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THE SEALED DESPATCH 
' i 

OR, THE BUND BOY OF MOSCOW 

By ALLAN ARNOLD 

CHAPTER I.—The Three Special Couriers. 

A terrible and secret civil war has been going 
on in the great Russian Empire for several years. 
The Nnhnlists of that cotuntry, who claim to 
represent the people, aim to overthrow the em¬ 
perors and the nobles supporting them. The em¬ 
perors and their supporters have striven to crush 
out their enemies, by putting them to death, or 
by banishing them to the cold wilds of Siberia, 
while the Nihilists use the silent dagger and the 
loud bomb against their foes. One night a soldier 
of the guard walked out of the emperor’s palace 
at St. Petersburg in a careless manner, as if re¬ 
lieved from duty for the night. The soldier was 
a tall man, with a huge gray beard, and he car¬ 
ried himself with the air of a veteran who had 
seen many battles. On reaching one of the public 
streets he turned into a drinking place and called 
for and drank some cheap wine, casting quiet 
glances around the while. Having disposed of the 
wine, the veteran walked out again, without sus¬ 
pecting that keen eyes were on him. The vet¬ 
eran then strolled on, looking to the right and to 
the left, and saluting the officers he met on his 
way. On after him walked a rough-looking fel¬ 
low in the garb of a poor mechanic, and whose 
face was also covered with a full gray beard. 
The soldier turned down into a narrow side street, 
making toward the river, and the man after him 
increased his speed, as if in haste to get home 
to his humble dwelling. The mechanic was soon 
abreast of the soldier, and the latter did not 
appear to notice the fellow. An old blind man, 
who was led on by a small dog, was walking 
along on the other side of the street. On passing 
the soldier a few stens, the rou-gh-looking me¬ 
chanic wheeled about suddenly and drew a long 
dagger, as he exclaimed in low tones: 

“Thus perish all tyrants.” 
While thus speaking, the man made a thrust 

at the soldier’s breast with the dagger, when the 
latter sprang back and drew a short sword with 
a quick movement, and cried: 

“Fool, who do you take me for?” 
Before the old mechanic could answer, the 

dagger was knocked from his grasp and the sol¬ 
dier's sword entered his breast. The man fell 
vLh a deep groan, and the old veteran stepped 
l ‘< . his prostrate body to pass on his way as he 
Li uttered• 

“Another idiot disposed of.” 
The blind man’s dog commenced to bark on 

hearing the exclamation of the intended assassin, 
yet the soldier kept on his way without noticing 
the little dog or his blind master. The blind'man 
drew up on the other side of the street, and bent 
his ear to listen while the brief struggle was 
going on, and he could hear footsteps coming 
along through the street. He then ordered his 
clog to keep on his way, but, before he had pro¬ 
ceeded far, the old man could hear a hoarse 
voice exclaiming: 

“By St. Peter, it is Nick Paulus, our leader, 
and he is wounded to death by one of the minions 
of the tyrant.” 

A deep groan escaped from the old blind man 
on hearing the name of the wounded man, but 
he moved on, muttering: 

“What misery one must endure in this world! 
But I must on and do my duty.” 

Four rough men, who had followed the soldier 
and the mechanic from the drinking place,* lifted 
the latter from the ground and bore him to a 
house close by. The house had some ground 
around it that extended down to the edge of the 
river, and it was in a very retired locality. The 
old veteran .entered the house by a side door, and 
then ascended a narrow stairway until he reached 
a small doorway, on which he knocked five times. 
The door was opened on the instant by a man 
who would pass as a merchant in the city, and 
who appeared to be about forty years of age. 
On casting a cautious glance over the shoulder 
of the tall soldier, the stranger drew him into a 
small apartment, as he said, in the most humble 
tones: 

“Sire, you are punctual, and I an] ready for 
you.” 

“Remember, MalofF, that I am Sergeant Nole. 
You have agents here, I presume?” 

“As many as you please to call.” 
The old veteran was the emperor of Russia 

in disguise, and the man who appeared to be a 
merchant was the chief of the secret police in St. 
Petersburg, known to the public as Colonel MalofF. 
The emperor gave orders for sending agents out 
at once to ascertain all about the man he had 
wounded, and as to whether he had survived that 
wound. When they were together in the smnIJ 
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apartment again the disguised monarch de¬ 
manded : 

“Are the couriers here ready for my inspection, 
and do you fully comprehend what I require of 
them?” 

“The couriers are ready for your inspection, 
sergeant, but I cannot say what you demand of 
them until I receive instructions from you.” 

“You know that I am beset by secret enemies, 
even in the palace, and I could only send you 
word that I required three of your best agents 
for a most dangerous enterprise.” 

“So much I could understand only, sergeant.” 
“Your regular agents,” resumed the emperor, 

“will not answer in this case. The person who 
will succeed in this mission must be able to pass 
from this city without attracting the attention 
of the spies or the traitors who abound among 
us. Are you certain that we are not overheard 
here?” 

“I will answer for that with my life, sir,” 
earnestly answered the chief of the detective 
force, “and that is why I beg that I may address 
you in becoming terms.” 

“Then to the subject. I desire to send a special 
sealed dispatch to a person who resides twenty 
miles outside Moscow. I have decided to send 
three couriers to the person mentioned, who is 
an officer holding high rank in the army.” 

“Then I may infer, sire, that the sealed dis¬ 
patch must be borne by the person whom you 
select as the ablest, the bravest, and the most 
cunning among the three whom I have chosen.” 

“You understand me clearly, Maloff, and now 
for my inspection.” 

“If you will move to this corner, sire, I will 
place you in a position from whence you hear and 
observe those whom I have selected. I have 
brought them here on ordinary business, and 
without informing them of the honor in store 
for them in your service.” 

“That is well, Maloff; and now, proceed.” 
Some few minutes after Colonel Maloff was 

seated at a desk in a larger apartment, and a 
young girl, wffio did not appear to be more than 
seventeen, stood before him. The apartment was 
biilliantly lighted, and the face of the young girl 
wa* turned in the direction where the spying em¬ 
peror was watching her every word and action. 
The clever chief commenced by asking the girl 
as to the work in which she had1 been recently 
engaged, and while calling on her to assume sone 
of the disguise which she had adopted. The girl 
was dismissed, the chief telling her to be ready 
for important work that night. Without excit¬ 
ing the least suspicion on the part of the person 
under scrutiny, the chief managed to show the 
emperor some of her remarkable qualities as a 
spy and as an actress. The second person was 
then introduced, who appeared to be a young 
city rowdy of the lowest class. The young fellow 
was tall and stout, with reddish hair, roguish 
blue eyes, and with a caste of features denoting 
courage and determination of the brutal order. 
The chief put the second intended courier through 
his paces, bringing out all his strong points in 
speedy rotation, and then dismissed him, to await 
further orders. The third person introduced was 
tJe old blind man; who was led by his little dog. 
The emperor watched the blind man with intense 

interest, and he noticed that his eyes had that 
stony glare so peculiar to people thus afflicted. 

“What strange instruments we use,” muttered 
the ruler of the great country, “and why does 
Maloff select an old blind man for such an im¬ 
portant and dangerous mission?” 

The question was scarcely asked when the old 
man changed his appearance in the twinkling 
of an eye. The emperor could then behold a 
youth of eighteen standing in front of the desk, 
and bright and handsome was the countenance of 
the lad. The flashing of the eyes alone was 
wanted to animate that face, as the stony glare 
still remained therein. * The third intended mes¬ 
senger was dismissed in turn, but not before he 
had resumed his disguise. The chief soon stood 
before his emperor again, and the latter de¬ 
manded : 

“Why have you selected three such couriers, 
Maloff?” 

“With your permission, sir, I will give you brief 
sketches of the characters thus presented to you, 
and then you may judge as to my wisdom in the 
affair.” 

“Proceed then.” 
“The young girl you saw, sire, is a Jewess, and 

her real name is Rachel Wagner. She is now en¬ 
gaged as an actress, and she is almost a stranger 
in this city.” 

“How long has she been in your employment 
then?” 

“For the past three years, sire. Her father 
was a Jewish peddler who resided in Moscow 

*when not abroad on business.” 
“He was a Nihilist, I suspect?” 
“He was, sire; and he was one of my secret 

agents also. He was suspected bv his friends 
of treachery, and he was put to death by them.” 

The emperor smiled as he remarked: 
“And I presume his fair daughter serves under 

you in the spirit of revenge.” 
‘‘That is the truth, sire. Rachel Wagner hates 

the Nihilists with all the hatred of her race, and 
she is particularly spiteful against that infamous 
and mysterious wretch known as Nick Paulus, 
who has twice attempted your life. She in in¬ 
valuable to me, as she can assume so many char¬ 
acters, while she is possessed of indomitable 
energy, high courage, and a spirit that can never 
be subdued except by death.” 

“But is she not known as the daughter of the 
murdered peddler?” 

She is not, sire, as she was a mere child when 
her father suffered in your behalf. She was 
then at school in Poland, and she was not known 
either in Moscow or in this city. Her father left 
her considerable money, and she does not accept 
pay for her services in your case.” 

Pioceed then; and what of the young vaga¬ 
bond who looks as if he would make an excellent 
executioner?” 

t, rAndT,f°,.he ?:ould> sire- The rascal’s name is 
Julius Molt. He is a thorough scamp, but an 
excellent spy.” • 

“But can you trust such a character, Maloff?” 
He adores me, sire, and he hates your en¬ 

emies. 
“How did 

Maloff?” 
“By mere 

night while 

>ou learn that he was attached to me, 

accident, sire. He was arrested one 
declaiming against you when drunk. 
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I had him placed in one of the cells of the prison, 
f:om whence 1 could observe his movements and 
hear the words utered by him. To my astonish¬ 
ment, 1 discovered that he prayed for your wel¬ 
fare in secret. I then put him to some severe 
tests, when I became convinced that he was one 
of your most devoted slaves.” 

“And you think this fellow has ability enough 
to carry out the mission I propose, Maloff?” 

“1 would again request, sire, that you hear 
about the third person you observed before giv¬ 
ing my opinion.” 

Before you state any more, Maloff, let me 
ask you if that youth or old man with the dog 
is really bjind?” - 

“He is *stone blind, sire, and his brief history 
is as follows: That lad’s name is Paul Kosko, 
and he is in his nineteenth year. His father was 
a captain in your service, and a man of some 
fortune.” 

“Kosko, Kosko!” muttered the emperor aloud. 
“Was not an officer of that name put to death by 
the Nihilists about a year ago?” 

“It was Paul’s father, sire. Captain Kosko 
was a member of that order, and he stood high 
among them. The son was a member also, and 
he was a student in Moscow at the time of his 
father’s death. Captain Kosko was accused by 
the wretches of treachery, and he was tried and 
put to death.” 

“Was he treacherous to them, Maloff?” 
“He was not, sire, I assure you. Captain Kosko 

was a misguided fool, but he was not a spy on 
the Nihilists. The son was accused of treachery 
also, and convicted, but'they did not put him to 
death.” 

CHAPTER II.—Who Bore the Sealed Dispatch? 

The Czar pondered for some moments over the 
information he had received from the chief of 
spies, and he then asked several questions re¬ 
garding each and all of the three messengers 
selected for his inspection. He then drew three 
small envelopes from his pocket, and held them 
up before the chief as he remarked: 

“You can perceive, Maloff, that these three 
envelopes bear the same address, and that they 
are similar in every other respect.” 

Maloff examined the envelopes and replied: 
“I cannot detect the slightest difference in 

either of them, sire.” 
“And there is not the slightest difference. I 

have decided that each of the persons chosen by 
you are capable in their way, but I will trust 
to fate.” 

“In which manner, sire?” 
“In this manner. You see, I shuffle them to¬ 

gether.” 
And the Czar shuffled the three envelopes as 

Y.r- would so many cards, while he remarked: 
"Each of the envelopes contain a letter, written 

on ti-sue paper, to the general mentioned. One 
of them alone is sealed by my hand, and it con¬ 
tain- a message in cipher.” 

“I cannot understand your wisdom at present, 

si re.” 
"Then I will strive to make it plain to you. I 

>,ave received private information that a serious 
plot is forming against my life, as well as against 

the members of mv family. The spies of the 
accursed Nihilists invest the palace, and I can¬ 
not use the ordinary means of baffling the plot. 
The general to whom those letters are addressed 
holds the key to the plot, but he cannot stir from 
his house, as he is a helpless invalid, and he 
cannot communicate with me without risking de¬ 
tection by our enemies.” 

“I see better now, sire.” 
“And this much only I can tell you, Maloff. 

The messenger who succeeds in bearing the sealed 
dispatch to the general will be intrusted with 
the reply, which must be placed in my hands in 
this house.” 

The Czar went on to explain the danger sur¬ 
rounding the general alluded to. The man was 
an invalid, and he was living at a country seat 
about twenty miles from Moscow. He had been 
connected with the Nihilists, and he was still 
in their confidence, hut he weakened in his fidelity 
to them as death approached. The dying man 
had managed to send a secret message to the 
Czar, in which he informed him that his country 
seat was watched by the secret agents of the 
Nihilists, and that all persons coming and 'going 
therefrom were under a strict surveillance. 

It was necessary then that the Czar should 
communicate with the dying man through a 
trusted messenger. The Czar had therefore re¬ 
solved on adopting a novel plan of communica¬ 
tion. He would send three letters by trusted 
agents, one alone of whom would bear the all- 
important, sealed dispatch. Having explained 
himself so far, the Czar handed the letters to 
Maloff, saying: 

“You will give one of these to each of your 
agents, and instruct them to use all secrecy in 
their missions.” 

The Czar then instructed the chief to warn the 
messengers that they would run great risks in 
gaining admittance to the general’s residence, 
and that they may be beset on the way to Mos¬ 
cow, in that city, or on the journey out to the 
country seat. 

“You may instruct them,” continued the em 
peror, “to disguise themselves as they may dee^ 
best, to secrete the letter given to them, and to 
defend it or destroy it if suspected or captured 
by the Nihilists.” 

The three special messengers were so instructed 
by the chief, and they left the old house to go 
on their missions,.each taking a different route 
from that secret office of the police spy. The 
Jewish girl was the first to leave the house on 
her mission, and she was disguised as a ragged 
boy. The young rowdy followed after; and he 
appeared as a reg^ar dude when he gained the 
public street where the emperor had partaken 
of cheap wine. The blind boy returned through 
the narrow street disguised as an old beggar, and 
with the little dog leading the way. On reaching 
the house to which the dying Nihilist had been 
borne, the little dog stopped and uttered a low 
growl. The blind boy appeared to understand 
where he was, as he cast his sightless eyes up 
toward the window, and muttered: 

“Brave Nick Paulus, I mourn your death, as 
you were an honest man, and my best friend 
since the death of my dear father.” 

