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A crack in the vase aud the roses all scatterad,
A liu.lrl in the knittiug, & huat for the ball;

The ink-bottle shattered, the carpet bespaiterad,
Dirt pies in the ball.

The fruit on the table by tiny teeth bitten ;
Wee priuts of wet dogers on window and door;
Poor X I“:.:nlmlul.l-il'l cap, as a frock for the
k.
Dragged down on the floor,

Boft gurgles of laughter ; a sunshiny ﬁllmnlug.
As sowebody flits in and out like a bird ;
Birange accidents chauvciug wherever the dene-

ng
Bmall footsteps are heard.

” Dnmia. Ethel, my baby, your grave eyes uplift-
nug,
Btand lﬁm at my side. Do you know the wee
sprite
Who iuto some ever new mischief is drifting
From moroiog till night "

A smile like a sunbeam, 80 coy and caressing—
Bhe lijmiiluu in my face like the witch that
ghe is,
Ko need of more guessing., “ My trouble, wy
blessing,

Cowe, give me a kiss "
—The Nursery.

PAULINE.

CHAPTER IX,
A BLACK LIE,

Having placed the poor girl in Priscilla’s
motberly hauds, I fetohed the best doctor

I oould shiuk of, and efforts were at ouoce

made to restore oonsoiousness, It was
lovg before any sign of returming anima.
tion showed it=elf, but, at last, she awoke
Need I say what & supreme moment that
wai to me?

I need not give details of that return to
life. After all, it was but a hall return,
and brought freeh terrors in it8 trawn.
When moruiog dawoed it found Pauline
raviog with what I prayed was but the
delirium of fever.

The dootor told me her state was a most
oritioal one, There was hope for her life,
but no cersainty of saving 1t. It was duriog
those days of amxiety that I learned how
much I loved my unhappy girl. How
grateful I should be if she were given back
to me, even aa I had always known her.

Her wild fevered words out me to the
hear$, Bometimes in Euglish, sometimes
in soft Italian, she oalled on some one;
spoke words of deep love and sorrow ; gave
vent to the expressions of fond eudear-
ment. These were succeeded by ories of
grief, and it seemed as if shudders of fear
passed over her.

For me there was no word; no look of

nition, I, who would have given
worids to hear my name Fprken once,
duriog her delirium, with an expression of
love, was but a stranger at her bedside.

Whom was it she oalled for and
lamented? Who was the man she and I
had seen slain? I poon learned—and if
my informant spoke the truth, he had, in
go doing, dealt me a blow from which I
should never rally.

It was Maoari who struck it. He called
on me the day after Pauline and I had
visited that house. I would not see him
then. My plans were not formed. For
the time I could think of nothing save my
wife's davger. But two daya afterward,
when he again oalled, I gave orders for him
to be admitted.

I sbuddered as I took the hand I dared
not yet refuse him, although 1n my own
mind I was oertain that a murderer’s
fingers were olasped round my own. Par-
hapa the wvery ficgersa which had oncs
olosed on my throat. Yet, with all I koew,
I doubted whether I could bring bim to
justioe,

Unless Pauline reovered, the evidenoe I
oould bring would be of no weight. KEven
the victim's name was uokoown to me,
Before the acousation would lie, his remains
must be found apd identihed. 1t was hope-
less to thiuk of punishing the murderer,
now that more than three years had elapsed
since the criwme,

Besides—was ha Pauline's brother ?

Brother or not, I would nomask him, 1
would shew him that the orima was no
longer a secoret; that an out:ider knew
every ditail. I would tell bimn this io the
hope that his fature would be hauvtad
with tbe dread of & just veog:auce over-
taking bhim.

I knew the name of the street to which
Pauline hud led me. I had noticed it as
we drove from it & few nighta ago, and the
reason of my drunken guiae’s wistake waa
apparent. It was Horace street. DMy con-
duotor had jumbled up Walpole aud Hor-
aoe in his drionk muddled braio.

Oa what a shight thread the whole course
of a life havgs |

Micari had heard of Pauline's illness
and delirium. He was as teuderly scl cit-
ous in his inquiries as a brother should be.
My replies were oold and brief. Brother
or not he was answerable for everything.

Presautly be changed the subject, *' I
poarcely like t> trouble you at such a time,
but I should be glad to Eknow if you are
willing to join me, as I suggested, 1n &
memorial to Viotor Emmanuel ?"

