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terrible your own green-coated Ghoor- | " ‘Flash! flash! flash! crack, crack!
kas. Always more lines trampled the j from the outposts . .
snow and doubled through the creeping I " 'Steady! V alt «11 you see them. Let 
Sbmoke left by the advance. Test ^ ГтМше, teU pant,
still was the air that «« cossamer ^ ^ tronches. The long shrill
banks lay drifting in tortuous waves. Qf tho en was upon their heels. 
It seemed that we could never kill , л Ш(.к ]1пе M- men> а11 white with 
enough. * 1 «now and red with, flame; a line ablaze

x with firing not a dozen yards behind
“The west was turned into a crimson runnjUg- sentries, and a fashing

blaze* of light, and the sun hung, a jmil of lead that smashed our broken 
glowing ball, upon the lips of Jthc 1.ап]<я Fur-rimmed yellow faces seen— 
snow-fields—turning them red. 
slope before our trenches was shining closer. The clash and clang of steel.

It was littered Nemesis!—and the tiger roar of battle.
‘T spat out the blood and snow and 

Far to the

COUNT MICHAEL*T really cannot imagine,” he re
marked, 
thing else matters much.”

“Oh, doesn’t it!” she exclaimed, with 
a pout. “There are all sorts of other- 
nice things 1 might be that mattered 
much. For instance, supposing I told 
you—you said, just now, you know, 
supposing, that is, I to! 1 you I wafe an

A NOVEL IN
A NUTSHELL

“And „I don't see that any-

By Harold Blind
’teens. That he loved her with all his 
being, I knew. That he trusted me, his 
friend, I knew. That I had committed 
a deadly sin, 1 knew. But the seeds of 
that sin had been sown by the parents 
of the gill, and we three had reaped 
the inevitable harvest; for always 
wrong breeds wrong.

"And I had betrayed my friend. True, 
I had said to her, 4. will go to Central 
Asia and die for you!’ and she had 
said, ‘That is easy, you have won my 
love * * » body and soul you have 
taken me. 
for me!’

“I saw that it was right and for t> 
year It was part of my punishment to 
live for her from day to day. To sit 
an*l talk to her husband for long ev
enings—to be racked with love for tor
tured with remorse—to be supremely 
happy or supremely miserable. I work
ed at my profession like a man dement
ed for in that way I could forget and 
pass tho time until I saw her again. 
But, at last the strain became un
bearable; I could not eat a man’s salt 
and violate his hearth. We agreed to 
run away * * * yes! I would resign. 
Money I had in plenty. Then came ru
mors of war in the Far Bast. War was 
declared. I became a major in the se
cond battalion, for wo drafted officers 
to command reserves. Our colonel went 
to recruit in Finland. Captain Uralo- 
vitch stayed under my command. 
Smaragda was a strange woman, for 
in a way, she loved her husband, too— 
he was so good and kind to her. She 
could twist hint round her little Anger 
and, perhaps for that very reason he 
wearied her. But they were not lovers; 
site did not love him as she loved me.

When lie opened the door of his flat 
in tlic model dwelling in Whitechapel 
I knew he was a gentleman. The in
spector of out-patients from the Lon
don .Hospital asked for permission to 
enter, and with a courtly gesture, he 
bade us welcome.

“Gentleman, my wife.”
"We have come,” said the inspector,

“about your little boy, and you will, I 
presume, have no objection to answer
ing my questions? We wish to know 
if you arc proper persons to benefit by 
the Hospital's charity!’’

"Messieurs! . . .
“Hush, Michael! You must remem

ber................. ”
Then she turned to us; tall and slim, 

with a wealth of brown hair carefully 
dressed above a high forehead. Her 
face was long, square-jawed, straight- 
nosed, and her upper lip was perfect.
She had deep-sunk, brown-grey eyes, 
and was rather worn and haggard.

When I saw Count Michael again he 
was seated In the lofty hall of the out
patients’ department at the end of r 
hitter autumn-day. He was seeking ad
mission to the same institution that 
had nursed his son back to life in the 
blazing summer heats. He greeted me 
eagerly, and asked how long he would 
be kept waiting.

"If you are admitted," said I, "you 
must let me come and talk to you.”

"I should be very glad," said he.
A strange December sunset, orange, 

barred with black, was flaring in at 
the windows of the ward when next I 
visited my friend. I thought of 
queer toss-up of fate that cast this 
Russian noble, a piece of revolutionary 
flotsam, into the slow-turning, aiiar- 
chistic back-water of the East End. He 
moved uneasily as the pain caught him,
and little beads of sweat stood out on [ the seat of war, I breakfasted 
his forehead. The nurse was sewing them. You see, I was his friend. F re
bandages at the table. There were j gently he left us to attend to his corn
flowers everywhere. The ward was 
steeped in silence and it was as if the
Aery light from the West held men killed while you were 
breathless as they watched. He spoke 
English, continuously, in a low tense 
voice.

—an-----
“Angel?” put in the Minstrel vaguely, 

"there is a popular—and quite unfouftd- 
i ed — superstitution that angels have
■ wings. Otherwise----- ’’

“Oh, nonsense!” she interrupted. 
I "Much better than that. An-—" 
і “Yes?” said the Minstrel eacourag- 

"Go on.”

