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The Secret Dispatch

By JAMES GRANT

of wsuecess!”  excliimed  Balgonie in
French, “And gon were not drowned ¥

“Noi I swam down the Neva, nmder
witer, cseaping many o bullet—got
ashore and renched the olil place in the
wond where Olgn, the gypsy, stained my
face, teimmed and dyed my beard, as
pon see. Nhe b quite wh nrtist, that giell

ven Mariolizga wouldl not  kuow  me
fow." .

Bolgonie sighed ne the poor fellow
spoke.  He evidently kinew nothing of
the barbarities to which she hud been
subjected, =0 Halgonie rexolved, merci
fully, to keep him in lgnorunee; nml they
proceeded b an easy poce together; he
keeping his horse close hy the shafy of
the wagon, on which the pretended peas
ant rode; and, we they spoke in Freach.
A lnngange unknown o their lgnorant
mnd half savare eseort, Usakofll, fn re-
ferring to the Inte event sl fis failipe,
poteed ot nll the Witterness, the hnte
and fuey of his sonl ngninst the gov-
ernment, the connellors wud the rale of
the empreess: nmd, of conrse, entersd with
forvor into the scheme of an esenpe with
Nanlie,  But stilt their altimnte plins
were undevided when they suw the red
flnsh of the evening gon, ns it peanled
from Molilusselbnrg, nmid the murky haze
of 0 wel and stormy sunset; amd ere
long they saw the lights that glittered at
tlmes from amid the massive towers nnd
black ontline of that okl enstle stredm-
Ing and woavering on the turhulent wat-
ern of the lnke and the wet slimes of
the slulees nml ditches,

When, all deipping and jaded, the os-
cort hinlted and dismonnted onder the
enstle arch, Bulgonle foumd that some
chnnges were taking place in the execn:
tive of the fortress.

CHAPTER XXII1,

Bornikoff, whose wounds had heen in-
Aamed to gangrene, wins nt that woment
actunlly on hix deathbed, with Father
Chryrostom Kueellng by his sule.  The
old sinner was in all the ngonies awd tor
rors of reviewing his past life on one
band and anticipating the coming chnnge
on the other,  Bernikoff wus dying in
the habit of n felar, with cowl, coml,
beads and sandals, hoplug even on lis
denthibwsd, nw Ivan the ‘Terrible hoped,

- when similarly areayed and  disgiised,
« to cheat the devil ir that dread person-

age came for his sinful sonl,

Lenving thiv seene, Balgonle present.
&l the ander of Gen, Weymarn and that
of the treasurer to Captunin Viastief, who
wis now In commund, and to whom he
stated that “the prisoner referred to was
Mademoiselle Natalle Miorownn,™

“Carl Ivanovitel,” wsuld the eaptain.
“you eunnot think of leaviog to-uight in
such n storm of wind nml rain ¥

“I've seen worse In Bllesin,” sald Bal-
gonle, looking to the locks of Lis pistols,

“What of that?"

“But the verbnl order of the general
WK most peremptory.”

“Ah! and yon have bhrought a wagon
for the money¥"

“A wagon for the prisoner also—so be
quick, eaptoin.*

“"Pin n large sum In roubles,” mused
the other.

“l am in haste to he gone! the pris-
oner—yott hear we, sirt” said Balgonie,
impatiently.

“You wseem more anxions ahout the

risoner than the treasurel” responded
Plasflef, sulkily, but still  delayed to
move.

“You hnve my onlers-—I come In the
name of the ompwn——'vt there be no
delay, Captain Viasfier,” was the curt
reply.

“Hring in two Cossacks of the escort;
the money is here in seventy bags, each
contuining n thousupd roubles.”