The three special couriers of the Czar were 
thus sent forth on their perilous missions, and 
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none of them were aware that the others were 
engaged in the same work. The Czar regained 
his palace that night by another route, and in a 
different disguise. Before midnight a secret Ni¬ 
hilist meeting was held within a stone throw of 
the house by the river, where it was announced 
that the famous leader, Nick Paulus, had re¬ 
ceived a mortal wound. Before the meeting ad¬ 
journed other important announcements were 
made. It was asserted that the slayer of the 
great Nihilist was the Czar himself. That the 
tyrant had paid a secret visit to his chief of 
spies, and that three of their ablest agents had 
been sent to Moscow on important missions, one 
of them bearing a sealed dispatch. Measures 
were then taken by the Nihilists to intercept the 
couriers, and to gain possession of their dis¬ 
patches. Among the agents sent out by the Ni¬ 
hilists was a young Russian-American who called 
himself Darco Lamont. Darco’s father was a 
Russian officer of the navy who had paid several 
visits to America, where he married a beautiful 
young lady belonging to the country. The young 
American wife died in Russia eight years after 
her marriage, leaving an only son. She left her 
husband another legacy also, and that was a love 
for liberty and an undying hatred to tyranny. 
Captain Lamont became a Nihilist before the 
death of his wife, and he was arrested and sent 
to Siberia for life thereafter. His son was seven 
years old on the death of his mother, who left 
the boy some means, and the lad was about fifteen 
when his father was banished for life. The po¬ 
lice spies lost all track of the lad soon after his 
father’s banishment, bu Darco Lamont did not 
forget them or their master. The lad was serv¬ 
ing under a civil engineer in St. Petersburg when 
the secret dispatch was sent forth. As the civil 
engineer was a Nihilist also, Darco could get a 
passport and a leave of absence when occasion 
required. The first train for Moscow leaving the 
other city on the following morning bore away 
the three couriers and the young agent of the 
Nihilists. At the last station before reaching 
Moscow an old lady got off the train with a small 
bright lad of fifteen. The old lady wore a veil, 
and she appeared to be infirm or blind, as the boy 
led her away from the station. That old lady 
was the blind boy, and his companion was an or¬ 
phan cousin named Philip Gerard, who was half 
French. Another old lady who appeared to be 
a Jewess left the cars at the depot and hired a 
cab, directing the driver to take her to the house 
of a certain Jewish banker. The second old lady 
was Rachel Wagner, and the pretty actress was 
seeking shelter at the home of a rich cousin. 
Julius Molt was still made up as a well-dressed 
dude when he left the train, and*he made his way 
to a small cottage outside the city where his 
mother and his young sister resided. The young 
civil engineer wore no disguise on reaching Mos¬ 
cow'. Soon afte'r reaching her cousin’s house Rach¬ 
el Wagner was told that Nick Paulus, the Nihilist 
leader, had been killed in a street quarrel in St. 
Petersburg. The Jewish girl was fearfully agi¬ 
tated on hearing the news, but she soon ex¬ 
claimed, addressing.the old banker: 

“I cannot believe it, and it is but a trick of the 
accursed dog to throw' his foes off his track. He 
is hatching another vile plot against the em- 
peiw, and he is not dead. I have sworn by 

Father Abraham to slay the dog and to torture 
him, and it is fated that I will keep mv oath.” 

Julius Molt heard the newrs before leaving 
St. Petersburg, and he was the first to tell his 
mother about the death of the great Nihilist 
leader. That mother, who w'as a severe, harsh- 
featured woman of forty, wras also fearfully ex¬ 
cited at the death of the Nihilist, and she said 
to her son: _ 

“What a loss to the great cause, and w'ho will 
replace him in crushing the tyrant?” 

“I will replace him,” answered the voung rough. 
“I am now in high favor with the chief of spies, 
and I am here on a special mission for the tyrant. 
If I play my game well, and I will, our revenge 
will be accomplished within a month.” 

Paul Kosko, the blind boy, heard of the death 
of the Nihilist on the following morning, when 
he reached Moscow in his proper character, and 
he sighed and muttered: 

“I regret him, as he was true and kind, and he 
tried to save father. Would that it were his 
Nihilist companion who suffered, but that per¬ 
fidious villain is destined to fall by my hand. Now 
to serve the emperor faithfully, and to deliver 
the secret dispatch.” 

It will be thus noted that tw'o of the special 
couriers were faithful to the Czar and that the 
other sought his destruction. The traitor was 
the emperor’s own son, and he knew that he was 
working to destroy his father, while his mother, 
who was known in Moscow as Maria Molt, urged 
on the son in the secret and unnatural strife. 

CHAP TER III.—The Blind Boy and His Dog. 

“Oh, mother, there goes the blind boy and his 
dog now. I have missed them for several days, 
and I have feared something has happened.” 

The speaker was Nadine Molt, a charming 
young girl of sixteen. She was Julius Molt’s 
sister, and a daughter of the emperor, but she 
did not dream that such was the fact. The young 
girl was standing at the window of the cottage 
as Paul Kosko with a very large mastiff passed 
along the road on their way out into the country. 
It was early in the afternoon. Maria Molt ad¬ 
vanced to the window and looked out at the blind 
boy, as she replied: 

Girl, you take too much interest in that youth. 
Can you tell me where he has been for the last 
two or three weeks?” 

“How could I know, mother?” 
But you have spoken to him several times, 

and he must have made a confidant of you.” 
He only told me that he is an orphan, that he 

lost his sight by an explosion, and that he lives 
with his aunt.” 

“But does he not tell you where he goes when 
he is away from here?” 

“I never asked him, mother; but I will, if vou 
desire it.” 

“Yes, I do; but you must not appear to be 
inquisitive.” 

I he woman retreated from the window and 
went upstairs, where she found her son and a 
rough-looking man standing near a window and 
looking out at the blind boy and his dog. The 
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blinds were down, and they were peering out 
from the sides, as the rough man remarked: 

*'He is here again; and may the fiend take me 
if 1 don’t fancy at times that his sight is not 
completely destroyed.” 

The young man chuckled and laughed as he 
replied: 

What nonsense you talk, Brower! As if I 
could fail to complete the job when I used the 
hot irons that night. You fixed the father and 
I fixed the son.” 

The man called Brower was one of the mys¬ 
terious leaders of the Nihilists, and he was here 
to-day and awav to-morrow, using disguises that 
baffled all the police spies in Russia. Brower 
continued to glare after the lad and the dog 
as he responded to the young rowly: 

Yes, I fixed-the father, as I hated him; and I 
would have finished the son were it not for 
Paulus. That softhearted fool is gone now, 
and the young cub must not live to work mis¬ 
chief hereafter.” 

“Bah! What mischief can he work while he 
is blind?” retorted the young rowdy. 

“But I doubt that he is blind.” 
The woman then interposed, saying: 
“If you doubt as to his blindness, Brower, why 

not put him to some severe test?” 
“What test can I put him to?” 
“What a question for you to ask,- who can 

foil all the tyrant’s spies!” 
“That is true; and I will put the young cub 

to a severe test if Julius here will aid me.” 
“What do you propose?” inquired the young 

fellow, who was ever ready for deeds of mischief 
and cruelty. 

The cunning man pondered for a few moments, 
and he then said: 

“You will not deliver that dispatch until to¬ 
night, Julius?” 

“No; as I must make a big showing for the 
chief in St. Petersburg.” 

“And you cannot yet suspect who the other 
couriers are?” 

“I cannot. That is for you to discover.” 
“And I will discover. Their deaths will show 

the tyrants that we cannot be baffled bv their 
ablest spies. But about young Kosko.” 

“Well, what about him?” 
“Let us out and follow him. I have thought 

of a test for the young cub, and you must aid 
me in getting rid of the dog.” 

The two Nihilists hastened out on the road, 
when they could perceive the young girl talk¬ 
ing to the blind lad. Brower gave an order to 
the young fellow, who at once called on his sister 
ir. very rough tones. The girl hastened back 
toward the cottage as if terrified, and the blind 
lad walked on with the big dog. As the girl 
passed her brother, the latter scowled at her, 
saying: 

“Back to the house with you, and no lovemak¬ 
ing with that blind cub.” 

The girl stole into the cottage without reply¬ 
ing, when her mother said to her: 

' Nadine, follow your brother along the side 
path , but beware that he does not see you, or 
you - ill .-uffer. I fear that he means to play 
some trick on the blind youth.” 

- The young girl seized a dark cloak and hast* 
fcru.q out by the back door, muttering.- 

“What a cruel fellow Julius must be to play 
a trick on the afflicted youth. He must not do 
it, if I had to die thereafter.” 

The blind boy kept on the road with the dog, 
and the two men followed them, keeping well 
in the rear. Brower was explaining his plan of 
action to the young rascal, who chuckled and 
laughed merrily while he responded: 

“What a trick it will be, and what fun!” 
On -went the blind lad and the big dog, the ani¬ 

mal leading his master by a long cord, which 
gave him a chance of frisking a little when no 
other travelers were near. Several horsemen 
and foot passengers, as well as carriages and 
wagons passed along on their way to and from 
the city. On the approach of a stranger the 
dog would draw close to his young master as if 
on the alert to protect him, sending forth a sub¬ 
dued growl all the wrhile. They kept on for over 
three miles with the two men after them, when 
the young rascal remarked to Brower: 

“Could it be possible that the blind cub ahead 
Wars the sealed dispatch?” 

The old Nihilist started at the suggestion, and 
he then eagerly responded: 

“It is more than possible, if he can see, as he 
has been absent from Moscow for more than two 
weeks. It is not possible, if he is stone blind, 
as our enemies are not fools enough to use such - 
an agent. We will try the trick as soon as pos¬ 
sible.” 

The blind boy and the dog turned into a wood 
running along by the bank of a deep river on 
which Moscow is built. Paul Kosco seated him¬ 
self under a tree, releasing the dog, as he said: 

“Play around, Tartar, and see that no enemies 
approach.” 

The big dog then sprang toward his young 
master, who heard a pistol shot at the moment. 
Tartar fell on the ground, giving vent to a single 
moan, and Paul Kosko sprang to his feet and 
turned his head from side to side as if bewildered, 
while he exclaimed: 

“What wretch has slain my dog?” 
“I slew the brute,” answered a rough voice, “as 

he flew at me like a tiger. I am a keeper in 
this wood, and we do not permit trespassers on 
Count Ruska’s estate.” 

“But I am blind,” protested Paul, “and I did 
not know that we were trespassing in here. As 
you have slain my guide, how can I get back 
to the city?” 

The keeper pretended to pity the blind lad 
and to regret that he had slain the dog, while 
he said: 

“I will lead you to the road, and you will soon 
meet a wagon going to the city. I will give 
you another dog if you will give me your name 
and address.” 

v. f 

Paul gave his name and address, and then said: 
“If you will guide me out on the road I will 

try and find my way back.” 
“Come on, then, poor youth.” 
The speaker was Brower, and he- spoke in 

tones that could not’ be recognized by friend or 
foe. The cruel man took the blind lad’s hand to 
lead him deeper into the wood and toward the 
deep-flowing and silent river, as he inquired: 

“Can you tell when you approach the hard 
road, poor youth?” 
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“If I had a stick or a staff it would aid me, 
as I have trusted so much to Tartar.” 

“The way is clear out to the road now. If 
you walk on I will cut you a branch.” 

The blind lad did walk on in that faltering 
manner so peculiar to those thus afflicted, and he 
was only six or seven steps from the edge of a 
high bank above the deep and silent river. 

“Step out and you are on the road,” cried 
Brower, as he hacked away on the limb of a 
tree. 

“Hold, hold, Paul!” screamed a female voice 
from the road. “Oh, mercy, the fiends send him 
to his death!” 

Paul Koslco heard the warning voice when it 
was too late, and a cry of alarm burst from him 
in response as he went over the high bank into 
the deep water. Then out on the bank sprang 
Nadine Molt, crying: 

“Oh, save him, save him, you wretches, or I will 
denounce you.” 

“Then you will share his fate, you meddling 
fool!” cried her rascally brother, as he darted 
out to seize the girl. 

One terrified scream burst from Nadine as the 
mascular brute raised her aloft and flung her 
over into the deep water, to struggle there for 
life with the blind boy. Did Paul Kosko hold 
the sealed dispatch during that fearful ordeal? 

CHAPTER IV.—The Jewess on the Scene. 

Another piercing scream burst from Nadine 
as she struck the water. Paul was rising to the 
surface at the moment, and he threw up his 
hands as if bewildered as he cried: 

“Where am I, and whose voice is that! Fiend, 
why do you so trick the unfortunate?” 

Brower and Julius Molt walked along the high 
bank, the latter whispering to the other: 

“Are you convinced that he is stone blind now, 
obstinate?” 

“I am. But let him perish, and we will rescue 
the girl.” 

Nadine rose to the surface and cried: 
“Mercy, mercy! Who will save us? Paul, 

Paul, swim this way.” 
Paul struck out in the direction of the voice, 

as he responded: 
“Oh, Nadine, it is you! Yes, I will save you, 

and Heaven aid me!” 
“Strike for the shore, you fool!” cried Julius, 

who had sprang into the water, “and I will save 
the girl. You are face to it now, and strike 
ahead.” 

The young rascal had grasped his sister by 
the arm, but she repulsed him with horror as 
she cried: 

“You wretch, you meant to send the blind youth 
to his death, and you killed his dog.” 

“Silence, you fool!” hissed Julius, “or I will 
leave you to perish. It was but a trick to prove 
that he was really blind, and we meant to rescue 
him.” 

Brower was making violent signs to the young 
rascal from the bank, and they meant: 

“Let them both perish.” 
Paul was guided by the girl’s voice, and he 

swam toward her, crying: 

“Nadine, I will aid you. My sweet-voiced 
friend, what means this outrage?” 

The blond lad seized the girl’s shoulder, as 
she answered: 

“I will tell you afterward. Away, you wretch, 
as I prefer death to your aid.” 

Julius uttered a savage growl and pushed the 
girl and the blind lad from him, as he yelled: 

“Then perish together, you fools. You may 
swim, young cub, but you are not on the bank 
yet, and you won’t be, either.” 

The current was bearing them all down the 
river, and Brower ran along the high bank as 
he kept signaling to the young rascal. Not an¬ 
other human being appeared in sight on either 
bank. Paul held the girl up with one hand, while 
she guided him in striking out for the shore, and 
saying: 

“It was a cruel trick, but they meant not to 
kill you.” 

Julius swam to the bank in a lusty manner, and 
his companion reached down a stick to draw him 
up, as he whispered: 

“They must both perish!” 
The active young rascal soon reached the bank, 

and he then cried out to his sister: 
“Now, fool, see if you can get up here with 

your blind friend!” 
Julius seized the stick from his companion’s 

hand and shook it at the girl, while he continued: 
“You will denounce me, will you, when I only 

meant to play a trick on the young fool.” 
Those in the water were very close to the bank, 

and the young girl answered: 
“If it was but a trick, Julius, then aid us out 

of the water with that stick.” 

“Yes, I will aid you.” 
The bank became lower as they moved down 

with the current, but it was not easy for those 
in the water to regain it without assistance, as 
it was quite steep. Julius flung himself flat on 
the ground and reached down the stick, as he 
cried : 

“Seize it, girl, and I will draw you up first.” 
The girl attempted to seize the stick with both 

hands, and the blind lad released his grasp on 
her at that moment. The young rascal then 
suddenly raised the stick and let it fall with 
great force, aiming to strike the unfortunate 
youth on the head. The girl gave another pierc¬ 
ing scream as she saw the blow falling, and she 
reached forth her arms and clasped Paul around 
the neck, as she exclaimed: 

Oh, mercy, mercy! they mean to murder you. 
Push back out again.” 

i he stick struck the young girl on the right 
k.ut she did not appear to heed the blow, 

the blind lad appeared to understand the situa¬ 
tion, as he pushed out from the bank again, 
bearing the screaming girl with him, as he cried; 

, perfidious fiend, why should you attempt 
to kill a helpless youth?” 

It is but a trick, you blind youth, and you 
can come in safety now.” 

At that moment a fierce growl was heard in 
the wood, and then out on the bank plunged the 
big mastiff. The dog sprang at Brower and 
seized him by the leg, only to plunge into the 
£!Y,e.,;.a moment after, and dragging the. little 
Nihilist in with him. 

The dog alive again!” yelled Julius Molt, as 
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he stood on the bank and glared down. "Ha, ha, 
ha! I locked for fun, and I have bushels of it. 
Can you swim, old friend?” 

“Save me! I cannot swim.” 
“Then seize the stick, old fellow. Perdition 

take me, I must get in again after you,” cried 
Julius, springing in as Brower sank for the sec¬ 
ond time. 