By Emeric Hulme-Beaman
The blotted—seen again—closer, wild-eyed,

in the dying rays, 
with the wounded and the dead.

crimson—glistening with frozen, wiped it from my eyes, 
blood-crimson in reality; and, over all, 1 rearward I heard the desultory Are of 
through the hitter, bitter cold, the cun a panic flight. I stood dazed and with
drew the hot glory of the blinding out thought as the kindly flakes hid 
sunset The men’s breath rose white friend and foe alike beneath God’s 
alon- the lines, and the last straggling spotless, wideflung mantle. Until a 
shots echoed away towards the distant | voice from the ground almost at my 
moaning of the battle on the left; the ! feÇt, called me.

lurking to I Comrade! comrade! Save me, kill 
me!’

“The worst of it,” remarked the Min- she explained darkly. “Besides, you 
etrel thoughtfully, "that this myster- don’t look more titan eighteen,” 
ious business lands a fellow—a modest “That's part of the Mysteriousness," 
fellow, like, er—well, like most fellows said the Minstrel. "We all have to dis- : Ingly. 
are, you know—in positions where his guise our real Identities as far as pos- | “Well, then," she lowered her voise to
native modesty is apt to be so decidedly stole, you see. It would never do for j the confidential key—“supposing I told
embarrassed:” any of us to be recognized. You would you i was an—an—heiress!"

"But,” suggested his companion in a simply be astounded if you knew who “No!” exclaimed the Minstrel with
gentle tone, “it must be so delightful, we were.” ................... sudden interest. "Are you really.”
so dignified, to feel you are a Mystery! "Dear me. exclelmed the Maid, she nodded her head gravely.
I should have thought a man, even arching her eyebrows Into an exprès- -Just as really as you are Lord Far-
a modest man, like, er—well, like most si011 01 ^ У'Ш “U S° inash!” she answered.
men are of course—would be willing so л еї у dreadful, then. . “By Jove!" said the Minstrel,
men aie, ui luuise , “Well, we are not burglars—or escap- . M if »
to tolerate the trifling discomfort of ^ (,onvk,u |f that.s what you mean,” M To , are ton mvttv"
having his modesty outraged by the retorted ,h(1 Mln8trcl_ a mtle huffily. яГ L tn do with it”” she

what «hall I call it? Impeltlnent - . ..Qb it would be so delightful if you " .
tentions of his fair admirers, In return 1 w ,.he crled ' demanded, dropping her parasol slight-
tor the satisfaction of being called a ( disagree xvlth you entirely," said ly- 
"Mysterious Minstrel!” the Minstrel. "There would be the eon-,

“No,” said the Minstrel, weighing the Btant fear of recapture, to begin with, 
epithet carefully, ”1 shouldn't call It and that would be quite destructive of 
impertinent—not exactly impertinent, artistic effort.” 
perhaps. Say, rather, injudicious.” j 

The Maid gave a soft laugh.

It
.

was

1

* * Stay here and live

left, where the night was 
spring upon the dying day, and the 

waiting behind the night “It was Uralovitch, pinned beneath 
his horse. With great labor I extricated 
and carried him to the embers of a fire. 

,, The wound in my head had frozen, and
" 'Hello!' said Uralovitch, strdlng up, had sttopped bleedins. x

‘hello! we’ve beaten ’em; whipped em, ^own an(j heaped up the fire with 
knocked ’em silly; monkeys, pooh. woodj tbe butts and stocks of rifles. 
One Finn is worth any five of these wag bad]y crushed, and, a ragged 
monkeys, with the brains of birds, bayonet thrust had pierced his lung.

The

Щ enemy xvere 
to spring upon the dying regiments of
Russia.

laid him

I “Nothing, except that it is generally 
the ugly girls who ow;n the lucre— 
Nature's law of compensation, you 
know.”

"There are exceptions to every rule,” 
she suggested.

"Brilliant ones,” he agreed.
"I thought." she remarked demurely, 

“that the intelligence might appeal to 
a duke’s son who is faced xvith the 
momentary possibility of disinheri
tance.”

The Minstrel waved aside the con
tingency.

"Surely you would not sell yourself 
for a mere empty title!" he exclaimed 
in a tone of righteous disapproval.

The Maid gave a little rippling 
laugh.

“Well, a title—even an empty one— 
is rather nice, you knoxx-,” she replied 
reflectively. "For Instance, Lady Far- 
inash лл-ould sound so much, so very 
much better, don’t you think, than, for 
example—than, let us say, Mrs. Archie 
Clavering?"

The Minstrel sat bolt upright and his 
hat fell off. For a moment he gazed 
in silence at the mocking, beautiful 
young face looking down at his own. 
Then he laughed too—a little bitterly.

“Come,” he said, "this is too bad of 
you. How on earth did you know?"

“Mr. Clayering,’’ said the Maid calm
ly, "did I not say Just now that I 
knew who you were—that I had recog
nized you from the very first moment?’’

