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“Stop! stop!” utterea toe caui, 1u wi s
“If you fire that pistol you'll be exposed and
lose your game, You should know better
than that.”

As the Turk spoke, be seized the Russian's
arm and lifted it up. This movement drew
Ruric’s attention from the other two
Russians, and one of them, taking advane-
tage of the circumstance, sprang upon him
and felled him to the floor by a blow
upon the head. The count was not stunned
by the blow but before he could recover him-
self his enemies were upon him, and he was
bound and gagzed without even the power to
cry out.

| “I'hvu"ln Constantinople tnav 1 was “aer

[ In Constuntinople! What wereyou doing
theref” .

“Alas, Ivan, 'tis a sad, sad tale!” murmur-
sd Ruric, sinking back upon his low pallet
and bowing his head in his hands.

Ivan sat down by the youth's side, and his
stout frame trembled.

“What is the tale?” he asked, laying one
haud upon Ruric's arm, and gazing anxious-
ly into his face. ‘‘You have been to Stamyl?”’

“Yes—yes."”

| wand vou found Albec—and Myrrhat”

“Yes—yes. Oh, God have mercy!”

| uSpeak—speak!™ cried Ivan. “Tell me

, what has happened. Oh, Ruric, you have
not—"

| ‘“‘Hold,” interrupted the youth. “I can

| tell youall. Ihavedone all I could. Oh,

| Ivan, no blame can rest on me.”

| After a lapse of some moments, during
which Ruric seemed to be trying to gain

! strength for the purpose, he commenced to

“Now," said Bonzo, with a triumphant ex- | toll his story. He told of his mecting with

pression, ‘‘you are safe. I don’t know as 1
wish you any particular harm, but I'm a pcor
fellow, who has been trying for a lifetime to
get money, aud this is the first real chance I
ever had, and of course I ain’t a going to lose
it. Ishall get a good round sum for your;
body. So come along.”

Ruric wasnot without reason, and he saw
at once that resistance would be useless. If |
he could have spoken, so as to have given an
alarm in the street it might have availed him
but that power was efectually taken from
him, and his struggles woull amount to noth-
inz, for even should they attract attention, !
the presence of the bribed cadi would hide the |
truth and prevent an investigation. So Ruric !
suffered himself to be led down into the street, l
and when once there two of his captors walk-
od upon either side of him, holding fast by !
the arms, while the third walked directly be-
hind, the cadi going ahead to make peace with
any of the police who might be in the way. In
this manner the prisoner was led through |
the marrow streets until they reached the
barbor, ‘and after following along upon
the quay nearly halfa mile, they came to a
boat which was in charge of a single keeper.
It was not so dark but that Ruric could see '
that the man in the boat was habited in the |
garb of a Russian seaman.

The count was assisted into the boat, and
as soon as he wassafely seated the cadi turn-
ed back toward the city. After this Bonzo
and their two companions followed their pris- |
oner and the boat was soon shoved off.
Ruric did not take much note of time, nor
did he notice the direction in which the boat
was being pulled, for he sat with his head
bowed in sorrow and pain. At length, how- i
ever, he was startled by a sharp concussion, !
and on raising his head he found that he was !
by the side of a heavy ship. ]

“Come,” said Bonzo, laying his hand upon !
our hero’s shoulder, ‘‘here we are alongside i
of my ship. Start up, now, and when we get
on board you shall have that bandage taken |
from your mouth,”

Of course Ruric could make no reply, but |
he arose at the summons, and having had the .
lashings taken from bis arms he ascended the
side of the ship and passed over the gang-
way. i

“Now,” said the captain, “I'll take the |
bandage from your mouth, but if you make
the least noise you will repent it."”

The count signified that he would be quiet,
and the gag was removed. For a few mo-
ments he gazed silently about him. The
ship’s crew had all come on deck, and by the
manner in which they conversed among
themselves, it was evident they knew the
character of the prisoner, and why he had
been brought aboard the vessel.

“Captain Bonzo,” said Ruric, speaking
nervously and with pain, “I have a question
to ask you, and 1 hope you will answer me }
truly.”

