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CHAPTER 1
“Two went in, and one

out.”

He

,siuco he had found him.

sme [ went over and knelt by him, tak-{to marry Vladimir § v 3 i P : 2
choiiel bxipedSaip Y ¥ please herself—and Vledimir. Of (°f- What did he say to tell me. 'suddenly. and she could not get :cherished possession of her life. It |

;ing him by the shoulder.

'pleum ber parents; she was going
Boroff - to

“Il? What more? Tell me|ens the heart; others that that
all the messenger, said. Quick!|grief is greatest which hides from
my furs. Order the . carriage!|the eye of man. Perhaps all say-
What was the message? No. Do |ings are only one half true., and
as I bid you! Send the messenger |some not true at all.
here. Go - order the carringe.| The man stood silent while the
Quickly! No, I will put on my!woman wept. The father had
wraps alone. The messenger.” 'been prepared for the blow, and
The messenger came. g could think of the cause of it, but
i “You come from Geaeral Bor-:to the lover the blow had come

| His very words!” {beyond the effect of it.

He sent daily to inquire for
Basil, who was slowly but surely

ishe never saw Alwynne,

| It was not only the girl's prond
spirit which held her back, it was
SOITOW.
depth of affection indeseribable.
she clung to the_boy as the one

I

drifting out of life, and Lady Au-;
{gusta called again and again. but'

She doved Basil with al

i

The Army of
Constipation

Is Growing Smaller Every Day.

. . . . 'W.‘\".!‘"" nCare F o1

over; “‘Come, then,” he said, “*do you {course this was not taking into ac- Wh } Ly s Th l o :“"‘ SOy ““:"'[ hl: be “:l“ ‘: *‘:;’ by ;
i - : >’ 8 * hes > ge rate r some ; Marie, swee cnow >

some footprints in the snow, who |find it so comfortable that you lie {count the sword-thrust. g “" Bprema Bead Ok the, e general watched for some dla sweet to. &now. tha iere

said this. He said it, not aloud, (here? Or are you dead? \s| Vladimir should have taken her  Police of Russia speaks his subor- \moments in silence; then he went iwere now others who stood, wait-

L) 5. € sal , ot alouq, | here < are N 2 4 ~AS 4 & i g 4 ~ 4 g sy % ta e : e

‘but mutteringly under his breath |good as dead, that is certain. What i to the ball at the palace that night. tdinates listen carefully. General jaround to the other side of ,th“ s Bl ionsnisd 4 into her f“f nd
" 4 ! |8 took up one of the life-!ship, but she wanted only DBasil.

It was a wan, bending

Boroff was the supreme head. The

1

and with a concurrent of
discontent.

arowl

The way of it was

anan’s name was Greteh—whether | then, turn over and let us see how |

it was Greteh this or Greteh that,

or this Greteh or that Greteh does !

not matter.  They could  have
told you at the police headquart-
ers, where he belonged, for there
they had tooth
and toe-nail, as the saying is, and

his ulu-u'rii)l ion,

knew more about him than he did
himself.

He was especially  detailed 10
look after the Nihilists, but he
had a sort of general commission
against cvil in any guise, and that
was precisely why he erowled dis-
contentedly under his
sight of the
Snow.

He had been working hard all
day, and well into the night, and
was on his way home, supposing
him to have a home, to enjoy the
sleep he had earned, and bere of
a sudden some obtrusive foot-
prints must thrust themselves un-
der his eyes—a pale-blue eye, set

" in a broad, sallow face, overhung
by shagazy, red brows. The eye
was the last thing one would no-
tice in his face; but it saw a great
ch-:ll. too.

breata  a

footprints  in  the

[t bad seen  these fuotprints
where another would have passed
them unhceding. Greteh  would
have beer! very glad not to have
seen them, but he had, and there-

¢

‘a fool! If I had such clothes—

Jiw e |
such furs I would put myself in hand, and she was not _ exacting. |
this: The :the way of no man’s sword. Well. | He had said to her:

much life is left in you.™
itic. Why should he have becn?
‘The man was bim.
! Now, particularly, he was only a
“ease,”
‘ing one.

nothing to

and not even an interest-

Gretch turned him over as if he

had becn a sheep—the little life
that was left in the body robbing
it of the respect which is the due
of death. A feeble groan  passed
the lips of the man, and Gretch
looked at his face.
! Something familiar in it made
him look a second time with a
startled expression in  his  pale
oves, and then lean over and
study the faco anxiously.