The dog soon reached his young master bark¬ 
ing joyously, when Paul cried out: 

“Thank fortune that you are alive. Tartar. 
Save the girl and guide us to the shore.” 

The faithful dog seized Nadine by the back 
of the cloak and struck out for the shore, send¬ 
ing forth joyous grunts at his young master. 
Paul was exhausted, and he could not have swam 
much longer with the girl as a burden. As they 
neared the shore a boyish voice above them cried 
out: 

“I will assist you up to the bank.” 
Nadine looked up and saw a rough-looking boy 

in the garb of a peasant standing on the bank 
with the stick in his hand which Julius had 
flung aside. The bank was not more than a few 
feet high at that point, and the boy soon drew 
the ciripping girl up. He then assisted the blind 
Icy as he remarked in very simple tones: 

"Your friends are big enough to aid them¬ 
selves.” 

The faithful dog remained in the water until 
the others were safe on the bank, and he then 
swam down to a still lower point, while Nadine 
said to the bling boy: 

“Let us into the wood and hide before the 
wretches get out of the water again. I will 
guide you.” 

The girl led the blind lad into the wood on a 
run. 

The simple-looking peasant boy followed after, 
as he inquired: 

“What sort of a frolic was that you played? 
“Come with us, and guide us, and I will tell 

you,” answered the girl. 
When the dog regained the bank, he commenc¬ 

ed barking furiously at his enemies in the water, 
facing out at them as if he meant to oppose 
their landing. Julius Molt laughed as well as 
he could while supporting the Nihilist, and he 
cried: 

"Call off your dog,” yelled Julius in his loud¬ 
est tones, “or I will kill you hereafter, you blind 

fool.” 
“Guard him well, Tartar,” yelled back the 

blind lad, “and follow when you hear my whistle. 
“May the fiends take you!” cried Julius, as 

they were borne down with the cumene. If my 
icvcrlver will work I will send another ball at 

^ The dog follow'ed them down, threatening every 
moment to spring in and attack his enemies in 
The water The old Nihilist did not utter a 
word, as he was almost insensible. The half- 
exhausted swimmer was gaining a point where 
the bank was almost level with the water, when 
a whistle was heard in the distance. The huge 
dog then rhade a spring into the water and 
wized the little Nihilist by the back to shake 
him two or three times as he would a rat, while 
Juli u( cried* 

“He will finish Brower, and I cannot aid him.” 
As if satisfied with his work, and hearing 

another whistle, Tartar released his grasp on the 
helpless Nihilist and swam to the bank. He then 
turned once more to snarl at his foes, shaking 
himself and growling forth, as if he meant to 
say: 

“I would like to finish you, but I will meet you 
again some other day.” 

In the meantime the blind boy and the girl 
were hastening along through the wood, and 
the peasant boy kept with them as a guide. The 
strange boy asked several questions about the 
sceen in the river in a simple way, but Nadine 
gave him evasive answers and pretended that the 
affair was an accident. The good girl did not 
care to betray her rascally brother, although she 
feared his enmity thereafter. They were moving 
away from the direction of the city when the 
huge dog overtook them. • After caressing the 
animal for a moment, Paul said to the girl: 

“My guide is here now, and I can get safe out 
to my cousin’s. I will be silent about what hap¬ 
pened to-dav for your sake, good Nadine.” 

The girl trembled a little as she replied: 
“Well, I will return then, and I know that 

mother will protect me.” 
They were close to the high road, and the 

peasant boy said to Paul: 
“I am going along this road, and I will hear 

you company on my way.” 
“Come along, my good little friend. Nadine, I 

will never forget your sweet voice.” 
The blind lad pressed the young girl’s hand, 

and they parted on the high road. The girl 
hastened hack, as if fearful of meetin~ her 
brother and Paul walked on. at a brisk pace as 
he said to the boy: 

“How far on this road do you go?” 
“About three miles more, hut I will go farther 

with you if you need a guide.” 
“My dog here is the only guide I need, as he 

can take me to my cousin’s without any trouble, 
while I thank you very much; and I will reward 
you. Look back and see if we are followed.” 

The hoy did look back, and answered: 
“I can see no one but the girl on the road. Did 

those men fling you into the river?” 
“They did not, as I walked in while my dog 

was straying in the wood.” 
Paul had examined the dog, and he was sur¬ 

prised that he could not find a wound of any 
description on him. He did find something else, 
though, and it was an article which he sought. 
It was the secret dispatch which he had ingeni¬ 
ously secured in a small water-proof covering 
under the dog’s long hair. The peasant boy ac¬ 
companying Paul was no other than the faithful 
Jewess, and they were both bent on the same 
errand. At that very moment the third courier 
was hastening through the wood in pursuit of 
them, accompanied by the cunning old Nihilist. 
And on before the faithful messengers were other 
enemies lying in wait for all suspicious persons 
who may attempt to ei ter the country seat of 
the dying general. 

It must be fully understood that neither the 
Jewess nor Paul Kosco knew that other messen¬ 
gers were on similar missions. 

Brower had succeeded in gaining the shore. H«* 
now said to Julius: 
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“It is getting late, and you must set out to de¬ 
liver your dispatch. We will get a conveyance.” 

Meantime Paul and his companion were on 
their way, when the latter told Paul two men 
were following them. 

“We must turn into the wood, then, and let 
them pass.” The dog kept quiet. 

The two followers passed and they proved to 
he Brower and Julius. 

Then our two,friends came out cn the road and 
resumed their journey. On reaching the village 
the Jewess entered a tavern with Paul and the 
dog, where they had refreshments. When they 
came out the blind youth insisted on going on 
alone, and so they parted company. As the Jew¬ 
ess was passing another tavern^a rough fellow 
came out and seized her, saying: 

“Come in here with me, you young dog, as I 
want to ask you a few questions.’' 

The man who had seized her was Julius Molt, 
who was in disguise. Brower was also there and 
came up now as they entered the tavern. 

They now proceeded to search the disguised 
girl, but they could not find a document of any 
kind. 

Then Julius led the girl to the door of tht tav¬ 
ern and said: “Away heme with you, dog, and 
I will skin you alivg if you denounce us.” 

They had found a little Testament on the dis¬ 
guised girl, and had flung it out of a window. As 
she went out she looked around for it, and Julius, 
perceiving her doing so threw a pewter mug at 
her just as she was about to pick up the little 
book. The mug struck her and she fell over just 
as she clasped the little book. It contained the 
secret dispatch. 

CHAPTER V.—-Darco Makes A Discovery. 

/ 

Darco Lamont was riding into the tavern yard 
to put his horse in the stable at the very mo¬ 
ment when the Jewess received the cruel blow. 
Uttering an indignant cry, the young man sprang 
from his saddle and hastened to the side of the 
bleeding victim, crying: 

“By St. Peter, that was a dastardly act!” 
The young man was not disguised, and Julius 

Molt recognized him on the instant. The young 
man belonged to the same lodge in St. Peters¬ 
burg, but they were not on intimate terms. In 
truth, they disliked each other. Darco Lamont 
was a noble-hearted young fellow, and he had 
joined the Nihilists from what he believed to be 
the best of motives. Julius Molt, on the other 
hand, was a Nihilist in1 order to gratify an un¬ 
natural revenge. Darco raised the disguised girl 
in his arms, and bore her into the tavern, as he 
cried: 

“Some water and a bandage, landlord, and 
end for a surgeon. What brute flung that mug 

at the boy?” 
“What a fuss to make about an accursed Jew!” 

responded Julius Molt, as he walked out from the 
inner room, trusting to his disguise to escape 
recognition on the part of his fellow member. 
Darco did recognize the young rascal, however, 
and he glared angrily at him as he said: 

“This is some of your work, I warrant.” 
“And what if it is?” 

“Then I have to say that you are a brute and 
wolf at that, unless you had great provocation.” 

“And I have to say that I will make you an¬ 
swer for your words, you young puppy. I will 
beat you into jelly when you get away from 
that little Jew!” 

The little Jewess v/as sensible at the moment, 
and since the young man bore her into the tavern. 
Darco v/as applying cold water to the cut, and 
still calling to the landlord to send for a surgeon, 
when she opened her eyes, saying: 

“I do not require a surgeon, as I will soon 
have strength enough to go to my home.” 

The little testament was still clasped in the 
girl’s hand. While the young man was tying a 
bandage around the wound the girl slipped the 
little book into her pocket, and she said to him: 

“I am able to walk now, and I wish to leave 
here.” 

Julius Molt stood near jeering at the little 
Jew and at Darco Lamont in the most insulting 
manner until Brower drew him aside. The pre¬ 
tended boy staggered when placed on his feet, 
and Darco insisted on him drinking a glass of 
tlie best wine in the house. The Jewess girl 
complied, saying: 

“You are very kind to,the poor, Jew, sir, and 
he will never forget it.” 

The wine appeared to revive the pretended 
lad very much, yet he staggered a little as he 
left the tavern. Darco followed him out into the 
street, and the blind lad and his dog were walk¬ 
ing ^ along. The dog sprang to salute the pre¬ 
tended boy, who caressed him, saying: 

“I see you do not forget me, Tartar.” 
The blind boy also recognized the voice, and he 

inquired: 

“Have you not got home yet?” 
“No, sir, as I met with an accident.” 
“What has happened to you?” 
The boy did not answer at once, and Darco 

Lamont answered for him, saying: 
“The lad was struck by a brute in there, and I 

fear he is too weak to walk home. If you are his 
friend, I would request you to take care of him 
for‘the present.” 

“Most willingly.” 
The pretended boy sided to the blind lad, and 

whispered to him: 
“It was the big rascal, you know, who assailed 

me. But I must away home. Farewell, and the 
poor Jew boy will never forget either of you.” 

The disguised girl then turned down a side 
road, and Darco Lamont followed her at a dis¬ 
tance, muttering: 

I have made a discovery, and I will see what 
comes of it.” 

1 he disguised girl kept on, but she soon per¬ 
ceived that she was followed. 

Her first idea was to run for it, but she was 
v eak from loss of blood and excitement. On 
gaining an open plain outside the village, Rachel 
seated herself on the ground and bent her head 
on her hands, as she muttered aloud: 

“Why does he follow me? Can such a noble 
youth be a spy of the Nihilists, and could he sus¬ 
pect my secret?” 

I he young civil engineer was soon standing 
over the disguised girl, and saying to her in 
ront p tnnpc 
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“Young girl, I have discovered your secret. 
W hy do you masquerade in that costume?” 

‘‘Oh, sir, you will not betray me! I am in 
this garb because I wish to escape from an enemy 
who is in pursuit of. me.” 

“Why did that man assail you in the tavebh?” 
“Because he is possessed of a fiend, sir. He 

dragged me into the tavern and robbed me. Oh, 
sir, you will not betray what you have dis¬ 
covered?” 

“I will not, on condition that you return to 
the tavern with me, where I promise you my 
protection. How did von come to know that blind 
lad?” 

Rachel gave an accunt of her meeting with 
the blind boy and their subsequent adventures on 
the road. The conversation was interrupted by 
footsteps coming along from the village, and 
Darco turned to recognize Julius Molt striding 
toward them. 

“Still doctoring the Jew, I see,” said the young 
rowdy, as he glared at Darco, and held up his 
hand in a threatening ^manner. “Will you call 
me a brute out here, you young upstart?” 

“I will call you a brute anywhere I should 
meet you.” 

“Then take that.” 
The disguised girl drew herself up to her feet, 

and pulled a small pistol from Darco’s pocket 
as she cried: 

“I will slay the inhuman brute.” 
The young civil engineer was in the act of 

springing back to avoid the blow aimed at him, 
and the disguised girl interposed herself between 
him and her brutal assailant. Before Julius 
could spring aside or draw a weapon, the pistol 
exploded, and he fell on the ground, crying: 

“The dog of a Jew has slain me. Lament, I 
demand that you avenge one of your order. I 
am No. 24 on the river in St. Petersburg.” 

While thus speaking, the wounded man made 
some mystic signs, which could be only under¬ 
stood by the initiated. Having fired the pistol, 
the young girl turned to fly along the road, but 
Darco sprang after her and seized her as he 
cried: 

“Boy, he deserved the punishment, but I must 
arrest you.” 

The weapon in the girl’s hand contained two 
barrels, and she pointed it at Darco, as she cried: 

“Release me, or I must slay you.” 
The young engineer heard a fierce growl be¬ 

hind him, and the next moment he found himself 
seized by the back of the neck and dragged to the 
ground, the young girl crying: 

“It is Tartar who has come to my rescue.” 
The young girl shouted: 
“Tartar, that is a friend you are attacking.” 
The blind boy came up at this instant and 

called the dog off. 
Then the blind boy, the dog and the disguised 

J' • -<-• . moved on toward the village. 
Darco Lamont lingered long enough with Ju¬ 

lius to set him upon his feet, when he also started 
for the village, Julius heaping vows of vengeance 
after him. 

In the meantime other spies of the Nihilists 
were'looking for the little Jewess, the blind boy 
and his dog. 

Rachael returned to the home of the old Jew. 
Darco Lamont put up at a tavern in the village, 

determined to seek the disguised girl, as he sus¬ 
pected her as one of the secret messengers. It 
wras only the next day, as Rachael stole out among 
the trees to examine the little Testament that 
she had in her pocket, that Julius Molt struck her 
down and seized the book. lie then said as he 
made off: 

“I have secured one of the secret dispatches.” 
In a short while Darco Lamont was riding that 

way when he came upon the senseless little Jew¬ 
ess. It was some while before she was herself 
again, but could not explain how her injury had 
occurred. She looked around for her book, but 
it was gone. It was while in this occupation that 
the blind boy and his dog appeared. Darco ex¬ 
plained what had happened. After a short stay 
the blind boy and his dog departed and Darco 
placed the little Jewess on his horse and led her 
to the old Jew’s house. When Darco reached his 
tavern it was quite late. Brower wras there and 
soon Julius came in, glanced at Darco and said 
to Brower: 

“I accuse that young fellow of treachery, and 
I demand that he be seized at once.” 

_ / - 

CHAPTER XI.—The Blind Boy and Nemo. 

Paul advanced along the road with rapid 
strides, after parting with the others. They 
made splendid time, and it was not yet nine 
o’clock when they arrived on the outskirts of the 
village, close to the country seat of the dying 
general. Before reaching the village the blind 
lad drew up as he said to the dog: 

“Give tongue here, Tartar.” 
The dog gave one or two sharp barks, when 

his master said to him: 
“That will do now, Tartar.” 
A low whistle was then heard from the vvood 

close by, and then out from the wood appeared 
a small boy in the garb of a peasant, who said to 
the blind lad: 

“This way, Paul.” 
“Very good, Nemo,” was the brief response as 

the blind lad and the dog followed the little fel¬ 
low into the wood. 

When they had gained a small opening in the 
wood the little fellow drew up, saying: 

“This is a good place to change, Paul.” 
“Then I will change here, and I will ask you 

a few questions while doing so. I suppose you 
have followed my instructions to the letter.” 

“To the letter, Paul.” 
“Then you have been near the house?” 
“Quite close to it.” 
“Did you speak with any one of the people 

about?” 
“I spoke to a little girl who is a daughter of 

one of the women servants in the house, and 
she gave me some information that may be of 
use to you.” 

“What did she tell you, Nemo?” 
“She told me that the old general was ex¬ 

pected to die any moment, and she pointed out the 
room where he is lying.” 

“But who waits on him?” 
“His male servants only, and they neglect him 

very much, as they spend the time in drinking 
in the kitchen and in carousing in the village.” 
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While the conversation was going on, Paul was 
altering his appearance by means of certain ar¬ 
ticles taken from a small bag, which the little 
boy had drawn from under a bush. The little 
fellow was Paul’s cousin, and he was called Nemo 
on certain occasions. When the disguise was 
completed, Paul had the appearance of a very 
old peasant. 

