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! an extraordinary faney to this young

)
' ant and erratic genius whose
‘:E dlatribes against democracy |
had stirred all the eourts of
wmem‘ it had become oOrgan-
fn @ single year in every country
en Spain and the Urals. Kings
e members of It, and the
packed by the most powerful
puencet, had ecquired immunity
' ernments and threatened to

)

]!
. 1' fts will upon the civilized
i fir Then the inevitable happened.

= stons arose, base men perverted
alms to their own ends; the best
abandoned It in disgust, a
eunter-or apization of Western rul-
;ﬂ‘l’“ uﬁmted, and, after the lssue
i tor months in the balance,

“‘l“ fell, and the league became |
- giscredited.
~ And wp and down Europe, traveling
‘wom court to court, a cohort of pala-

s, each fighting gingly and whole-
peartedly, strove for the two factions.

That the league was planning a

Jesperate stroke in order to regain
fta former influence was the sub-
of & conversation between

Clande Tresham, secretary to

the cabinet of kings which had fought
_fhe league successfully, and Paul |
lape, the young American million-
as they sat together in the palm
‘mom of the Hotel des Anglais, at |
and looked out at the snowy-

] mountains. It eseemed #80 |
'Ipml there; it was incredible to |
‘mugl that in a little space of time he |
once more be plunged into the
lex of political passions and fur-

r rivalries.

Paul's wits had been sharpened in |
_many fights when he was serving the |
| jague. He had been Induced to |
: his fortune and his services at
.~ jts disposal by the Princess Clothilde
_ of Austria, the guiding epirit of the

']

bl R = -

When he came to under
_giand that he was but a tool In the |

L1
i kve with a passion which, he knew.
| would last during the remainder of
_Ms lite; when, too, he understood.
i shame and humiliation, that the
_high motives of the league were
. shams masking criminal designs, he
‘offered his services to Lord Tresham,
fght his former friends, He had
jormed several missions with hon-
e had met Clothilde herself in
of wite and worsted her; but
encoynter only drove home more
* idegply the shaft of the pitiless archer
who wounded him to the heart
* Por this reason he fought the more
r He had become, next to
ham, the opposing organization’s
o powerful agent. The hatred
the league felt for him was im-
; and relentless; and [Clothilde,
hergelf unable to regain his
i e and fgnorant of the depth
of his passion for her, in spite of his
disillusionment, had leagued hersell
with his most bitter enemies and
ged herself to carry out their pur-
;“- #
- Tresham had summoned Paul to
rland to undertake a mission
which was to overthrow the league's
remnants of power and influence
& Europe. He explained it to him in
. the afterglow of the glorious August

4

“The league bas one prop, Paul”
he sald, “and you are to kick it away.
The kaiser bas long abandoned it;
#0 has Alfonso of Spain, its leading
_-_"ﬂ_lm: ally, But in the realm of
v;ﬂ! Tear the lengue still rests
. supreme. The Russian agent of that
unserupulous aseociation is Apollodo-
~ rus, the monk who has obtained so
Btrong a hold over the people and
‘over the superstition-ridden Nicholas
1. Ae you undoubtedly know, this
Apollodorus, whose headquarters are
in the monastery at Nishikoff, i8 the
5 Istest of a long train of charlatans
_ who have duped Nicholas with spirit-
. ualistic phenomena. At Nishikoff,
. they say, he calls up the ghost of his
. bl spectral adviser, whose counsels
| &re, of course, always those of the
league, and who is, in reality, the
- ‘medium’ Apollodorus himself, directs
- the policy of the whole realm of Rus-
L Paul, did you ever turn the dark
1 on a ‘spirit' at a seance?”
o+ "1 did” sald Paul, ‘chuckling over
: -‘ln:lembrance. “It was in my col-
" ays. 1 exposed the “notorious
*  Brale, who had fooled many leading
i People in New York, and photographed
¢ with a caleium light, capering
& Tound the room in fifteen yards of
erash towelling"”
3 “That, Paul. is exactly what you are
® 10 do to Apollodorus” answerad Lord
", Olaude. “You can imagine the scene:
~ the Tsar, wildly credulous, hig attend-

i

| just as it was ln the flesh, and apoken |
! with him face to face and heard his |

Imake use of & very harmless decep- |
]

( jands of an unscrupulous woman, |
whom, nevertheless, he had grown to |

__majesty the late Alexander 1L, and |

lessness of nature, attracted Paul.