"As Lord Farinash,” he reminded her.
"No—as Archie Clavering,” she cor

rected. “Lord Farinash doesn’t exist. 
I invented him on the spur of the mo
ment. Don't you think it лл-as wicked 
of you to try and impose on an — an 
Innocent girl like that? 
for instance, I hadn’t known, and had 
lost my heart to you as—as Lord Far-

i

children, Oorah!' 
shouted with him. 'We've

He lay quite quiet with whistling 
been breath. The little flames began to go 

We'll be beaten no wimpling from the oily wood, and I 
‘Hi, Brother rested

Don’t knees. There, with

Oorah ! my 
men
beaten before ! 
more!’ he went on.
Michael! take a pull at this, 
look so glum, you’re not the father of wronged in my arms, I went back into 
my baby yet! Ho! Ho!’ the past. It seemed many years since I

" ’Good heavens! would the man had left Gheorghtcvsk. I thought of 
his talk about his wife Smaragda; of the guilty love that I 

been 'had borne her, and which I bore her 
still. Yes! . . . there, after the lost 
battle, huddling over the fire, with her 

j ! husband lying under my eyes, I recall
ed her words—her—her pretty gestures 
and the clinging passion of her lips. 
Uralovitch opened his eyes and looked

“But even as It is,” persisted the 
Maid, “do you not And the perpetual 

"Yes, that’s a better word. It implies fear of being disoox-ered—"
“Diecox'ered ?” said the Minstrel.
“I mean found out—identified—you 

must all live in terror of that, don’t

Uralovitch’s head upon my 
the man" I had

the risks run by the—fair admirers,
doesn’t it?"
- The Minstrel looked at her.
-, “Its odd," he murmured, ignoring you?” 
her query “but I seem somehow to "Not exactly terror,” replied the 
have seen'you before.” Minstrel conscientiously. "But there is,

"My aunt and I,” exclaimed the Maid of course, a gnawing anxiety arising 
hastily, "have been regular attendants from the ever-present apprehension of 
at your morning performances at the asked the Maid.
bea., я » . , оо5Л tbû лііп. “Spotted—identified as you call it.

"Ah—so good of you, * ,, ' Someone, you see, might turn up here
etrel, tilting his straw hat at any moment who knew one of us,

"Everybody down here—by the (___ „
way, what a charming place It is!— „Then?.. cooed the Maid, 
has been so good, so appreciative. It s ; ,.oh then the fat would be in the fire 
a positive pleasure to sing to such— Ij mean there wouid be the dickens 
such intelligent people.” to pay—infuriated relatives, social os-

"It must be,” agreed the Maid de-, traclsm. and all that sort of thing,
you кполл-.”

"Would your relatives really be In
elbow, as a sudden thought seemed to fUriated if they discovered that you 
strike him. They were sitting—or rath- were a Mysterious Minstrel?" 
er, the Maid was sitting, a dainty para- | "Infuriated? Why, 
so! poised over her graceful head, and my father, that is—would disinherit 

reclining at full j me!” exclaimed the Minstreal with 
the solemn conviction.

line of bathing-machines ; the tide was 0[ humor whatever.”
0 at the ebb, the sun making its way “Indeed, it sems to be a terrible risk 

leisurely towards the horizon, the hour you are running," she murmured 
about six on an August afternoon, the sympathetically.

fashionable watering-resort on -phe Minstrel nodded a tragic assent.
"It is a risk, of course,” he admitted, 

while reflecting on the extreme im- 
probabilty of the paternal inheritance 
extending beyond an attack or two of 
gout In his old age.

“And It you were—disinherited, you 
would be a poor man—perhaps?" she 
hazarded timidly.

"A church mouse would be a com
paratively wealthy rodent,” said the 
Minstrel with emphasis.

"And you might—under those dis
tressing circumstances, perhaps—who 
knows?—be tempted to marry some 
rich woman for money instead of— 
love?"

"The Maid’s voice sank to a bashful 
whisper on the last- word, 
watched as much of the Minstrel’s 
face as was visible from under the 
brim of his straw hat.

“If a rich woman Were to come my 
way—even now," admitted the Min
strel, "I wouldn’t positively swear that 
I should reject a proposal from her 
without duly considering It.”

-Yet," continued the Maid specula
tively, "you must have had many op
portunities. With your title—’’

“My title?" echoed the Mlnstraal 
suddenly jerking his hat back.

The Maid met his puzzled gaze with 
a look of bland delight.

“It’s no use,” she cried exultantly—” 
You see I Ьал-e found

never cease
and the child. Why hadn't he 
shot? Many other captains had been [ 
killed. Неал-еп and hell! лл’Ьу not this 
good blind soul whom I hated so?’ 
bit my lips, and, as if in answer, the 
xvrangllng growl of artillery came on 
the night breeze from the east. Sud- цр at me 
denly it was dark, and tlie frost-bitten „ ,Dld we boat them?’ he asked,
stars glittered like accusing eyes above “‘No, we ran!’
my head, and mocked the frost-bitten “fhere was a long pause. I know 
wounded freezing on the trampled tbat j must tell him the truth be- 

I лл-as acting-colonel notv. fore bo died, but I knew not hotv to
“ ‘Get to your post, captain! an p c і bcgjp presently he said

wounded!’ I said brutally. e “ ‘Brother, about my baby. I am dy
ing. You must go back to Russia and 
be—be a father to my fatherless son, 
as you have promised ! '

“ ‘Stepan Uralovitch listen. • * I 
must tell you * * * I have been a 
lover of your wife. You did not see 
that she wanted love, young love; that 
you with your good nature and your 
kindness only bored her and made her 
hate you. She never lox'ed yoxi, Stepan 
Uralovitch—her parents made her.mar
ry you! Well, then! here is my pistol! 
Shoot 1 and let you and me go our 
ways together to be judged as xve de
serve! * * * Shoot!’ Ho took the re-

the

eyes.

"The morning that he entrained for
xvlth slush.

up your
loked at me in wonder, and the flask 

his hand. He
■ pan/.

“ ‘Michael! Michael! If he should be 
in command?

