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pleasant. But where are your roses,
petite 2 What have they been doing to
you 2"’

M. Davidoff said you were to die,”
she answered brokenly.

* And you have been crving your pretly
eyns out, my small child, it is too bad.
I am sorry, but we must aceept the in-
evitable. The country is at war, the
revolutionists are heside themselves, and
the Government has lost its hecd ; and I,
unlucky man, have to suffer jor it all.”

Then the lightness went sut of his tone
and he whispered cagerly, ¢ Elizabeth,
Elizabeth, we have never been betrothed,
and you have never kissed me; would
you now ?”

She put her face to his instantly, aund
he kissed her, not once, but again and
again, for he felt that this was all he
would ever be able to take from ihe
woman he loved.

She returned his cavesses, whispering,
“1 am glad, so giad, for vou do love me.
M. Davidoff said you were really married
to a Nihilist woman, and I could not
help thinking of Sofie Theodorovna.”

He put her away from him gently.
“ And what else did M. Davidoff tell you
to say to me, my pretty child ?”’ he said.

The change in his manner hurt the girl,
and she answered instantly, “I am no
child, Noah. You may call me onc as a
pet name, but I am a woman, and as
able to suffer or to dare as you are or
Sofie Theodorovna. 1 took Black Orloff
from the stable last night when the
police were all asleep, and rode to the
railway station, where she said she would
wait for you, and she told me that she
was La Vierge Rouge. (the Red Virgin),
you were nothing to her, but if possible
she would save you for Russia’s sake.”

““ Elizabeth, what have you done ?”’
gasped Noah.

‘““M. Davidoff told me to stop at no-
thing to save you,” said Elizabeth de-
fiantly, ““Te said I was really your
betrothed, and it was my duty. So I
went to Sofie Theodorovna to find out if
you were married already, and get her to
help me rescue you. And I told her
everything about us that she asked me,
even the secret code which General
Tshesky uses, which I know because I am
M. Davidoff’s secretary. Noah, please
don’t call me a wicked woman. M. David-
off said something about saving you if
vou would tell something, bhut of course
I knew you wouldn’t, if it wasn’t right,
and T would never have asked you to.
Noah, what do you think of me?”
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“You are an ang~l,” he said gravely,
kissing her hands. “But, my God,
Elizabeth, if they should find you out ?”

“They won’t,”” aunswered Elizabeth
composedly. ‘‘ Only Ogla knows I was
out of the house last night. Golinka is
very stupid, and M. Davidoff is nol as
bright as he used to be, he drinks too
much. Noah, if the Red Army save you,
will vou join them ?”

‘“ No, little girl, I was an anarchist
when you came in, end I think that the
deeds of our Government which cannot
govern justify cven such ircason as Xart-
zow’s. Still I do not see how all this
terror and bloodshed is going to help
us, so if I cannot serve my country with-
out violence, I will leave her. If I am
saved, my lifec will be yours, Elizabeth,
and I must live as a Moravian should.
But when shall we meet again, my dear
one ?”

*“Whenever you send to me I will
come to you. Wherever you arve I will
go; T will wait forever for you, for God
has giv.. ‘o you.”

“And to-mght, Eiizabeth, they may he
fighting here, and 1 would rather have
died a huadred times than have you im
their battles.”

“I am in the hands of my God, who
loves me far more than you can, Noah,”
answered the girl smiling.

Then she left him, and fecling that he
was far stronger than his cnemies, Noah
said to Golinka, “You can tell AL
Davidofi, sergeant, that his second at-
tempt has failed. I have told the Bar-
inia nothing.”

An hour later, a mile irom Andreyovna,
Tshesky’s little force was surprised, and
cut to pieces by a party of Reds led by
a young man in the uniform ol a Rus-
sian naval lieutenant. Then in a whirl-
wind ot galloping horses, with wildly
velling riders and red flags waving, Sofie
swept down on Andreyovna. The Dbig
house where all the foreigners had taken
refuge was too strong for her to make
any attempt against, and ii Noah had
still been there, her cfiort to save him
would have failed, but he was back in
the village prison, which she stormed
without any difficully ; and then leaving
factory, farm buildings, and the great
granaries  packed with . the season’s
wheat, in flames behind her, she disap-
peared with her wild riders, and the re-
covered prisoner. into the darkness,—La
Vierge Rouge, the Woman who Worked
with Oranges.



