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« Michael 8

-mienzer strogott ana the muytk sobo
arrived in the mercantile quarter of the
jower town, and, although under mili
tary occupation, they entered it with
ont difficulty. The surronnding earth
work bad Deen destroyed in many
places, and there were the bresches
through whieh the marauders who fol-
lowed the armies of b‘eorar-hahn bhad
penetrated.

The mujik was conducting his guest
straight to the posting house when in a
narrow street Michael Strogoff, com-
ing to a sudden stop, sprang behind &
jutting wall.

“What is the matter?’ quickly asked
the wujik, much astanished at this sud
den movement.

_ “Silence! hastily replled Michael
StrogofY, with his finger on his lips.

At this moment a detachment de
bouched from the prinkipal square inte
the street which Miclisel Strogoff and
his companion had been just following.

At the herd of the detachment, com-
posed of twenty hersemen, was an offi-
c¢er dressed in a very simple uniform.
Although he glanced rapldly from one
gide to the other, he ceuvld not have
seen Michael Strogoff owing to his pre-
cipitous retreat. .

The detachment went at full trot inte
the narrow street. Neither the officer
nor his escort concerned themselves
about the inhwbitants. Several ynlucky
ones had searcely time to make way
" their passage. There were, there

fow balf stiled crles, to which

-usts of the lance gave w1 instant

. .+ .. and the street was immediately
cleared.

When the escort had disappeared,

“Who is that officer?” asked Michael
Strogo®, return'ng toward the mujlk.
And while putting the question his face
was pale as that of a corpse.

“It is Ivan Ogarefl,” replied the Sibe-
rian, but in a deep volce which breath-
ed hatred.

“He? cried Michael StrogoQ from
whom the word escaped with an accent
of fury which he could not conquer.

He had jJust Tecogalted In this oMoer
‘he traveler who hrdd struck him at the
»osting house of Ichim, and, although
1e had only caught a glimpse of him, it
surst-upon his mind at the same time
:hat this traveler was the old Zingarl
whose words he had overheard in the
narket place of Nijnl Novgorod.

The mujik and Michael resumed their
way and arrived at the posting house.
o leave Omsk by one of the breaches
would pot be difficult after nightfail.
As for purchasing a carriage to replace
the tarantass, that was impossible.
There was none to be let or sold. But
what want had Michsel Strogoff now
lor a carrisge? Was he not alone, alas?
A horse would suffice him, and, very
lortunately, a horse could be had. It
was an anlmal of mettle, capable of
:nduring much fatigue, and Michael
8trogoff, accornplished horseman as he
was, could make good use of it .

The horse cost a high price, and a
{ew moments Inter Michael was ready
lo start. It was then 4 o'clock in the
afternoon.

Michael 8trogoff, compelled to wait
till nightfall in order to pass the fortl-
fications, but not desiring to show him.
self in the streets of Omsk, remained 4n
the posting house and there partook of
food.

There wis a great crowd in the pub-
lic room, it being the resort of numbers
of the anxlous inhabltants, who at this
geventful period collected there to ob-
teln news. Tley swere talking of the
expected arnval of & coups of Musco-
vite troops, not at Omsk, but at Tomsk,
& corps intended to recapture that town
trom the Tartars of ‘eofar-Kahn.

Michael Strogoff lent an attentive ear
to all that was sald, but took no part
In the conversation.

Suddenly a cry made him tremble, &
cry which penetrated to the depths of
his soul, and these two words, so to
speak, rushed into his ear:

“My son!"

1iis mother, the old woman Marfs,
was before him! Trembling, she smil-
ed upon him. S8he stretched forth her
arms to him. Michael Strogoff arose,
He was about to throw himself—

The thought of duty, the serious dan-
ger for his mother and himself in this
unfortunate meeting, suddenly stopped
him, and such was his command over
himself that not & muscle of his face
moveq,

There were twenty people in the pub-
lic room. Among them were perhaps
spies, and was it not known in the
town that the son of Marfa Strogoff
belonged to the corps of the courlers of
the czar?

Michael Strogoff did not move.

“Michael!” eried his mother.