“If he would but
eves !

He lifted the man’s head gent-
ly—he was full of solicitude now,
and bent over to catch a glimpse
of the face in its natural position.

“A bad business!  Vladimir!
What will the general do?  What
shall I do¢ I might carry
out. No, I might injure him, and
“he may be saved. Mr. Vladimir.
"Bali! he can't hear me. Well, I
will go for bLelp.™

He put the head gently down in
the snow, and ran with all speed
to the gate.  There he placed to

open  his

Gretch was not very svmpathe- |

him |

fore he stopped and studied them. his lips the whistle which the Rus-

At first discontentedly, and aftep- S1an police always carry. and M"“';

ward with interest.

The spot \\‘h(-r(- he stood  and
examined the footprints was  at
the entrance 1o the park of a nob
leman, who was net in St Peters
burz. Groteh, having spent some
time in colleeting evidenee against
the nobleman in question, was na
turally curious to knmow who could
have beensin the park, the gate of
which he now for
first time in over two years,

AW open the

The park was not precisely in
the heart of the eity, but it was
well within  its limits.  though
d

wooded to I | :1|'i'\.

large enough and  well  enough
Greteh look-
el at the footprints and summied
up the visible evidence.
“Two went in, and
both  gentlamen ;

for th

one
the
in

il

ot

LR

open first time two

a eall for assistanes, x

There were instantly, one, two,
three answers, and he blew broken
calls to guide the men him.
Thex cune at a run, one aficer the

uther.

o

fice, Lot wasted 1o words,
X
movedd:™ Le

the

“Go for a carrvisge at onee,
dying man is to he
said to the first; sccond,

“(ret Dr.

1o
Loreck,
General—no, that is teo far. You

Viadimir
Yes,

Then go to the gen-

know  wlhier
rooins are ?
doctor there,
eral, and teli him his son s =e

Hurry !

third he said, “Come with me.”

verely wounded.

Tozether !hr.\‘ returned to  the

b A : |
dving man, and lifted him as care-

fully as they could, and  carried

him o the gate. The  carriage

He showed his badge of of !

i
und take Liim o)

Boroit's |
Then tuke the

To the |

{but he had something else on

“I would like very much not to
(&0 to that ball tonight.™
She had smiled and
‘hand on his.

¢t “Well, then. my Viadimir. why
should you go?”

“You are an avgel.”

“*No, only a widow,” and that
thev both
laughed, <he even more frankly
‘than he. '

“Au revoir, then, 1 will
(¥ou tomorrow, and  give an
‘count of myself.”

There was no more I-
thrust in his mind than in hers,
and he went off gaily, she looking
after him with an’expression in

laid  her

was witty of her, and

e
ae-

4 SWor

'had never scen there.

At the ball-General Boroff had
approached her.

“Where is that scape-grace
mine, Vladimir?”

"1 gave him leave of absence,
my general,” she * had  answered,

of

ute.

*“And what had he to do that
was more agreeable than escorting
you here?” asked the general,
with a slight frown.

*Nothing more agreeable,
general.
that.

“You are too indulgent, prin-

my

It was.not a question of

eess,”

*Oh, no; but 1 love him, and
be loves me.  That is enough. Ab,
my gencral, how good it is to I
able to say that! And, you see,
being a widow,. I ean say it with-

jout embarrassment.”
*But without
which vou

not N

Mll:h.
divinely,”
vsaid the general, with gallant
linclination, and a frank look of
admiration.

beeconnes

i

i\ blush ™ and she Lad laugh-
ted gaily, “why, that is a part of
Y equipment.

the  last
the

“Left over from

ilnk!‘ii

ol
faagement ¢
1

general
Iv.

But she was equal to the ocea-
tsion, as the general had been sure !
f~ln~ would be.

“No, the last engagement  was
fonly a sham battle, and besides. I

{was not a combatant then. bhut a

her blue eyes that the old prince

with a pretty imitation of the sal-
]

1
fian remembered.

*Go to Princess Romanoff, and |
tell her that my son severely
wounded. Tell her he is at his
irooms.”