* * • How could I love you then?
* * * Even if I knew that you had
n’t • •

“I had never thought of that, and 
the black horror of it xvas like a blow.

“ ‘And he would never know until he 
was dead! Oh Michael he would haunt 
118/

murely.
The Minstrel raised himself on his fromdropped

saluted, picked it up, and went off In 
the starlight, dimmer and dimmer as
he mox’ed.

Afterwards I saw what a fool I had 
been, and apologized to him. 
hlm I was ox-erxvrought by the re
sponsibility of my duty.

the governor—

I toldthe Minstrel xvas 
length—on the beach Just below

• • •
“He has no sense

"I was captain in a regiment of Fin
nish infantry. It xvas a hot-bed of se
dition; but we had traditions. You re
member how we Finns fought for 
Charles XII, of Sweden. I myself am 
of an old Russian house—older than 
the Romanoffs, xvho are not Romanoff» 
at all.

"Dell, one-flay an officer came to us 
from a battalion of the Imperial Guard, 
who had exchanged, as he coxrid not 

We were stuck

"It лл-as the last day .of the old year. 
We had been brought up to our proper 
strength by drafts from Russia. Peas
ants dragged from their starving vil
lages to fight in a xvar of which they 

They sent us, too,

“ ‘Smaragda, I would die too!’
“ ‘Oh!

both! * * * I should have killed you 
—and I love you so! The wages of sin 
is death—is death ! And now I know 
that is true!'

“‘Dearest, this is not sin!'
“ ‘It is! you knoxv it is!’
“ Tt sin there he, the sin is mine! 

I love you and I will bear It all. Good
bye! * * * '

“She began to cry most bitterly. Then 
with a woman's inconsequence,

No! No! • * • notNo!place a 
the South Coast.

“By the xx-ay," remarked the Minstrel 
—“your aunt."

“Yes?” said the Maid, lifting her eye-
had hardly heard.
overfed, ignorant young aristocrats for 
officers, xvho treated the men as though 
they xvere their oxvn moujiks. My fel
lows loved me as I Mthem. They (md terri))le wlth hate.
sent me a deputation f sergeants Pr chambers had beCn emptied in the
testing against t"*®"*** toe fW. Then he laughed and flung the
junior officers. I had orders fi от th weapon across the fire into the
general tb shoot any malcontents. I 
told them so, and they went axx’ay.

almost without 
sharp skirmish.

volver.
“ ’Die! you cur! you dog! you Judas! 

Die!’ he gasped as he pulled toe trig
ger again and again. His face xvas

The

♦broxvs.
An excellent, charming woman,” said 

Minstrel, "but what are her vlexx-s 
on the subject of our somexvhat irregu
lar acquaintance?”

“Oh,” said toe Maid with a short 
naturally rather

Supposing,
afford the expense, 
axvay in a provincial town in the gov
ernment of toe Caucasus, as far as pos
sible from the territory where we did 

recruiting. This is our system of 
We draft

the
inash?”

“In that case, I should have consid
ered the deception Justified by the re
sult,” said the Minstrel coolly. "But I 
have yet to learn how you found out 
my name?”

“The process was simple," replied 
the Maid. “I met you at Mrs. Dela- 
court's dance last year. You did me the 
honor to dance with me—once."
- "Ah," said, the Ministre!, his face 
lighting up at the revelation of a sud
denly awakened memory. ”1 remèmber! 
I knew I had seen you before some
where. Now you mention it, I remem
ber the occasion perfectly. I xvas in
troduced to the prettiest

and asked her for three dances—

our
keeping the people quiet.
Finns to the Caucasus, and the Cos
sacks to Finland and Archangel. From 
Gheorghievsk we could see the snoxx-s 
of Mount Elbrouz toxvering above the 
ranges, and xxre hunted bandits in the 
fabled cra_dle„of -the human, race.

"We made thefiewcomer welcome. 
His name x\;as Uralovitch. I xvas the 
senor captain.'- We rapidly became 
great friends, for xx-e had many vlexvs 
in common, and», sitting ox-er the fire 
in his quarters, while his xvife made 

settled the destinies of

laugh, "she—she xvas 
shocked, of course.”

“Naturally—she xvould be,” assented 
the Minstrel. “Aunts always а/е. I am 

rather shocked

she niglit.
“ ‘Try yours,’ 

know!’
“He fell back choking and I xvent to 

left him
“You arc unclean. Do not touch n:e 

—do not touch me!’
“So I stood and xvaited. Tho min

utes passed. I heard my xvatch ticking 
against my heart-.-, Once I heard foot
steps. The fire 
of pulsing charcoal. Stepan struggled

»said:-»
“ ‘But we have been happy Michael! 

So happy!’
“ ‘I xvas holding her and xvhen Ural

ovitch came in she was .co ing on my 
shoulder,

“ 'The wife's unset, poor girl!’ and, 
he took her from my arms, ‘time to 
fall ini’ he said. And, so, In a fexv min
utes xve left lier.

“ ‘You are a good friend!’ he said as 
crossed the square. And, because I 

had been false to him, I could have 
killed him as he spoke the words.

I said, T did not

3f After this we xvere 
officers after every 
Who shall say that toe men were notnot surprised. I xvas 

myself—at first.”
“At first?”

right?
"Well .... we xvere occupying a 

position covering the retreat of 
remnants of a division. Again xve lay 
looking out upon the snoxv; 
flat plains this time. About a mile to 

a deserted Manchou

dwelt Upon him wltlt theThe Maid’s eyes 
a look of quiet amusement from under 
the edge of her parasol.