“Who are you, my good lady?’ Mi-
chael Strogoff stammered, unable to
speak in his usual irm tone.

“Who 2m I, thou askest? Dost thou

no longer know thy mother®’ 1

“You are mistaken” coldly replied
Michael Strogoff. ‘A resemblance de-
ceives you.”

The old Marfa went up to him and,
looking straight into his eyes, said:

‘“Thou art not the son of Peter and
Marfa Strogoft ¥ .

Michael Strogoff would have given
his life to have locked his mother in his
arms, but if he ylelded it was all over
with him, with her, with his mission,
with his oath! Completely master of
himself, he closed his eyes in order not
to seéé the Inexpressible anguish which
agitated the revered countenance of his
mother. He¢ drew back his hands in
order not t6 touch those trembling
hands which sought him. *

“I do not know, in trath, what 1t is
you say, my good woman,” he replied,
stepping back.

“Michael! again cried his aged moth-
er,

“My pame'is not Michaél. ¥ never
was your son! I am Nleholas Korpa-
noff, & merchant of Irkutsk.”

And suddenly he left the public room.
while for the last time the ‘worda re-
echobid: <o :

“My som, my son!”

Ftort, mmne. neummmmnpm
mother, who had fallen baek slmost jo-
animate opon a bench. But whéh £
postinaster hastened to asaist her.
aged woman raised hexselfy Suddenly
a thought occurred to her. She denled
by her son! It was not possible. As
for being herself decelved and taki
uetherfnrhim-—equﬂ3y imposaible It
was certainly her son whom she had
just seen, and if he had not recognixed
.her it was because he would mnot, it
wezs because he oyght not, it was be-
éause he had seide cogent reason for

teclings arisiig within her, she had byt
one thought—"Can X unwittingly have
rained him?”

I am mad,” she said to her inf&b
rogators, *“*My eyes have deceived me!
This young wan is not my child. He
bad not his voice. Let us think no
more of it. 1f we do, I shall end by
finding him everywhere.”

Less than ten minutes atterwa;:d 3
Tartar officer appeared in the postmg
house.

“Marfa Strogoff?’ he asked.

“It is L, replied the old woman in a
tobe so calm and with a face &5 tran-
quil that those who had witnessed the
meeting with ber son would not have
known her.

“Come,” sald the officer. Marfa Stro-
goff, with firm step, followed the Tar-
tar officer and left the posting house.

Some moments afterward Marta Stxo-
goff found herself in the chief sguare
and in the presence of Ivan Ogarefl, to
whom all the details of this scene had
been immediat reported.

- Ivan Ogaref!, suspecting the trath, in-
terrogated the old Siberian woman.

“Thy name? he asked im a rough
voice.

“Marfa Strogoff.”

“Thou hast a son?”’

“Yes.”

“He is a courjer of the cxar?

uYe&‘n

“Where is he?”

“At Morcoy.” .

“Thdu hast heard no Bews of him?™

“No news.”

“Since how long?'

“Since two months.”

“Who, then, was that young man
whom thou didst call thy son a few
moments ago at the posting house§”

“A young Siberian whom I took for
bim,” replied Marfa Strogoff. ‘*“This is
the tenth man in whom I have thought
I recognlzed my sun since the town has
been so full of strangers. I think l see
bim everywhere.”

“8o this young man was not Michael
Btrogofr

“It was not Michael Strogoff.”

“Dost thou know, old woman, that I
tan torture thee uontil thou avowest the
‘truth ¥’

“I have spoken the truth, and torture
will not cause me to alter my words in
any way."

“This 8iberian was not Michael Stro-

Coff?” asked a second time Ivan Oga-
ceff. .
“No, it was not he,” replled a second
time Marfa Strogoff. “Do you think
that for anything in the world 1 would
deny a son whom God has given me?”’

Ivan Ogareff regarded with an evil
eye the old woman who had braved
him to the face. He did not doupt but
that she had recognized her son in this
young S8lberian. Now, If this son had
first rencunced his mother and if his
mother renounced him In her turn it
could occur only from the most welighty
motive.