18

“The general’s carriage is at'
i the door, madam’,” said Marka, re-|
{turning at this moment. |

“Do yvou know he
jwounded. or how badly 7
il"mluru of them an.

i *Nothing.”

*Cowe then.™

When a woman is in deep dis-

{tress she is conscious of nothing |
;but her distress. Fedora constant- |
11y urged the coachman to drive |
{faster. THe said yes; but he did
inot, for he was already driving
ilike the wind.
! Greteh was waiting for her, and
iled her to the rooms. The general
came out of the bedroom, and
greeted her with pitifully out-
stretched hands.

“Vladimir!” she said, not tak-
ing his hands, but grasping him
by the arms. and devouring his
face.

“You must not give way. You
must be composed and quiet.”

“It is dangerous, then?’ and
she became like ice.

“Yes,” answered the general,
in a low voice, “it is dangerous.”

“He is not dead #

-ANOIJ,‘

“Then there is hope ¢

“No.”

was l
usked !

how

ibed and

‘was paying some visits, and did

(To be continued)

'A CRUEL DECEPTION ™

(Continued)

Alwynne, fortunately, found in,

this sorrow something that
up most of her thought at the mo-
ment. The boy was so to,
her. She fretted over him
though-he were her own child. In
London he could have the best ad-:
vice and attention. To London,
therefore, they must go without
delay. Taunton, hovering outside
and about her life, like a peri out-
side Paradise, at once wrote to
Lady Rose Glenlee and his sister.

The Trevelyans were at Torre,
Jack almost restored to his own
self, but a hint that Taunton
wanted her in the smallest way
was enough for Lady Augusta,
and, consequently, she and Jack
and the babies, and a small re-
tinue, found themselves installed
in the large, rambling house in
Eaton Squarc. Blanche Glenlee;

dear

as |

not accompany her mother to
town.

“And if I said I was sorry, 1
should be telling an untruth!”
Lady Augyeta said to her husband

as she confided everything, good.

Nevertheless, she eould  not
keep Basil. - Death  grew  closer
closer, and  when the last
jcame and the boy’s face smiled sat
her in its peaceful beauty, Al-
wynne's heart scemed to break.

Maric let her weep  uninter-|

took ; ruptedly.  She folt the tears were |
{

needed.  When the  passion  of
weeping was over, Alwynne spoke |
to her maid: ]

“Pack our trunks, Marie,” she|
said.  “We will go away at onee.”

“Bien!” said Marie, though her
heart sank, remembering as  she
did that one who was so faithful,
so unhappy. However,
ed her mistress.

“We are going to Basil's sis-
ter,” Alwynne said, in a low voice.
“‘She sent many messages, and we
may, perhaps, make our home out
there.”

“Bien!" Marie said second
time; but her heart was chill, for
she had let herself dream dreams,
and the future had held
beautiful pictures for her.

Alwynne called her back us she
was leaving the room.

“Tell no . one of my
ments,” she said; and there
authority in her voice.
You understand ?”

Marie nodded her head. There
were tears in her eves, but

she obey-

a
i

some

move-
was
*No one,

she

bad, or indifferent. “I hope it is
not wicked of me, Jack, but 1!
simply can't forgive Blanche— |

made no protest.

*® * * *

On the very day that Basil was

“No hop(-f
—he will—"

No hope ! He will [no, I can’t! Just fancy, believing (laid to rest in  his grave, Lord

.."l's...

She caught his arm. and sway-
ed a little.

“Be brave!™

“Yes, I will. | way see him 2

It you will be calm.™

1 will.

is in there,” and she swept

Take me to him. Ilvi
past |
the father, and into the bedroom., |

The bed curtains  were drawn
aside, and the doctor was bending |

other !

Fedora sank on her knees
by the side of the bed, but neither

spoke nor touched the bed. tlmughi

over the voung man on the

side.

one of Vidimir's hands lay just
there.

She watched the  doetor;

his |

ed at her. Then he turned

years; owner away, and—well, 1 came almost as they reached l1|y~|~.-“)l'i/.v to the enemy.” i

don’t believe he's one  of  them:
gate left open; no other way out.”

the lock of the gute.

It had evid 1

and they put kim in, and  were

driven away.