“It will eonvert you, my friend.” said . :
his voice.

urope? He could bend a horseshoe |

wees which they turned upon Clo-

course, understand, but

. E brink of the unknow
American. She did not know very | double with one of his hands. And I
1 - much about Clothilde, who had always | have seen him-—his spirit—do that, than ever before.
18 moved in a l‘||‘l:'|l’ loftier than her | to convinee Nicholas.” |  He ran over his instructions in his
{8 e Lea e oi Lost Ca“ses own; but the good soul’s mind was “It was Apollodorus.” mind. His duty was to econvince
filled with match-making. If Clothilde “Never, Paul. He i8 a weakling Nicholas that Apollodorus was an im-
. - - ) d could learn to care for him os|2nd has hands like & woman. Paul, | postor. That would turn the weak
---—-_E.—T Bﬂngthe Romantic Adventures of ‘ much as he evidently cared for her! | If you are here to expose the monk minded ruler from his allies and des-
© By H M. EGBER Plﬂl L!.IE Amerim Mi“iﬂltlil'! q It seemed to be a case of love at | rou will be convineed in spite of your-  troy the leagzue for ever. He must,
e —— ’ sight! Perhaps—well, stranger things self.” then, cateh the man when he was ea
1 -~ . - had happened. She saw in her mind “You sre deceived by a clever im-  pering round the seance room in the
i T'he Deance at leh[kOﬁc the acceptance of Paul as Clothilde's poster” Paul answered, “It cannot ' guise of the late Tsar He conld do
s lover, the marriage ceremony, the be, Clothilde.” no more than that; if that failed to
bridesmaids, in white, with fragrant She did not try further to persnade  suffice, ke would fail i his mission.
blossoms In their hands and | him, and a moment kater the countess | ( lothilde seemed to realize the pur-
\Copyright, 1913, by W. G. Chapman.) ::!Il : this f‘aded into the midst _m :l.\!lrki‘ and looked around for her knit- | pose of his journey.
; reams. The countess slept beside ting “Paul'” she whispered, “you will be
WE league was doomed: that|admitted to Count Gabel's house and the fire, opposite her sleeping hus te pitrty was to start from the sadly deceived it you intend to break
was the substance of nearly | ushered into the presence of a portly, and. stution at ten o'clock on the Wed. | up the seanee meeting. Promise wme
every conversation in the dip- | elderly gentleman, somewhat pomp- And Paul was stammering ot his nesday morning, in a special train, | you wi do nothing untfl you are con
jomatlc clubs of Europe Cre-jous, but with & saving sense of humor 1°¥¢ @nd clasping Clothilde’s litile | seheduled to repch Nishikoff late in | vineed that it is fraudulont”
ated by Dvornak, that brilli-| which, together with a certain art- hands in his, the afterncon, when they would be re “1 promize you that, Clothilde.” Paul
“Forgive me,” he was saying, “for ceived and dined in the refectory 1 #d, and at that moment the