■ At first?" she repeated softly.
and pretty ladles be

gan to shower their attentions upon 
me- he explained, "1 got accustomed 

in about three days. Let, me see 
the fourth day, I think, that 

the honor to smile at me 
singing 'The Old Apple-

limitless,

had sunk into -a mass
"When young our rear xvas 

village. We had our hospital there.
none! Luckyxve Hospitals?—there xvere 

the men xvho fell into the hands of the
up.

* So“ ’Brother, your shoulder! *
* • thanks!’ I held him. Tt xvas 

fault of hers, or yours, or mine, and 
* it xvas all our

girl in the the tea, xve 
nations and made Russia the Empress 
of Continents. But xve saxv that bureau
cracy xvould have to go 
first. You- cannot govern a hundred 
million people by the bayonets of con
scripts, and the whims of a few auto-

to it—
• —it xvas 

you did me 
while I xvas

"It xvas so funny,” said the Maid. In 
a tone of contrition.

“Funny—xx'hat xvas funny?" he de
manded.

"The—the
Old Apple-Tree’—and 
knoxv ” she replied in some confusion.

“Oh I see," said the Minstrel. “I ad
mit the idea is a trifle far-fetchêd, but 

melody is praiseworthy. -I thought 
were smiling at me."

took the liberty of rals- 
as xve xvere coming

Japanese.
“Uralovitch xvould come and talk to 

evening about the expected 
Smaragda had xvritten to him,

room,
she only gave me one. An to think that 
you are that girl!”

I han’nt been,” answered! the 
Maid, a trifle ambiguously, “do you 
imagihe I should have alloxv you to ad- 

dtd the other morn-

* « * no
to the wall * * * perhaps * 

faults. No matter. Hark! they arc sing
ing the New Year Hymn! It із Now

“About tho disastrous war in Man- 
chourla I will say little. The Finns 
have always been good soldiers, but, 
under the crushing heel of Rùssia, the 
old spirit lay asleep. It will xvake—is 
xvaking noxv. You can't kill a people. 
It woke when xve lay upon the ridge 
above the xvhlte billows of the fields, 

of infantry

me ex’ery
“If baby.

and had sent her love to me. It xvas 
simple hell at first, but, after a time I Year’s Day. Listen!’ 
got used to It, and accepted the situa- ..j only heard the howling of a xvolf 
tion xvlth a certain grim satisfaction. and another’s ansxvcring howl.
But hoxv I used to long to have him .Lis(en! Hush. Yes, Michael! yes, 
killed! This also xvas part of my pun- yQU бЬа11 spend my fortune and your 
lshment—to have the chance of sending fortunc ln tbc cause of Russia's free- 
him to certain death, and to have to G() back_ g0 back and marry—
listen to him talking about his wife and ‘ mv_Smaragda. Be good to her. 
longed-for child. He was certain it ^ {]шп j have becn. if you
xvould be a boy. He should.grow up and unldnd to her noxv, you wilt be in
be a good soldier like his dad and his forever We—
daddy's friend. We xvould tell him tales torment for cxei and foiexei. xx e
of the great xvar in the Far East, which should never be cruel to a "">»•>« 
had opened so disastrously for Russia; never. Yes * . rfV He
for he had not yet lost hope of beating ry our—our Smaragda. Dioll, cli . He 
the Japs. 'It is only a matter of time!’ laughed as very' xxcak men laughed, 

the last day of 1904 drexv my brave Stepan." T have been a fool— 
xvell—nitchevo!’

-As he turned towards the entrance 
of the shelter his face grew all alight. 
A piece of xvood flared suddenly into 
flame. He gripped my hand.

" ‘Good-bye, old friend! Bc- 
cd quite happily)—be a father 
baby. It is rather huhiorous, isn't it? 
Now, mark me. Michael, they have gi- 

On to London,

crats.
“Madame Uralovitch xx-as a xvoman 

of education and broad ideas. She had 
been in most of toe capitals of Europe. 
She shared our discussions, 
the only xvoman in the town xvho had 
tolerance or vlexvs ranging beyond_a 
five-foot radius of their oxvn samovars. 
Most of our officers xvere 
The colonel's wife was Intelligent, but 
addicted to liqueur brandy. She had 
a tongue like a lance, and loved scan
dal, but her heart xvas big xvlth char
ity. Her husband was a typical, plod
ding soldier. A man of routine and 

But all this is neither here

dress me as you 
ing. Do you think my aunt would have 
permitted, me to make the acquaintance 
of a casual Stranger on the beach? You 
did not know xvho I xvas, but I knew 
who you xvere, and having been intro
duced to you, don’t you see? a year 
ago in a quite proper fashion, I felt 
there could be nothing xvrong in—xvell 
—ln renewing our acquaintance under 
these rather novel 
circumstances, Mr. Clax’ering!"

“And now,” said the Minstrel with à 
deep sigh, "since you have found me 
cut in this—this absurd disguise, slng- 

the beach xvlth a

idea of the—^well, of 'The 
all that, you none xvhatever. She xvas

and saw the thin lines 
craxvling toxvards our guns. We told 
our men to sing their folk-songs. And 
there, as the flying shells burst red and 
flung the xvhlte snow skyxvards

sang of the

Oh, yes, I knoxv who you 
I know!" and she

you out. 
are. I know! 
clapped her hands in childish glee.