“I shan’t object to tell you anything I
know,” was the captain’s reply.

“You went up tomy room at the inn once
before you found me there?’

“Yes.”

“And was there any one in my room?’

“I found nobody there but the cadi, whom
I sent up.”

“The cadi?”’

*“Yes. Yousee we let him go up first to
clear the way.”

*“And did he not find some one there?”’

‘‘Not that I know of.”

“You did not see a woman#”

“No—not a blessed woman have I seen in
the city.”

“And the cadi—do you know if he saw
one?"

*‘If he did, he said nothing to me about it.
He was up there some time poking about
before I went up. But who was it

“Never mind. It's nothing now!” groaned
Ruric, as he turned away. *‘This is the end
of my struggle. Come, sir, lead me to my
place of rest.”

‘‘Bonzo made no reply, but takisg a
lantern from the wheel-hotuse, he led the way
down the hatch to a small room where a lot
of old sails were stored.

‘ Here,” he said, as he opened the door,
‘‘you’ll find good snug quarters, and if you
behave yourself you won't be molested. I'm
SOrry you are in so bad a fix, but I can't help
it. Somebody’'d have taken you, and I may
as well do it as anybody else.

The count made no reply, for he knew the
sordid nature of the man with whom he had
to deal. He waited until he was left alone
and then he laid down upon the sails. He
thm?ht of what his own fate might be—
but he thought of Myrrha most.

CHAPTER XXII,
A DISCOVERY.

One week more, and Feodor Ruric was in
a Russian prison | He had been brought to
Odessa and delivered up to the Russian au-
thorities, and after a slight examination—for
he denied nothing—he had been placed in a
dungeon, there to await the first opportunity
for passage to St. Petersburg. It was on the
third day of his confinement, and toward the
middle of the afternoon, that he heard
some one the narrow passage

hat led to his cell, and shortly
afterwards the bolts upon the outside
of his door were withdrawn. It was not the
season for the bringing of his food, and he
was yet wondering what the intrusion could
mean, when the deor opened and the jailor
looked in. He seemed to satisfy himself thas
all was secure, and then he stepped back and
spoke to some one that followed him. Rurio
leoked up and saw a stout man enter the cell,
and then the jailor closed the door and went
away.

“Count Ruric,” spoke the man who had
thus gained entrance to the cell, “? did not
thgk to find you here,”

uric started up, for he recognized the
v_o;&:.nd when he had ! closely,
1:_:“ the bold, frank f¥htiires of Ivan the
“Ivan,” uttered the young man,
fo“ an ) both his hands.

X¢¢,” réturned the serf, gasing  earnestly
into thé prisoner's face. “Yed,” he added,

IMyrrlm at the foot of the Caucasus—of his
!rescuing her from the Cossacks, and of

'his conducting her home; and then he

told of Albec—of his sickness, and of
bis kindness. Then, in a lower tone, he told
bhow he had loved the gentle Mpyrrka,
and how she had returned his

}love, and of their plighted vows. Then

he told of the coming of the Hatukaian
marauders—of the onset—the battle--the burn-
ing dwellings—the fading away of Stamyl’s
people—the fall of Orfa—the death of Al-
bec—and of hisown fall in the mosque. Then

! he told of his recovery from the subsequent

sickness, and of the fate which had befallen
Myrrba. He stopped here, for his emotions
were too powerful, and he had to give way
to the sobs that were struggling for utter-
ance.

“Go on—go on,” gasped Ivan, grasping the
count by the arm. “Tell me of Myrrha.”

In a few moments Ruric continued. He
told of his passage to the Turkish capital, and
of all that transpired there; and when he had
finished he bowed his head again and wept.
The serf started to his feet and took two or
three quick turns across the cell, and then
came and sat down again.

“And do you think Myrrha has been carried
back to Selim’s house?” he asked in a voice of
painful calmness.

“I fear she has,” was Ruric’s response.

“It must be—and yet I cannot think fate
would have heen so cruel.”

“‘Fate seems to hold nothing in store but
cruelty for me,” resumed Ruric.