I am not. There are several thingsI)

must have explained firat."

He bowed politely ; but I saw his lips
olose tightly for a moment.

“ [ am quite at your servioe,” he eaid.

**Very well. Before all I must be satia-
fied that you are my w.fe's brother.”

He raised hisa hiok dark eyebrows and
tried to amile.

“ That 18 eadsily done. Had psor Ceneri
been with us he would have vouohed foris.”

** But he told me very differently.”

** Ab, he bad hia reasons. No matter, I
esn bring plenty of other persons.”

“ Then, again,” I said, looking him full
jn the face aud speaking very slowly, "I
must know why you murdered a man three
yeara ago in & house in Horaoe street.”

Whiochever the fellow felt—fear or rage
—the expression of his face was that of
blauk sstonishment, Not, I knew, the sur-
prinoce of innoocenoe, bus of wonder thas the
orime should be known. For a moment
his jaw dropped and he gaped at me io
silenoce.

Then be recovered. ' Are you mad, Mr.
Vaughan ?" he oried,

“ 0o the 20:h of Auguat, 186—, at No. —
Horaoce ttreet, you stabbad bere, to the
heart, & youngd man who waa sittiog at the
table. De. Ceneri was in the ro m at the
time, also another man with & soar on
his fao2"

He attemy t2d no evasion, He rprang to
hia fect with features convaleed with rage.
He re1zyd my arm. For & momens I
thovght he meant to attack me, but found
he only wanted to +0an my face attentively.
I cid oot sbrivk from his inspection. I
hardly thought he would recoguizs me ; 80

reat & ohange does blindness make in &

ana.

Buot he k;aw me. Hut dropped my arm
and etsam his foot in fury,

" le-}; ldiots!” he hissed. * Why
did shey not levme do the work thoroughly

He walked onoe or twice up and down
the room, and then with regained com-
posure stood in front of me. <

“ You are a great setor, Mr, Vaughan,
he said, with & eorolness and eyoicism which
appalled me, * You deceived even me, sud
[ wm very suspicious.”

“ You do nos evéen deny the orime, you
Jillan 2V

He shrugged bis shoulders. * Why
should I, to an eye-witness? To others 1
will deny it fass enough, DBesides, us you
are interested in the matter, there 18 no
gooasion to do so.”

“I am interested!" i

# Certaioly ; a8 you married wy siater,
Now my fine fellow! wy gsy bridegroom!
my dear brother-in-law! 1 wall tell you
wby I killed that man, and what 1 meant
by my worda to you at Geneva."”

His air of bitter, oallous mockery, as he
spoke these words, made me dread what
was to come. * My hands were tingling to
throw him from the room. .

“ That man—I shall not for obvious
reasous tell you bis name—was Puuline's
lover. Translate * lover' into Italian—into
wia: the word drude eigpifics in that
language—then you will understand my
menuing. We, on our mother's side, bave
noble biood in our veins—blood which
brooks no ineult,. He was Paulive's, your
wife's lover, I say again. He had no wish
tu marry her, and 8o Ceneri and 1 killed
him—killed hym in Loodon—even in ber
presence.. As I told you onoce before, Mr.
Vaughan, it 18 well to marry & woman who
cannot reoall the past.”

1 made no reply. So hideous a state-
ment oailed for no comment. I simply
rose and walked toward bim, He saw my
purpose written in my fage. * Not here,”
he said bastily, and moving away [rom me ;
“ what good can 1t do here—a vulgar sout-
fla between two gentlemen? No; on the
Contivent—any where, meet me, aud I will
show you how I hate youn."” S

He spoke well, the selt-possessed villajn |
What gocd oould it do? An unseemly
atruggle, in which I could ecarcely hope to
kill him ; and Pauline the while parhaps
upon the puiat of death!

“ Go,” 1 oried, * murderer and coward !
Every word you have ever fp.ken t0o me
has been a lie, and beoause you nate me, you
bave to-day told me the greatest lie of all.
Go; eave yourszif from the gallows by
Hight,"

He gave me & look of malicious trinmph
and left me. The air of the room seemed
purer now that he no longer breathed it.