“Now we will proceed. Place the bag under the 
bush again, and Tartar will watch it until we 
return.” 

The blind lad bent down as if to caress the 
dog, when he drew the secret dispatch from its 
hiding place and concealed it about him, while he 
said to the dog: 

“Watch the bag, Tartar, and do not speak or 
move until I return to you again.” 

The dog flung himself on the ground beside 
the bag, as if to indulge in a good sleep, and 
the blind lad and the boy went on their way 
through the wood. Skirting the village on the 
right, they entered a grove on the grounds of 
the country seat, and that grove was close to the 
deep river before mentioned. The country house 
was a large building, with a balcony running 
along the second floor. The blind boy and his 
guide walked out to the edge of the grove, and 
the former said: 

“Do you note the window where the general 
lies?” 

“Yes, as there is a dim light burning there 
now.” 

“Then guide me directly under that window.” 
It was but a short distance to the house across 

a small lawn, and the blind lad and his guide 
were soon standing under the balcony. 

“Place my hand on the post directly under 
the window,” said Paul, “and then keep watch 
here under the balcony until I return.” 

The little boy obeyed the order, and the blind 
lad was soon climbing un the post to the balcony. 
Having reached the balcony, he moved to the 
window, which was a little open at top and bot¬ 
tom, where he listened intently for some minutes. 
He then gently raised the window and stole into 
the room of the dying man, saying, in subdued 
tones: 

“General Tosco, are you awake and alone?” 
“Who are you that intrudes on me at this 

hour?” 
“I am one who comes to you from our great 

father in St. Petersburg.” 
“Are you blind?” 
“Yes, I am blind, general. I know your voice, 

and you knew me and my father in other days. 
I am Paul Kosko.” 

“This is amazing. I recognize your voice 
now, poor youth. How is it possible that you 
gained admittance here when I am beset with 
spies?” 

“I have not time to explain, general. Here is 
the special dispatch sent to you by our father in 
St. Petersburg.” 

The old general seized the envelope handed to 
him and tore it open. A heavy footstep was 
heard outside the door at the moment, and the 
©Id general said to Paul in alarmed tones: 

“Hide under the bed on the instant!” 
Paul slipped under the high bedstead, and the 

old general thrust the disnatch under the bed¬ 
clothes. The door was opened a moment after, 

and a small man in the garb of a servant en¬ 
tered the room. The man looked at the old in¬ 
valid, who appeared to be in a doze, and then 
said: 

“General Tosco, I am here to see you on im¬ 
portant business. Who was talking to you as I 
approached the door?” 

The general opened his eyes and stared at 
the speaker, exclaiming: 

“You here, Brower?” 
“Yes, I am here, and I wish to know who was 

with you as I auproached the door?” 
“There was no one with me, and I must ha\e 

been talking in my sleep.” 
“General Tosco, we have received positive in¬ 

formation that you are a traitor to the cause, and 
that you are in communication with the tyrant.” 

“Bah!” responded the old general. “What do 
I cafe for such accusations now, when I am with¬ 
in a few hours of entering the dread hereafter!” 

“But you are plotting to betray us and you 
must not live another moment, traitor.” 

The wretch drew a dagger from his breast 
while speaking, and he waTs in the act of striking 
the dying man with it when he received a power¬ 
ful kick above the pit of the stomach which 
hurled him back bn the floor. Paul then crawled 
out from under the bed and flung himself on the 
prostrate wretch, as he hissed forth, in hoarse 
tones: 

“Dastard, you must not murder a dying man!” 

CHAPTER VII.—The Accusation. 

When Julius Molt accused Darco Lamont of 
treachery the young engineer’s first impulse was 
to strike his accuser in the face. He refrained, 
how, and turned away in disgust as he remarked: 

“I will not pay any attention to a drunken 
rascal like you.” 

“But I am not drunk,” said Julius, turning to 
Brower. “I have been watching that traitor 
for the last hour, and let him dare deny the 
charges I bring against him.” 

Brower looked at Darco as he remarked: 
“This appears to be serious, brother.” 
“I know it is sbrious.” said Julius. “If you 

say so, I will make the charges here before you, 
and then before the committee.” 

“Let us hear them, then,” responded Brower, 
as he closed the door, “but speak with cautious 
tones.” 

The three Nihilists took seats around the small 
table, and Darco Lamont’s eyes were blazing with 
indignation as he addressed Brower, saying: 

“I am ready to answer any questions, pro¬ 
viding that they do not conflict with the oath I 
have taken.” 

Julius drew his breath and pondered a few mo¬ 
ments before he commenced: 

“Did you not ride forth from here over an hour 
a~o?” 

“I did.” 
Did you pursue one who appeared to be an 

old Jew?” 
“That is true.” 
“Did you not find that Jew in the wood and 

bear him back to the village, to the house of the 
old usurer, on which a watch was set this after¬ 
noon?” 
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“You are asserting the truth so far,” replied 
Darco, as he glared at his questioner. 

Julius paused again as if to consider his course 
of action, when he inquired: 

“Did you not receive a certain dispatch from 
the disguised Jew?” 

‘*1 swear that I did not,” solemnly asserted the 
accused youth. 

“Then I assert that you did, as I saw him 
placing it in your side pocket as you gave him in 
charge of the old usurer, while you said: T will 
keep my promise as well as I can.’ ” 

Darco started on hearing the words, as he had * 
used them on parting with the Jewess, hut he 
answered in firm and manly tones: 

“I used the words mentioned, but I solemnly 
avow that I did not receive a letter from the 
lad.” 

“And I solemnly avow that you did,” retorted 
Julius, with a wicked grin. “If you have not 
hidden it since, it will be found in your side 
pocket there now.” 

Darco put his hand in the pocket mentioned, 
and he started and turned pale as he drew forth 
a letter. He grew pale as he read the address 
thereon. Having read the address on the letter, 
the accused youth handed it to Brower as he 
said in solemn tones: 

“Brother, I swear to you that I was not aware 
that I had this letter in my possession.” 

“The address is in the handwriting of the 
tyrant!” hissed the old Nihilist, “and it is one 
of the secret dispatches.” 

“Then it must have been borne by the Jewish 
lad,”, asserted Darco. “Listen to me, and I will 
explain my connection with him.” 

The open-minded youth then gave an account 
of his adventures with the little Jew, from the 
time of finding him insensible in the woods until 
he left him at the house of the old Jewish mer¬ 
chant. The noble-hearted youth did not betray 
finding the wounded lad, all of which were an¬ 
swered by the young member in the most ex¬ 
plicit manner. He then bent his fierce little eyes 
on the accused and demanded: 

“What did you promise the Jew when you 
parted with him?” 

“I promised that I would not betray a certain 
secret concerning him, providing that it did not 
conflict with the duty I owe to the order.” 

“And does it conflict with that duty?” 
“In the light of what has occurred since, broth¬ 

er, I fear that it is my duty to confide that secret 
to you, and then you may judge of my guilt or 
innocence.” 

“I desire to hear it,” said Brower, as he arose 
and walked to a corner of the room. 

Darco followed him, and placed his mouth to 
the old leader’s ear, as he whispered: 

“While dressing the boy’s wound this afternoon 
out there I discovered that he was a girl!” 

“Did she make the least allusion to the secret 
dispatch?” 

On my -olemn oath she did not. She men¬ 
tioned that she had lost a little Testament which 
she prized very much, and no more.” 

“It is for me to judge in this matter, and I will 
put you to the test, Lamont.” 

“In what way, master?” 
“In this manner: It is evident that the tyrant’s 

agent are approaching the house of the old gen¬ 

eral. This second dispatch must be delivered to 
him to-night, and you will do it.” 

“I understand you, master, and I am prepared 
to set out at once.” 

“You will come with us also, Julius,” continued 
Brower, “and you will play your part.” 

“I am ready,” answered the young rough. 
The old Nihilist was in the act of placing the 

secret dispatch in his side pocket, when the win¬ 
dow was flung open, a pistol-shot flashed out, and 
the lamp on the table exploded. Cries of alarm 
burst from all those present, and the old Nihilist 
was the first to spring to the window, as he yelled 
out: 

“A spy has been watching us.” 
Brower sprang out of the window, drawing a 

small revolver, as he cried: 
“I can see no one out here.” 
An unseen hand dealt him a stunning blow at 

the moment, and he fell prostrate on a manure 
heap. Darco Lamont sprang out after Brower, 
and he perceived a boyish form darting around 
the side of the tavern. The young man stumbled 
over Brower as he darted in pursuit of the boyish 
figure, and he only saved himself from falling by 
clutching the wheels of a wagon. Julius sprang 
out after the young engineer, and he stumbled 
Over Brower aiso. The young rough struck the 
heap of manure as he fell, but he was soon on his 
feet 'again. He then saw Darco Lamont darting 
around the corner of the tavern, and he ran after 
him, crying: 

“You can’t get off that way, traitor.” 
The young engineer turned on the instant and 

struck his accuser full in the face, crying: 
“I will kill you if you use that word to me 

again.” 
Brower regained his feet’ and sprang between 

the enemies, pointing his pistol at Julius Molt as 
he said to him in very severe tones: 

“I command you not to insult this youth again. 
If you use another offensive word to him in my 
presence, I will slay you as I would a wolf. 
Where is my assailant?” 

The pistol shot and the cries of the three Ni¬ 
hilists aroused the people of the tavern, and the 
landlord and three or four others rushed out. 
Brower was as calm as if nothing had occurred, 
and he at once gave orders to search for his un¬ 
known assailant. Calling on Julius and Darco to 
follow him, he entered the tavern by the window, 
putting his hand in his pocket at the same time. 

“It is just as I expected,” he said to the others, 
as he drew forth his empty hand. “The little Jew 
has regained the secret dispatch. This is very 
mysterious, but we will away to the general’s 
house and fathom the mystery there.” 

“Then you think it was the little Jew who as¬ 
sailed you?” inquired Darco Lamont. 

“I am certain of it.” 
The old Nihilist gave orders to the landlord, 

and three horses were soon led forth. On reach¬ 
ing the next village Brower stopped at the tavern 
to make some inquiries. He then learned that only 
one traveler had passed through the village that 
night, and that the traveler was a boy on horse¬ 
back. 

“It is the little Jew,” said Brower to the others 
as they rode on again, “and we must ride as fast 
as we can. We have a cunning little fiend to deal 
with now, but we will baffle him in the end.” 
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CHAPTER VIII.—Julius Plays His Game. 

After resting a while at her old friend’s, 
Rachel ordered a horse. It soon came and she 
mounted and armed with a revolver she rode 
back to the tavern, placed the horse in a secure 
hiding place and returned to the tavern and was 
the person who raised such a rumpus as appeared 
in the preceding chapter. Then away again she 
rode, passing the blind boy and his dog near the 
village and rode close to the general’s house. She 
saw Paul mount to the balcony outside the win¬ 
dow and enter the room. Rachel climbed ut) 
then and, looking in through the window, saw all 
that took place between Brower and Paul. The 
blind boy had Brower at his mercy as the kick 
had completely knocked him out. Brower was 
then bound and dragged by Paul to a closet and 
the door locked on him. Then Paul returned to 
the general’s bedside. 

“You must return to St. Petersburg immedi¬ 
ately, and here is your dispatch.” 

The old gentleman put his hand under his pil¬ 
low to draw forth the dispatch, when a footstep 
was heard outside the door and Paul slipped un¬ 
der the bed again. Then the door was pushed 
open and Julius Molt strode into the bedroom, 
crying: 

“Where are you, brother? I am getting im¬ 
patient for my game.” 

Julius Molt-glared around the bedroom in some 
surprise, as he expected to meet Brower there. 
The old general pretended to be asleep again. 
Julius then advanced to the bedside and shook 
the invalid, saying: 

“I would speak with you on important business, 
General Tosco.” 

The invalid looked up at the intruder for a few 
moments ere he demanded: 

“Who are you, and how did you get here to 
my room, as you are a stranger to me?” 

“I am a messenger from the emperor, as you 
will see. Here is a dispatch that nearly cost me 
my life to deliver, and I will bear back the reply 
at all risk.” 

The invalid tore open the envelope and com¬ 
menced to read the inclosed sheet. Julius watched 
him as he muttred: 

“I am not the bearer of the sealed dispatch, but 
I will take back the reply.” 

The Jewish maiden still kept outside the win¬ 
dow watching those inside, as she said to herself: 

“Then there are three messengers, and that 
young wretch knew it. He will not take back the 
answer to the emperor, as he is a traitor and in 
league with the Nihilists.” 

Having read the message, the old invalid said: 
“I thank you for your fidelity, but I have to in¬ 

form you that there is no reply.” 
“But I was informed by my chief that there 

would be a reply from you, general.” 
“And I have to inform you that the reply to 

the emperor has been sent by another faithful 
messenger. Good-night, sir.” 

The old invalid closed his eyes and turned his 
head to the wall, as if anxious to get rid of the 
rough messenger. Julius saw him fumblirg un¬ 
der the bedclothes, and the young rascal made a 
grasp for the old invalid’s right hand, saying: 

“You have something under the cover, and l 

must have it.” 
The young rascal seized the old general’s 

throat, adding: 
“I urill bear back the dispatch you have written 

to the emperor, and here it is.” 
While thus speaking Julius Molt drew forth the 

sealed dispatch delivered by Paul, as well as the 
reply prepared by the dying man. The old in¬ 
valid groaned in agony as he saw the young ras¬ 
cal placing the two documents in his pocket, grin¬ 
ning the while, as he cried: 

“You see that I am the one destined to bear 
your reply back to the emperor and receive the 
reward of my fidelity. What noise is that I hear 
in the closet, general?” 

Brower heard the young man’s voice, and he 
was working in the closet to attract his attention. 
Julius was advancing in that direction when he 
stumbled over an object on the floor and fell for¬ 
ward, striking his head against the bed-post with 
great violence. The shock stunned the young 
rascal a little, and he groaned as if in pain. 

• “Secure the dispatches, as he is powerless,” 
cried the old general. 

Guided by the groans, the blind lad crawled out 
again and flung himself on Julius. The young 
rough made an effort at resistance, recovering a 
little, but Paul struck him on the head with a 
short club, as he said to the old invalid, taking 
the documents from his victim’s pocket: 

“Is this the reply to the emperor with the seal 
on. general, as I can feel?” 

“It is. Bear it to the emperor at once before 
you are assailed.” 

Having secured the weapons on the young 
rough, also, Paul arose as if to take his departure, 
Julius being insensible on the floor, when the door 
was opened for the third time, and Darco Lamont 
entered on the scene, crying: 

“What does this mean? Brower, where are 
you, and who are you?” 

The last question was addressed to Paul, who 
had no time to retreat under the bed again. 

CHAPTER IX.—Rachel’s Bold Charge. 

Darco Lamont did not recognize the blind yoiP’i 
in his disguise, and he took him for one of the 
peasant followers of the old invalid. The house 
was governed by the Nihilists that night, and a 
special meeting of the order was to be held down¬ 
stairs, to take action as to the treachery of the 
old general, and to punish him even when a na¬ 
tural death was drawing near. With the pre¬ 
cious documents in his possession, the blind youth 
telt that he was in a ticklish position at the bed¬ 
side of the suspected man, but he did not despair 
or falter. Guided by Darco’s voice, Paul an¬ 
swered him in simple tones, saying: 

wa.it on General Tosco, and that rascal as¬ 
sailed him!” 

Julius Molt was lying insensible near the foot 
ot the bed. Darco had no love for Julius Molt, but 
he young lascal was a Nihilist, and the voun,r 

engineer must do his duty. Saluting the old gem 
era1 ui a respectful way, the young Nihilist said 
to him: 

“I regret to intrude on you, General Tosco, but 
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I came here on important private business. What 
has become of my old friend who entered here a 
short time ago?” 