“Oh, Myrrha! Myrrha! Thou fairest, sweet-
pst child!” groaned Ivan, covering his face
with his hand and sobbing as though hisstout
heart would break.

‘“You loved Myrrha well,” said the youth,
not having dreamed that the serf could have
been so moved.

“Aye, as the apple of my eye—as the very
heaven of my soul.”

A new suspicion was awakened in Ruric’s
mind.

“Myrrha often spoke of you,” he said in a
low and candid tone.

“Did she?did she? And what did shesay?

*‘That you were noble, generous and kind
—and that she loved you.”

“Oh,-she did!” murmured theserf. And

! then raising his head he gazed into his com-

panion’s face. ‘‘Ruric,” he continued, “why
should T not love her! Oh, she was my own
child!" :

“Youloved her as a child,” whispered the
count.

“‘Aye—I did—for she was of my own flesh
and blood—the child of my love, the daugh-
ter of my bosom.”

‘‘But Albec—"

‘“‘He was her grandfather—the father of
Myrrha's angel mother.”

*‘But Myrrha does not know this!" said
Ruric, in amazement.

“Yes, yes; she knows her parentage.”

“But she told me that Albec—"

“I understand,” interrupted Ivan. ‘She
was not to blame for that. I will explain:
Years ago I went to Circassia to find a home.
[ was a widower then—I had placed a
young and childless wife in the grave—
and I sought a home away from the haunts
of my countrymen. I found shelter beneath
theroof of the hunter Albsc. He had a
child—a daughter—named Myrrha, and she
l'scame my wife. She had lived with me
twelve years, and during that time I wasa
happy man. We had one child—a daughter—
a perfect type of its mother, and she, too,
was named Myrrha. After my : wife died I
ventured to Azof, and there I met Count
John Galitzin. From him I learned some-
thing that made me resolve to go to Russia;
and to Russia I went. I left my child in Al-
bec's care, and I made her promise that under
all circumstances, until my return she would
call Albec her father. I went back to visit
them after I had been to Russia; but now,
alas, I can visit them no more!"

The count was puzzled now, and for the
time he forgot part of his grief. -

“Why should Myrrha have been forbidden
to speak of you as her father?” he asked.

“‘She was not forbidden to do so. I only
requested that she would acknowledge Albec
as her parent, and it seehs that she strictly
carried it out. My n was very simple.
A girl in Stamyl, wjth neither father mor
mother, could have buzl given away in mar-
riage by the uzden, for that i{s the decree of
the prince. But there may have been other
reasons.”

“Myrrha knew me, and called me by my
name, when I told her that you had s?ht
me.”

‘“Yes; when I was there last I spoke of
you. She knew you by the description I
gave.”

Again Ivan got up and paced the floor of
the cell, and as Ruric watched, he oould not
help wondering what manner of man he was.
He had ¢eased weeping—he had esased sob-
bing, and the only marks of emotion ndw
visible were in the heaving chest and tightly
compressed lips.

‘‘Selim’s house shall be torn down about
his ears,” the serf uttered, stopping in
the middle of the cell, and gazing upward.
“By my holy faith, if he has injured my
child, his best.blood shall answer for it.
will hunt him, though I have to dress in the
disguise of a wolf. I will not leAve—Hark!
What means thatt"

At this moment the booming of a eannon
shook the walls, and it was followed by

another, and another, and yet another. On

they went in quigk & on—boom after
Mmm“%m'?:?awmmm
sion.
o0es it il

R

tero, in a despondent tone. *‘I had hoped to
make my escape between here and St. Psters-
burg, but it cannot benow.”

“Do not despair yet,” said Ivan. ‘‘While
there is life there is hope. But I must go
now. I must see the emperor, and then for

Courage, courage, Ruric; I

dation of this hope could restfor a certainty,
bntﬂiennlsomeﬂl_ll‘!nﬁamd
Ivan the serf that inspired him.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
" - ANOTHER DISCOVERY.

Early on the morning following the visit
of Ivan to the prison, Ruric was aroused
from a dreamy slumber by the entrance of
the jailor.