“And g0 you wish to investigate tha | T¥ remarks to yvou that day in Paris | of the monastery and lodged over came to an abrupt end by the
phenomena of the monk Apollodoras, I was mad with a sense of shame and  night. The program was carried out rising of the Tsar The brethren
young man," he said, when he had betraval. I have always loved you.  as it had been planned.  Paul caught steod up from their benches and
finished reading the letter. “Lord Clothilde. 1 shall love you for ever | a glimpse of the thin, nervous figure 0 «ohed out in order, leaving  the
Tresham and I are very old friends, more Do you love me?” of the Tsar as he hurried Into his r and his retinue alene with the
dating from the days when he was For they never seem banal to lov [ ! - then, witk his host and bead monk and Apollodorus
firat attache at the Russian court, | ers. those hackneved words. Nor did for the countess stayed Then, since the affair was a matter
am sure that | ean obtain permission her reply seem as insipid as the comfortebly at home- he enter a of routine, by reason of frequent re-
from his majesty, and you have come, printed record of it would be; for  compartiment already three parts filled petition, no words were 2 bt
| luekily, at precisely the most favor- both were in hesven, with gentlymen of the Tsar's body-  the whole party filed out in the m "
able time, for his majesty departs for i'n!L.'I eaw tears in Clothilde's eves suard, and the train rolled out of the wake and entered a barg ST
Nishikoff on Wednesday next, with all "I_lluvv you, Paul!” she said, and station, to puall in at Nishikof about vauli ke chamber, at one end of
the gentlemen of his court, to ques- h'.l::ull-’_\'_ had replaced the imperious fve in the cvening. ‘There carriage: "'1"'f1' a black curtaln had been drawn
tion his laté father concerning an pride in her vaice “When you | awaited the party and drove in long in I!nm. of a sort of dais, a platform
important matter of foreign policy, H]Itl\:t‘ﬂ me to myself for what 1 am 1, Ij|'T“f‘l'_ ien to the monastery -:\nll:ihn‘.n! B '“.”H cabinet and a chair
upon whose adoption or rejection, I Elli.nh.f‘nh realized— 0O, ever so many | Fheir =leepin oms_nl.mr-n was in In front of is were chairs in rows
may say in confidence, grave issues thinzs. 1 knew then that | had found |tells. for the Tears \'!I:-:'I'ri Were e .--_'wr'-! deop, into which the Tear and
depend. His mﬂjl.-s'ty i Gy (06 kik- Hl:.- one man whom 1 could love garded both by 1||1_|;._|1 and Ly the bis courtlers sank, while the head
jous to make converts, and anyone for alwavs loved you, Paul, from head monk as diseciplinary journeys; monk bowed his hesd and intoned a
whom 1 vouch ean seccompany his !-'-H‘.‘tu:-' moment of our -I-1 meeting ?I'.IT the !.I'J"ili. spread on long tables  praver ll'.:-n_. bowing sclemuly, he
gentlemen.” in America, But lately—well, Paul. do  in the refoectory. was satisfying and al- withdrew, leaving Apollodorus to per

His voice grew low and he bent for- ‘m_” Somaw. wehiy, 1 a0 1“‘?.'.'1' HIpRL | CEpHcapLa Evidently these r”'..'.": Bl f““f“
ward and began speaking earnestly Tl\ ald ."\;mlln_:_tnrn.u. iv.- answepred mn.u.w were .Ih‘L averse to the good ..l T ‘!'a-':lln- addressed the Tsar

Y- | with the least tinge of bitterness in ' th a of life: indeed. from the What he said Paul could not, of

he saw how

Count Gabel. "It is positively + p -

most wonderful exhiblti']:mhpw:l;;m::;:. “Xp." she answerad. “It is because | thide it was evident that they were thoroughly the man dominated the

silc 1o man. 1 ke ihe iate Tear I am elck of the league. 1 tried to | by no means fanatieal in their asceti- mind of the monarch and Impressed
bé . . e i ., v ; ! - " " vimai ’ g . " - g n '

Alexander. And, sinee hig death, 1, bury myself here, to escape them | eism The admission of a woman, ‘ himself upon the courtlers. Paul's

have seen him at the Nishlkofl monas. 1

tery—seen him, touched his hand. | fi- == | gty

own voice answer me. It is wonder- |
ful! Imagine what it means to us
whe have been privileged thus to
learn for surety that death is, in truth, |
only transition! Imagine what 1It|
means tc the Tsar to have the advant- |
age of his father's counsel upun mat- |
ters of state!™

He suddenly became aware that he
was taiking with utter abandon to a
stranger and, sitting up In his chair,
resumed his severe manner. l

“Mr. Lane, it will bea necessary to |

tion,” he said. “You are not mar-
ried?”