Instead of answering the question, the old 
general addressed Paul Kosko, saying: 

“Close that window, Peter, as the night air is 
too severe on me.” 

Guided by the cold draught, Paul made his way 
to the window. I)arco was bending down over 
Julius Molt as he said to the general: 

“Good sir, I regret that this person assailed 
you; but where is my old friend?” 

Brower made a slight commotion in the closet, 
and Darco sprang toward it, crying: 

“There’s some one in here.” 
He flung himself against the closet door with 

all the force he could command. The young en¬ 
gineer was a powerful fellow, and the door went 
in. An exclamation of surprise then burst from 
I>arco as he beheld Brower lying on the floor of 
the closet, with his arms and legs bound, and 
gag on his mouth. Dragging out the leader of the 
Nihilists, and taking the gag from his mouth the 
young engineer demanded: 

“Who did this, brother?” 
Brower gazed fiercely around the room before 

he answered: 
“Look under the bed, and be on your guard 

against spies.” 
Drawing a revolver, Darco sprang to the side 

of the bed and looked under it, crying: 
“There’s no one here. Where is that old man 

who was waiting on you, general?” 
“He has gone downstairs,” answered the in¬ 

valid. 
“That old man is a spy in disguise!” cried 

Brower. “Raise the alarm and release me.” 
An alarm was raised throughout the house, and 

Brower was set free. Julius regained his -feet 
and fumbled in his pocket as he cried: 

“May the fiends take me if the old dog has not 
taken the dispatches from me! I will after him 
and cut his throat!” 

“Remain here and explain,” cried Brower, as 
he grasped the young fellow by the arm. Julius 
did explain in as few words as possible as to the 
manner in which he had secured the all-important 
dispatches. 

“This old traitor may have the dispatches now,” 
cried Julius, as he sprang at the old general and 
pressed his hand on his throat. “Give them up, 
you old dog, or I’ll choke you!” 

Darco Lamont sprang at the young rascal and 
flung him back from the bed, as he cried: 

“Shame on you to thus assail a dying gentle¬ 
man! Have you the papers, sir?” 

The old general raised his head from the pillow 
and glared at Brower, as he cried: 

“Murderers, wretches, I have baffled you at the 
point of death.” 

He then turned his gaze on Darco Lamont, as 
he continued: 

“I swear to you that the dispatches are not in 
my possession, and that they are now on their 
way to the Czar. Brower, 1 defy you and your 
vile associates. When I joined your order I hoped 
to aid in freeing Russia, but I know now that 
you are vile assa^ins and selfish hounds. In 
death I defy you!” 

The old man’s head fell back on the pil.ow, and 
he gasped for breath as if dying. 

Then all was still, and Darco cried: 
“He is dead, and he spoke the truth regarding 

the dispatches.” 
“Let us away to intercept the messenger then/ 

cried Brower, “and mav the fiends receive the old 
traitor for dying so soon.” 

The three Nihilists then darted out of the bed¬ 
room, banging the door after them, while Darcj 
Lamont said to himself: 

“Would that my duty to the cause did not com¬ 
pel me to witness such scenes, but I must find the 
Jewish maiden and recover the. dispatches.” 

Rachel was still looking in at the window 
through all, and she could tell what became of the 
old man who had disappeared. The brave girl 
realized that the blind youth was the bearer of 
the message back to the Czar, yet she must per¬ 
form her task. She saw the pretended old man 
approaching the window with the implied purpose 
of shutting it, when he slipped out on the balcony 
and down to his little companion. Rachel could 
then see the pair hastening away to the grove 
just as the alarhi was raised in the sickroom. The 
three Nihilists had scarcely left the sickroom 
when Rachel entered it and approached the bed, 
muttering: 

“I trust he is not dead.” 
One glance at the face on the pillow told Rachel 

that the old general was dead. Taking the dis¬ 
patch from her cap, she placed it on the dead 
man’s hand, saying: 

“I have fulfilled my mission as well as I could, 
and I will return with the dispatch.” 

The girl was about placing the letter in her 
cap again, when it was torn from her grasp, and 
she was dashed to the floor, while a hoarse voice 
cried: 

“You are baffled, dog of a spy, and now death 
awaits you.” 

The disguised girl looked up and saw a power¬ 
ful man with a full gray beard, who pointed a 
revolver at her, and she gasped forth: 

“Nick Paulus, the Nihilist leader, and I was 
assured that he was dead!” 

“I am dead to my enemies, boy, but not to my 
true friends. Prepare to die, as you are the 
tyrant’s spy, and this letter was from him to his 
dead traitor here.” 

Rachel saw that her fate was sealed, but she 
did not tremble or plead for her life. The man 
before her was the wretch, as she called him, 
who put her father to death as a traitor, and 
her only thought then was to how she could be 
revenged on him before sacrificing her own life. 
At that moment Darco Lamont entered the bed¬ 
room, crying: 

“Brother, we are on the track of— Ah! there- 
he is now!” 

“Read that,” said Paulus, as he handed the 
letter to Darco, “while I keep guard over this 
young imp of a Jew.” 

Darco gave a pitying glance at the disguised 
girl, and then opened the letter. After reading 
it he handed it back to the leader, saying: 

“That is not the sealed dispatch, and another 
messenger must be found.” 

“Seize that young spy and drag him down 
before the committee,” cried Paulus, as he turned 
to read the letter. 

Darco bent another pitying glance on the young 
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girl, and seized her by the arms as he whispered 
into her ear: 

“I pity you from my heart, hut I must do my 
duty. Why did you place that letter in my pocket 
this evening?” 

Rachel shook her head, as she answered aloud: 
“That letter was stolen from me this evening 

by a wretch who sought to murder me. With death 
staring me in the face, I swear that I did not 
even igive it to you.” 

“Do you know who bore the sealed dispatches, 
demanded Paulus. 

“I do,” was the prompt reply. 
“Then put us on the track of that messenger, 

and your life will be spared.” 
Rachel hesitated a few moments, while she said 

to herself: 
“I must gain time, and live for vengeance; but 

I will not betray the blind youth.” 
“She then answered in emphatic tones: 
“The young man called Julius Molt was the 

bearer of the"sealed dispatch from the Czar. He 
delivered it to General Tosco to-night, and he re¬ 
ceived the answer.” 

Both the Nihilist started on hearing the asser¬ 
tion, and the old man demanded: 

“How do you know so much?” 
“Because I was watching out there on the bal¬ 

cony when Molt entered here and delivered the 
sealed dispatch, when the dying general gave him 
the answer, which was also sealed, and the mes¬ 
sage for the emperor as well.” 

The two Nihilists exchanged significant glances, 
and Paulus inquired of Darco: 

“Where is Julius Molt now?” 
“He is away after the old man who assaulted 

him in here.” 
“That assault was a farce,” asserted Rachel. 

“The pretended old man was one of young Molt’s 
companions from Moscow; and I will swear that 
they are both riding to the city.” 

Loud voices were heard on the lawn under the 
balcony, and Darco Lamont sprang to the window, 
crying to those outside: 

“Have you caught the olf fellow?” 
“No, but we have caught Paul Kosko, the blind 

young traitor,” answered Julius Molt. 
“What a misfortune!” gasoed the Jewish 

maiden to herself, forgetting her own danger on 
hearing of the capture of the bearer of the 
sealed dispatch. 

CHAPTER X.—Another Test for the Blind Lad. 

Paul Kosko succeeded in reaching the grove 
with his little cousin, when the latter said: 

“We are pursued, Paul, as I see people coming 
out of the house.” 

Paul pulled off his disguise on the instant, and 
handed the articles to Nemo, as he replied: 

“If we are closely pressed, you hasten away 
to Tartar, and tell him to come in search of me; 
but be careful to secure this little packet on him.” 

“But we can escape if you will run.” 
“I don’t wish to escape, as I have an object in 

being led back to that house. I hear footsteps 
coming close now, and away with you, Nemo.” 

The little fellow pressed Paul’s hand and 
darted away. The blind boy stood in the grove 

and listened to the approaching footsteps for a 
few moments, when he cried aloud: 

“Tartar, Tartar, you bad dog, why do you 
desert me in this way? Stranger, will you not 
guide me to the highroad, as I have been deserted 
by my dog?” 

Julius Molt and Brower sprang at the blind 
lad. They both seized the blind lad by an arm 
and dragged him back, Brower demanding: 

“What are you doing here?” 
Paul did not pretend to recognize the Nihilists, 

and he said: 
“I am blind, and I lost my way. I had a dog 

as a guide, but he deserted me to go in quest of 
rabbits.” 

“Do you know where you are?” 
“1 only know that I have been roaming through 

the woods for hours.” 
“Did you hear any footsteps here lately?” 
“I heard running footsteps some moments ago, 

when I called for help.” 

Three other Nihilists approached, and Brower 
sent them away through the igrove in quest of 
the mysterious old man. Julius and the old Ni¬ 
hilist then dragged Paul back to the house. The 
blind lad was dragged into the house, and then 
down into a large basement. Several Nihilists 
had assembled there, all of whom wore masks. 
Julius and Brower put on masks also, before en¬ 
tering the basement. Darco Lamont and Nick 
Paulus entered soon after, with the Jewish maid¬ 
en as a prisoner. Julius Molt started on seeing 
the little Jew, and he cried: 

“That is the little dog of a Jew who escaped 
us to-night.” 

“And who accuses you of deep treachery,” 
added Nick Paulus, and the Nihilist leader re¬ 
peated the charge made against the young rascal 
by the distinguished maiden. 

Julius laughed in the most scornful manner on 
hearing the charge, and he then said: 

“My brother who was confined in the closet 
will refute that.” 

Being thus called on, Brower said: 
“I can solemnly declare that the charge is 

false, and I believe that this blind youth here is 
in league with the little Jew.” 

Brower then drew Nick Paulus aside and in¬ 
formed him that the little Jew was a girl. 

“I am aware of that fact,” answered the great 
leader, who hastened to make some inquiries 
about Paul Kosko. 

Paulus kept watching the blind youth as he 
listened to Brower’s narrative of the adventures 
of the day, and he then said: 

“I have always maintained that the youth and 
his father were true to our cause, and I would 
not be surprised if Paul were serving our enemies 
now after what he has suffered, but what can 
a blind boy do? We will have him searched, and 
the Jewish maiden also, and they will be put to 
death if the dispatches are found on them.” 

And what of Julius Molt?” inquired Brower. 
“You keep a sly watch on him, and so will I. 

He is a cunning dog, and he is capable of ti*each- 
01 1 fear. But his niQther hates the tyrant and 
prays for his death. The * on nig cub may also 
truly hate the father who despises him.” 

the blind boy and the Jewish maiden were 
searched, but the sealed dispatch or the answer 



THE SEALED DESPATCH 15 

could not he found on them. Paulus then turned 
to the blind youth and inquired: 

“l o you recognize my voice, Paul Kosko?” 
“Yes, as you are Nick Paulus, who was once 

my father's friend.” 
“And I will be vour friend still, if you will 

answer me truthfully.” 
“Put your questions, then.” 
“Are you now an agent of the tyrant who rules 

over Russia?” 
“What a question to ask of a helpless youth 

like me!” 
“Then you deny it?” 
“I scorn to deny or assert anything when deal¬ 

ing with wretches who led me into a death-trap 
to-day." 

“Why did you stray so far from your cousin’s 
house to-night?” 

“My dog deserted me, and I was lost in the 
deep woods. He must have been shot again, or 
he would not have deserted me so long.” 

A loud bark was heard outside, and the blind 
lad cried: 

“There is Tartar now.” 
“Open the doors and admit the dog,” said the 

leader. 
The doors were opened, and the dog rushed 

in, when the blind lad cried: 
“Peace, Tartar, and lie down.” 
The dog glared savagely at the masked men 

around, but he obeyed his young master. Nick 
Paulus then gave a few whispered orders to the 
Nihilists. The Jewish maiden was led from the 
apartment by two of the men. A rope was flung 
around the dog’s neck, and he was dragged forth, 
the animal howling and struggling in a fearful 
manner. Paulus, Brower and Julius Molt alone 
remained with the blind youth, and the former 
then addressed Paul, saying: 

“We are convinced that you are a spy for the 
tyrant, and that you can see. Much as I loved 
your father and yourself in former days, my 
duty to the people compels me to sacrifice you. 
Paul Kosko, you must die!” 

The blind youth smiled as he replied: 
“Then put me to death, as life has no charms 

for me.” 
The famous Nihilist advanced and stood right 

in front of Paul, pointing a revolver full at his 
face, as he cried: 

“I am compelled to slay you, but your death will 
be painless.” 

The man fired two shots from the weapon, and 
Julius Molt struck the blind youth two sharp 
blows on the forehead at the same moment. 

CHAPTER XI.—The Effect of the Test. 

When Paul Kosko fell on the floor as if dead, 
the mysterious Nihilist bent down over him and 
glared fiercely at Julius Molt, crying: 

“Wretch, you have exceeded your instructions, 
ami you struck as if to kill.” 

“I did but strike him with my knuckles, and 
the weapon may have been loaded.” 

“I withdrew the balls with my own hands, you 
cruel dog,” growled Paulus. “If you have killed 
him, you will suffer, as I warned you to deal 
light blows.” 

Julius drew back grumbling something about 
mistaking his own strength, and Paulus examined 
the blind lad as he said to the others: 

“I trust you are both convinced now that the 
youth is blind.” 

“I am,” answered Brower. 
“And so am I,” assented Julius. 
Paul soon recovered from the effects of the 

blows he received, but he acted in a dazed and 
blind manner, rubbing his head with his hands 
as he muttered aloud: 

“Am I in the other world now? It cannot be, 
as there is light for the soul.” 

“You are not dead or seriously injured, Paul 
Kosko,” answered Paulus, as he placed the blind 
youth on a seat. 

“Was I not shot twice, then?” 
“You were not shot, as the weapon 1 fired at 

you contained no balls. My companions here 
doubted that you were blind, and I put you to 
a test to convince them.” 

“It was a cruel test, Paulus.” . 
“It was cruel, but it was necessary. You are 

now free to return to your cousin’s house, and I 
will take you back in a--eonveyance.” 

Paul was anxious to know how the great Ni¬ 
hilist recovered from the wound he had received 
and he inquired: 

“How is it, Paulus, that you are alive, as I 
heard in Moscow that you had been slain in St, 
Petersburg?” 

The Nihilist hesitated a moment, and then 
replied: 

“I did receive a wound that caused me to swoon 
as if dead, but I soon recovered, and I am here 
now to defeat the tyrant.” 

Paul was then led forth to the yard, the dog 
being released also. Paul and the dog soon found 
a resting-place in a large wagon drawn by two 
horses, and the watchful old Nihilist stretched 
himself beside them. Another Nihilist drove the 
horses. As they were passing the grove where 
the little fellow awaited Paul the dog uttered a 
sharp bark, and Paul said to him: 

“Be quiet, Tartar, as I wish to sleep.” 
The watchful old Nihilist ordered the driver 

to stop, saying: 
“There is some one,.in the wood that the dog 

knows. Watch over this youth until I return.” 
The old Nihilist was not more than five minutes 

in the wood when he appeared on the roadside 
again, holding the small bag in one hand, and 
dragging Nemo with him. Flinging Nemo into 
the wagon Paulus sprang in after him, as he 
said to Paul: 

“You were masquerading as an old man to¬ 
night. Your object in doing so I will soon dis¬ 
cover.” 

“He found the things in the bag, Paul,” said 
the little fellow, “but I wouldn't tell him any 
more, although he threatened to shoot me.” 