“You sleep well this morning,” said the
visitor as he entered the cell, and found
Ruric just waking up.

«Because I did not sleapin the night,” re-
turned the count, rubbing his eves.

“Ah? Well—I have news for you. The
emperor is in Odessa, and has sent for you.
You can best judge whether the news is good
or evil.”

Ruric sat down again, and remained for
some moments in thought. He called to
mind the sceue of his first arrest—of his es-
cape, and of hisresistance to the soldiers who
were sept to capture him. It was a dark
picture to be presented to the iron-souled em-
peror.

“You will let me wash and shave?” he
said, starting up from his couch.

“Yes, if you hurry.”

So Ruric followed the jailor out, and he was
conducted to a small room where there were
a few simple dressing materials ; when he had
finished he was conducted out into the yard,
where he was taken in charge by a party of
soldiers. He had ot to walk far before he
stopped in front of a large brick building,
and after a little delay, during which a sen-
tinel at the door went in with some errand
and came back with an answer, he was con-
ducted up the high steps into a spacious hall.
Here was another delay, and at the end of a
few minutes the prisoner was delivered over
to two officers, and by them he was conduct-
ed on through the hall to another flight of
steps, having ascended which they stopped at
a door which was guarded by soldiers. No
opposition was made by these sentinels, and
the official conductors pushed open the door,
and passed through, one of them leading the
prisoner by the arm. The place thus entered
was a spacious apartment, and several officers
were seated at the desk engaged in writing.
At the head of the ball, walking impatiently
to and fro, Ruric saw the emperor. His
massive form was bent under the weight of
thought that was upon him, but he started
up on hearing the doors open, and when he
saw the prisoner, he stopped in his walk.

“Your majesty,” sald one of the officers,
bowing as he spoke, ‘‘this is the prisoner for
whom you asked.”

“ Ah, so I see,” uttered Nicholas, in a tone
resembling the rolling of distaht thunder.
And as he spoke ‘he fastened hisstern gaze
upon the count.

Ruric's eyes dropped before that
lion-like gaze, but he did not lose
his thoughts. He knew the nature
of the man with whom he had to deal
He knew that insolence would be sure death
—and he knew, too, that cowardice would be
equally fatal; for Nicholas, though he liked an
obedient tool, yet hated the craven.

“So you are the Count Ruric—the fugitive
from justice,” said the emperor, with a bitter
sneer.

“I am Feodor Ruric, sire, and a count by
birth,” replied the youth, calmly, firmly, but
yet modestly.

*And you are a fugitive from justice?” re-
sumed Nicholas,

“I fled from prison, sire.”

‘“Because you feared death?”

“Not so, sire. It was the ignominy I fear-
ed. Go ask your generals in the imperizl
army, if I fear death. No, no, sire. For long
years I held my life in my hand, and at any
moment was ready to give it to Nicholas of
Russia. My life and my good sword have
been offered often upon the altar of your
empire, though fate did not take the sacri-
fice.”

“But you disobeyed a strict order,” said
Nicholas, in a tone less stern.

“I know I did wrong, sire, and for a lorg
while I stood out; but a poor woman fell at
my feet and begged to see her father once be-
fore he died. When her tears fell like rain
upon my feet I forgot that I was a soldier
and remembered only that I was a man. I
meant no wrong—dreamt not that evil could
happen. I may have deserved punishment,
but I did not deserve death.”

“Do you dispute my justice?’

“I am a condemned man, and so have a
right to speak: and why should 1 hide my
own belief? I do but speak as I think, but I
would not tell a lie even to gain your own
imperial favor.”

‘““You are bold, sir.”

“‘Because I am speaking with a bold man.”
The emperor gazed hard into the face of
the count, but he met only a calm, steady
look in return.

“But you slew the men whom I sent to ap-
prehend you.”

“I escaped from your prison, sire; and
those men whom you sent to take me were
but so many bolts and bars between me and
liberty. I ed them out of my way.
They willingly set their lives against my li-
berty—we played the game—they lost.”

For a while the emperor was silent. He
took a turn down the hall, and then came
back again.