¢ |
In twenty winutes the voung

{ Both laughed and separated. |

!She was too splendid an animal |
uot to thoroughly enjoy all physi- |

He stepped carefully over the man way lying on his bed. and jeal pleasures, and she enjoyed the

prints in the snow, and examined
ently been opened with  a
Greteh grunted, and bent his Lead
in a manner that indicated that he

was listening for some  explana-

tory noise from within the park. doctor. “He may live three hours |when she went home,

None came, und he shrugged  his
shoulders.

“Well, then, 1 will go tind out.”
lemsaid to himself.

It wus a tingling cold night,
with a clear sky, and bright
moon, and it wuas as easy to dis
tinguish the prints as if it had
been daylight. Greteh  followed
them with no great show of cau-
tion, but he had his wits about

H

him, particularly after he was led ;

into the shadow of
trees.

The tracks wound among
the trees in a way that showed a
certain familiarity with the park,
and Gretch had begun to consider
the advisability of heing less cer-

some  large

in

tain in his dictum that the owner!

of the park was not one of the
persons who had emtered it, when
he turned into an open space and
stopped short.

“Bah! only that,” he
ed.

It was a small thing to take him
out of his Wway and rob him of
just so much sleep. Only a man
lying face down in the snow.

Probably there had been a
duel; for the snow was_ trampled
all about the middle of the open
space and a sword blade glistened
by the side of the fallen man.

Well, the man lay there, and
Gretch was bound to go to him

ejaculat-

the

the verdiet, [lhmu;h he did
doubt what it would be.

i “The wound is fatal,” said the
—not longer.  Where is the gen-
'eral 2

“He has been sent for.”

“How did this happen ¢
did it¢”

*“I do not know."”

The doctor looked aut Greteh,
shrugged his shoulders, and asked

Who

no more questions. Greteh  did I~limir was not there, and T came | Will you not open your eyes, or

not Jdook communieative.
CHAPTER 1I

The Prineess Fedora Romanof!
was the widow of the Prince Ro-
manoff. To suit her parents she
had married the prinee when she
was a young girl, and he an old
man. He had died, and left her
pretty nearly the richest widow in
St. Petersburg.

The beauty which had attract-
ed the old prinec had not waned.
Between eighteen and twenty-four
there is not time for that. Her
beaunty, had developed. So had her
wit. She was the sprightliest, the
most beautiful, and nearly the
richesy/woman in.the Russian cap-
ital—and that is saying-a—gveat
deal.
| If a woman is beautiful, she is
beautiful, and that is enough; hut
yet it may not be amiss to say
that she was of the blue-eyed, milk
and rose flesh, tawny haired sort.
A: very easy woman for a man to
love.

She had married the prince to
L]

fthrong of men when she sat down.
| It was still early, however,
That is it
[was not long after midnight.
Marka—Marka was her maid—
was rejoiced to see her, for she
[had expeeted to have to sit up un-
til morning.

“Madam is early.”

“Yes, Marka, I am enjoying

the luxury of being in love. Val-

{home.

‘Madam is so happy."”

I ‘“Am I not, Marka? But why |

|Ih)t ¢
led.”

¢
“There is no doubt of that, ma-

I am in love, and T am loy-

mir, and he—worships you.”

“Of course. That
love him.”

Marka had relieved her of her
wrapping of furs as they talked,
and, now, Fedora sank with luxur-
ious abandon into a fauteuil
drawn up in front of an open fire.
But she had hardly seated herself
when Marka was summoned into
the antechamber by a footman.
She returned ipstantly with a
troubled facd, ‘IMadam,” she
said,“hesitatingly. |

Fedoraleoked at her, and her
face blanched suddenly.

“Well, Marka. Speak."”

“A messenger has come
General Boroff—"

“Well; well ¢’

“Mongieur Viadimir

is why I

from

39 10,

eves on the father, who had follow-
ed her.

“Any change.
the father.

“None.”

May 1 speak to him, doctor ("‘

]
asked |

doctor ¢

doctor was  examining  hLim. |ball to the utmost, dancing when | whispered Fedora.
key. Greteh stood by and waited for |there waddancing to do, and the

“Yes, but he will not hear|

not |centro of an eager, admiring |vou.”

She unclasped her hands, aund
took Vladimir’s in them. Then |
she whispered caressingly, coax-
[ingly: **Vladimir, it is lenrn."'