Every circumstance went to confirm
his susp.clons. If he could but lay his
hand upon this pretended merchant of
Irkutsk and strip off his disguise, would
he not filnd a treasure indeed? Would
oot his superiors well reward his adroft-
ness and his success? -Would not the
czar of Russlia scowl with rage when
he learned that his courier was jn the
hands of his foes?

Ivan Qgareff had therefore no doubt
that the pretended ‘Nicholas Korpanoff
was Michael Strogoff, courler of the
czar, seeking concealment under a falise
name and charged with some mission:
which it would have been important

gave orders for hil pursuit., ‘Then he
said:
“Let this woman be conducted to
Tomsk returning toward Marfa Stro-
gofl,
And while the soldiers brutally drag-
ged her along he added between his
teeth:

“When the. moment arfives, I shall
know how to make her spéak, this old
sorceress!”

CHAPTER IX.

T was fortunate that Mi-
chaelStrogoft had left the
posting house so prompt-
Pt Ciacett had vocs i |
e '3 | been imye-
NS ] diately transmitted to%m
. the approscheés -of  the
city and & full description of Michsel
sent to all the various commandants, fix
order to prevent his departure from
Omsk. But he had already passed
through one of tlie breaches in the for-
tifications. His horse _-was gxilopiog
over the steppe, and, not having beén
immediately pursued, the chances of.
escape were in his favor.
It wanon the 20th of July, at8 o’clo(:_k
in the evening, that Michael Strogoff
had lett Omsk. This town is situatzd
about half way between Moscow snd
Irkutsk, where it was necessary thiut |
he should arrive within ten days if b
‘wished to get shead of the Tartar ¢ol-
amnps. It was evident that the ﬁw
lueky chapce which had brought hlum

trayed his incognito. Ivan Ogareff was
ne longer Ignorant of -the fact that a
courier of the czar had just passed
Omsk, taking the direction of Irkutsk.
The dispatches which this conrier bore
must have been of lmmense impore,
tance, = Michael Strogoff kiew, thm,;
fore, that every effort would be [
to capture him,

ff, by & desperate ef-

acting thus! And then. her Wother " oct posting house, where he conldl|

be exchanged tor & quicker conveyance. | o

jnto the presence of his mother had bes |

But what he ;nd not mvr and em&

wtknwnsmamm
in the hands of Ivan Qparefl and that

'~ she was about to atone, pérhaps wiﬂ*"

W’Wﬁ”&#f
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her lite, for thatwatural exhibition-
her :eexméxvmm ghe had beey uua)

to resirain whén she suddenly. found
herself in the presence of her son. .And

it was fortunate that he was ignorsnt | 3o

of ft. Could he’ lm'e withstood this
fresh frial?

Michael Strogoff utged on bis hotse, |
imbuing him with all his own feverish

+ lepatience, requizing of him, one. mm: ,

only—pamely, to™ him spidly to

At midnight he had cleared seventy.
“tersts and balted at the station of Kou-
likove. But there, as he feared, he
found neither horses nor carriages.

~Several Tartar detachments had pase-|.

ed along the highway of the steppe.
Everything had been stolen or requisl-|
tioned both in the villages and iu the
‘posting houses. It was with &lﬂ!cult;!
that Michael Strogoff was even able to
obtain some refreshment for his horee,
snd himself.

( It was of great importance therefore
: to spare his horse, for he could not tell
when or how he might be able to re-
place it. Desiring, bowever, to put the
greatest posajble distance hetween bim-
self and the horsemeén whom Ivan Oga-
reff had no doubt dispatched /n purgult,
‘be resolved to push en. After one
bhour’s rest he resumed his coucse across
the steppe.

And on July 30 at 4 p. m, Michael
8trogoff, heedlesa of fatigue, arrived xt
Elamsk.

There he was forced to givea n!ght’a
test to ‘his horse. The COUrageous
beast could not have continued that
Journey any longer.