“Excuse me, but the order of the Im-
perinl treasurer suys expressly l-lu!m
senled bagn of n thousand each,” snid
Balgonie, trembling with anxiety, yet
compelled to nppear to tnke an interest
when he really felt none,

“Ten thousand are misuing."” sald Vias-
fief, lelsurely. “Ruppose,” he added, In
a whisper, “suppose we divide the loat
sum and offer a thousand to the treas
urert"

“Lmposible, sir!" mnld Balgonle, with
a fiery nud impatient manner,

“Well, well—there ure the other ten
sealed bage,” added Captain Viesflef,
with a dark and stealthy frown of greed
and hate, ax the Comsacks tossed the
whole among the straw of the wagon.
“It matters little; but I hope you may
not find the road beset, and wo lose the
whole."

“To be forewarned, sir, in to be fore-

armed,” sald Balgonie, touching his pis-
tols, for he quite understood the treach-
ery Implied, nad only trembled lest it
might mar his dnml plans. “And now,
sir. for my prisoner."

“It she be not drowned, for the lower
vaults are apt to he flooded on such n
pight as this,” sald Viaesfief, spitefully,

Writhing under the keen glances of
this lowborn Muscovite, Balgonle felt
that all now depended upon his outward
and assumed bearing of coolness and
earelessness, Night favored him in this,
and his fuce wan almost concealed. Could
anyone then hoave read hix heart, nn he,
Usakoff, two Cossacks and two soldiers
of the main guard mude their way down,
down through dark and sllmy passiges
and staivs, til they were foot deep and
then knee deep in the water that Hooded
the low and hwild corridors, off which
were the arched doors of numerous cells
—gorridors where aplders  spun  their
weby, rats were swimiming and terrified
buts flew wildly to and fru!

Ere long they reached the door,
through the crannles of which despuir-
Ing eries nnd painful gospings had been
heard, mmd after unlocking foreed It
open by main strength.

A great flood of water poured from the
aperture amid the darkoess, and with it
came the body of poor Natalie, who was
well-nigh drowned, '

8o the red lght seen by Natulle was
po fancy, but that of the lamp which
wis horne by one of those who came just
In time to suve her from the same terri-
ble death by which the Princess Orloff
perinhed,

Lest ull might be perilled by n recog-
pition, Ralgonie was compelled to retire
and leave her in the chaplnin’s hands till
shie was restored o cousclousness, to
warmth, and till she wans hablted anew;
and he passed three dreadful hours of
doubt and anxiety, while pacing to and
fro in the cold and gloowy archways of
the fortress, nnd having to couceal his
face when she was brought forth and
supported Into the wagon, Usakoff
sprang on the shuft and flourished his
whip: then the Cossacks aund n.m
put spurs on thelr chargers, and cla
over the wet drawbridge just as

bell for the departure of !ull-
tortured spirit rang ominously and

CHAITER XXIL—(Continusl)
“UHenven Im Ilesued for this new omen

solomnly on the stormy gusts of that
blaeck and gloomy night,

Balgonie, instend of procesding by the
way he hnd come, avolded the town of
Relilossellimrg wmd wheslod off ta the
rieht, committing himself partly to the
gnldance of Usakoff, and quite in ignor
ance that, nhout an honr before, Vins-
fief, who conld by no means let so many
ronbles esenpe withont paying toll, had
heset twa of the ronds by ehosen follow.
et of hin owin—men whom he hoped
might pass for some of the ndherents of
the nte Prinee Ivan, rescuing the duugh-
ter of the exiled Microwita.

A strnnge dneldent  ocenrred  hefore
the interment of old Bernikoff, who liad
n pompons military funeenl.  The bot-
tom of Lix grave wps foumd to be on fire,

A Neottish doetor sttempted 1o explain
this phenomenon, ns resulting  from o
spocles of fron-stane, which was satne
ated with the phiosplioris n"]n]!“!"‘ by the
bones of old fnterments, and which hnd
been lenited Ly the triction of the sex-
ton's shovel; bt the superstitions Hus
sinnsg ook 0 very different nied muech
more dinbolien] view of the matter, nnd
lunghed to seorn the learned opluion of
the Beottish  pomdit,

CIHAPTER XXIV.