"Oh, do you ’* said the Minstrel, sit
ting Up abruptly. "Then perhaps you’ll 
be good enough to tell me who I am. ^

"If you really would like to know—” 
she began a trifle timidly.

“I should,” said the Minstrel with 
grim decision.

The Maid looked stealthily to right 
left of her and leaned a little to-

the bachelors.
Inyou

"And so you 
ing your hat to me 
axvay?”

“It xx-as toe least I could do,” 
the Minstrel, xvith the air of having 
performed an obvious duty xvlth credit. 
••You bowed ln retorn.”

"I could do no less!"
"Besides,”

showers, xveblinding
marshes of the Baltic and tho loves 
and lives of the heroes. All the xvorld 

xx-hite: white from horizon to hori- 
from toe

and exhilarating

said was
zon ahd toe smoke rings 
shrapnel hung white to the clear blue 
sky. Right and left the great battle 
rolled and clamoured 
miles of front, yet this xvas but a bat-

said he. As
towards Its close, the greeny clouds 
hanked up and blotted out the sun and 
the sky, and it began to snoxv. With 

Impenetrable veil of whirling 
flakes, hiding all the landscape, xve 
could only xvatch and pray. Some
where, almost in touch xx-ith our front 
and flanks, xve knexv the Japanese xvere 
waiting to come up at us through the 
frozen drifts. We xvere wrapped ln old 
sacks and blankets. We wore ragged 
Cossack great coats, astrakan hats, 
taken from dead Caucasian irregulars, 
and our text xvere swathed in rags and 

on many a xveary straw_ Many had no toes; others had 
march. Tell her that xve talked about sppti(, Wounds xvhlch only
her often, and that I thought of her kopt )n ,.bP(.k \Ve dared not light Arcs | ashamed * * 
xvhen I died. But, now, listen! I ^.p well to the rear and screened by j цЬаП be forgiven, as
have not told you this before. She . shelters of snow. In the best of these j voml.,.,de!’ The hut had got dark again,
cried and cried all that night long be- ; the officers crouched, leaving their j •• 'Surrender!’ snapped a voice from
fore xve left. She seemed in great j men to xvnit and xvatch. We xvere ut- j (hp ()nlk> and a bsyonetted- rillc xvas
trouble about something. When I terly demoralized, and only the efforts j Um|„t thrmlRb the opening. The steel 
pressed her to tell me, she called out of Uralovitch. myself, and a few old caugbt (bP glow of the dying fire, and 

At last, in the trusties kept the regiment fom melting « mired loomed big behind the bar
like the last snoxv in springtime.

■ Г was riding round our pickets on a 
little Siberian pony. Do you know Ver- 

<ix. cstcliagin's picture, ‘All is quiet in the 
Pass?: You do? Well, I saw It

sentries not

pipe-clay, 
nor there.

"I will pass to the spring of the year 
before xve fought the Japanese—1903. 
There was an increasing sympathy be- 
txx'een myself and Madame Uralox itch. 
I xvas never happy unless I xx-as beside 
her or in the same house. One evening 

sitting together talking, xvith

ing for coppers on 
lot of other asses like туаеЩ I sup- 

will have nothing more to

and
wards him with an air of extremethe Maid re

sile added a little
along, twenty

torted.
stiffly, “I could see you were a gentle
man—although a very young one."

“I beg your pardon. I am txventy-flve 
said the Minstrel.

than

pose you 
say to me?”

"Olj, as to that," replied the Maid, it 
not a lord at

caution.
"Really? Would you?" She demand

ed. "Very well," she added in response 
to the Mtnstreal's stony store, "then 
I Just will! You-you’re—no, I daren’t 
say it out loud, but you'r%—whisper! 
you're Lord Farinash! There!"

She drew back and surveyed him 
ecstatic expression of a child 

who has guessed a difficult and ab
sorbingly interesting riddle.

“Yes—Lord Farinash!” she repeated.
"Hah!" exclaimed the Minstrel tragi- 

hax’C recognized

thetie within a battle.
“Smaragda’s husband stood

xvatched the slow advance of
beside

—the smil- 
to my

depends. Since you are

"And you,” he broke in a little bit
terly, “are an heiress!"

“І am not,'1 she confessed xX’ith a

me as xve
birthday,"next

"You yourself cannot be more 
twenty-one. Permit me 
should really be more careful in future 
hoxv you contract acquaintances xvith 

the sands. It so happens

the attack. *
•• ’Brothel-!’ said he, ’this is our first 

We shall be attackedxve were
a blazing fire in the open hearth be- 

Suddenly our eyes met, and

to say you big fight, 
heavily tonight. Tell the xvife I xvas 
always thinking of her, and that the 

of her and of our pleasant

von me your orders, 
you can do good from 
twelve.
enough to send 
school and to college. Tell him about 
us three—there is nothing to make us 

* I knoxv it now. All

txveen us.
a flame leaped betxveen them that set 
my heart knocking against my tunic, 
and made my throat go dry at the back.

sudden silence, and then 
from the

there. Keep 
a year and 

the boy to a good

penitent air.
"You told me Just now---- began

the Minstrel in a tone of stern rebuke. 
“I told you,” she interrupted him, 

as really an iieirest as

xvith the hundred rubiesstrangers on
that in this particular instance

fortunate enough to chance upon 
of unblemished reputa-

meniory
evenlngs has been with us over many 
a camp-fire and

you
were

There xvas a
spoke of the caravans 

mountains and the strategic railway. 
But I knew, then; I knew that I should 
love that xvoman, and that she, alas! 
xvould love me. You knoxv hoxv xve say, 
’Nitchevo’?’ I drifted. Some little time 
later, xvhen I called, I held her hand 
too long and leaned towards her. 

husband
thought you xx-ere going to kiss me!’ 
she whispered.

a gentleman 
lion and manners.”

the frost“that I xvas xve
a lord—xvhlch was, as you 

true state-
"Then youcould see that, too—at a rally, 

me!”
"Oh yes—almost from the very first.