“No." answered Paul |

“Good! Good!" exclaimed the jovial |
old man. “Because of course you must |
have some sort of excuse for being |
taken to Nishikoff. You must be |
some relative of mine, for instance. |
You don't speak Russian? Ha! H'm!
| Then you can't be a blood relation
| Ha! 1 have it! You shall pass as |

the finnce of my wife's cousin, a very |
charming lady of royal blcod who is|
| staying with us and is a friend of the |
| Tsaritsa. She will, I am sure, will-i
| ingly aeccept vou in that eapacity for |
| she loves a jest. She is as convinced as

| T in the reality of these phenomena—
| and so wlll you be too. Now you must
gend to your hotel for yvour baggage
| and come home with me.”

| Paul was completely disarmed by |
the old count’s hospitality. In fact |
nothing but a strong sense of duty
prevented him from throwing away
| the dark lantern and caleinm powder |.
| which he had brought in his suit-case. |
But he conquered this impulse and at I
| the end of the day waited upon the|
| count again, entered the droshky |
| which was waiting outside his office, |
and was whirled away to Gabel’s resi-
| dence in a fashionable part of St
| Petersburg, where he was warmly wel-
| comed by the countess. A few words
! of explanation from the count in Rus-
| sian vastly amused her.

| “Clothilde will be here in a few
| minutes,” she said to Paul in English.
i“l!ut wait! 1 myself will go and tell
| her that her fiance is expecting her!™
| And she tripped out of the room, leav-
ing Paul and the count alone.

{ Clothilde! It could mnot be the
| same, unless she were ubiquitous;
|and yet the mere sound of the beloved
| name brought up the memory of his
| lost love, and the old wretchedness
| wrapped itself round his heart again.
| Her name was like music. His love
for her was measureless; and, even
| though he despised himself for his
| weakness. he knew that it was des-
! tined to be eternal.

Yet Paul was hardly eurprised when
she came in, for fate seemed resclved
to link their fortunes together. The
| sight of her set his knees to trembling
| and heart a-quiver. She was fairer than
| ever in his sight, though more mature;

but with the loss of the first bloom of |
youth she had acquired something /|
| which he had never read in her tace;
|a quality of womanliness, an awak- |
! ening of the soul that drew his own
in rapturous responslveness.

The strangeness of that meeting
| illed him with a realization of the
| dramatic nature of the parts they
were to play. He, posing as the in- |
| vestigator, yet pledged to tear the
| mask and trappings from the false
! monk, and she, the chief aid to the
tmpostor, were bound to be compan-
fone on that strange journey; yet
neither could denounce the other

/

| But they have found me and followed
!me. T ey know that without my in-
| fluence the league will lose the last
| vestiges of its Influence. And they
have even threatened me, Paul.”

“Who?" he cried .ingrily.

“Yon Holzrath. He is now one of
the leaders of the organization. He
| has offered me the choice between
| continuing as their agent and the
| league's enmity. [ must decide. I
 fear him so; I hate the league so
much, gend 1 long for peace. [ think
it is my love for you, Paul, that fhas
gickenad me of these intrigues.”

L

“Come back to America. No one will
dare molest you there. Come and—"

She placed her hand upon his arm
“Some day.” she answered. “But not
There are things to be done—

L ants secretly sceptical, but outwardly  since both were equally guilty in de-  DOW.
- believers, and just a little bit inclined ceiving their host and hostess. Paul | you understand? 1 cannot disappear
! "t a mystical interpretation of the A went forward to meet her. | so swiftly. I feel, somehow, that I
4 ena because of the inherent| “Well, how do you like each other?" | Must remain until the league is
= tendency to self-deception. 1| inquired the countess amiably. “Do crushed, or till it crushps me. 1t will
‘ean  obtain admittance for you vou think you can permit Mr. Lane  be only a little while, Paul. Promise
through friends at St. Petersburg. |to act as your flance for a day, Clo- me that, now we are sure of each oth-

Pose the fraud at the psychologieal

the guise of a' believer.

