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CHAPTER XX.

blade which the execu
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her hands toward her son.

s for the last thne,
welled up from his heart to bis eyes,
which his high spirit tried in valn to
restralm and, filling the sockets of Lis
eyes, bad thus =saved his sight  The
action of the heat had beed destroyed
Juast in the sse manner as wheu o
smelter, after having plunged his hand
into water, thrusts {t with lmpun.ty
into molten iron.
Micharel Strogoff had at once under-
-— 8tood the danpger he would have run
in making knowu his secret to any oue,
He realized the advantages which be
saight galn from this situation €or the
© accomplishinent of his projeces It is
because: they would bLelieve bl to be
blind tha! they would leave Lip, his

S 1iboerty.
E It was wvecessary, then, that he
: should be blind. that he should be

g0 for all. even for Nadia- in short,
that he should be so everywhere asd
that not u gesture at any mwoment could
cause any doubt »f the siucerity of hiils
vole. Fis e sulution waon taken. Even
his very life must be risked In order
Jo glve. 204l the proof of his blinduess.
and one knows how he risked it

His mpther alone knew the t-uth,
gad it wason the wquare of Tomsk that
he nd whispered 1t In her ear when,
bendingr over her in tho shnde, he had
covere ey with hils kisses.

We ean now understand how when
~ Ivan Ogareff had placed the emperor’'s
letter Defore his eves, which he be-
lHeval to be dlind, Michael Strogoff had
hewen atale to pead. had read that letter
which aisclosed the hateful designs of
) the trattor; hinee that ecnergy which
=7 Te dlsplayed during the second part of
c-"0 the Journey: heoee that uocbhaogug
will to reach Irkutsk and on »= " g

theré to fulffll with his own volco bis
missitn. He knew that the town was
to be given up by the traitor. He knew
that the life of the grand duke was
threatened. Tlie safety of the brother

- s"ot the czar and of Siberin was still 1
: . "his hands,

| in a few words all this history was
recounted to the grand duke. and Ml
chael Strogofl told alsv, and with what
* Temotlon. the part which Nadia had tak
. »nx in these events.

. wWho |8 this young girl?" asked the
. —grand duke.
“The <daughter of the exiled Wassill

. Feodor,”’ answered Michael Strogoff.
..“The daughter of Commander Feo-
..8b1," gnid the grand duke, “bas ceased
. 'to be the daughter of an exile. There
© Are Do more exiles at Irkutsk.”

Nadia, less strong in joy than she had
been in sorrow, fell at the fest of the
. grand Auke, who raised her with onc
hand, while he held out the other to
‘Michael Strogoff. An hour afterward
" Nadia wan in the arms of her father.

- Michmel SBtrogoff, Nadla, Wassili I'eo-
" dor, were teunited. It was on all sides
<complete happlness.

The Tartars had been repulsed In
‘thelr double attack upon the town.
Wassill Feodor, with his ‘Ifttle troop.
"had crushed the first assallants who
., bad presented themselves at the Dol
_chala gate with the expectation of tind-
ing it open.

At the same time-that the Tariars

- dered themselves masters of the fire.
,Betore daybreak the troops of Feofar-
Ehau had returned to their encamp-
37 yhents, leaving a good number of dead
“under the ramparts.

Among the dead was the gypsy San-
7 garre, who had tried in vain to rejoin
~Eyan Ogarefy.

- For two days the besiegers attempt-
‘ed no new assault. They were discour-

nd he abne, by his long continued
tots, hiad sufficlent influence over the

Shifomd tglem to the conguest of Asiatic
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hts around Irkutsk. It was
§ which had airived
-of General Kissely,
jaled his presence to the

Y thtﬁy any longer.
sk & battie un-
The camp of

were driven back the besleged had ren- |

Michael Strogoff looked at her, as 8wl ipswalled in

)

son can look at his wother when It 18 ) umuelves tn putting 1n order the ho-
Streams of lenrs: pressjous of thelr jouruey Fromn thence

the raft. This had been put down by
Alcide Jolivet In bis noteboos and In

 ICHABL STROCOFF was (19 manner, “Was near ending ke a
not, had vever been.blind. ! Jomon i1 a bowl of pupch!™