Thelr horses wers tolernhly refreshed
by the hanlt ot Schilosselburg, nd w0
the whole party pushed on at n brisk
pace hy the rond toward the frontiers
of Finlond—<the Cosspeks of the escort,
whatever they thonght, making neither
remark nor inguiry, ns they trasted obe-
ently nnd fmplicitly to the officer who
ledd them: bt the darkness of the Oc-
tober morning, the deep  nmd  mnddy,
stony and rough, nature of the roads, and
the evidence of the storm, ere long began
to hive a severs effect upon their cat-
tle, amd, o the great satisfaction of Bal-
gonle, two of the troopers  gradually
dropped to the rear aml were secit no
more,

Now the earpornl of the Cossacks ven.
tured to hint that “perhaps they were
not pursuing the woy they had come, nx
the lights in 8t Isane's ( nlhmlrnl st
hnve beon viskibile long ngo™: bat Balgo-
e veplisd, linughtily aml Inrln.'lh. that
e “had specinl orders,"

Then the corpornl neged a short halt,
ne the horses wore sinking: bhut ngain
Balgonie veplisd, that he “had poculine
orders, amd mast push on,'

After pussing o little village with n
windmill, several miles from the shore
of the Loke of Ladoga, the romd dipped
down fnto a dark hollow, hetween fm-
pending crngs of granite, the gray faoes
of which were beginning to brighten in
the first light of the Ingging October
sun,  The raln nnd wind were over; the
hollow way was full of rolling and per
plexing mist; but Usakolf amirmed with
confidence that he knew the country well,

Out of the grny vapor, from both slides
of the path, there fashed, redly and
lurldly, five or six muskets! One bullet
strick white splinters from the wagon,
eliciting a shriek from lix oceupant; an-
other whistled through the mane of
Charlle’s horse; amd a third killed oune
of the Cossucks, who died without a
Kroun,

The way wns beset by armed men,
whose numbers asd disposition, the dim
Hght, or rather, the doarkuess anl the
tmint, nlike »erved to coneenl,

“Muke way, In the name of the Em-
press!” erled Balgonle, dashing forward
with his snbér drawn; “noy, 1 command
you, on’your perll and allegionee!”™ he
ndded, ax the threatening words of Vias-
fier ocenrred to him: and, to hisx aston-
Inhment and dismny, he saw that person-
age nctually appear, mounted and arm-
wl,  His poarty, who seemed all on foot,
were clad like peasants, but were arm-
ed with muskets, which they were rap-
Idly eanting about and reloading,

“Halt! 1In the name of the Empress
—halt, 1 command yon! for thix is not
the way to Bt. P'etersburg, whither the
prisoner and treasure were to be con-
veyed, Treason! treason!” shouted the
Btaff Captain Viasfier,

Balgonle fired a pistol at his head: but
the Captain's horse reared, or was com-
pelled to do so by bit and spur, for the
bullet plerced its throat: and with an
onth, Viastief fell on the pathway, en-
tangled in the stirrups as the animal
sank under him,

The three remalning Cosaacks, who
were somewhat bewlldered by the at-
tack, by the appearance of Viasfief,
whom they kuew, and whose confident
bearing confirmed certain gathering sus-
plelons that something was wrong as
to thelr route, now drew their sabers,
uimed seversl blows at Usakof's head,
and endeavored to cut the reins of hin
horse, or stab it between the shafts, as
he lnshed the animal almost to racing
speed, and the light wagon jolted, rolled
and bounded along the rough road be:
hind it.

By nnother pistol shot Balgonle rid
himgelf of the Cowsunck corporal, whone
bridle arm he broke, while facing nbout
and galloping in the renr of the wagon,
and now, with wild halloes, the entire
purty of armed men followed it on foot,
with all speed, up n steep slope, over
which the path wouml,

Usakoft ground his teeth, for he wns
without weapous, and pussive Tn the
fiving combar; but, being fertile in expe-
dients, he tore open a bag of roubles,
and seattered them on the upland poad
with n ready and reckless hond.