You will, then, attend the seance with
A dark lantern under your coat, ex-

moment, and obliterate the league’s
.hﬂwnce in Russia in a flood of'ridi-
fule. Once Nicholas has left it. we
#hall hear very little more about it.”
Paul left for St. Petersburg on the
Tollowing day, bearing a letter of in-
uction to Count Gabel, a man of

. ‘old family who, though at present
<" out of favor, anticipated the day when
wheel of fortune would once more
Place him In office. Paul had been
instructed that Gabel was a firm be-
in the phenomena sand that he
it obtaln admittance to the seance
Upon
his card he was at once

| thilde?” | er's love, you will not seck me out

She ralsed her eves for an instant. | uut:! I "'““i Y““‘"h b i
“] promise,” he answered sadly.

“]—I think 1 ean,” she murmured, and |
! the blood flushed her cheecks and | “But. Clothilde, why are you here?
then receded leaving them whiter | Did not the league send you to aid in
than Ivory. In that moment Paul felt | the fraud upon the Tsar?"
assured that she was not indifferent She nodded. “But 1 found that it
to him. He felt that such a love as|is no fraud, Paul,” she sald.

his must find responsiveness In the| *“What? You don’t mean that it is
beloved object. And then he forgot  true?”

all about their antagonism, and lhe} She uodded, looking earnestly into
memory of his anger and sense of his eyes.

“It s in very tyuth the spirit of the
late Tsar,” she answered. "I was
most sceptical; but when I went with
the count I saw and heard and touched
him. None could mistake Alexander.
Why, Paul, do you not know that
Alexander was the strongest man in

betrayal faded completely away.
They found themselves side by eide
upon the window seat after dinner,
while the old count snored peacefully
in his chair and the countess knitted,
casting secrets, sly, amiable glances
toward her guests. She had taken

n. The matter | the curtain; the
was assuming a more serious aspect  ly and, prostrating himself upon the |
| lowest step, held communion with the

| 1y

n Nicholas arose weak-

figure, which bent ever him.  Only the
whispers of their volces were audible
in the room. !
The eves of all were on the pair. |
All watehed, all wondered, perhaps of
Iy half believed and hard
one wholly sceptical. FPaul
slipped. unnoticed, out of his chair,
and edged his way toward the front
row, immedintely behind the prostrate
sover r his coat he clutched
the dark luntern tightly, Disgust and
had driven out his doubts

that assen
Wis

contempt
He felt sure now that this was the |
masquerading monk I
A candle flickersd in one curm'fl
and the light fell clearly upon the
fuce of the tall figure Paul was
amazed. This could not be Apoilodo-
rus—some confederate, perhaps, but
never that ascetie Yittle man Why, this

man had muscles ke a Sandew’s and
hiz hands were covered with hair and
twice the size of those of Apollodorus

Sowme federate he might be, bt
not the 1k He sat down weakl!
indecisive, waiting for the opportan
Ity
A wvoiee whispered in ngitation on
one #ide of him.  Others took up th
words. Hands clutehed at Wim.  Paul
did not understand that he was s
I chair. At any mo
ment monarch might rise and

come back and pereeive this intruder
hands violently upon him
thinking his purpose had
been discovered. tore the dark lantern

from wuder his coat and flashed it in
to the face of the figure. He had
planned to begin instead with the cal
cium, but this proved eguoally
clous

For evervhody was upon his feet
showting us Paul, leaping forward, his
lantern  light tflooding the room,

grasped the tall man by the flowing
draperics he wore and whirled down
the steps with him and into the midst
of the guests. Simultaneously the
whole company them-
selves upon P'aul and him whom he
held fast. Whoever it was, it was uo
Ighun'r, that muech was ecertain, but a
: giant In strength, a giant who sought

him and found him among the |

m
precipitated

for
| stumbling men and crashing ehairs
{and wrapped his great arms around
'him like a vise and slowly erushed
the breath out of his body. Pinned
| helpless in the grip of his antagonist
| Paul felt his senses leaving him
heard the shouts of the courtiers
| blend and mingle into a sullen roar as
| of the sea; lights flashed before his

| eves; he felt himself lifted up and

| carried away. The last things that
he saw were Clothilde's terror-strick-
en face and the horrified eyes of
Count Gahel

When he opened his eyes again he
| was lying in the little cell which had
| been assigned to him on his arrival
| Overhead an electric light burned
| brightly. Beside his bed a cowled fig
| ure was seated—the figure of Apollo-
dorus. As Paul stirred the monk put
| down the missal which he had been
| regdinz and eame toward him.

