chair instead
I'll sit at ease and humbly bow my head.
I've labored in thy vineyard, thou dost know;
I've sold ten tickets for the minstrel show;

i I've called on fifteen strangers in our town,
Their contributions to our church put down.
I've baked a pot of beans for Saturday’s spree,

| 'An old-time supper it is going to be.

i I've dressed three dolls, too, for our annual

i fair, -

And made a cake which we must raffle there.

i Now, with thy boundless wisdom, so sublime,
Thou knowest that these duties all take time;
I have no time to fight my spirit’s foes,

i T have no time to mend my husband’s clothes,
My ch{]ldren roam the street from morn till

| night,

+ I have no time to teach them what is right.

{ But thou, O Lord, considering all my cares,
| Wilt count them righteous and wilt heed my

prayers.

Bless the bean supper and the minstrel show,
And put it in the hearts of all to go.

Induce the visitors to patronize

The men who in our columns advertise,

| Because I've chased these merchants till they

hid
| Whene'er they saw me coming,—yes they did!
Increase the contributions to our fair,
'And bless the people who assemble there.
| Bless thou the grab-bag and the gypsy tent,
| The flower table and the cake that’s sent.
May our whist club be to thy service blest,
Our dancing party gayer than the rest.
| And ;vhen thou ‘hast bestowed these blessings,
the
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Man Killed in Rodney Slip Had Been
Living - in Carleton—On His Way
to Boston When He Met Death.

Donald MaeVicar, a Scotchman, aged
65 years, who had been residing on the
west side, met his death on Saturday
morning by falling from the trestlework
at the head of Rodney slip, though some
think he was struck by a train on the
trestlework. He left the home of his son-
in-law, Lauchlan MacVicar, 128 Queen
street, between 5 and 6 o'clock Saturday
morning on his way to leave on the Bos-
ton train at the I. C. R. depot. He was
going ‘to Boston to visit his children there.

A few minutes before 7 o'clock, Mrs.
Hayes of (arleton, in passing along the
new wharf at the head of Rodney slip,
saw a man up to his neck in the water
clinging to the trestlework which joins the
wharf to Union street. She called for
help and John McAndrews, James Clarlie
and Joseph Nealy responded, and as quick-

moved to the city water house and Dr. ¥.
L. Kenney was called. /

The doctor arrived to find the man still®
alive but unconscious and very weak. He
had him taken to the Emergency hospital
but ten minutes later MacVicar died with-
out having regained consciousness.

It was not until Sunday morning that
the victim of the drowning was identified.
Letters with the address of Donald Mec-
Leod, 423 Victoria Road, Whitney Pier,
Sydney (C. B.), were found in his pockets
and it was at first thought that Donald
McLeod was the name of the unfortunate
man. His body was taken to the morgue
on Saturday and Chief of Police Clark
communicated with the Sydney police. re-
garding its disposal. When Laughlan
MacVicar read of the finding of the man,
at first he thought nothing of it, as he
imagined his father-in-law was then well
on his way to Boston. :

The account of the accident in the pa-
pers and the statement of contents of
the valise found, made Mr. MacVicar un-
easy and he visited the morgue Sunday
and asked \permission to view the body. It
needed but one glance to assure him that
it was that of his wife’s father’ who left
his home the morning before in the best
of health and spirits.

to I. O. Beatteay’s undertaking rooms in
Prince wtreet, Carleton, yesterday after-
noon, and the funeral will not be held
until the arrival of Mr. MacVicar’s child-
ren from Boston. One daughter is in New-
ton (Mass.)

Chief of Police Clark said yesterday that,
in his opinion, in the darkness and heavy
rain, and blinded by sharp lightning, Mac-
Vicar had walked over th¢ wharf.

: Coroner Berryman viewed the body. It
is not likely that an inquest will be held.

BORDEN TAKES NEW
BRUNSHICK ELECTIONS
1S A G000 OMEN

Tells Montreal Banqueters it is a Pr.
sage of Victory in Federal Contest.

Montreal, March 15—R. L. Borden w
the guest of honor at a banquet given oL
Saturday night by the Junior Conserva-
tive Club. The Conservative leader, in an
enthusiastic speech, referred  to the re-
sults of the New Brunswick elections at
a presage of the victory the Conservatives
were going to win at the next general
election.

A letter was read from Premier-elect
Hazen of New Brunswick, in which he
expressed the conviction that his recent
triumph would soon be repeated for. the

n
‘We pray that thou wilt bless our souls.
Amen."”

Tell me to ship you a
PEERLESS Incubator
and a Brooder, and
you take your own
time to pay for them

You can start raising
poultry for profit without
spending a cent for the im-
portant part of your outht.

Simply tell me to ship you
a PEEKLESS Incubator and
a Peerless Brooder—you nee
them both to start right

Promise to pay for§ th
in two years t
that's all 1 ask b4
do. o

I will tell you exﬂgtly wh;;/‘
to' do to make a_ success
poultry raising. wi T

Take my Poultry-for-Profit Qutfit
Without Spending a Cent in Cash

dominion house.

You never saw an In-
cubator so certain to
hatch strong chicks —
nor a Brooder so
sure to raise them

So I can afford to give you.

with you as your exiert

a ten - r guarantee—a
two rs Y time to p. T
t t 1
t ¢ill efirn its ole fcost
nd Mentyfbesided in the” very
year will your
, part—a no part,
either.
=l k ev incubator
that's sold on gthis continent. . &
] don't hesitgfe to say that
e Peerlghs has them all
aten a e as the founda-
on fof a poult —{or-proﬁt
enterprigé for anybo?’y.

Unless I can

advisor, if you
want a dvice.

The%h Peer!

prove that to
ou before-
and I won’t
be able to sell
ou a Peerless.
%Jhat I ask
you to do is
just to let me
submit the

solutg, plain -
dntee -that puts
on me, where it/belongs.

I can afford to, because I
know for sure you can make
money if you go at 1t right,—

and then 1 will sell you
more incubators and more
brooders—

anyway-and send

882 Pembroke S

Suppose you send for the free book

you to nothing and costs you nothing

The Lee-Hodgins Co., Liit

proof for you to examine.

You do your own thinking,
I know.  Read my free boo
—it's called “When Poultry
Pays”—and ' think over what
it says. Then make up your:
mind about my offer to’
start you raising poultry.
right—

Remember that the risk is
on me. The incubator and
the brooder will easily earn
you much more than their
cost long before you pay me
for them.

€

now. That commits

treet, Pembroke, Ont.

ly as possible the drowning man was re--

The body was removed from the morgue