Then I went to Pauline’s room, snd
gitting by her bed heard her parched lips
ever and ever calling in Eoglich or Italian
on some one she loved. Heard them
baseeching and warning, and knew that
her wild words were addressed to the man
whom Macari averred he bad slain beocause
he was the lover of bis pister—my wile |

The villain lied! I knew he lied. Over
and over again 1 told myself it was a black,
slanderous lie—that Pauline was as pure as
an apgel. But, as I strove to comfort
myselt with these astertions, I knew that,
lie a8 it was, until I could prove it such, it
would ranklie in my heart; would be ever
with me; would grow until I mistook iv for
truth ; would give me not & moment’'s rest
or peace, until it made me curse the day
when Keuyon led me ivside that old church
to see '* the fairert ~ight of all.”

How oould I prove the unirath? There
were but two other persons in the
woild who koew Pauline's history—Ceneri
and old Teresa. Teresa had disappeared
aod Ceneri was in the Siberian mines or
some other hiviog grave. Even asl though,
of the old [taliau woman, Maoari's slander
began to throw forth 1ta first poisonous
shoots. Her mysterious words, * not for
love or marriage,” might bear another
mesning, & disbonorable meaving. Aud
other clircumstauces would come to me.
Ceneri's baste to get Lis niece married—
nis wish to get rid of her. Thoughts of
this sort would steal into wy wiad untl
they half maddened me,

1 could bear to sit with Pauline no longer.
I went out iuto the open wir aud wandered
about aimlessly, untit two 1deas occurred
to me. QOue was that I would go to the
greateat authority on brain diseuses, and
consult bim as to Paulive’s hope of recovery
—the other that I would go to Horuace
¢t-eet aud ex mine, by daylight, the house
fcom top to buwtom. I weut first to the
dootor’s.

To bum I told everthing, seving, of course,
Macart's black lie. 1 could see no other
way to explain the oase withous confiding
fully. I most certainly succeeded iu arous-
ing his ioterest. He bad already eseen
Paulive aud kuew exsaotly the state in
which she bas been. I thiuk be believed,
as maoy others will, all I told him except
that ons strauge coourrence., Even this bhe
d:d not ecc ff at, acocustomed as he was to
wild favcies and fresks of imagination. He
attributed it to this oause ; which was but
natural—and pow what ocomtors or hope
o.uld he give me ?

“ A1 told you before, Mr. Vaughan,” he
paid, * »uoh a thiog as losiug the recollec-
tion of the past for a long while and then
picking up the end of the thread where it
fell is not altogether unprecedented. I
will come and see your wife; but as the
0s8e now stands it seems to me itis an
attack of brain fever, and as yet no special-
iat 18 pesded. When that fever leaves her
I should like to kuow, that I may see her.
It will, I expect, leave her sane, but she
will begin life again from the hour that her
mind was firat unhinged. You, her bhus.
bard, may even be as a stranger to her.
The case, I say aguin, is not unpreoe-
dented, but the circumstances whioh sur-
round it are."

1 left the doctor and walked to the agent’s
in whose hand the houee in Horaoe street
was placed. I obtained the keys and msade
rome irquiries. I found at the time of the
murder tue house had been let furnished
for a few weeka to an Italisan gentleman
whose name waa forgotten. He had paid
the reut in advauvoe, an no icvquiriea bad
been made about bimw. The hou~e bhud been
vaoant for & long time, L'here was nothing
againet 1t exce pithat the owoer would ouly
let it &% & certain rent, whioh most people
appeared to consider too high.

I gave my nsme avd sddress and took
the keys. I rpent the remmainder of the
afteruoun in searchiog every nook and
orsuny in the house, but no disovery
rewarded my labor,
no place in which the body ol a viotim

oould have been hid—there was no garden in
whioh is mighs bave been buried, 1 took
back the keys and said the house did not
suit me. Then I returned home, aund
brooded on my grief, while Maoari's lie ate
and ate its way to my beart,

Aud day by day iv went on working and
guawing, oorrodivg aud warpiog, until I
was told that the orisia was over; that
Psuline was out of davger; that she was

herself again.
Which self? The self I had only known,

or the self before that fatal night? With
& beatiog heart 1 drew near to bher bedside.
Weak, exbausted, without strength to move
or speak she opened her eyes and looked
at me. It was & look of wonder, of non.
recoguition, but it was the look of restored
reason. BShe new me Dot

It was a8 the dootor had predioted. I
might have been a total stranger to those
beautiful eyes as they opened, gazed at
me, aud then reclosed themeelves weurily.
I went from the room with tears rupnibg
down my cheeks, and at my heart a feeling
of miogled joy and sorrow, hope aud fear,
whioh worda will not express.