The bright eoins proved too exciting
for the gnpidity of the pursuers, who
loiteredd 0 plek  them  up,  tumbling,
serambling, rising and talling over ench
other, with shouts, curses und maledie-
tions; thelr firearms sometimes exploding
the while: and so the whole were speed-
iy left behind, as the wagon, guarded
now by Bulgonie alone, was deiven nlong
a lonely und unfrequented pond that led
to the little town of Pomphela.

“Thouks, dear Usakoff—thanks for
your presence of miml," said Bualgonie;
“I hnd forgotten all ubout those voubles.
To lighten the wugon let us throw out
those remaining bags—this perilous lum-
ber, the intended recapture of which has
nearly cost us our lives—honor—all, ut
the hunds of Viastier."

“Nuy, uay, never! Lumber, sny you?
The roubles ave Natalie's—hers and
mine—hers and yours, when you wed
her; they have saved us once, and mny
do #o agaln,” replled Usakoff, cheer-
fully, us the sun burst forth in his clear
October splendor, and they saw the dome
shaped cupola of the Church of Pom-
pheln rising with a golden gleam from
amid the white morning hasze.

There Balgonie's uniform and display
of gold roubles operated powerfully on
the postmaster, who, without asking tor
r:npnm or other papers, at ouce, and

the name of the Empress, supplied
them with fresh horses for the frontier,
toward which, after procuring some
proper nourishment snd restoratives for

'I'I-Iﬂ OHIOAGO BAGLHE.

Nagalle, they pushed on without a me-
ment of nnnecessnry delay,

SAR thonght Balgonie, with n shgd
der nnd a prayer: “had Jagouski's name
not been omitted in that order of Wey-
manrn, where wonld shie have liven now 1"

Pale with sorrow nmd long saffering,
hor faee was still beantital, thongh sore-
Iy wasted; the deep, thoughtful eyes had
vet o wenlth—n world of tenderness (n
their Hauid depthe: and the long, dork
bndr war thick, =oft aml wavy ns ever,
na it fell In mnsses Gehind the small,
compuet and finely formed hend,

A owax changed now, nwl, an xhe
Inid her hend on Charlie’'s broast, =he
felt content—almont happy: nnd the hop
rors that hung over her family alone pre-
vented her, as yet, from being com-
pletely w0,

No traee of pirsiers was helilnd them
now, though their fMlight must hy this
time hinve heon known both in the capital
ond nt Sehlnssellinrg,  But in those doys
there were neither enllromls por electrie
telographin: o, viding on more leisarely,
Balgonie ehanged horses ngain near Vi
horg, and ere long the great Linke of
Ruima appenred before them, with the
distant hills of Bwedish Finland beyond
its friemdly woters,

A Loat was prociarsd there: the wag-
on was abandoned: and with a shont of
joy, UVeakof pssieted the Finnish bont-
man to bolst the grent Ingsail to eateh
the breeze of o bulmy nnd beantiful evens
ing, ns they bade o long farewell te
us<in and all its terrrs,

In o quaint old elinreh of Finland, by
thie eastern shors of the Take of Balmn,
and i vlow of it Little arehipolago of
granlte Ixlos—a tonely tietle tane, buried
nmbd groves of plium amd cherry trees,
bt of wood and printed ped, with o
little bell jongling In its humble helfry
—A"hnrlie Bolgonie and lis tataes bride
wers wnited by the old eneater aml there
a thonsamd roubles spent pmong the poor
spread in the primitive disteiet o happi-
ness the tendition of whieh I» still re-
membered with many a groteful exog-
gerntion.

After this, poor Usakoff, finding him-
wolf perliaps, ax a thind person, rather in
the way, left them to beenme n soldier
of fortune; and he ix snpposed to have
perished in one of the Polish strugglen
for freodom: at least they hennd of him
no more after thelr tinal journey to Seot-
Ll

Two years before these events Char
lie's unele, Gamaliel Balgonie, merchant,
minglsteate and eller, had departed in
peaee to sin no more, leaving the lnnds
ol possessions of Balgonie animpaired;
nud n Jong tombstone records at length
all the vietues which hie contemporaries
bolieved him to possess,

Bo Carl Ivanoviteh heeame ones more
Malgonie of that ilk; and the roubles of
Notulle added many n taeret aml many
an aere to his pateimonial dwelling In
beautiful Steathenrn,

(‘Ihie end.)

|8 THERE REAL SENTIMENT?

