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Merciless Russia

STOESSBL and Admiral Nebogatoit
GENERAL from prison by the Emper-

or's pardon on bis birthday. They emerged

from their prison when the joy bells were ring-

ing over the Czar's birthday. They had been
sentenced at first to death, this was commuted
to .life imprisonment, the admiral had served two

years, the General sixteen months, when the par-do- n

came. But though pardoned the fierce hate
against Stoessel has not relaxed. He was ad-

vised when released to grow a different hind
of beard, wear smoked spectacles, change his
name to Schmidt, to go abroad and live the re-

mainder of his days in some unfrequented and
inexpensive town. The object is to treat him as
though already dead and a far as possible for-

gotten.
But that will not cure one wrong of Russia.

Of course the intention is to show the Russian
army and navy officers that when engaged In

lighting an enemy, Russia expects Trom them
victory or death. But that will not cure Rus-

sia's wrongs.
The bicentennary of the battle of Pultava, in

which Peter the Great defeated Charles XII of

Sweden and wrested most valuable territory
from Sweden, will soon be celebrated, and it is
said that immediately after that the new minis-

ter of war will reorganize the Russian army. But
nothing is said about reorganizing the Russian
people on new Industrial and educat'onal lines,
and until that is done, it will be useless to punish
the unsuccessful generals who cannot win vlc- -

tories with demoralized soldiers.
Russia has yet before her, we fear, many

years of unrest and disaster, before she becomes
a really enlightened nation.

IN THE TUILERIES GARDEN.

By Charlotte Becker.
Here, where the merry children playT

Wfcere founta'ns plash, and each wind blows
Acacia bloom across their way,

A world of shadows comes and gees.

Wan, wistful wraiths of queens and kings,
Who paced thee gardens In the years

Before strange, dark and dreadful thlng3
Had turned their laughter into tears.

I wonder in the alleys sweet
Whore mirth and sunshine bide to bless,

If once again these ghosts repeat
The litany of loneliness!

TO THOMAS MOORE.

My boat is on the shore,
And my bark is on the sea;

But before I go, Tom Moore,
Here's a double health to thee.

Here's a sigh to those who love me,
And a smile to those who hate;

And whatever sky's above me,
Here's a heart for every fato.

Though the ocean roar around me,
Yet it still shall bear me on;

Though a desert should surround me,
It hath springs that may be won.

Were't the last drop In the well,
As I gasped upon the brink

Ere my fainting spirit fell,
'Tls to thee that I would drink.

With that water, as tfTis wine,
The libation I would pour

Should be, Peace with thine and mine,
And a health to thee, Tom Moore.

Byron.

THE PRINCESS AND THE MESSENGER

By SIDNEY LOW.

It was long past midnight when Miss Dorothy,
a fairy princess in sheeny satin and shoes of
silver, swept down the staircase of the house in
Onslow Gardens. The dance was still in full pro-

gress, and the music of the violins throbbed from
the open doors of the drawing-room- .

"You are going early," said Dorothy's last
partner. "May I not see you home?"

. "No thank you. My protector will have come
for me. Ah, there he is!"

The cavalier in question was on a chair in a
corner of the hall asleep. He wore the badge
belts of a District Messenger, and was fifteen
years old though he looked younger.

"Mother Is not well enough to take me to
dances," Dorothy explained; "and father won't
go. So they send a messenger-bo- y with a taxi
to bring me home. Would you mind waking hlrt,
while I get my cloak?"

The messenger boy rubbed his eyes and looked
up sleepily when the young man shook his shoul-
der. He was very tired. He had been running
about through many hours; and he was rather
hungry, for his supper, taken some time ago, had
been light. Consequently" he was less impressed
by the beatific vision of Dorothy, with her golden
hair, and her golden cloak thrown back from her
white bosom, than by the glimpse of tables spread
with food seen through a half-opene- door. Then
he sighed and touched his forehead and applied
himself to his responsibilities.

He went out and sought the taxicab and hold
the door open while Dorothy got in. She lay back
and thought of her dances while the vehicle
hummed smoothly through the streets. The Mes-

senger Boy sat on the seat beside the chauffeur
and thought of bed.

When the cab drew up by the curb in Warwick
square he jumped down and rang the bell and of-

fered a hand to help the young lady out. But
Dorothy shrank from the grimy touch on her gar-
ments and passed by him up the steps and into
the house. Somebody came out and paid the
driver and gave Dorothy's chaperon the sum of
eighteen pence.

The cab glided away, and the messenger boy
was left standing alone on the damp pavement.
He put the money in his leather satchel, and be-

gan his journey to Walworth, where his parents
lived.

He strode sturdily aiong, though with dragging
feet, through Lupus street, and across Vauxhall
bridge road, and down through and dark-
ling ways in Westminster, till ..s emerged under
the gleam of the electric lamps shedding their
white radiance upon the vacant spaces of the em-

bankment and the dusky levels of the river. As
he turned to cross the road, a horrible figure,
slouching along in filthy rags, lurched against
him. "Gam, you young limb!" said a voice,
hoarse from bronchitis arid drink. "What d'yer
mean by shoving an honest working-man- ? Get
out of my way, you " But the volley of blas-
phemy was lost on the messenger boy, who put on
a spurt across the bridge to catch the County
Council tram waiting at he other end.

The car was already full insido with late work-
ers going home, and the messenger boy shivered
in the dank air as he dozed on the roof. He was
chilled and stiff when he descended, and dragged
himself wearily through some back streets to that
one of the row of shabby cottages which was his
home.

With his latch-key- , fqr his profession required
him to possess this token of emancipation, he op-

ened tho door, and stole as softly as his thick
boots allowed Into the little chamber he shared
with his two younger brothers. But a baby cried
in the next room, and a woman's voice was heard
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