Then Maoari's black lie came out from
ite lnrkiog place and seizad me as it were
by the throat—olung to e, wrestled with
me—oried, * I am true! Push me away,
I am still true. The lips of a villain spcke
to we, but for onog he spoke the truth. It
not for this, why the crime? Men do not
lighsly ocommit murder.” Even then,
when the moment I bad® prayed and
lopged for had ocome—when sepse, full
gense, was given back to my poor love—I
was invaded, conquered and orushed to the
ground by the foul lie which might be

trath.
« \Wa are stracgara—ehe knows me not,”

[ oried. * Let me pcove that this lieisa
lie, or let us be straugers forever!”

How could I prove it? How could I ask
Paulive? Or, asking ber, bhow could I
expeot her to answer? Even it she did,
would her word satisfy me? Oh thatl
oould see Ceneri! Villaiu he might be,
but I felt he was not such & double-dyed
viliain as Maoari,

Thionking thus, I formed & derparate
resolve. Men are urged to do strange and
desperate things when life is austpke—
with me it was morae than life. Tt was the
honor, the happiuess—everything, of two
people |
| Yes, I would do it! Mud as the scheme
seemmed, I would go w Biberia, and if
wouey, perseverauce, favor, or oraft could
briug me face to fuce with Ceneri, I would
wrir:g the trush, the whole truth from his
lips .

CHAPTER X.
IN SEARCH OF THE TRUTH.

Aoross Europe-—halt way aoross Asia—
for the sake of an hour's interview with &
Russian politioal prisoner! It was a wild
goheme, but I was determined to oarry it
out. If my plan was a mad one, I would,
at leact, insure a chanoe of ite sucoess by
putting all the method I could in my pre-
parations, I would not rush wildly to my
journey’s end and find it-rendered fruitless
by the stupidity or suspicion of some one
vested with brief authority. No; I must
go armed with oredentials which no one
would dare to dispute. Money, one of the
most important of all, 1 had plenty of, and
was ready to use freely; but there were
others which were indispensable ; my first
step would be to obtain these. I could go
quietly and systematically to work, fori:
would be days before I oould venture to
leave Pauline. Ouly when all obance of
danger was at an end could I begin my
journey.

S0 durivg those days whilst the poor girl
was gradually, bur very, very slowly,
regaiving itcength, I looked up what
friends 1 possessed among the great people
of the land, until I found one whose posi-
tion was such that he ocould ask a favor of
a far greater man thau himself, and, more:
over, expeet that it should be granted
without delay. He did this for my sake
with such eflicacy that I received & letter
of introduction to the English embassador
at St, Pateraburg, and also a copyof a
letter which had been forwarded him oon-
taioing instructions in my behalf. Each
of the letters bore an autograph which
would insure every assistance being given
to me. With these and the addition of a
latter of credit fcr a large amouunt on & 5%,
Petersburg bank, I was ready to start.

But before I left, Paulive's salety and
well-being during these months of absence
must be considered. The d:fficulties this
presented almost rmade me abaudon, or, at
ieast, postpone, the execution of my pisw.
Yet I knew it must be carried out tu the
very letter, or Muoari's lie would ever stand
between my wife and mysell. Better I
should go at once, while we were stravgers ;
|‘hu1tur. if Ceneri by word or silence cou-

firmed the shsmeful tale, that we should
pever weet again |

Pauline would be left in good hands.
Prisoilla would do my bidding faithfully
and fully., The old woman was by this
time quite aware that her charge had
awakened to both memory and new forget-
fulness., She knew the remson that for
days and days I had not even entered the
room. She knew that I considered Pauline,
in her present state, no more my wife than
when I firet met her in Turin. Bhe knew
that eome mystery was attached to our
relatiops with each other, and that I was
bouud upon a long journey to clear this up
She was oontent with this knowledge or
sought to obtain no more than I chose to
give her.