*You may not have been so deserving of
death in all this as would at first appear,” he
resumed, stopping in front of Ruric, and
addressing him; ‘“but other things combine
with them to make your guilt fatal.”

“Will you name them sire?”’

“Yes. You have given utterance to state-
ments opposed to the stability of our empire,
and you have even dared to scoff at the sanc
tity of our holy church.”

“By my soul, sire, the man who says this—
is a—a mistaken man. .But who told you
this? Let me face him and dare him o
the proof.”

“Tke Prince Alexander Menzikoff told me.”

“Oh,” uttered Rurie, with a look and tone

-of most bitter scorn, ‘‘the prince is powerful,

but he—"
‘“Well—speak on.”
“] will speak. -‘He is a villain, sire—an
enemy to his God, to his emperor and his
fellows. You know him not.”
*“Ah! Yes, I know him well, Count Ruric,
Iknow him well. He is dead now.”
“Then God have mercy on him, for he
needs it.”
. There mmhinginthe tone and look
of the young count, so nobleand fearless, and
yot so modest an thful, that Nicholas
could not but look wpon him with admiration.
:Ewm meditating on what he
, when the lo doors of the hail
were once more thrown open, and two men
entered. One of them was an old man, wear-
ing the insignia of a ‘Russian count, and the
other was Ivan the serf. They advanced ap
the hall until they came near the emperor
and then they bowed.
“Ah, Galitzin,” uttered Nicholas, extend-
ing his hand. ‘“How fare P :
¢‘Slim—slim, sire, I have been sick.”
“So I have heard. And you, too, Ivan!
?igk?’m would accuse ):ou"ot bhaving been
“No, sire; I am remarkably well. Ishould
have returved, but I stopped to nurse the
count.” e s 3
“Right—right,'” replied Nicholas; “though
the presence of the count at my capitai is not
80 necessary now. Menzikoff is dead”
b N b LR S
‘“‘Aye; he died in prison.”
“In prison?” murmured

what he may have done in time past cannot
have much bearing upon their disposal.”

It should have much bearing that way,”
returned the noble, “for he has wronged
many a man of his birthright.”

I saw a letter that he wrote you,” pursued
the emperor. - ‘‘Ivan showed it to me.”

“Yes, sire; I gave it to Ivan. I should
have sent it to you before, but Ivan was col-
lecting evidence of Menzikoff’s guilt, and 1
let him have this.”

“You did well enough—though I should like
to know how many more 6f my nobles re-
ceived letters of like description.”

“Not many, I think,” said Galitzin. “He
probably wrote to me first, and I think my
answer must have dampened his ardor. I
simply wrote to him that he bad mistaken
his man.”

“He must have mistaken his man, if he
thought to turn John Galitzin into a trait-
or,” said Nicholas, with a momentary glow
upon his features.

There was a pause of some moments, dur-
ing which the three men regarded each other
earnestly.

Ivan had grown uneasy, and he seized the
present opportunity to gpeak.

“Sire,” he said, “I left some papers with
you in hopes that you would give them a
careful perusal. You remember{”

“Aye,” returned Nicholas, with a kind.
ling eye, “I do remember, and I bave read
them every one. I have them at this mo-
ment."”

As the emperor spoke he drew a packet
from his pocket and cast off the string that
bound it. His countenance changed as’ he
run his eyes over it, and when he again look-
ed up his lip trembled.

“By this paper,” he resumed, “I am in-
formed that Menzikoff was the only evidence
against the Prince Michael Basilowitz. I
remember that the prince was banished to
Siberia by my brother Alexander.”

“Aye, sire, so he was,” earnestly responded
Ivan.

‘“But have you read the other papers—the
others that tell how false was Menzikoff’s
accusation? Have you read the paper there
in Menzikoff's own handwriting, where he
proposed to Slamskov for the overthrow and
disgrace of Prince Michael Basilowitz?"

“Yes: I have read them all.”

“And do you understand their meaning?

‘“Yes, every feature of it.”