"Don’t you think

you xvere
must admit, a perfectly 
ment of the case."

“Then,” said the Minstrel, “you are 
not an heiress, either."

She made him a little mock hoxv.
Lord ! I fear you must look 

fallen fortunes else-

j "Oh, I 
■ glance!” smiled the Maid, 
і The Minstrel nodded, as at a self- 
evident proposition.

"I xvas beginning to feel the need of 
a congenial companion," lie observed. 
"I am glad you smiled at hie that 
morning.”

"I didn't,” protested the Maid.
"Well, I thought you did,” rejoined 

uiiblushlngly—"which

I forgive you.

laughed the Maid, 
it was clever of me?”

"Simply frightfully clever,” agreed 
the Minstrel, gazing at her in solemn 

"I xvoudiVt have believed
"No, my 

to retrieve your 1-Іis on duty. God to kill her.
of the grey dawn, she

admiration, 
it possible. Only, for heaven's sake, 
don’t whisper It to a soul! If toe gov
ernor were to knoxv—"

“Ah—the Dulçe!" she said in an awed

“ 'My on
became rel.where!” я ,

Then she rose to her feet anfl shook 
sand from her skirts, while the 

Minstrel slowly rose too.
“If only I xvere

grey
quieter, and told me that she expected 
to become a mother.

I xvas going to a

" ’Surrender’/
" 'Yes—I—surrender, Michael 

toe Angel of Death! I surrender, tut 
to you! Into Thy Hands * * * 

Arid Stepan Uralovitch xvas dead."

it isThen I under-the Minstrel we said that"Well!
xvould only be just good friends, and 

xx-ould Just go on as before.

the4 the same thing. It was 
considerate of 

home first. I don't

amounts to 
most thoughtful and

stood.
thousand miles away, and our 

see its father.
Shipka
here-—once, twice, thrice—my 
standing asleep upon their rifles, xvith 

j the snow swirling higher, higher, high- 
or to their knees—to their belts—even 
to their shoulders, if they lvul made 
shelters in the drifts. Two of them

child 
You, 

was the ; 
brother,

Lord Farinash !” hotonfc.
“Precisely; the—er—Duke.

would be the deuce and all to

that we
That, of course was impossible. One 

alone, she stood
You see.your aunt to go 

think I could have faced her, too!" 
"No?” said the Maid.
"No,” repeated the

might never 
Michael, saw how upset she 

left? No xx1,

murmured.
“And 1—an heiress'.” she added. 
“When I marry," said the Minstrel 

firmly, “it will be—for love!"
“In a cottage.” said tho Maid, gaz

ing pensively towards tlic sea.
afraid It will have to be some

th»'rft 
pay!”

evening xvhen we xvere 
before me xvith her beautiful hair ou
tvoted against the lamp-light, and her 

her cheeks. All

Count Michael stopped speaking. A 
xvas handing

morning xva 
if I am killed, will you be a father to ; 
my baby, and a true friend to my

Mlnstrel. "A 
charming, excellent xvoman, I am sure, 
but Just a little—forbidding."

"Hoxv dare you call my aunt names?” 
exclaimed the Maid, redffenlng.

-I retract the epithet!” said the 
Minstrel briskly. “She has not forbid
den our acquaintance, at any rate. A 
most delightful, charming woman—you 
must introduce me to her, please."

She turned her full lustrous eyes 
him with a glance of amused

Of course, I see. It's just to 
remain a little secret between our
selves, in fact. Hoxv quite lovely.

“Yes. just betxveen ourselves." said 
the Minstreal cautiously. “Don't tell

cockneyconvalescent 
round the tea things. I-Ie put doxvn the 

and plate on the ' locker.
- -дії a good jaxv, Twenty? Docs 5er 

good, don’t it?’ he asked cheerfully, 
after the manner of men xvho have 
recently been down into the valley of

"I see.
long lashes dark upon

love sprang up and mocked me
• * ul '*zfiflffm ffl ffi ffl ffi ffl ffl

* * A—h—hi

wife?'
“ ’Look!’ I said, 'they are firing vol-

were dead.
“I heard ehnts and shout ing from 

felloxvs in the trenches, and,

mugmy
"I’m „

thing of that sovt-at first, he ad
mitted. “Would! you mind?"

“Mind? Allnd what ?" she asked, fix
ing a pair of wondering blue eyes upon

and as leys!
“ 'The foremost of the craxvling lines 

halted and lay doxvi, an 1 pale blue 
fringes of smoke sprang from corn- 

battalion to

our poor
cursing their Stupidity for being drunk. 
I floundered back to the fires. 1 hey 

dragging their officers toxvards 
’Come and keep the New Year 

xvlth us’ they shouted, 'come and com
mand votlr children, O little Fathers!’ 
They laughed like lost souls, and wav
ed vodka bottle as they stamped upon 

•Halt!' I cried, 'get

‘Coward!’
your great Stevenson says:—‘The desire 
of her took and shook all through me 
like tho wind on the luff of a said.
1 kissed her—kissed her until she threw 
back her head and laughed and sobbed 
ln long-drawn breaths.