A purely human phenom- .
eoon, at once moral 80d' Nygig gnd Michael Strogoff safe and
physical, bad peutralized  youpg, espeecaally  when they learned
the actlon of the redhot a0 thelr nuve cowpanion was bot

Thelr Joy was great to vuce luore tind

blind, a staten-ent which led Harry

tioner of Feofar had passed over bis pioane 1o Jut down this obsersabon
eyes. Ope remembers that at the o' vy padhot Jron Is perbops fusutii ent
ment of that terrible punlshment Mar destroy the semih by of the optie
fa Strogof was there. stretehing out pueve  To b modified

two  cortespolishuts,
Irkutsk. ocecupled

Afterward the

two interest ug chropnicles of the Turtar
fnvaston were seut to London and Pae-
{8, which, sttange to xay. ouly contra
dicted ench othes on polnts of fess o
ment.

F'or the rest the cawmpalgn was bad
for the cwle and s allles. That inva
slon, useless< u~ are all those that o
tack colossul ltus~si was wost fatul 1o
them. ‘They soon funud themsely es cut
off by the troups of the czar, who e
took suceessively  all the  conguersd
towns  Besbdes, the winter was terrd
ble, and of those hordes, declinated by
the cold, vnly o small nuber returued
to the steppes of Tartary  ‘The route
from Irkutsh te the Ural mouptglos
was free,

The grand duke was in haste to re
turn to Moscow, but be delayed los
Journey 1y order to assist ot a toucbing
ceremony which took place some days
aftoer the cntry of the Russian troops

Michacl Rtrogotf Lad sought vut Na
dia aud in the presence of her father
had sald o her, “Nadia, my sister stiil,
when you left Higa to come to Irkuish
had you po other jegret bul that of
leaving bebtud you your motber?”

“No,” rephed Nadia, “pobe  what
ever."” .

“80 that po part of yovur heart Lus
remalped down there?’

“Nonte, brother ™

“Then, Nodin.” satd Michae! Strogoff,
-T do not believe hut that tyod in bring-
ing us together, in nllowing us to pass
through theso great trinis together, has
wished us to e unlted forever ™

“Ab?' sald Nudia as she fell into the

urms of Michael Strogoff. and, turning

toward Wassil! Feodor. "My fatber.”
she sald, blushing deepls.

“Nadia,"” sakl Wassill Feodur. “my

Joy will be to call you both my chii-

dren!”

The marriage cercinony took place In
the catbiedral of Irkutsh. It was very
simple In its preparations, but very
beautiful In the coucourse of the will
tary and civil population. which thus
wished to show its gratitude to the
young couple, whuse strange jouraey
had now becowe legendary.

Alclde Jollvet and Harry Blount of
course assisted at the marriage, of
whicl they wished to give an nccount
to their readers.

“And does it not make you envious to
imitate them 7" asked Alcide Jolivet to
his companion.

“Pshaw!” exclaimed Harry Blount.
“If, llke you, | had a cousin'™

“My cousin {s uot any longer mar
riagenble.” tlanghingly answered Alclde
Jolivet

“All the better.” added Harry Blouut,
“for they spoak «f Qiffculties which
are about to arixe between lLoodon and
Peking.”

“Would you not like to see what 1
passing there?"

“Why, my dear Blount,” cried Alelde
Jolivet, *I was about to propose it tu
you!"

This is how the two inseparables set
out for China.

Some days after the ceremony Mi-
chael and Nadia Strogoff, accompanied
by Wassill Feodor, started on thelr
Journey to Europe. That road °f sor
rows was onbly one of happiness ou
thelr return. They traveled very rapid-
ly with one of those trains which glid.:
like an express over the frozen steppes
of Siberia.

Meanwhile, arrived at the banks ot
the Dinka, just opposite Briskoe, they
stopped there one day. Michael Stro-
goff sought out the place where he hau
interred poor Nicholas. A cross was
planted there, and Nadia prayed for
the last time on the tomb of the hum-
ble and heroic soul which neither the
one nor the other would ever forget.