Then she waited with ha-r{
eyes fixed on his face, ready to|
{eatch at any sign of recognition or |
of life; but there was no «lmn;ne1
iin the impassive face. |

“Vladimir,” she repeated, a lit-
tle more loudly, “it is I, Fedora.

move your lips to show that you
know that I am here ?”

The doctor leaned him, |
{and after a brief moment looked |
|up, avoiding the eyes of Fedora.
| Tt is over,” he said to the fath-

|
| over

dam. You love Monsicur Vladi- [er, and turned away and left the |her till she sent for him, but as

{ room.
| Fedora watched him, and mov-
|ed her lips in silent repetition of
|“over.” Then she turned with .a
ery: -
“No, ng! Vladimir, Vladimir,
my Vladimir!” and leaned her
head on the bed, and sobbed.
Grief is not a thing to be meas-
ured or weighed. Ome cannot
say this one’s grief or that one’s
is the greater. Fedora had lost a
lover, and she sobbed. The gen-
eral had lost an only child, and he
|closed tight his lips, and shut in
every expression of what he felt
until his face was hard and harsh.
Some say that tears bring re-
lief; others that there is no deep
|sorrow where there are really

{tears. Some say that grief soft-
|

him to be an impostor, and turn- | Taunton had written intimative
ing -her back on him when there his desire to follow his little
was worry and trouble in front of | friend to his last resting places
him. Tt was horrid of her!

[{He scarcely hoped for anything.

{day followed day, and she gave no

{once before on the altar of duty.

never was so disapponted in
body 1™

“Miss Glenlee was only i
her nature, little one.

any

e to |
|
|

“Well, then, it is a very lmur!
nature.”’

“and I an very glad—

',;I'i"{ ‘\\lulh?;l -!""L‘vl'«w].

. quite |
alud, now that she is not going 1u|
arry Hugo. She is no ‘\m"lll
him!

“All the same, she would
her eves to undo what she did.”
Mr. Trevelvan thought

m

|

|

2 ive

him-

o

jself. “*She is no fool. is Miss |blankly before him.  Was it again
and | Blanche, and I shall not be sur-|all over?
when he had finished his observa- ipris(‘d if she does not make a very {doomed to  disappointment
ttions over the young man, he look- | good try to get back her lost posi- | despair?

tion. Don't say she will \nm'vml.{
in fact, I am sure she won't, hut |
she will have a good try, all llu':
same.” 3

Lord Taunton was not long inI
making known his wishes to  his
sister.

“I want you to eall on her, Gus
and see if there is anything you
can do. She is in great trouble.
This boy is so ill, and he is very
dear to her!"

Needless to say, Lady .Augusta
was overjoyed at the commission,
and forthwith set on her visit to
Mrs. St. Vineent, the name
which, at the desire of her grand-
mother, she was generally known.

Alwynne could see no one. She
sent down a gentle message both |
to Lady Augusta Trevelyan and |
to Lady Rose Glenlee. Her place
was in the sick she

|

shrank from sceing any one. Basil |

b

room, and

was so ill, so very ill. she could |
not leave him.

Taunton was full of
thought. He would not approach

delicate

sign of wanting him, he began to
have a dread that she would never
send. She had sacrificed herself

Might she not do so a second
time?? He feared this because he
knew her now so well, he could
understand her mental position.
Although now she knew herself to
be his equal by birth, would she
not draw back from him because
of her association with the man
she had married? Was the widow
of a felon, a murderer, the fit wife
for Taunton and Torre?

This was what was dominating
her. The man was convinced
there were still difficulties in the
pathway of their future. If only
he could have seen her!

{see, at least on this day, but sure-

ijoyed that she should have been

Alwynne he knew he should not|

would
turn to him, and give him the re-
ward to which his patienee 1
love entitled him.

The modest funeral he
drove back to the house to inquire

ly as the time went she

e
over,

after her, and was ahnost stunned
with surprise and pain when  he
found she had goné away.  Nod
one could tell him exaetly where.
He stood on the

doorstep  gazing

Must he bhe  forever

and

of
him

He questioned the  woman
the house. She could tell
nothing. He turned at last and
reentered his cab.  As
along he lapsed into a mood of ut-
ter misery. He suffered intensely
and most of all at her going from
him in this strange, sceret way.