My instruotions were minute. As 800D
as she was well enough Pauline was to be
tuken to the seaside. Everythiog was to
be done for her oomfort snd according to
her wishes. If she grew ourious she was
1o be told that some near relation, who
was now journeyiog abroad, had placed her
ia Priscilla's hande, where she waa to atay
antil his return. Bat, unless the recolleo:
ton of the past few monihs came to her,
she was to pe told mothing as to her true
position a8 my wife. Indeed, I doubted
now if she was legally my wile—whether,
if she wished, she might not apnul the
marriage by stating that at the time it
took place the was not in her right mind,
Whuen I returned from my expadition—if
things were right, as I told wmysecll the
must be, all would have to be begun again
from the beginnipg,

I bad nscert ined that, since the depar-
t 1re of the fev r, Pauline had aaid nothin
wbout the terrible deed she had witnesse
three years ago, I feared that when her
| health was re-established her ficat wish

' 1t was hard to wee what she could possibly

do. Maoari, [ learned, bad lelt Epgland
the day after 1 had aocused bim cof the
orime ; Ceneri was out of reach, I bhoped
that Pauline might be induced to rewaiu

niet uotil wy return; and [ ivsbructed

risoilla, that 1o the event of her recurring
10 the subject of & great orime cowmitted
by pereous she knew, to inform her shat ull
wis beiug done to bring the guilty to their
desertsa. 1 trusted she would, with her
usual doeility, rest oout:nted with this
soarcely oorrect assertion,

Prisoilla was to write to me—to Bt.
Petersburg, Moecow, and other places 1
must stop at, going and returniog. 1 lefs
directed euvelopes with her, anda would
send from Bu, Peseraburg instruotions as to
the dates when the various letters should
be pisted. And shen all 1 could thiuk of
wus done,

All except one thing. To-morrow moro-
iog T must start, My passport ia duly
sigued ; my trunke are packed —everythiog
ready. Ouce, once for & mwoment, I must
see her before I slesp to-night—see her it
may be for the lasst time. Bhe was sleep-
iog soundly—Prizcilla told me so. Ouce
more | must look upon that beautiful face
that I may carry its exaot imuage with we
for thousand of males |

I crept upstairs and entered her room, 1
stood by wne bedeide and gazed with eyes
full of tears on my wife—yet not my wife,
I felt like a cciminal, & derecrator, so hitile
right, I knew, I had to be in that room.
Her pale pure face lay on the pillow—the
fuirent fuoe in all the world to me. Her
bosom rose and fell with her solt regular
breatbing, Fair aud white as an avgel she
looked, und 1 swore as I gaz-d oo her, that
no word of wan should muke me doubt
her innocence. Yet 1 would go to Siberia.

I would have given worlde for the right
to lay my hips on hers! to have been able
to wake her with a kiss, and see those lovg,
dark lashes rise, and her eyes beam witk
love for me, Even as it wuas I could nos
refrain from kissing her gently on the tem-
ple, just where the solt thick hair began to
grow. BShe stirred in her sleep, ber eyelida
quivered, and like one detected at the com-
wencemeut of a orime, I fl.d.

The next day I was hundreds of miles
away, and my mind was iu a sterner frame.
It when I reached, if ever I did reach
Ceneri, I found that Maoari had not lied—
found that I had been fooled, cajoled, made
& tool of, I should, at least, have the grim
consolation of reveuge. I should be able
to gloav upon the misery ol the man who
had deceived me and used me for his own
purposes. I should see him dragging out
his wretohed life in ohains and degradation.
I should eee him a slave, beaten and 1ll-
treated. If this was the only reward I
should reap it would repay me for my loog
journey. Perhaps, consideriog all that had
passed and my present auxiety and dread,
vhis unchrietiau state of miud was not
unpatural to an ordinary son of Adam.

St. Petersburg at last! The letter I
beur, and the letter already received on my
accouut, ineure me a graoious reception from
Her Majesty’s noble representative in the
Russian oapital. My request is listened to
attentively ; not scouted as ridioulous, I
am told it is unprecedented, but the words
impossible to be granted are not used.
There are diffioulties, great difficulties,
in the way, but, a8 my business
is purely of a domestioc nature,
with po political tendency, and as the
letters bear the magio autograph of a per-
son whom the noble lord is eager to oblige,
I am not told that the obitaclea are insu-
persble. I must wait patiently for days,
it may be weoks, but Pmm ke sure that
everything will be done that can be done.
There is, at present, or so the newepapers
say, little friotion between the tw) Gov-
ernments, Sometimea this is shown by
requestsa more simple than mine being
refused. B8till, we shall see—

Meanwhile, who is the prisoner, and
where is he? :

Ah! that 1 cannot say. 1 only know him
ag & doctor named Cenuri—an Italian—an
apostle of freedom—patriot—conspirator.
I was not foolish enough to imagine he had
been tried and sentenced under the name I
knew him by. I supposed this to be a
[al=e one.