At Omsk old Marfa was awalting
them in the little house of the Stro-
goffs. She pressed in her arms that
noble girlt whom in her heart she bad
already a hundred times called her
daughter. The brave 8iberian on that
day had the right to own her son aml
to say that she was proud of him.

After some days passed at Omsk, Mi-
chael and Nadia Strogoft returned to
Burope, and, Wassili Feodor being well
fixed In 8t. Petersburg, neither his son
nor his daughter had any occasion ever
to leave him, only when they went to
see thelr old mother. ,

The young courier had been recelved
by the czar, who attached him specially

1 {o-hin-péraon and decorated him with]
the cross of 8¢, George. ‘

Michael ‘Strogoff afterward attained
to & high post in the émpire. Buat it is
ithe succons, but-the

: rhich hias degery-

| me my master was in prison, de-
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On the outskirts of the little vil-
lage in which we lived stood an old
hiouse, tenanted by such an old, old
man.

‘The house was old, but its tenant
much older. No one in the place
could remember him even as middle
aged, He had been old Niles to ev-
ervbody for years.

My brother and I, the youngest of
n very large family, were thrown
very much on our own resources,
and we admired and cultivated
Niles, for he had won our childish
hearts one Christmas by telling us a
grewsome story at supper, where he
occupied the post of fnonor at the
table—a story so dreadful that we
were afraid to go to bed alone for
the next three nights.

In that gentle and friendly com-
munity Niles, by means of his old
age amd infirmities, was a privileged
character.

People living in the great houses
around used to send him tidbits
from their own tables. ‘T'rugh com-
jpels me to relate that Nile« did not
alwavs receive these offerings with
gratitude. If the di~h wus not to
his taste, he would reject it with
contumely, and the mistress of the-
Louse advised by lum to get a new
cook.,  But Steens, our cook, be-
loved of us children, hind found fa-
vor in Niles' eves.  llir offerings
were never rejected by hom; espe
cinlly an eel soup and an cel pie of
Lers were welcome 1o his taste.

How well I remerber the day on
which he told u« the following tule,
the last, as it Juppened, we were
ever to hear from Nifes™ Lips.

A day i Juneo 1 oremember 1t
was, full of sunshine and perfume
and the song of birds Niles sat
aut before hus door on a benech, so
old aud shrunken. sluvering in the
ot sun. and mutierimg, *The sun
does not warm one as 1t used to do,
but T am an okd, old man.”

He accepted. however, Steena's
offering of a ba-mm of soup, and
when he had swallowed 1, to our
great delight, offered of his own
cord to tell us a storv. “Not,” he
added, “one of those fooli~h taies
of ghosts or furries vou children are
ro fond of, but a true tale, omre <1
hved through myself.

“It was long, lonz aro. You have
heard and read, have you not, of the
French revolution, when blood flow-
ed like water in the streets of Paris
and Frenchmen chopped off the
heads of both king and queen? A
that time I was a bov 1n the service
of a yvoung Dani<h nobleman

“How tired we grew of 1t all  the
guillotine, theshrieching Pari-crowds, |
who sang and danced and jeered
around while the tumbrels fyll of
their victims were being dragged
away to their death.  But we were
in Paris and could not get out, vou
know. We were there no longer
known as master and servant: citi-

| crat— she

who was jeslous of him, and in
great danger of having his head cu?
off.

“‘But we are Danes, both of us.
What can the Freach government
do with us? She shrugged hen
shoulders.  “Who knows? But let
us try what we can do with the Eng-
lish and Duamsh consuls.” In all
Paris n
tind, and the Englishman was not
sunguine,  ‘Paris might as well be a
hingdowm 1 Ashanti,’ he told us
sadiv. ‘There are a lot of savages
gone mad. Do vou know Sanson
har complainel of being overwork-
ed? In fact, bloodshed and cruel.y
are rampant.’

“However, he promi~ed to do’
what he could for us, which Was!
nothing, as it turned out. |

“When Manon found that there!
vus no help, ar we walhed away
weeping from the grim prison, to
my astonishiment he began to beg
me to lend her my black contirma- .
tion swit, wade by my mother a few
months before and never vet worn
by me. lLend her my contirmation
sait® Not I! What could she want
with a boy's suit, =he, a girl? 1
~coffed at her, bat she fluny her:
arms round myv neck, and with her
pretty brown eves fall of tears she
entreated me to Iet her have it. She
onhy wanted it a dav: | should have'’
1t hack then.  What could a hoy
Like me do with Manon® eves full
of tears and Manou's arms around”
his neck” | vielded verv reluctant-
Ive but T did wvield.  She eagerly -
reized upon the bhundle and ran off |
withat. .