All at once his eab pulled up
with a jerk. He roused himself
to sce Lady Augusta in her eab
gesticulating violently.  She had
so much to say she could hardly
speak plainly; but the import of it
shot new life through the man’s
disheartened frame.

“You saw her yoursclf, Gussie,
dear, actually and really #”

“Yes, lll_\'w(‘lf! She did not sce
me.  She must be going on board
tonight, The boxes were ail label-
ed for an Atlantic and
they went away in the Liverpool

he drove

vgvage,

train.  ITugo, where are vou go-

ing

|
{

“But, my dear, there
may uot be.”

“I will have a special! ‘Gus,
don't think me mad; it is
life or death to me, that's all!”

He was gone without another
word, and his sister drove on her
way, thinking deeply, but

\l!lll)lh‘l‘

ull])'

over-

the means of seeing him at such a
moment, and bearing such news.
“Surely his fate going to
change! This must mean good
for him!” the little ereature said
to herself. “Oh, to know Hugo
was happy! I would give up all
I possess in the world except my
Jack and my babies! I must get
home and tell Jack. Suppose Hu-
go goes to America #, What a fun-
ny world it is, all ups and downs
I quite expeet she will have start-
ed, and then Hugo will follow her
to New York or the north pole, or
some equally distant place. Well,

is

{

|
! aems, lndigeation, Sick Hoadache, Salloss Shia.
| Small Pill, Small Dose, Small Prica.
| Geauine must bear Signature

BT T S

I like romance a little, but I hike
it peaceful. This is too unsett-
ling! All the same, if I wanted
to find Jack, I should not mind if
I had to go twice to the north

pole!™

* L ] A
But Lord Taunton did not have
to go to the north pole. He fonnd
Alwynne on board the big steawm-
er, sitting on deck, just as he re-
membered he saw her the first
day she had come into his Rife.
Her face was unveiled.” Maric
was hovering near her, but as she
saw Lord Taunton she disappear-
ed. He went up to Alwynne very
quietly. She did not scream when
he spoke, only grew deathly palc.
“Alwynne, I have come to find
you—my wife!” was all he said.

She shook her head when she
had recovered herself a ljttle, and
shrank back from him.

“No, no! T must not—
not!” .

“You must! You shall! You
will!” he answered firmly. “You
love me! I love you! By right of
that love, Alwynne, I command
you to become my wife!”

He put out his hand and "took
hers.

“Give me this happiness—oh.
my love, be good to me!™ he said.
his voie¢ broken with emotion.
“Think—think how I have suffer-
ed! Oh. you must think of me a
little !”

The reproach hurt her, but yot
she felt there was a truth in it.
She had given all thonght to his
honor, but what of his heart? She
looked at his face. Its worn pal-
lor hurt her to the quick, and tears

I ean-

trushed to her eves.

“Oh, my dear! dearest!”
she said; and her hands clung to
him. Then she looked at him.
“Help me to be true, to do what is
right! You know I love you!
Yes—yes, a thousand times, but

my

”

*“What but is there ?” he ecried
exultantly. “My dear, my own.
with love we can face the world,
no matter what lies before us! 1
cannot live without you, Alwyn-
It is for you to choose. Am
I to be a wanderer all my life,
tracking your footsteps wherever
you may go, or shall we make our
home together "

What was her answer? Alwyn-
ne was, after all, a woman. Pride
strong a= hers could not live be-
and so she

ne!

fore his arguments.

yielded.

% *

Lord Taunton wrote one letter
from Liverpool. It was to his sis-
ter, telling her that he had found
Alwynne in Marie’s care, that her
departure to America was post-
poned three days, in order to al-
low of their marriage by special.
licence, when they would: both sail
for New York, to carry poor
Basil’s last message to his bereav-
ed sister. He secemed to be a new
man since he had at last reached
great happiness.

“We shall be home in a few
weeks’ time, and shall take up our
abode at Torre, and from this day
forward, Gus, you shall have no
reason to complain of your bro-
ther as a wanderer. With my be-
loved wife and my dear sister and
her family I shall need nothing
more on carth. My love to you,
dear Jack, a kiss to you, my Gus!
Pray that our marriage may be as
happy as yours, and mo greater
blessing can come to your devoted
brother, Hugo”
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