"Wo xvere very unhappy, 
happier than xx*e had ex-or

really lox’ed her husband, 
the original sip. It xvas not

your aunt." „
"I xvouldn't dream of such a thing, 

said the Maid virtuously. the Shadow
"Yes. mon amt,” said Twenty. Then 

he turned to me, “I have tcld you my 
story. 1 do not knoxv V. hj * 
forgot the pain anyhow. Our coster 
frior.d is right. It cases one, a good 
•jaw’ n’rst-cc-pas?"

xvere
me'.little shy glance at him f і- ітроту to company, 

battalion.
" -You will!’ lie urged, ‘I know -you

She gave a 
from under her parasol, seemed to 
hesitate a moment, and then, as on a 

resolution, bent her pretty

"The cottage,” said the Minstrel una
bashed.

“I don’t understand you, said the 
Maid xvlth dignity.

"I certainly feel that I oxx-e yon 
explanation." replied the Minstrel in 
his most conscientious manner. hat
I mean is----- ” ,

“Excuse me," interrupted the Maid, 
turning suddenly, "hut I perceive my 
aunt beckoning to me from the Par- 
ado.”

"But my meaning!”
“It iR imperative that you

meaning-----”
little backward glnneo 

at him over her shoulder. Tier eyes 
danced with mischief, but her checks 
xvere prettily flushed

"I will promise,” she said, "to try

upon
wonder.

“What a remarkably Ingenuous boy 
you are!” she said.

"I don’t mind being called names a
Minstrel

and yet 
been. She

-Will!"
“ ’Yes! Lie doxvn! T.ic doxvn ! ’
"The bullets streamed over our heads ( the frozen snow. ^ ^ Rha„

like a flight of unseen mint s. Vl rertalnlv bang von in tho morning!* 
light and left, xvhen the attack had ; thelr èaptalns go. and stood Japanese physicians,tlcelnrc it is l-n-
failed it xvis quieter. As the roll of . • a to the officers. ’You. possible for internal poisoning to oc-
Ihe volleys came up to us from the ^ 'pt to your posts! I have nothing cur if powdoretl charcoal be swallowed 
x-alley he reached his hand for mine. ] mol'p to f;nv to you. Go!’ The men dy- as soon ns too gastro Intestinal dis- 
Y knew you would!’ said he. * |j of ,.okk had been put beside the turbanee is felt. French phys'rinns 
“Steady there, my children!’ I or- nod the spirits belonging lo the have tested the power of charcoal and

dered, ’Hold your fire! Wait for the modjr.u „tores had been stolen. Tt xvas proved that it is the most active of all
Remember the ranges! . • thc ]HH( n;ght of the Old Year. With tile known antidotes. The charcoal must

Steady!’ ' darkness the snoxv had begun to fall he taken as soon as toe poison taken
"We had pounded them xvlth nr- ,hiul;cr and always thicker-fine and begins to show its offert, and the dose

We had scattered them .with j driving lightly on a xvhlspering ghost must bo large. Charcoal is in no way
Wc had mown them doxvn ,,f a \vlmi. The hours passed very j injurious, and as much as! a sov.pspoon-

nnd still, silent І „lowly. It got a little lighter, for the j ful may he taken in dlxic-ed doses
steadfast and ! rpcon had risen behind the clouds. I mixed in xvatcr.

sudden
head slightly towards the brim of the 
Minstrel’s hat, and added. In a low an brut never 

That was
onre—it lmd begun xvhen her parents 
arranged toe marriage, when he, n 

of forty, married a girl in lier

tone—
“Lord Farinash, I have guessed your 

„ЄР!.et—shall I tell you mine? Do you 
know xvhat I am?”

Minstrel looked at her with a 
mcditnttx-e expression and sighed.

"YOU are X’orv beautiful,” hf ob
served. ns though the circumstance 
had only that moment presented itself 
tm him.

A little wave 
Maid'sebecks, and she drexv back her

bit—by you." replied 
4. equably.

the
"Besides, you are young 

enough to play the matron xvith effect.
It’s rather chic. In fact—like a baby 
pretending to be an elephant, you 
know."

“I fall to see the least connection,'• 
said the Maid, drawing herself up.

"Well, there’s hot much, certainly,” 
admitted the Minstrel, after a mo
ment's rcftcotlon. "I merely meant to 
imply that it xvas about equally ab
surd for a baby tu pretend to be an ele- head.
phant as for you to pretend to be old "Yes, but I didn't mean that, 
enough to call me a boy.” j ex»-lsimed hurriedly. I mean xx e ,

“Women are much older than men,” what else?"

man
The

it. xvhen I get home!” and 
instant xvas tripping daintily

and—grasp
the next 
over thc shingle.

Tho Ministrel gazed after her and 
sighed. Then he lit a cigarette and 

had observed the 
Celui..' xvax’o of crimson ill

protectofl the
command.

Minstrel.
should errasp my 

She threw a
of color mounted to the smiled, 

sudden 
the Maid's checks.

too.
tillcry. 
cavalry, 
xvlth our musketry.she
and swift they came.THE END.
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