The all-important dispatches were safe with 
the dog, but how could they both escape from 
the watchful Nihilist, so that Paul could bear 
them to the Czar? The old Nihilist gave orders 
to the driver to turn the horses back again, and 
Paul whispered to his little cousin, saying: 

“When the man who captured you speaks to 
me again you jump out and hasten into the wood, 
and I will follow you with Tartar.” 
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The cart was on its way back when Paulus 
addressed Paul, saying: 

“You cannot deny that you are a spy now.” 
Guided by the man’s voice, the blind youth 

struck him in the face with his clenched fist, as 
he cried to the dog: 

“Shake him, Tartar.” 
Nemo sprang out on the road, crying: 
“This way, Paul.” 
Paulus was a little staggered by the sudden 

blow, but he cried to the driver: 
“Draw up and assist me to-” 
The old Nihilist could not utter another word, 

as the dog was at his thoat. Guided by his little 
cousin’s voice, and feeling the side of the vehicle, 
Paul sprang out on the road, and into the wood, 
crying: 

“Here, here, Tartar, and guide me.” 
The dog released his grasp on the man’s throat, 

and sprang into the wood. The dog was soon at 
his young master’s side, and Paul seized the 
animal’s long tail, as he cried out to the little 
fellow ahead: 

“Away with you now as fast as you can, and 
you be silent, Tartar.” 

The driver sprang down from the wagon, 
while Paulus gasped forth: 

“Shoot the dog and secure the blind youth. 
Raise an alarm so that our brothers can come 
to our aid.” 

Darco was one of those who led the disguised 
Jewish maiden from the apartment where the 
dead general was lying, Darco saying: 

“I want to see if we cannot yet find the dis¬ 
patches we seek.” 

Rachel was planning escape all the time. Re¬ 
freshments were brought in, among them a bottle 
of wine. Rachel seized a glass full of wine and 
dashed it into Darco’s face and dashed through 
an open window out onto the lawn. But Darco 
was after her immediately and caught her be¬ 
fore she reached the gate. There she was put 
through a course of questioning by Darco. She 
again, while Darco was looking away from her, 
broke away and managed to mount her horse, 
who stood near. Darco turned and attempted to 
seize her when the dog Tartar suddenly appear¬ 
ed and bore him to the ground. The girl in the 
meantime had gotten safely away. The blind 
boy now arrived on the scene and called the dog 
off of Darco, and then the blind boy and the dog 
retreated to the road. Darco was in pretty bad 
shape. The blind boy soon met Rachel, when 
they proceeded together. /* 

CHAPTER XII.—The Dash for Life. 

No living being appeared to be around then 
to oppose them, as all the inhabitants of the 
place appeared to be locked in slumber. The dog 
ran on beside the horse, and no sound escaped 
from him while they dashed through the village. 
After passing the houses, Paul said: 

“Watch well, Tartar, and warn us if you see 
enemies, but be silent now.” 

The dog sprang out ahead* of the horse, with 
his nose on the ground and his eyes glaring along 
the silent road. 

“What a treasure 'hat dog must be to you,” re¬ 
marked Rachel. 

“He is a treasure,” answered Paul, as he 
thought of the secret dispatches concealed on the 
animal. 

A fierce growl escaped from the dog, and he 
drew back to the side of his young master. Rachel 
peered ahead, saying: 

“I do not see any one on the road yet.” 
“Then dash on at full speed. Watch well, 

Tartar.” 
Tartar darted forward again, while the Jewish 

maiden said: 
“I see a large object now, and I think it is a 

wagon.” 
“Then it must be Paulus and his companion. 

Which way is it moving?” 
“It is going on ahead of us, but we are drawing 

on it.” 
“Back here, Tartar. Get behind us.” 
The dog drew back and ran on behind the 

horse. In as few words as possible Paul told 
Rachel of his ecape from the Nihilists, and he 
continued: 

“I believe that those ahead are my pursuers, 
and that they are driving on now to intercept me 
at the village. What say you if we dash on before 
them?” 

“I am willing; and I will use my pistol if they 
attempt to stop us.” 

“Then dash on. Keep behind, Tartar.” 
The horse dashed on, and they were soon close 

to the wagon. Paulus and the driver were in that 
wagon. The leader of the Nihilists had recovered 
from the shock he had received, and he was 
hastening on to the other village to intercept the 
blind lad. On looking back Paulus saw the horse, 
but he did not perceive the dog. He was on the 
alert, and he called on the driver to stop. The 
wagon drew up and the galloping horse dashed 
along. When the • animal and his two riders 
were within a few yards of the wagon, Paulus 
cried out: 

“Halt there!” 
The horse kept on until the riders were abreast 

of the wagon, when Paulus again cried: 
“Halt, or I will fire on you.” 
A shot from the revolver in Rachel’s hand was v 

the answer, and the driver fell back from his 
seat with a groan. 

CHAPTER XIII.—Going Back to the Czar. 

Defeated and disgraced by a blind youth and 
a Jewish maiden! Such were the bitter thought 
put forth by young Darco Lamont on recovering 
his senses in the wood. On thinking over the in¬ 
cidents of the day and night Darco became fully 
convinced that the blind youth was the bearer 
of the sealed dispatch, and that the Jewish maid¬ 
en had been his assistant. He then wondered 
that the chief or the czar could select such cou¬ 
riers, if Paul Kosko was really blind, and he had 
his doubts on the last point. Having reflected on 
the blind lad and on his own ugly position, Darco 
Lamont nerved himself for action. Darco shook 
himself and walked briskly out toward the high 
road, clenching his hands .and grinding his teeth 
as he muttered: 

.. “May 1 die a disgraceful death if I do not baffle 
them before they reach the emperor. It will be 
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a race and a struggle for life; but I will succeed 
or perish!” 

When Parco reached the road, he was on the 
run. and he increased his speed as he faced to¬ 
ward the village. He stepped at the tavern only 
long enough to get out the horse he had used in 
getting there, when he galloped on at full speed, 
muttering: 

“They cannot be far ahead, and it is over 
twenty miles to Moscow’, while they may be in¬ 
tercepted or delayed on the way.” 

Parco was unarmed, but he knew that he could 
procure arms at the village tavern where he had 
stopped that afternoon. In the meantime he had 
no bitter thoughts as regards the Jewish maiden 
or Paul. They were faithful servants of the 
Czar, and he was struggling against them on be¬ 
half of the enslaved people. Parco urged his 
horse on at full speed for several miles, well on 
the lookout. As he drew near the village men¬ 
tioned, he could perceive a dark object moving 
ahead, and he soon made out that it was a wagon 
drawn by two horses. The driver of the wagon 
was urging the horses on, yet Darco was soon up 
with him. Then the driver cried out: 

“Whv do you ride so fast, brother?” 
Darco recognized the voice, and he answered: 
“Well met, Brother Paulus. Did you perceive 

two youths riding this way?” 
“I did, and I am in pursuit of them, as they 

have slain our brother there.” 
Paulus pointed to the former driver, who was 

lying dead in the wagon, and continued: 
“They are those we captured to-night, and they 

must be hunted down, as they bear the dispatch 
back to the tyrant.” 

Darco only paused to secure the revolver of 
the dead driver, when he galloped on, saying: 

“I will intercept them, brother, and secure the 
papers, even at the gate of the tyrant.” 

Rachel and Paul were only about two miles 
ahead. The horse under them showed signs of 
fatigue after the swift journey, and the huge 
dog was panting vigorously as he ran on before 
his young master. Tartar then turned and 
growled, as if to warn his friends that they were 
pursued. Paul understood the signal, and he 
said: 

“Urge the horse on, as one swift rider at least 
gallops after us.” 

Rachel urged on the willing horse, saying: 
“We are not far from Moscow now.” 
They were soon on the outskirts of the city, 

and not very far from the cottage where the 
Molts resided. The fugitives had just reached 
the road in front of the cottage when the horse 
stumbled and fell on his side, pitching the two 
riders out near the gate. The girl was the first 
to rise and she assisted Paul to his feet, as she 
inquired: 

“Are you injured, friend?” 
Paul limped as he answered: 
“I fear that my knee is injured.” 
“That is unfortunate; and I fear that the horse 

is disabled.” 
The animal was disabled, as he could not get 

on hi." feet again. Tartar stood beside his master 
and growled as he faced back the road. The 
blind lad could then hear the pursuing horses, and 

'he said to Rachel: 
“Our pursuer is approaching, and we must seek 

shelter until he passes on, when we may take 
to the fields.” 

The girl drew the lad into the little garden 
around the cottage, saying: \ 

“We will find shelter in here; and you order the 
dog to be silent.” 

A window of the cottage was then flung open, 
and a harsh voice inquired: 

“Is that you, Julius?” 
“It is that young scoundrel’s mother,” whis¬ 

pered Rachel, as she drew Paul back into the 
garden, “and the rider has stopped outside.” 

Darco Lamont had pulled up in front of the 
cottage, and he was staring down at the dis¬ 
abled horse, when the voice fro. the cottage fell 
on his ear, crying: 

“Is it you, Julius?” 
The young engineer knew the stern woman 

known as Maria Molt, and he answered: 
“I am not your son, Madam Molt, but I am in 

the service. Where are those'who rode this dis¬ 
abled horse?” 

The woman had hastened to the front door, and 
she retorted: 

“Who are you, and who do you seek in the good 
cause?” 

Darco dismounted, and approached the woman 
to utter a private password, before he said to 
her: 

“I seek two youths and a large dog, and they 
must have sought shelter near here, as the horse 
they rode lies disabled out here.” 

“Yes; I heard some prowlers entering the gar¬ 
den a short time ago. Let us seek and slay them, 
if they are spies of the tyrant.” 

“One of the spies is a blind youth known as 
Paul Kosko. He bears that sealed dispatch yotfr 
son was in quest of.” 

“Then we will slay the young deg, and my 
son will bear the dispatch. Follow me, and we 
w’ill soon find them.” 

Paul and Rachel had reached the back of the 
cottage when a door was opened, and a soft voice 
said: 

“Thiaway, Paul, and I will aid you.” 
“It is my sweet friend, Nadine,” said Paul to 

Rachel, drawing the Jewish maiden to the back 
door, “and we will confide in her.” 

The good girl drew the fugitives into the cot¬ 
tage, the dog following them, and she closed the 
door softly, as she whispered to Paul: 

“I recognized your voice out on the road. And 
why are you thus pursued?” 

“I have no time to explain, sweet friend; but I 
would get onn to the city with my young friend 
here.” 

The girl listened at the back door, when she 
said: 

“They seek you back in the grove now and the 
other horse is in front. With your little friend 
to guide the horse, you can ride away.” 

Nadine led the w'ay to the front door, and Paul 
and Rachel hastened out to mount Darco’s horse. 

Three riders were dashing along the road at 
full speed when the horse started toward the city 
with his double load. Darco Lamont heard his 
horse starting, and he dashed back through the 
garden, with the woman crying: 

“We have been tricked, and they ai;e away on 
my horse. Who comes here?” 
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“Friends of the Rood cause,” answered Paulus, 
as lm dashed up to the cottage with Jujius Molt 
and Brower. 

“Then ride on after the spies, as they have 
tricked me,” cried Darco. 

The three men rode on in hot pursuit, Julius 
ci'ying: 

“Look to that young rascal, mother, as he is 
a traitor!” 

CHAPTER XIV.—In Close Pursuit. 

With their three foes in close pursuit, the two 
fugitives rode on to the outskirts of the city. 
The dispatches were still concealed on Tartar, 
and they could not stop to take them from him, 
as their foes were close behind them. Darco 
Lamont was hastening along on foot also, as he 
dashed on at his best speed before, the grim 
woman could attempt to carry out the advice of 
her treacherous son. Rachel aimed to reach the 
Jewish quarter and then desert the horse, so that 
they could escape their foes in some of the dark 
and narrow streets. After receiving a few hur¬ 
ried instructions from his famous leader, Brower 
drew up at a small hotel, to send forth messen¬ 
gers throughout the city, and the others kept on 
in pursuit. On gaining a certain narrow street, 
the girl pulled up a little, as she said to Paul: 

“Hasten from the horse with me now, and we 
will baffle the wretches.” 

Having dismounted from the animal together, 
Rachel struck him with the revolver, and sent 
him forward, taking Paul’s hand, as she con¬ 
tinued : 

“Send the dog to your home as soon as pos¬ 
sible, friend.” 

They were hastening down the side street, and 
Paul drew the dispatches from their concealment, 
as he said to the dog: 

“Hasten home with you now, Tartar, and fare¬ 
well for the present, good fellow.” ' 

The spot where the fugitive dismounted was 
very dark, and their pursuers did not perceive 
them deserting the horse. Darco Lamont reached 
the tavern where Brower had stopped, and he was 
admitted. The young man drew the old Nihilist 
aside at once, and said: 

“I have been baffled thus far, but I am not a 
traitor. Give me a chance and I will recover the 
dispatches.” 

About ten minutes after Darco left the tavern 
disguised as an-old Jew. Darco kept on through 
the city until he reached the Jewish quarter, 
when he took a position behind an old wall to 
watch a certain house, as he said to himself: 

“It is my fate to be pittied against Rachel, but 
I must do my duty.” 

The young engineer wras watching the house 
of the wealthy Jew where Rachel often stopped 
on visiting Moscow. Darco watched patiently 
until the day was breaking, when he perceived 
two old women with veils leaving the house arm 
in arm. 

“The blind lad and Rachel,” he said to himself, 
“and they cannot suspect me' in this novel dis- - 
guise.” 

He then followed the old woman at some dis¬ 
tance, when he noticed that they were making 
toward the railroad depot. On reaching the de¬ 

pot, the young engineer perceived Paulus in a 
disguise well known to the younger Nihilist. The 
old women passed on to secure seats in a select 
car. On passing Paulus, Darco whispered a few 
words in the old Nihilist’s ear. The train started 
soon after, and the principal actors in the drama 
were on board. Paulus, Brower, and Darco La¬ 
mont were on the train, and so were Maria Molt 
and her son and daughter. Julius wore a fresh 
disguise, while all the Nihilists were altered in 
appearance. The two old women mentioned were 
Paul and Rachel, and they were aware that some 
of their enemies still hunted them. The girl had 
recognized Paulus and Julius Molt at the depot. 
Rachel soon noticed the old Jew, and she whis¬ 
pered to the blind lad: 

“There’s an old man of my race sitting back 
who acts as a spy on us, and I fear he is Darco 
Lamont in disguise.” 

It was close on midnight when the train reach¬ 
ed St. Petersburg, and then Darco became more 
alert than ever. The two suspected old women 
were among the first to leave the train, and they 
soon entered a small cab outside the depot. The 
disguised Jewish maiden whispered a few words 
tc the driver, and the vehicle started off at a good 
pace, going in the direction of the old house by 
the river. Darco hired another cab and started 
out alone in pursuit, having whispered a few 
words to his leader on the sly. The two old 
Nihilists hastened on foot to a small hotel near 
the depot, where they were certain to meet some 
members of the order. In less than an hour after 
Nihilist spies were on the watch around the 
palace of the Czar, while the conspirators wait¬ 
ing on the emperor himself were notified of the 
arrival of the messenger bearing the sealed dis¬ 
patch and the communication from the dead gen¬ 
eral. Julius Molt escorted his mother and sister 
to a friendly resting place, and the young rascal 
then made haste to report to the chief of the 
detective force. Nick Paulus, Brower, and about 
twenty other Nihilists, in parties of three and 
four, hastened toward the old house occupied by 
the chief of detective force, in order to watch 
for the blind lad and the Jewish maiden. Paul 
Kosko and his girl friend soon discovered that a 
cab was pursuing them through the streets, and 
the youth said: 

“They are on our trail yet, but we must baffle 
them before reaching the chief.” 