“I could not help but notice how .
pale her face wae, how dark her eves
were as she vanishied out of my,
~1rht. '

“That very nivht my master came
hack  He ~cemed very anxious about
Manon and ~ent e to lier futher’s
to inquire about her. Thiere, how-
cver, no one hnew anvthing about
Lier,  Her father was very angry
with her for neslecting the shop
atd promised her a beating when
~he did return, There was no news,
Bowever, the pext day and the nexa,

“On the morning of the thard day
my ma-ter and I heard the
rumbling of the tumbrel helind us,
amd there. rtanding erect, dressed
m my confirmation =uit, wa« Ma-
non.  How voung and minocent she
looked ! ()nl_\ RTA pvnl»lml ‘)) hu-
man wolves and hvenas could have
struch the little curly brown head
from the long, white, slender throat.
Her eves, full of love, were resting’
on my master, for whom ~he was to |
die, and <he made lnm a little ges-
ture of farewel!, a quick hittle ges-
ture, o slight as to be thob-erved !
almost  But he saw 1t and would,
have fullen senseless hud I not held |
liim up by mam force and turned
off quichlyv mmto the street leading
to our lod simgs. Before we got to,

W,

coming back empty, and <he hndi

given her life for him, the aristo-
who was no uri-atovmt;!
only a poor, plun, common body
lthe my=elf.”

Thix wa~ the last tale we ever.
heard from Niles. The next morn- |
ing he was found dead in his bed.

His face, wonderfullv rejuvenat-

zen was the name dinged 1n our
ears.
“My master —I call him master
now—was an aristoerat of a high
and noble familv in our own north-
ern land: but we kept that to our-
solves. 1 could spenkh not a word of
French. My master cpuld speak it
like a Frenchman, of course.

“Opposite our lodgings was a
wineshop. kept by one of the red
capped Frenchmen., e offered one
day to sell me some very fine French
wine, ‘Wine fit for the king him-
self,’ he added, with a wink, which
told me that the king, dead now
and his bones moldering in a ditch,
had once upon a time had this wine
in his own royalcellar.
“l went to the wineshop directly
after to buy some of this wine, as
my master was in sore need of some-
thing to cheer his heart. My
tongue, however, <ould never twist
and turn itself to utter a word of
French, and when Manon, the shop-
keeper’s daughter, heard me she fell
into sh¥ieks of laughter. 1 thought
the ceiling would come down then
and there on our heads. The saucy
minx! I marched out, red in the
face and with my head up. I vow-
ed.] would never put mysel!f in the
wuy of being laughed at by her, a
girl who could not speak a word of
my tongue. ..

“When the wine was drunk, I re-
fused to go again to fetch it. He
could go himself, I told my master
He was in no great hurry to go, but
did so at last. There was no laugh-
ing at his French, if you pleass, and
my master got into the way of go-
ing there every day or two to pass
the time with Manon. They sat in
a room back of the shop, Manon
with her needlework and my master
with his books. In the midst of the
alarms they spent a pleasant time
enough, for they were young and in
Jove with each other.

“So day after day passed until at
‘last Manon broke in on me to_tell

{mounced by » couin

. her own,

ed by death, lay on the pillow, his
hands gentlv clasped as though in
praver. All the {»lnce wis present
to do honor to his obsequies, we
children wearing a band of crape
on our left arms, tied there by
Steena.

After the funeral it was found
that Niles had left all he owned to
Steena—the old house, the waste
garden and a goodly sum of money.

~And Steena, good, ugly Steena,
was an heiress in a small wav. She
who was wearied of single blessed-
ness and had commissioned the
blacksmith and the shoemaker to
get her a hushand in vain while she
was poor and ugly had lovers ga-
lare.