“You are feeling better?” he asked, |

|
smiling eomposedly. “Then you can
tell me who you are. An English-
man?"

“American.”

“Newspaper correspondent?”

“If you like,” answered Paul Indif-
ferently. '

“Or perhaps an emissary of the
league,” continued Apollodorus; smil-
ing more broadly.

|  “Like yourself? No,” answered
Paul
|  “My good American, ¥You are a

' month out of the date” Apollodorus
| answered. "1 knew that 1 had

He |

the |

SCIENCE HAS A NEW NONDER

-t
Experiments in Artificially Toloring
Fish Are Said to Have Met

Degree of Success.

'

In recent = gclentists hive me

with wonder suceess in the art
feial eolori lowers, mak:ng them
maore I well as more vahe-
bl Lctions, violets, and
M f flowers mave
wee=Tull A to attain many
1Y nt eolm bitt until recent-
¥ ha th ne st ' extended
their exg ) animal
world
In v it s sald 8 v been
ol t 1l 1 f As
vel the experiments Wity i been
carrivd out extonsively, as the process
nsed i- d o b ' nEer
ous. Few fish other Ui iy have
Leen eXperinentod ujun urnld thus far
egood results have boen ohtiained
The process consists tl Tite
duction of chalk dpranaty
of peat into the wat re the tsh
Kept,  The fish pt o this
aler for &2 few W 1 ATy
ynother  chemienlly  preparved
nia which are introduced ron

OLD PHILANDER'S GOOD JOKE

Saw No Rezl Reasan Why Three Talk-
inc Machines Should Be Going
at Once.

niler wi plaving some

mrehine the
¢

othi nin 1l party of
friends Apong them were two or
thrs mien whe were emzy to hear
i f cord. Phiteder very oblg-
ir | the record and started
th ’ wamen instanthy
got busy talking | mande  enough
nolse ta drown out the musie  Philan-
der instantly stoppod the machine and
eat down. In sbout twenty minutes
one of the womin looked over at

Philander and said, “lsn't that simply
much

grand.  You have no ldea how

I enjoved that, M Phllander.” “Dear,
ves,” echeed the other women “1 am
glad you liked it replied Philander

very ealmly, while the trast twgan to
gather on the electrie lght fixtures, “1
will now play it Itert Walk-

for vou”
er in Kapzas "y ‘

The Novel and Modern Life.

A distinguished professor remarked
not long ago that in order to obtain
an audience powadays it wad neces
gary either to write novels or to write
about novels, The observation is not
as near the truth
expression  permits

quite true. bat it is
epigrummatie

as

of. The novel! has laid hold of medern
| life and sabdued to fself all other
forms of literary art. The drama is

struggling, poeiry strugeling; se-
rious prose, apart from tec linieal and
professional treatises, is barely hold
Hut why, it may be said,
The reason is ob

13

| ing its own
blame the novel?

vious. There is, after all, only a Hm-
ited amount of literary talent in any
eount Wt any one time. There is also
only a limited number of readers. 1If,

{herefore, the novel has captured the
| majority of readers. there is obviously
less chance for other forms of liter-

ary work. In the Elizabeihan age all
| the ablest writers wrete plays. [If the
| novel had been as fully developed

| then as it is now, and had been as L

sure a way of obtaining money and
| reputation, they would have written
! novels.—The Secotsman.
| - 2
élseful Whiskers.