The girl then proposed a plan, which Paul 
readily accepted. An order was given to the 
driver, who soon after pulled up at an eating 
saloon. It was in the neighborhood of the theater 
where Rachel was employed, and she had rooms 
over the saloon. The pretended old woman en¬ 
tered the saloon, and the girl made herself known 
to the proprietor, introducing Paul as an old lady 
friend. 

They had scarcely adjourned upstairs when 
Darco Lamont entered, still disguised as an old 
Jew, and called for some refresments. He looked 
for Rachel as he said to himself: 

“I will soon discover whether I am on the 
right trail or not.” 

T he young man then put some sly questions to 
the proprietor, who at once answered that the 
i*es who had entered "ere actresses just from 
Moscow, who always stopped with him. In the 
meantime Rachel and Paul were changing their 
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d is cruises in the rooms above, the young- actress 
having plenty of material for such purposes on 
hand. Then they left the house by a side door. 

They turned down into the lonely street 
where the disguised emperor had been attacked 
by Paulus, and the pretended old Jew followed 
close after them. Darco Lamont had noticed 
the pair as they passed the saloon, and he re¬ 
cognized Rachel at a glance, as he had seen her 
on the stage in such a character. Pushing on 
through the dark street, Darco was soon close 
to the blind man. when the disguised girl sud¬ 
denly turned and demanded, in rough tones: 

“Are you a robber, to thus follow us this dark 
night?” 

Darco was in the act of springing forward to 
seize the girl, when she fired at him, crying: 

“You see the blind old man has a defender.” 
Six or seven men sprang ' suddenly out of 

doorways close by, and Rachel and the blind lad 
were seized and overpowered before the brave girl 
could use the revolver again. 

CHAPTER XV.—The Blind Lad’s Struggle. 

Rachel Wagner and Paul Kosko struggled furi¬ 
ously when assailed by the Nihilists, but they did 
not make an outcry. On finding resistance use¬ 
less Rachel and the blind lad permitted them¬ 
selves to be dragged into a house close at hand, 
and where Nick Paulus had been taken after he 
was scabbed by the Czar. One person alone had 
noticed the struggle from the main street above. 
That person was a tall man wearing miserable 
garments, and whose face was almost covered 
with a white beard. The observer waited until 
the Nihilists dragged rheir prisoner and the in¬ 
sensible youth into the house, when he turned 
away, and muttered to himself: 

“That was the blind boy in disguise, and he 
may be the bearer of the sealed dispatch. I must 
seek Colonel Maloff at-once.” 

That ragged old man v/as the Czar himself, and 
he was abroad once more to consult with his chief 
of police. Paul and Rachel were dragged into 
a large room at the back of the house, where sev¬ 
eral of the Nihilists had assembled. Nick Paulus 
was the first to address the prisoners, saying: 

“We. have caught you in the act of shooting 
one of our brothers, who accused you of being 
spies of the tyrant.” 

“I shot your friend because we believed him to 
be a robber. This blind old man has a little 
money, and he hired me to guide him and to 
defend him with the weapon.” 

Julius Molt entered the room at the moment 
in his rough attire. After staring at the blind 
man and Rachel for a time, the young rascal 
drew Paulus aside and said to him: 

‘ I have seen that old fellow entering Colonel 
Maloff3 private office, and he always had a little 
dog with him. He is a police spy.” 

Paulus stared at the blind lad in turn and 
then -prang toward him to tear the false beard 
from his face. 

“What fools we all are. This is Paul Kosko 
hirn-f ’f, and who is his companion?” 

“May I sink to perdition,” cried Julius Molt, 
staring arid springing at Rachel, “if this is not 
the pretty actress I have been making love to. 
and the boy who trickc 1 us at the village.” 

Paul and the girl were thoroughly searched, 
but the important documents could not be found 
on them. The Nihilists there assembled then de¬ 
cided to torture the prisoners into confessing 
what had become of the dispatches, and Julius 
Molt, his mother, and Brower were appointed to 
carry out the cruel punishment. Paulus ad¬ 
dressed the Jewess, sayin: 

“Is not your real name Rachel Wolfe?” 
“It is, you wretch, and I will live to put you 

to death for murdering my father.” 
The prisoners were dragged down into a large 

cellar, where a bright fire was burning in an 
open stove. Two large pokers were placed in 
the stove by Julius Molt and his mother, the 
young wretch crying: 

“I will make certain of blinding the young 
dog now.” 

The prisoners’ arms were bound behind them, 
and Brower held the blind lad. Another Nihilist 
held the brave girl, while Paulus and the others 
awaited upstairs. Maria Molt was the first to 
draw the red-hot poker from the fire, and she 
approached Rachel, crying: 

“Will you confess where the documents are, 
or must I burn your handsome eyes out?” 

“I will not confess, cruel Wretch.” 
“Then suffer, treacherous spy of a tyrant.” 
The cruel woman had raised the poker to the 

brave girl’s face, when a cry of rage burst from 
the blind lad, and he tore himself away from 
Brower. The cords on the prisoner’s arms gave 
way with a snap as he sprang at the cruel 
woman and tore the hot poker from her grasp, 
yelling: 

“The struggle is not over yet, and the fiends 
will suffer.” 

Then he felled Brower with the poker. The 
barking of a dog was then heard above, followed 
by cries and pistol shots. 

“The police are on us!” cried Julius, as he 
darted for the door, with the hot poker still in 
his hand. 

CHAPTER XVI.—Where the Sealed Dispatch 
Was Found. 

Then into the apartment rushed the emperor 
and the chief of police, followed by a strong force 
of armed men. 

“Secure those wretches!” cried the ruler. 
“Leave this young wretch to me, sire!” cried 

Paul, as he dealt Julius a fearful blow across 
the eyes. “He sought to blind me, and I will 
slay him!” 

“Spare my son!” cried Maria Molt, as she glar¬ 
ed at the emperor. 

The great ruler stared down at the woman as 
he cried: 

“Is it you, countess?—and‘is this traitor your 
son?” 

Julius Molt was lying on the ground, groan¬ 
ing in agony, when he raised his head and cried: 

The Czar glared at the woman and then at 
her son, crying: 

“You are mad fools, as I trusted you both well. 
Secure them, and see to that fellow lying there.” 

Another groan escaped from Julius Molt, and 
he glared up at Paul as he inquired: 

“Will you not confess that you can see, as how 
could the blind fight as you did?” 
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Paul smiled and turned to the prostrate Brow¬ 
er, crying*: 

“Base Brower, will you not confess now that 
my father was true to the cause?” 

“This fellow is dead,” answered the chief of 
police, as he felt Brower’s heart. 

“Then my father is avenged,” cried Paul, “and 
I will punish this young wretch.” 

Paul then spoke to his chief in low tones, and 
the man hastened from the cellar. Maria Molt 
was bound, but she bent down over her dying 
son, as she exclaimed: 

“Oh, and must you die, just as we were on the 
eve of destroying the tyrant!” 

“Peace, woman,” said the emperor. “If the 
wretch knew that I am his father, he deserved 
death as a traitor.” 

The chief of police then entered the cellar with 
a wig in his hand. It was part of the disguise 
used by Paul on being captured. The man handed 
the wig to the youth, as he inquired: 

“Is this what you want?” 
Paul examined the wig and then drew forth 

a small packet, as he answered: 
“The fools were baffled. Sire, this is your 

sealed dispatch and the answer to it from Gen¬ 
eral Tosco, who is now dead.” 

The emperor seized the important document 
and hastened to read the answer from the dead 
general, when his eyes sparkled as he exclaimed 
in excited tones: 

“The plot is baffled, and the plotters will suffer. 
A few words to you, Maloff.” 

The Czar gave some hurried instructions to 
the officer in subdued tones, and the man left the 
cellar, saying: 

“You will be obeyed, sire.” 
The great ruler than drew Paul aside and in¬ 

quired about his adventures. Paul made a hasty 
recital, giving full credit to Rachel for the part 
she had played throughout. 

“I will confess to you, sire, that I can see with 
one eye since the night that young wretch at¬ 
tempted to burn my sight away.” 

The Czar seized the lad’s hand, as he said to 
him: 

“I will keep your secret, if you so desire, brave 
lad. What favor can I now grant you, as you 
have saved my life and all dear to me as well.” 

Before Paul could answer the emperor a shot 
was heard above, followed by a cry of agony, 
and then the girl’s voice could be heard, exclaim¬ 
ing: 

“Thus do I avenge my dear father. Nick 
Paulus, I swore that I would slay you, and I have 
kept my oath. A life for a life is our doctrine!” 

The emperor rushed upstairs, followed by 
Paul, when they found the Jewish maiden in the 
hall, standing over the prostrate form of a man. 
That man was theffamous Nihilist, who had sev¬ 
eral times attempted to take the life of the em¬ 
peror. The girl dropped the weapon on the floor 
and bent down over the prostrate man as she 
continued: 

“He is dead, and my task is accomplished, sir. 
I can serve you no longer as a spy.” 

“You are a brave girl,” answered the emperor, 
“and I am ready to grant you any request you 
may make.” 

“Then pardon the young man who lies wound¬ 
ed by my hand in that room, sire. He is a 

Nihilist, but he is a noble youth, and his father 
is now serving in Siberia.” 

“I will pardon the father and son also, out 
of gratitude to you, brave girl, and I will reward 
you otherwise, as you have slain my worst 
enemy.” 

When they returned to the cellar Julius Molt 
was dead. Maria Molt and her daughter were 
sent out of the city that night, and they retired 
to the cottage near Moscow. That woman was 
once a countess in Germany, and she believed 
that the Czar would make her his wife. On the 
following morning St. Petersburg was fearfully 
excited over .the arrest of many prominent citi¬ 
zens and soldiers. Men holding high positions 
were thrown into prison and afterward sent to 
Siberia. Some two years after the attempted plot 
the Czar left his place in a carriage surrounded 
by his officers. On passing along the canal two 
fearful explosions took place, and the emperor, 
who had alighted from his carriage after the first 
report, was. mortally wounded. Within an hour 
after the explosion a woman was seated in an 
old house near the scene of the assassination, 
and muttering. 

“I planned that well, and the tyrant has per¬ 
ished. I now live only to avenge my son!” 

A knock was heard at the door, and a young 
man with a full beard, wearing spectacles, en¬ 
tered the door. 

“Who are you, sir, and what do you want?” 
demanded the woman, who was no other than 
Maria Molt. 

“I am an officer, and I came to arrest you, 
madam.” 

A cry of rage burst from the woman as she 
struggled with the man, when a young girl rush¬ 
ed into the room, saying: 

“What is the trouble, mother?” 
. “This wretch has come here to arrest me for 

a crime, Nadine.” 
The young girl stared at the young man for a 

moment before she exclaimed: 
“Oh, Paul, Paul! Remember that I once saved 

you from your enemies, and release my mother.” 
“And is this wretch Paul Kosko?” demanded 

the woman, as she glared at the young officer. 
“Yes, madam, I am Paul Kosko,” and I will 

release you on one condition only.” 
“What is that, you wretch?” 
“Consent to give me your daughter’s hand in 

marriage, when we will all away to France to¬ 
gether, and strive to forget the dreadful crime 
perpetrated to-day?” 

“I consent,” answered the woman, “as you were 
but doing your duty in defending the emperor. I 
regret that I plotted against him now. but he 
treated me in a base manner.” 

Paul Kosko married the beautiful girl four 
weeks after, the stern mother having escaped 
from the country three days after the assassina¬ 
tion. The young couple started for England, but 
Nadine never met her wicked mother again. On 
arriving in England they set sail for America, 
where Paul Kosko met one who had shared his 
danger when he was the bearer of the sealed 
despatch. 

Next week’s issue will contain “THE SWAMP 
RATS; or, THE BOYS WHO FOUGHT FOR 
Y\ ASHINGTON.” 
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BISCUIT 100 YEARS OLD 

An Indian biscuit, believed to be more than 100 
years old. has been plowed up by Frank H. Hanks 
of Peru, Ind. The biscuit is a deer paunch 
stuffed with a mixture of meats. Indian lore 
tells of the burying of stuffed deer in days of 
plenty, to be dug up in lean days. 

MINISTER GETS A BIG TIP 

It pays to be a head .waiter, the Rev. Fred F. 
Brown, pastor of the First Baptist Church, 
Knoxville, Tenn., and one of the most prominent 
Baptist ministers in the South, believes. When 
the Good Fellowship Club of the church gave a 
dinner to the Woman’s Missionary Society, Dr. 
Browm served as head waiter. 

At the conclusion of the dinner he was handed 
a “tip" from the women, a check for $1,500. Dr. 
Brown was. told to use it in defraying the ex¬ 
penses of his trip to the Baptist Alliance gather¬ 
ing at Stockholm, Sweden. 

SNAP PHOTO IN A TEN-MILLIONTH 
Through an apparatus operated by rapidly re¬ 

volving mirrors, Dr. J. A. Anderson, a member 
of the staff of Mount Wilson Observatory, can 
take a photograph with an exposure of one ten- 
millionth of a second. Dr. Anderson disclosed 
his discovery before members of the American 
Physical Society at a session held at the Califor¬ 
nia Institute of Technology. 

The instrument which was built at the observ¬ 
atory and is jn successful operation, is usually 
set at one ten-millionth of a second, but by ad¬ 
justments the speed can be increased to one-one- 
hundred-millionth of a second in rare instances. 

“JAPANESE” REGIMENT IS LOYAL TO 
THE UNITED STATES 

It may be “the largest Japanese regiment out¬ 
side of Tokyo,” but in spite of the fact that it is 
composed almost entirely of young men of Japa¬ 
nese ancestry, every cadet is a loyal citizen of the 
United States. 

The reference is to the R. O. T. C. unit at the 
McKinley High School, Honolulu, which has more 
than 700 cadets, the forbears of a majority of 
whom were born in the Japanese Empire. 

It is, perhaps, one of the finest illustrations of 
the method by which the territory of Hawaii is 
carrying out an exhaustive program of Ameri¬ 
canization. By virture of having been born with¬ 
in the territory, every cadet of Japanese ences- 
try is a citizen of the United States, and they 
were among the first to bring about the establish¬ 
ment of an R. O.. T. C. unit at the school when it 
was suggested. 

The McKinley unit excells in drilling. It has 
its own band, organized under army direction, 
and a splendid drum and bugle corps. During the 
recent session of the Legislature it was reviewed 
by the lawmakers. 

BOYS, DO YOU LIKE DETECTIVE STORIES? 

You Should Read 

“MYSTERY MAGAZINE” 
It contains the snappiest and liveliest stories you ever read. Each number hevins 

with a rousing detective novelette, filled with pep from start to finish. Then there 
are from four to six short stories of police adventure with good plots and interestin•* 

situations. All these stories are written by the same authors who write for the higher 
priced magazines. Don’t miss the articles about crime detection, yarns of the under¬ 
world and special items relating to ghostly happenings, peculiar events and current 
news of police cases. 

Colored Covers, Fine Illustrations — 64 Pages 
Get a Copy, Read It and See 
How Interesting the Stories Are! 

PRICE 10 CENTS 

If you cannot procure a copy from your newsdealer send us the price (ten cents) 

and we will mail you one postage free. Address 

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc., 166 W. 23d St., New York City 
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The Vanishing Of Val 
Vane 
— Or, — 

THE TROUBLES OF A BOY 
MILLIONAIRE 

By WILLIAM WADE 

(A SERIAL STORY) 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

Conclusion. 

Lying on the stone floor of a cave, bound hand 
and foot, was Val Vane at the time Jack «and 
Ellen with Mr. Masterson came dashing into 
Cross Creek in their car. 

He had been brought there by Jerry and Mike, 
who drove him to a certain point on the moun¬ 
tain where they left their team with an old col¬ 
ored man, the rest of the distance being covered 
on foot. 