Her choice fell on a handsome
voung Englishman, a dozen years
her junior. In spite of the advice
of her disinterested friends and rel-
atives, she married him predently.
The only notice she deigned to take
of it was that she was married in
the English church and by the Eng-
lish clergyman, and when, in the
course of a vear, Steena became the
mother of twins, two blond haired,
blue eyed miniatures of their fa-
ther, what mother so happy and so
proud as Steena, our Steena?

By that time, too, there was a
neat gravestone to Niles’ memory
on his grave, and the house, newly

ainted, and the garden, blogming
ike the rose, gave evidence that the
old man’s money had been put to
excellent use by the thrifty Steena.
-—Penny Pictorial Magazine.

Where Woman Is Lord.

In a tiny island called Minikoi,
off the southern cpast of India, a
most peculiar state of soeiet{ ex-
ists, for woynan is lord of all she
surveys, The wife is the recognized
head of the house. She owns it and
everything in it, while anything that
her husband, who works very hard,
can earn goes to increase her wealtkh.
Her husband belongs to her, too,
and when she marries him she gives
Bim her name instead of taking his.
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When Ah Grim, the baby giant, got to be a strapping boy,

He was teasing Jack each minute for some pretty little toy,

And at last, to bring the giant’s awful teasing to -a stop,

Jack employed a dozen workmen to construct the baby’s top.
They procured a dozen axes and picked out a mammoth tree,
Which Ah Grim at once uprooted—'twas a wondrous sight tp see—
Then they sawed a piece and hacked it with their axes half a day,
Till Ah Grim, the baby giant, had a top with which to play.
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When he set the top to spinning, it set up an awful roar,
Dug a cellar in the roadway and began to bore and bore.
Houces trembled alli around it, and the walis began to crack,
And it must have gone to China, for Ah never got it back.

S8ad|

Grim went home that evening, for no matter what he'd play

All -+ 1 toys would somehow trick him or would break or get away,
Ana they were so very costly that poor Jack, in wrath, declared
That to purchase toys for Ah Grim nevermore could cash be spared.

An Amusing Game,

Card castles ig the name of an amus
Ing game. The players sit at either
end of a long table and build a twg
tHer c¢ard castle, This is protected
with one hand, while the players alm
their remaining cards at their adver
saries’ castles. The side which knocks
down the other side’s castles first wins
the game.

Moraing oa the Farm.
When the white dove cooes to his drowsy mats
And the birds in the trees rejoice,
Old Brahma stands on the barnyard gate
And shouts in a lusty veice,
*q feel better this mor-rning.””
And the bantam thioks 'tis true,
For he answers back in a tenor tone,
“Without--a doubt—you do-0."”

The house dog lies with hia head on his piws
And blinks st the morning call;

The cat with a field mouse in her jaws
Comes running home on the wall,

While the Brahma heralds the mom agsiy,
And the bantam takes the cue:

] feel better this mor-rning.' -
“Without-~a-doubt—you do-0.**

The birds with & glorious burst of song
Make glad the orchard boughs,

And the farmer, swinging his pails along,
Goes out to milk the cows;

The work of the day begins again,
And the roosters call snewt

5 fee]l better this mor-rning.'®
“Without—s doubt—you e
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‘American Boy.

A Good Reputation Saved This Bey.

John Watt, a Canadian boy. was ar-
rested in Detroit the other day. He
was convicted of using money that be-
longed to another, having in his neces-
sity ylelded to temptation. In suspend-
ing sentence Judge Murphy ssid to this
boy :

“Tle highest treasure in this world is
8 good name, and 1 am going to show
you the value of it. I have written to
varfous people in Toronto, and | find
that your character has been above re-
proach up to this time. 1 think you see
the error of wrongdoing, and I trust
the lesson will be sufficient. In allow-
ing you to go o auspended sentence I
know you will go back to Canada out
of my jurisdiction. 1 am trusting to
your honor. 1| deo not know whether an
American boy in like circumstances
would receive the same consideration
it in Canada. but I trust so.”

Tears were kept back with dificulty
by the young Canadian, apd he prom-
ised the judge that he would write to
hilm every month and let him know
what be was- doing.

“Many days well lived way some
time -count for oné¢ day misspent,”-
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