“You remember the Prince Michael "

“Indeed I do,” returned Nicholas, with a
strange look. ‘‘We were at school together?
He was with me under the severe tutelage of
old General Emendorf; and even when Ade-
lung and Storch took my masterpieco
Michael was with me. Ah, I loved the prince
of Tula as though he had been my brother.”

“And what now is your opinion?’ asked
Ivan, with increased emotion. ‘“What think
you of Michael’s banishment#”

“That it was most unjust.”

“And why should he remain in banishment
longer?" asked Ivan.

“He should not.”

“And why should he not have the vast
estates that were once his own, and which
were so wickedly wrested from him?’

‘‘He should have them,” said the emperor,
eying Ivan sharply.

Ivan bowed his head and trembled, but at
length he looked up and said:

“Do you know me, sire?’

“To be sure I know you!” was the em-
peror’s reply. ‘*‘I mistrusted you the moment
when I first set my eyes upon you. Yes, yes,
Michael Basilowitz, I knew you before I
trusted you with my first mission. Nicholas
of Russia has eyes.”

“Michael Basilowitz! Prince of Tulat"
uttered Ruric who had heard all, and who
was unable to suppress his astonishment.
“Can this indeed be so? Are you the Prince
of Tula whom we all thought in Siberia?”

‘“Yes, Feodor,” returned Ivan, “I am the
true Prince of Tula, and your father wasmy
best friend. Oh, sire,” he continued, turn-
ing to the emperor and sinking upon his
kunees, “‘spare the Count Ruric. He is young,
and I know he is noble and brave.”

“Get up, get up, prince,” said Nicholas.
¢] have some questions to ask of thee first.”

Ivan arose to his feet, but before the em-
peror could speak further there came the
sound of a disturbance from the passage-way
that led to the hall. The clamer rose higher
and higher, and there was surely the sound
of a violent struggle. For the instant all
eyes were turned in the direction whence the
sound proceeded, and the parties who had
been so deeply engaged in the details we
have given regardéd the movements with
solicitude. At length the emperor arose to
his feet. .

“Wait,” said Nicholas. “I'll see to this.'
And as he spoke he moved toward the door.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE FLAME FLICKERS.

The emperor wasmoving down the hall ata
quick, angry pace, when he was suddenly
brought to a stand by the bursting open of
the doors, and on the same instant a light
form, clothed in the garb of a Greek boy,
rushed into the place. The light velvet cap
fell from the intruder’s head, and a mass of
golden curls swept down over the neck and
shoulders.

‘““What have we here!” uttered Nicholas,
in astonishment.

But the intruder did not notice him. "T'was
a female, as the hair and feal showed.
She rushed on to where c stood,
with a wild cry 11 into his arms.

, and

“Myrrha! Myrthal"he ed, folding
her to his m. It was all p§ éould say
for the wild th thas shot his

zul was too overpowering for further utter-
ce.
“O Ruric! am I not safe heref” uttered
the fugiitive. *‘Cannot you save me now?"
“Here is one who can save you!”

my stery in a very few words. When I

banished to Si by the emperor Alex-

, I wai g wido I knew that I did

deserve dquleo, for I knew that
emperor had been deceived, snd I resolved

0 escape if possible. A} length I effected m;

y my at one,

of the Oa:pian

oyer into in-
or part of thé globg.
o‘(S{ed Stam¥yl I wg
beneath the roof of a
ahome. T he hunter’s da
to my wants—I loved her
‘bécame my wife, and from her Irooeiv"a
pweet child. But at length, after
6 of years, she died, and for the hupter I
jented to visit Azof. There I met Galitzin,
¢ knew me, and advised me to try and get
ack my ¢éstates, and a pardon, at the time

me me in tearing the veil from
etizikof¥’s face. I consented to the proposi-

tioy. v
%nnen I went'back ta Oircassia, and having
taken leave of my child, I returned to Azof,
nd from thence I accompanied Galitzin to
where my te lay. There I took the
haraoter of & , and the count wrote to
;(eu off stating that upon the estate of
silowitz there was a serf named Ivan, who
was a ready scholar and a capital engineer,
who was also anxious tolivein St. Petersburg.
As was expected, Menzikoff sent for me at
once, and I went to the capital. He did not
recognize me at first, nor did he hold a sus-
picion, though he had discovered my secret
when he last eaw me. It is now nearly three
years since I became his serf, and, as you
know, sire, I have accomplished all I could
have hoped. I gained his full cunfidence,
d piece by piece I worked the proofs out.
ou have them all, and you know how great

am. ”

aw‘r i

@ emperoy listened with marked attep-
tion to Ivan’s recital, and when it was cop-
cluded he shdok his head with a movement
that showad some remaining doubt.