At Elamsk theére was no means of
transportation for the same resasons »&
in the burghs already passéd b:-k:n-»
riages sod horaes were gohie, |

Elamsk, a small town the Tartul
had not visited yet, yvas almost com-

pletely depopnwed. for it was very

easy to Invade it from the souih aud
almost {mposaible to succor it from the
north. So relay of post, police station,
government bullding, all were aban-
doned by governmental order, and on
one slde the functionaries, on the other
the fnhabitants, had gone to Kamsk, in
the center of the Baraba,

Michael Strogoff was obliged to pass
the night at Elamsk to permit his horse
to rest at least twelve hours, He re-
membered the ipstructions given him
1t Moscow to cross Siberia unknown,
reach Irkutsk at all hazards, but also
to not sacritice success to the swiftness
of his passage. Consequently he was
t forced to spare the only means of trav=
el left him.

On the morrow Michael Strogoff left
Blamsk, and five days later, on the §th.
of August, twenty-onue days since atart-
ing, he found himself 1,600 venm yet
distant from Irkutsk,

Michael Strogoff: was rapidly nelrlnx
Kalyvan when distant detonlﬂom
rveached his ears.

He stopped and distinetly hurd the’
dull, heavy reports which shook the
alr, mingled with sharper and shriller
sounds, the cause of which he well
knew,

He was only half & mile from Ksly-
van when a long jet of fiame fashed
betwixt the houses of the city, and the
spire of a church crumbled down in the
middle of a torrent of embers and five.

At that moment the detonations wére
very violent. Soon the flames stretched
forth on the left of the.city. The fire
bhad dovoured a whole quarter of Kaly-
van.

Michael Strogoff was running across
the- plain, trying to reach the cover of
some trees scattered here and there,
when a detachment of Tartar cavalry
appeared on the right.

Michael 8trogoff could no longer go
in that direction, The horsemen ad-
vanced rapidly toward the city,-and it
was difficult for him to escape. Sud-
denly at the corner of & thicket he dw
& house which he mlght‘ perhlps xeacn
unpercefved.

To runm, to hide hlm-elt to uk nnd
to take there, If need be; something to-

ed with qugue and ht y was Ml
chael Strogoff’s only reésource, e fled
then_ to this e;helter, apd, drawiog near,
he perceiv that it was & telegraph
station. Two wires were golng east
and west, and a third waa stretched to- |
ward Kalyvan.

One would suppose that uwnder the
circumstances that station would have
been adandoned, but ss it was Michael | bl
Strogoff coald find theré a refuge, WAt
for the night if need be to travel agaln
across the steppe which was unrched*
by the Tartar pickets.

Michael Strogoff hurried toward the:

where the dispatches were written, He

renew his strength, for he was exhaust- |

 door of that libuse and opened it haati- | "Lt
ly. A single perjon was in the room |

s an employeé, calm, ¢ool, indiffer | :

int '

One of them held LY tﬁmtch ’qx‘i'
An pencil, and, oumnnm: the
£ the window of th
; m-m

' re the eotresmndmu
Harry Bl

‘enemics, ow that ﬂmy wepe opemting

They had 1ot Iehim tew Nours Qnix
after the departure of Michael Strogolt;
and It they arrived Defore Mot Kndy-
van I Following thie sximie route 1t was
‘becsuse Michael Strogolf had loat thrée

dryn.qn te Bordérs of ibe Irtieh; And |

now, after Baving 'wlmpssed the batile
between the Rusaians and the Tartare:
A6 frout of the £ity, loeyiog the’ §ity

the streets, they had to.run to the ata-

Eurepe, each seeking 1o rob the other
of priexity ln deserlblnt the sur;mg

Michael Strogoﬂ.' kept ata distance in

the shadow, and without belng scen ha
could see all and hear all. He was
probably about to learn lmportant news
and know If Le ought to enter Kalgvm
or not,

colleague, ad possession of the win-
dow and handed in bis dispateh, while
Alclde Jolivet, contrary to hix 5:
stopped lmpatiently. ‘“Ten comkg A
word,” said the opemtor. taking’ the
dispatch,

on the counter, his confrere lookmx xt
him somewhat stupefied,
“Well,” said the employee, and with-

undisturbed sang frold ha ‘commenice
to telegraph the following dllpo.tch,

Daily hl‘e:gph, Landon. .
From vam, Goreynment of Owak, Biderls,
:\' &-—!:nsanmut of Russian troope 'ﬂtl Tk
TS,