Human whiskers are worn more for
orpament than use, but in the case of
animals of the eat tribe whiskers are

| very gerviceable indesd.

rd
-r

“Then come with me” cried Paul |

e

= —_— e =
— r
%aﬁ?e you going fo do withme 2"

| though eontrary to the strict monastie!
rule, was condoned In the case of
one of his majesty's suite, but it
proved sufliciently disconcerting for
| many of the inmates. Paul noticed,
| however, that each scrutiny of his
| companion was preceded by a furtive
glance toward a small, thin man in a
| brown mwenk's robe made, instead of
from eloth, out of horsehair, and fast-
| ened with a plain hempen girdle, and
| that this. man, who occupied a carved
| chair at the head of the long table,
| geemed to possess a wholesome au-
| thority over the brethren.

“That is Apollodorus,” whispered
Clothilde to Paul; and Paul, looking
at the stefn, ascetic face of the man,
| was censcious of a fund of power in

him which would make his own duty

mically in his chair

eyes. He recognized. too, that

the ronm.
ent became faint and ghostly.
silence was complete.

the more difficult. He grasped the lit- | low muttering sound, gradually in-|TUS K ourselves? Never by refleet
i reaR i " . wi ] jeved your purpose—for 1| Know ou o
tle dark lantern tightly under his coat. | creasing in intensity, with brokes ::i:: :ﬁh about )you. Mpr. pﬁm,_ The | but by action. Do your duty, and y

Undoubtly Apollodorus was no com
mon impostor and would fight for
bis coutrol over the wavering mind |
Anpd Paul was not among

by an alien voice.

to the face of the Tsar.

of Nichclas. | 1
friends. e knew the self-deluded | drew pack with a stifled shriek; a
vanity of thote who are tricked, !momvnt later the curtain was as sud- |

| which makes them the more insistent denly withdrawn, and, as the

|in deferse of the impostor. He turned
to Clothilde.

“("lothilde, as you love me, tell me.
do you believe that the spirit of the
Tsar really appears to Nicholas™

in benediction.
“Do you believe?

“Ags I love you, 1 am sure of it, whispered Count Gabel excitely in | Nantasket, Mass.,
| Paul,” she answered. "0 FPanl, 1 Paul's ear. And Paul, looking, owned | and Mrs. George
| know that you are here t fight that he had never seen a clearer re- | there last
| against the league, to ghow up | presentation of the late Tsar than |

Apollodorus, the impostor, a8 you con
| sider him. Paul, indeed it e ro im-
stretched out over the company.

neighbor, Count Gabel, swayed rh,vl.h-!
and muttered |
excitedly as the high-pitched, musical
voice rang out; on his other side he
saw Clothilde staring at Apollodorus
with the look of an initiate in her
he
himself was beginning to be aware of
the man's influence; his purpose weak-
ened: he clutched the dark lantern
tighter and summoned all his resolu
tfon to spur him to his task Then
the monk stepped back behind the
eurtain, which fell before him, and
the lights went out, leaving only the
glimmer of candles in two corners of
The outlines of those pres-

. |
The

From behind the curtain came a

| words in deeper tones interjected as
Then a draught
blew back the curtain till it bellied in-
Nicholas

Tsar |
subsided, a huge figure of a man
| glided from the cabinet and stood be-
fore the company, his arms raised as

Do you believe?”

this spectral figure with the gaunt i the house the mornlng after thelr ar
cheeks, gray beard, and mighty arms
The

|

| r"i'j“'tl‘”fo? of 2""15. * memb:'r O’t ll:‘at | In the dark, for instance, they serva

?ln‘l'm ?I.;'t{;n.t o 1;_:“‘ IIIB:E hnfa b : i practically as an extra pair of eyes
i B (0RO MOLI: a L | Phe hairs ‘hemselves are quite bristly’

Itor IRIngE A0, DOUMEN| &F mind —eter- | and insensible, but the tiny glandsag
| na
| world. That his majesty has been in- |
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sensitive part of the cat's skin.
iskers take the place of a gropin

| elined toward the league was due | .
pair of hands.

to the counsels of his father; lately
Alexander has counselled him other | A distinguished naturalist
wise.,” | declared that a lion or tiger which ha
“By whom you mean yoursell,” said | ji¢ ywhizkers cut would starve to death
Paul. “Now let us be frank. What | gyealing through the jungle at night 1
are you going to do with me?” | search of prey the llon depends on hig