I inderstand all this,” he said, *‘ but thers
is yet ohe w‘;‘?&f to be explained. How came
%unj Ruric to hit go plainly upon this
v where your daughter dwelt#”

or blgd when he heard this ques-
tién, for he saw that the emperor’s quick
mind had divined the truth. But Ivan did
fi6t hesitate.

““I directed him there, sire.”

SfAbde-you did? And how did you see

,"

“’It was I who libergted him from prison.”

“‘Beware, prince, beware!” uttered Nicho—
Ias, in a deép tone.

“] g nqt afraid to own the truth, sire,”
quf returned Ivan determined to speak
beford the emperor could have opportunity
amuko & decision on the subject. * The

{int Ruric was Menzikoff’s prisoner, and I
knew that Menaikoff lied most basely
Eb‘gthim. | kngw that for months he had

o1 plotﬁpi:t r the young count’s d c-
tion; ce 0% Merizikoff, thé prince’d son,
i to bé a Eolonel; the day of trial came,

B9 got nothing but peproof for his ignor-

8 in yout lips, while to Riric you gave
th# Bolopel’s commission. Then it Was that
& getermined’ fo work his ruin. I

ow all this, and I Enew too that if, ot
cafld hut gain a shadow even of the truth
,02 pot harm him.”

@ why was I not told of this ¢” asked
with his countenance already

Bécause my own plans werenot plete.
d ndt yet vhq?] trapped the scheming
?ﬁdl d fiof fun the risk of ex-
). I took the only means in my power,
that when they should be known to
ur mercy would pardon them.”
dedd, you flatter,” said Nicholas, with
something like a sneer upon his face. ‘‘ Had
I ¥oown ic then, even & grand dukedom
%om not havp ‘saved your life. Michael
owitz, I loved you, but you have done
thing that—"

® emperor hesitated and furned away.
His fade was very cold and stern, and his
was con . He walked twice
across thd hall, and .then he beckoned for

the soldiers whm néar the gredt door.
‘;‘Tl.ko your er back to his cell,” le

}! No, no, sire,” interrupted Ivan, with ex-
tended hands. *‘Pardon him, pardon him |”

‘“ Away with him, I say.” :

¢ Sire,” urged the Count Galit zin, *‘ hear
me speak but a word.”

¢ There'll be time enough for that after the
Count Ruric is gone,” was the emperor’s

ly.
"&yrrln moved to spring forward, but her
father held her back.

‘“Speak not,” he whisperad, *‘for you
might as well urge the whiriwind. He is not
to be moved, and we must not chafe him.”

¢ Bire,” spoke Ruric, after the soldiers had
taken him by the arms, ‘I willnos beg your
mercy, but humbly crave your justice. Try
your own heart, and see what I have done
that you would not have done.”

Rurio saw the stern cold face of his impe-

master, and he saw the light form of her
loved as it sank fainting into Ivan’s arms.

e did not grodn aldud, nor did he weep, but

th head bowed he was led from the hall.

TR, e

purn for the hope he sought. He was in the
pmperor’s power, and who should read the
will of that iron-hearted autocrat?

CHAPTER XXV,
CONCLUBION.

Nicholas was alone in the apartment which
be had occupied since his affival in Odessa,
phd by the manner in which he walked the
floor, it could be plainly seen that he Was

for some ome. At length the déor
;z ed, and Ivan entered.

#You have sént for me, sire, and I have

some,” said the self-made séff, bowing as he

fpoke.
“Aye, I did send for you,” od the
?o ng his
“for I have made
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