That :rendinx being made nloud. All-
chael Strogoft could hear all the Eng-

per, -

tars enter Kalyvan this day. -
These words ended the dispatch.

who tried to pass his disptch addresss

But that did not nult gbe English xe-
porter, who tuou:ht of remalning it

place to lils confrers,
vet,

Harry Blouat,
Axnd he went on ‘writing words whtch

very quietly:
In the mauuuqedmudhummmh

sand rubles to his paper, but his paper’
would . have the Arst Information,
France might wait,

those of his confiere.
Hnrry Blount, suifling klndly him,

holy writ, + - DR S
‘While be was opemm‘ Kmv; Bloﬁn
‘went td the window, and with, m m :
hie_ohserved what wix tglnx on: abox
giuyvm, woan iy compf ™
on. L
A fow inmnteu Inter he todk hh
ttaln At the m\lca wludaw in‘d
to histelegand: ~ #
Foro chukches $n fames, - The. fire beer b :
o the right, The earth was ‘withont form ‘and:
voil.. Darksem covited Lh fa; ot Ahe earthi .\
Alclde Jolivet had simply. (
desire to strangle the honorih]
porter of The Dafly Telegrap ‘
er ohte more eailed  npon tw
oyee,-who aghlh-toolly-answekd
“1& is hisright; sir; 1t s mn Hgl
Ten copecks & word,® - - ;Lo f

xumummuu The city, ARd God
#iat light, snd p"h' x’_‘n

when the struggle was still golng on 1o |-

events, . SRR 5

llﬁta. -

Harry Blount placcd & pile of rubles

Iish correspondent addremsed to his p&- |

Rumlan troops repulsed with grest loqu. m- B

ed to his cousin of the Montmmre Fau-|
bourg. e E

the window ax long as he should have|
news to transmit, ms fast as ‘tresh |-
events might gecur, s0 he did not, give;|

“Y am not through," simply unlwored i}

he passed to the oper:tor. ‘who reud

Think of the anger of Alclde Jolivet, |
who under any other clreumatances |
woull have apprecisted the joke; Hel:
even insisted that, the operator should |
take his dispatches in preterence tc X

“That ix the rlxht of the xent;emm." S
said the employee coolly, porniln; tof-f "

Faithtul to his post, he waited behind

services.

Michael Strogoff went to him and

with & volce broken by tatigie asked:
“What do you know? . ‘

“Nothmt,” mvmed the- emptoyee.

smiling.

“Are the nuu!m tnil Tartars fight-

tng?”

“I don’t know.” -

ble occurrénces, so muck i
-difference even, was hardly possible, -
“And s not the Mremr' ulted Ml
chael Strogoff. :
“It 13 cui between mlyvan lnd Km

vah and the Rusalin Trontiér?!
“ “For the government?”
“For the government when they ﬂﬂny:
it proper, for the,mblw when they pRY.

ent to all that was going on cutaide.
his window for the public to claim hix

' snd. hianded u dis g hie’h‘
[ o s eina e b

“People say 0. = - . 0¢]
“But who are the ﬂctor:?' E %

ach cooluéss In the midst Of "o:u
these arrl o

noiruk, bt it works yet between. x‘dy ¥ 4

}us oollengue had done, pluced A re
{ spectable pile ot rubles on the desk

8ges. |op the hattlefield, 1 B

Alon to send away their dispatchea to] | 5

Harry Blount, more alert than hlnyf Al

“My turn now,” sud Alelds Jolivet, |

“You aro through? cried Akide Joll-] 1-

They were verses from the Bible Har<|'§" .
ry Blount was telegraphing' 1o ‘galnf
time and not give place to his Hyal. |
That would probably cost a few thou- ,

And he tontinved 1o tranaslt o The| }
Dally Telegragh-the first bovk of. the '} )

xnd Alcide Jolivet, 1o | o
amore traveling compavions, hot rivaly, [reso

“And. he telegraplied ihe ’f oll 3 :f DY
| news, handed him by Blount: . ;. 1 0y

AR | LIRS MR f



as.lt