Loird —— was certiin that no one of
thut name has been sentenced within the
last few months. That mattered little.
Permistiop accorded, with the data I had
given, the man would at once be identified
by tha police. Now, good-moruiog—as
soon &8 possible 1 should hear from the
etnbassy.

* Aud one word of caution, Mr. Vaughan,”
said his lordebip. * You are wotiu Eog-
lang. Remember that a hasty word, even
w look ; & casuul remark to any stranger
you sit next at dinner, may utterly defeat
your ends. The #¥stem of governwment
here is different from ours.”

I thanked him for hia advioe, although I
needed no warning. The truth i8 that an
Eughshman in Russia has an even exagge-
rated dread of spies and the cons:quences
of & loose tongue. NMore of us are looked

upon with suspicion from our taciturnity | PO

than from our garrulity. I was not likely
to erc oa the la:ter poiat.

I went back to my hotel, and for the
next few days whiled away the time as beat
I could. Not that, under ordinary circum-
stances, I should have found much difficulty
in so doing. Bt. Petersburg was one of
the places I had always wished to visit.
Ita pighta were new and strange to me; ita
oustoms worth atudying ; but I took lListle
interest in anythiog I saw. 1 waa longiog
to be away in pursuit of Ceneri.

I was not foolish enough to pestar the
embassador and make myself a nuisanoce.
Believing he would do all he oould, I waited
patiently and in silence until I received a
letter asking me to oall at the embassy.
Lord — — reveived me kindly.

“ It is all sottled,” he said. ‘' You will
go to Biberia nrmaci with authority which
the most ignorant jailer or soldier will
recognize. Of oourse, I have pledged my
honor that in no way will you connive at
the conviot's esoape—that your business is
purely private."

I expressed my thanks, and asked for
inatruotions.

“ Firet of all,” he said,” my instruotiona
are to take you to the palace. The Czar
desires to pee the ecoemntrio Eoglishman

¥ | who wishes to make ruch a journey inorder

to ask a few queations '

1 would right willingly have declined the
houor, but as there was no chance of esoap-
iog from it, verved myesell t> meet the
autoorat as well as I could, The embassa-
dor's oarriage was at the door, and in

few minutes we were driven to the Impe-
There was, I believe, | would be to m«ke some atir in tbe matter. | ¢

rial Palace,
I retain a oonlfusad reoollection of gigan-

W

tio sentries, glittering officers, greve-look.
ing ushers and other officials ; uoble stair-
oases and halls, paintings, statues, tapasicy
aud gilding ; then following my condauotor,
I entered u large aparument, st oue end of
which stood & tall, noble-loskivg man in
military attire ; and 1 realized that I was
in the presence of bim whose nod could
sway tillions sud millions of hia fellow
oreaturen—the Emperor of all the Russias
—the White Czar Alexander II. The sov-
ereign whose rule strewhes from the high-
est civilization of KEurope to the lowesk
barbarism of Asiu,

Two years sgo when the news of his
cruel death reached Eogland, I thought of
bim a8 I saw him that day—in the prime
of life, tall, commandivg wud gracious—a
mau it does one good to look at. Whether
—il the whole truth of bia great ancestor
Ouatherine the Bsooud's [Irailties were
kuown—the blood of a peasant or a king
ran in his veins, he looked every inch a
ruler of men, a splendid despot.

To me he wus purtioularly kind and
condeegending, His manuer set me as
much st my ease &8 iu is possible for a
mun to be in such august company. Lord
—— presented me by npame, aod after
a proper roverence 1 waited the Czar's
commuands,

He lookvd at me for a second from his
toweriou height, Then he spoke to me in
Freuch, luently and without much foreign
acoant

“ I am told you wish to go to Biberia?"

“With your msjesty’'s gracious per-
mission,"

“ Tosee & politioal prisoner, Isthat so?”

I replied in the afficmatve.

It is & lopg joutuey for such a purpose.”

“ My business is of the most vital
importance, your majesty.”