Inlt Right to Call Deep Emotion “Sheer
Hentlmentallty™?

Some years ago 1 should have been
tempted to declare that the exnct fe-
mile equivalent of the practieal man
—my anathewan be  apon  bimi—did
not exint, Toddny 1 dare not go so far
In mssertion.  For  to-day there W
women—to me they seem sexless us
hockey sticks or golf clubs—who tuke
very much the same line, They spenk
un It passion might be doused, like
the burgine's glim, by diet; as If adorn-
tlon could be killed by n hearty regl-
men of grape-nuts, n broken heart be
mended with  platinum.  One  such
clinrmer recently sald to n tortured
sister, whose life had been lnld In
rning by a man:  “My dear, tnke up
typewriting!”  The remark would ap-
penl to the practleal fool,

It In often assumed nowadays that
any renl deop emotion Ix “sheer sentl-
mentality.”  But sentiment Is not sen-
timentality, whatever the practiceal one
many bellow with mnchine-made elo-
quence, ‘There are people, and ofien
they are the very finest, the most sin-
coere, the most delicate, the most traly
human, who, having onve given thelr
hearts, can never tnke them  back.
They do love onee, nnd once for all

Matthew Arnold—no fool, 1 fancy!
—wrote the *“I'win soul" that halvea
one's own, 1 hear the practical man's
guftaw. ‘The very word “soul” always
sets him off, Nevertheless, ronr his
ribs out as he may, It is a fact that
thousands, milllon® of people, bhoth
men and women, go through life con-
sclonsly, or unconsclously, seeking
that twin soul. The seeking in hope.
The finding I joy, nn perfect as exists
in this uncertaln world.—London
Queen,

The European Plan.

Mr. Boggs pansed the evening paper
over to his wife, Indieating with a toll-
worn thumb a certain  paragraph,
‘Read that,” he sald, “nmd see what
you think of Nathan Eldridge, that
cinimed to be wo smart and was so
keen after dolinrs, 8ee how he's gone
all to smush, nnd his hotel with him,
'retty doings for n Bushby boy. But
I knew ‘twould come! 1 knew ‘twonld
come!"

“How did you know it?" demanded
Mrs, Bogge, to whom her husband's
claims for unusuial wisdom nnd fore-
slght were sometlnes a trifle irritating.
“Folks have nll sald the hotel wns
full, and Nuthan seemed wonderfully
prospered.”

“No e did, nod so it was"” ndmitted
Ar. Boggs, “but no man can do ns he
ald and be prosperous long,  Why, |1
heard tell from those that know that
when Amelin RRnnd went there to pass
n week, and ‘twas such bud weather—
shifty, clenning, nml then smoothing
up ngidn, squniling and spitting the
whole thme, and poor Miss Awelin in-
quired now umd then how the wind
wet 24

Mre, Boggs sniffed,

“Inguired now and then how the
wind set,” repented Mr, Roges, firmly,
swwhant bl she Nid teked on 1o the
end of her bill but an item, ‘For use
of wenther-vane, §1,'"

'l‘hu Leaser Evil,

Mrs. Phamley (n the sitting room)
—As long a8 Mury 1% playing the pinho,
Henry, we may be nssured she isn't
spooning with that Mr. Huggard.

Mr. Phamley (whose ears are weary)
—Well, If the rule works the other
way 1 wish you'd go down und tell
them to go ahead and spoon.—F'bhilla-
delphia Ledger.

OF the Same Material.

“You can't make bricks without
straw,” observed the man who is fond
of moral reflections,

“No,” responded McRobinson, “and
some pecple seem to think the same
proposition applies to cigars.”"—Puck.
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