The monk stared at him thoughtful- | whiskers to warn him of things in hig
Iy! path. The slightest sound of rustlin

“If you will give me your word of wounld betray his presence, but witi
honor to keep the secret which I ghall | the aid of his whiskers the lion steer 1
reveal. you may go free” he said. | clear of the twigs or leaves that woulg
“To b equally frank, you have us in | lose him his supper.
an unpleasant position. If we had not |
dragged you away before the lights
went ap—"
| “yen
| “His majesty might have gueesed
| at your purpose. As it is, everybody
| thinks you were a journalist. Have
1 vour word? Good. The man you
fought with was his late majesty
Alexander 1L In middle life he
wished to withdraw from the world
to give himself up to meditation. As
' the Tsar cannot abdicate he followed |
the example of his predecessor, Alex- | authorities are baflled at every
ander 1, and withdrew to this monas- | That's the stuff. And the problem
tery after a mock tuneral, and hither | 'How are we 1o mitigate the growl
his majesty comes at times to reeeive | evil of law and® order” Gee, that}
counsel. You understand, my friend, | bully! There'll be a chuekle in ever
that with a sovereign of his majesty's , line and a roar in every situation.
type of mind we cannot always be | to il boy.'—Cleveland Phain-Dealer.
trank.” He whispered into Paul's ear ‘
“Nicholas is weak in his wits. It is
necessary to use certain methods to‘

7
| which it is hard to decide, but a 1,

strengthen them. You understand?”
“and to strengthen the priesthood,”
|
| mark of Goethe on the subject is
| worth remembering. “How can

recently

His New Problem.
The eminent dramatist was wrei;
tling with his thoughts. “It must be
| problem play,” he said.
the problem?
usge. | want something different.”
pased up and down the room with
| hands behind him—in the attitud,
| poleon used when they were hus®
him 1o St. Helena. “Let me thil
| Ah, I've got It now! 'l write a m
drama in which the police and

Doing One's Duty.

Wae often say to ourselves, 1 wou
gmdly do my duty, if 1 knew what
Doubtless there are cases

|answered Paul,
“But not the league,” said Apallodo-
“(‘ome, there we are quits, You

| will find out the sort of man you
| *But what I8 my duty? What
| day asks of you. Do not comn
| ton far, too deeply, too seriously.
| the plain, present task, and do it w
| It is amazing how pleasant you f
| when it is done—and it is not w
Maybe She Does Geo. M. Too. | ppleasant even in the doing.”

George M. Cohen's eldest daughtur.!‘
aged four and a hall, is visiting har|
| grandmother, Mrs. Mary Agnes Nolan

| —after whom the child is named—at
thls summer. Mr.
M. motored down
week-end, and, meeting his
' off-spring as she was hurrying out of

league no longer rules in Rusaia. And
| have your word of honor. A car-
riage is waiting to convey you to the
station. A train arrives at dawn—one
hour from now.”

Methods of the Best Shot.
No marksman ever holds a rifie ¥
solidly as a rock.” He may think
does, but Arms and the Man insi
that the best shot gives merely
“necessary impulse to the trig
while the rifle is moving in the ri
direction”—that is, when he takes &
liberaie aim. The snap-shooter wo
apparently by a sort of instinct.

rival, inquired as to where she was
going In such haste. “I don't know,”

l
L

| posture, and in very truth Alexander
Il makes himself manifest tc his Tear had fallen upon his knees, the ! replied Mary Agnes. “Well, them, | ing successfully at a running
son.” | courtiers followed suit, and somebody | when are you coming back?" asked | through woods and over brol,
For the first time Pdul was etag- A&moOng the audience was singing & | the nation's favorite actor-author. “I| ground implies a knack like thlt}
gered by this calm faith In the monk:  Russian hymn. It died away: the) don't know that, nelther,” replied the | thrusting one's finger toward an i
“mamma’s managing me.” cated object.

hllucutn!ulh!mﬂl!uponth
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e figure still stood motionless before | child;
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“Dut what'? '
All the old stuff is § g