“ Private importauce, I noderstand from
Lord ——"

He spoke in a quick, stern way which
showed that he sdwitted ol no prevarioa.
tion, 1 hastened to assure him of the
purely private nature of my desired inter-
view with the oriminoal.

“ Ia he & dear friend of yours 2"

“ Rather an endmy, your majesty ; but
my bappivess and my wife's happiness are
at stuke.”

He smiled at my explanation. * You
Euvglish are good to your wives. Very
well, Mr, Vaughan, it shall be as you wish,
The Miunister of the Interior will provide
you with the fullest passports and aathori-
ties. Don voyage.”

Thus dismissed, I bowed mysell out,
prayiog mentally that no red-tapism or
bureaucracy might delay the transmission
of the promised doouments.

Io three days I received them. The
passport authorized me to travel to the end
of the Czar's Asiatioc dominions il I thought
fir, and was worded in such a way that it
vbviated the necessity of obtaining a fresh
pasBport whenever a fresh government
district was to be traversed. It was not
uotil I found the trouble, annoyanoce and
delay I was saved by this megio strip of
paper, that I fully realized how muoh favor
bud been shown me. Those few words of
writing, uviotelligible to me, were & mayio
spell, the potenoy of which none dared to
resaiat,

But now, armed with power to travel,
the question was where must Igo? To |
asoertain this, I was taken to one of the
heads of the police. To him I explained
my oase. I desoribed Ceneri, gave him
what I suppieed was about the date of his
orime and trial, and begged for information
aa to the beat means to adopt to find him 10
the place of his banishment.

*] was moat oivilly treated. Indeed, for
oourtesy commend me to the Russian
official when you are propoarly and power-
fully accredited. Ceneri was at onoe iden-
tfird, and his right name and seocref
history given to me. I recogunized the
name at onoce.

There 18 no need to make 1t publio.
There are many men in Europe who believe
in the disinterested character aud noble
aimes of the unfortunate conviet; men who
mourn him as & martyr. Perhaps in the
onuse of liberty he was single-hearted and
noble-minded. Why should I distresa his
followers by revealivg any dark secrets cf
his privatas life ? Lot him, be so far us I am
covcerned, Dr. Ceneri to the end.

I learced from the suave, obliging Rus-
sian chief of police, that a few weeks
aftar I had eeen bim in Ge:neva, Ceneri
hud been arrested in Bt. Petersburg. A
deeply laid plot, involving the arsassin-
ation of the Czar aud several members of
the Government, had been revealed through
the treachery of a confederate. ‘The pulice,
fully coguizant of everytuiog, had waited
untii the pear was nearly ripe, and then
atruck with dire rerults to the plotters.
Saarcely one of the principals eroaped, aud
Ceneri, one of the wost deeply implicated,
was shown scant mercy. He certainly bad
few claima on their consideration. He was
no Russian grosniog under cppression and
despotio government. Although he called
bimseelf Italian, he was, in truth, oosmo-
litan. One of those restless wpirita who
wish to overturn all forms of governraent,
save that of republican. He had plotted
and schemed—even fought like a man—for
Italian freedom. He had been one of Gari-
baldi's most trusted workmen; but had
turned flercely against hie masater whon he
found Isaly was to be a kingdom, not the
ideal republio of his dreams. Latterly
he had directed his attention to Rusaia,
and the plot he was engaged in having been
betrayed, his career, in all human proba-
bility, was ended. Aflter lying many
months in the fortress of 8t. Peter and Bt
Paul, he waa'tried and condemned to twenty
years' hard labor in Biberia. Bome months
ago he had been desputobed to his destina-
tion, and, my informant added, waa ocon-
pidered to have been dealt with moab

leniently.
Where was he now? That oould not be

gaid for oertain. He might be at the Kara
gold washings, nt the Ustkutek salt works,
at Troitek, at Nertsohinsk. All oonvicta
were first pent ro Tobolsk, whioh wasa
kind of general rendezvous; thenoe they
were drafted off, at the pleasure of the
Governor-Geperal, to various places aud
various ooccupations.
(To be continued.)

A olothea observer olaima that women
fall in love w th police nen, woldiers and
osaochmen beocause they wear buttons,

Judge Blauford, of Georgia, regarda
speoulation as worse than poker. He saya
he oannot sese how any man oould fool
away months wailiog to Aee stocks go up
or down when he might fill a flash and
rake in & jack pot in thirty seconds.