Val was tied up as soon as his tormentors got 
him inside, Jerry displaying the greatest brutal¬ 
ity as he did it. 

Little had been said to him on the journey; 
since entering the cave not a word had been 
spoken. Mike was very tired and half drunk. 
He flung himself down and promptly went to 
sleep, while Jerry filled a pipe, and lighting it, 
sat smoking in silence for over an hour, and Val 
remained silent, too, wondering, as well he might, 
what the end of it all was to be. 

At last Jerry got up, and knocking the ashes 
out of his pipe, growled out: 

“Why the mischief don’t you say something, 
young feller? Youse give me de creeps. If I 
had as much dough as you are given credit for, 
hang me if I’d lay there long.” 

“What do you mean by that?” asked Val, 
quietly. “That you can lie bought to set me 
free?” 

“Sure! What else? Every feller has his price. 
I’ve got mine. While dat guy lies dere snoozin’ 
dere hain’t de least reason why we shouldn’t be 
on de move, you an’ me, if only you bid high 
enough.” 

“Is that so?” 
“Of course.” 
“But I have no money with me.” 
“What odds? I can help you to make a geta¬ 

way. I can go to New York along with you and 
once there you can cash in—see? Now, then, do 
you want to know my price to put you over and 
save you from Dubey’s hands?’ 

“You interest me. Name it.” 
“One million; no more, no less. Just one mil¬ 

lion.” 
Val was silent. It seemed too absurd. 
“Pay it?” demanded Jej'ry, after a little. 
“I can’t put my hand on a million at a mo¬ 

ment’s notice. You ought to know that.” 
“Know what’ll happen if Ralph Dubey catches 

you here? He’s a-comin’. May be here any min- 
'iite. Know1 what will happen, I say?” 

“Tell it.” 
“You’ll sign them papers and then he’ll kick 

you out of this here cave—biff! Just like that! 
It’s only a thousand feet to the bottom out there 
-—see?” 

Val knew that a precipice began right outside 
the cave. 

“He means to kill me anyway, then?” 
“He certainly does. I’m giving it to you 

straight. So you see you better make up your 
mind to part with one of your many millions and 
save your life.” 

“And you wall take me right out of here if I 
consent?” 

“I wall—I swear it.” 
“What security can I give you that I’ll keep my 

word?” 
“I don’t ask none. I shall stick to you like a 

brother. If you welch on me I’ll kill you—that’s 
all.” 

“Bang!” 
A shot rang out through the cave and Jerry 

fell heavily. 
“Gee! I’m a-goner!” he groaned, and then as 

Ralph Dubey came striding forward with a smok¬ 
ing revolver in his hand he seemed to sink into 
unconsciousness; and Mike slept through it all. 

“There’s one traitor who has earned his re¬ 
ward,” said Dubey, coolly. “I heard every word 
he said. He could not have saved you, my much 
beloved cousin. You two wyould never have got 
farther than the foot of the rocks leading up to 
the hole. Confound the snorts of that drunken 
pig. I’ve a good mind to silence him, too! Well, 
Val, my time seems to have come. I‘m not so 
particular now7 whether you sign or not since Lor¬ 
raine and I have come to an understanding, and 
he has suggested a scheme w7hich will w7ork out as 
w7ell as mine. Still, if you will sign I- Help! 
Mike! Save me!” 

Val clutched at a crevice in the rock floor and 
held on desperately, and he had need! 

Suddenly Jerry sprang to his feet. Blood was 
streaming down his coat from a w7ound in the 
back, but the man still had strength enough to 
clutch Ralph Dubey by the throat and to try to 
force him out through the wide opening close to 
which Val lay. 

Dubey stumbled over the boy and they both 
fell on Val; the struggle was but a matter of 
seconds and then, locked in each other’s embrace 
these tw7o scoundrels vanished and a fearful cry 
rang out. 

And Mike slept through it all. He was still 
sleeping wrhen Val opened his eyes and realized 
what he had escaped. 

The boy lay there all wreak and nerveless. All 
that he had endured since he struck Cross Creek 
seemed to pass through his brain like moving 
pictures on a screen. He closed his eyes, but still 
he seemed to see, and strange to say there was 
one person wdiose face did not come and go as did 
the others. 

It was the girl Anna Wheelock. In fancy she 
was standing beside him. 

“Courage, Val! Your troubles are all over,” 
the boy seemed to hear her say. 

(To be continued.) 
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GOOD READING 

TANNING VATS 100 YEARS OLD 
Workmen excavating a sewer on Plum street, 

Portland, Me., have unearthed tanning vats that 
are at least 100 years old. Pine planks of which 
the vats are constructed are as sound as the day 
they were laid, apparently. A small piece of 
leather was found in one of the vats. 

SERVICE RECORD BROKEN 

All records for length of service in the same 
job have been broken in France by Alexis Fauch- 
cn. a farm-hand of Glos, in Normandy, who has 
completed seventy-six years 'in the same position. 
Fauchon, who is eighty-five, entered the Mouton 
Farm when he was nine as a herder. He is now 
serving the great grandson of his original em¬ 
ployer. 

FINDS RING IN GIZZARD 

When Henry Wagaaner of Peoria, Ill., lost a 
S250 diamond ring recently, he reported the loss 
to the police, who learned the ring had been 
missed soon after he fed his chickens. They ad¬ 
vised him to search his chickens. Wagaaner did. 

After killing eighteen he found the missing gem 
in the gizzard of one. He has invited his neigh¬ 
bors to a chicken dinner. 

HISTORY OF GOLD LEAF 

The process of making gold leaf has been known 
since the eighth century B. C. It is found in 
connection with the most ancient known mum¬ 
mies, having been used for covering teeth, tongue, 
skin, etc. Sometimes it is also found on the cof¬ 
fins. Gold leaf was also used on the tomb and 
monuments of ancient Egypt. In the eleventh 
century it seems to have attained as high a de¬ 
gree of perfection as to-day. 

A POSTAL IMPROVEMENT 

Another time and labor-saving device for use 
in expediting the mails has passed the experi¬ 
mental stage and is being tested by the Post Of- 
five Department. The device will pre-cancel 
stamps put up in coils for use on other than first- 
class mail by large mailers, before the stamps 
have beem affixed, and will then recoil them in 
the original sized coil. Heretofore many large 
users of such mail have purchased uncancelled 
stamps in coils which were then placed on out¬ 
going mail by stamp-affixing machines already in 
general use, necessitating the running of such 
mail through the cancelling machines at the post- 
office. With the new device in operation, how¬ 
ever, the stamps would be purchased alreadv can¬ 
celed. The mail with the canceled stamps affixed 
would then be sorted and tied in bundles by the 
mailer according to destinations and sent to the 
po ‘-office where it would go to the trains, leaving 
the canceling machines at the post-office free for 
other work. The new device is called the pre¬ 

canceling machine. Various types have been de¬ 
veloped by a number of manufacturers to a point 
which the Department believes warrants givine- 
them a try-out. 

THE SCOTLAND YARD SYSTEM 

“That lost and found property department at 
Scotland Yard is one of the best things they have 
in London,” said a woman who has spent much 
time in England. “Last summer I had experience 
with it. I fell into a sort of habit of losing things. 
First it was a valuable umbrella. I did not miss 
it until I got to my hotel after an after theatre 
supper. The next morning I made by husband 
take me to the theatre and two restaurants where 
we had been the night before, but without result. 
3hen an American friend suggested Scotland 
Yard. I went there, and there it was. It had 
been turned in by a cab driver. Twice afterward 
I lost that umbrella and got it back in the same 
fashion, each time leaving as a reward' for the 
cab driver a per cent, of the value of the umbrel¬ 
la, as required. Then I lost a fine pair of opera 
glasses and I got them back. It is an excellent 
system the no1 Ice oyer there have of encouraging 
honesty. A cab driver who finds anything in’ his 
vehicle is required to turn it in, and he knows 
that if the owner claims it he will be rewarded.” 
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AND MINTS RADIO NEWS 

The Reinartz Receiver and 
Amplifier 

No circuit has aroused more interest among 
amateurs than the Reinartz radio receiver. It is 
small, compact, simple to construct, and not cost¬ 
ly, as it requires only very few parts. This re¬ 
ceiver will do almost everything that the more ex¬ 
pensive sets will do, if constructed and tuned cor¬ 
rectly. Any hoy could make one, as all the in¬ 
struments are bought ready made. You only 
hare to put them in their proper places and wire 
them together. It does not require much skill to 
do that, as everything is laid out on the diagram 
ir. its best position. If you fold the plan length¬ 
wise, just over the lamps, and bend upward the 
part containing the jacks, rheostats and con¬ 
densers, you can see how it looks when finished. 
The Reinartz coil, at one side in the drawing, 
really sets on the baseboard behind the 23-plate 
condenser, but the taps from it go up over the 

A close study of the hook-up printed below will 
show two separate instruments separated by an 
upright dotted line. You can make one or both 
instruments, as you please, but with the amplifier 
you get much louder signals. 

The diagram shows you the receiver and the 
amplifier wiring just as it would look if you were 
viewing it laid fiat on a table. 

For each one you will, however, need a base¬ 
board and a drilled panel to hold the various 
instruments. 

Let us examine the receiver first. To build it 
you will need: 

1 Panel 6 x 10 inches, rubber or Bakerlite. 
1 baseboard 6x9 inches V2 inch thick. 
1 UV-200 or 201 lamp and socket. \ 
1 23-plate variable condenser (verniet). 
1 11-plate variable condenser. 
1 vernier rheostat, 6 to 8 ohms. 
1 variable gridleak. 
1 001 mica cendenser. 
1 switch. 
18 switch points. 

♦ 
I 

condenser and are attached to the back of the 
switch points, as indicated. Before boring your 
panel make an angle of panel and baseboard, and 
set up the various instruments to see where they 
had best be placed, in order to keep the leads 
as short as possible. Then they can be assembled 
where they belong. The shorter your wiring is 
from one instrument to another, the better your 
set will work. The lamp sockets can be set about 
pen inch away from the panel to best advantage, 
and this helps to shorten the wiring. Where pos¬ 
sible bend your busbar first, with slightly rounded 
angles, and force it into the spaghetti afterward, 
as the spaghetti is liable to break at the angle if 
bent with the wire between the jaws of a pair of 
pliers. Try to do all your work neatly, so you 
can take pride in showing it to your relations and 
friends when it is finished. 

7 binding posts. 
1 Reinartz spiderweb coil. 
Some busbar and spaghetti. 
The lamo socket, gridleak and coil are fastened 

to the baseboard, also the battery ground and 
aerial binding-posts. 

The panel carries the two condensers and 
rheostat, the switch points and the switches. 

The 001 condenser is joined between the wires 
ending behind the phone posts, the rheostat is 
below it, and the lamp stands behind the rheostat. 
Be sure to join the gridleak close to the grid ter¬ 
minal of the lamp socket. 

The spiderweb coil is fastened behind the 23- 
plate condenser (as stated before) above which 
the switches are placed as shown. When every¬ 
thing is assembled the spiderweb coil leads are 
the last to go on. Four go to one set of switch 
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points, four to the other, and ten to the middle 
set. The coil was drawn at one side to show you 
how it was connected, but a bracket holds it to 
the baseboard. You will notice a wire end is 
soldered to switch point No. 4 on one side, and 
another to No. 10 of the middle set of switch 
points. The inside of the panel should be shielded 
with copper tissue stuck on with shellac, but the 
copper must be cut away from around all the in¬ 
struments, leaving at least *4 inch clearance. 
You must solder a piece of copper wire to the 
shielding and fasten the other end to the ground 
bir.ding-post. The connecting wires must be in¬ 
sulated by encasing them in spaghetti, and they 
must be bent at various angles to avoid running 
any two parallel with each other, excepting where 
they run to the battery, aerial and ground posts. 
Keep them as far apart as you can. 

If you wish to build the amplifier, too, you will 
require the following articles: 

1 panel 6 x 10 inches. 
1 baseboard 6x9 inches. 
2 201 or 201A lamps and sockets. 
2 audio transformers 5 to 1. 
1 choke coil. 
2 double circuit jacks. 
2 rheostats. 
7 binding-posts. 
Busbar and spaghetti. 
The two rheostats and three jacks are mounted 

on the panel and the choke coil on the back of the 
panel. The lamns and transformers are secured 
to the baseboard a couple of inches apart. Pt is 
safer to have the primary of one transformer 
pointed one way and that of the next transformer 
at an angle with it. 

The choke coil can be made by winding 30 
turns of No. 26 double silk-covered copper wire on 
a pasteboard tube I%xll4 inches. If the re¬ 
ception is not clear unwind or add a few turns of 
wire to the coil until it is corrected. These choke 
coils, like the spiderweb coils, can be bought of 
dealers in radio supplies if you do not wish to 
make one. 

When soldering this set, use as little flux as 
possible, and be sure to avoid acids, as they cor¬ 
rode the wires. Solderall is a flux. It is cheaper 
and better to buy ready-made coils and flux than 
to try to make them. When using the amplifier 
with the receiver you must join the two with two 
pieces of copper wire from the phone posts on 
the receiver to the input posts on the amplifier, 
and use the posts at the extreme right-hand side 
for your horn. If a plug is used, the right-hand 
plug hole or the posts are for a horn connection, 
as the noise would be too loud for phones, but 
the phones can be plugged into either of the other 
two jacks. 

The tunning operation of this set requires fine 
adjustment. The condenser dials must be turned 
till all the plates are out, and the plate switch— 
the one at the right, should be on the middle con¬ 
tact point. The tuning switch in the center must 
t>e placed on the center point, and the grid (left- 
hand) switch should be on the center contact. 
Then turn your rheostat until a hissing sound is 
reached. Next vary the center and left switches 
until you get the strongest signals. After that 
vary the right inductance switch and the left con- 
den er until there is no distortion of the signals. 

Never burn your tube filament too brilliantly. 

You will need a 100-foot aerial for this set, and 
if used in cool weather, late .at night, very dis¬ 
tant stations may be tuned in. The writer had no 
difficulty in picking up Miami, Florido, from 
New York, with a home-made set built from the 
plan given above. 

You can use the same “A” or filament battery 
for both receiver and amplifier, but require two 
45-volt “B” batteries, one for the receiver and 
the other for the amplifier to be attached where 
specified. This set has been arranged so that the 
battery, ground and aerial leads go to the rear, 
in order to keep cumbersome wires away from the 
panel. 

In our next number we will have a diagram and 
directions to build a Cockaday receiver and am¬ 
plifier. 

ANTENNA CANNOT SERVE TWO 

One antenna will not serve two receiving sets, 
owing to the different characteristics of the re¬ 
ceiving circuits and the difference in the wave 
lengths to which they are tuned. Two or more 
antennae can be erected on the same roof, but in 
such a case the wires should extend at right an¬ 
gles and about twenty feet away from each other. 
The characteristics of some circuits make them 
act as small transmitting sets as well as receiv¬ 
ing, and the result is that the nearby antenna 
picks up interference radiated from the other 
wire. 

SUPPLEMENTARY RESISTANCE 

New tubes which have recently appeared on the 
market seem to have created considerable confu¬ 
sion in the mind of the average radio listener rel¬ 
ative to the use of rheostats for proper control. 

There are four tubes which require special con¬ 
sideration. They are the UV-201-A, UV-199, 
Cunningham 301-A and Cunningham 299. The 
UV-201-A and Cunningham 301-A are designed 
to operate with a six-volt storage battery in con¬ 
nection with a 4- to 6-ohm rheostat. However, a 
nigher resistance rheostat v/ill serve more ef¬ 
ficiently to keep the filament voltage as low as is 
consistent. The UV-199 and the Cunningham 299 
operate on three dry cells in series and require a 
30-ohm rheostat. Practically all of the other 
tubes function with a standard 4- to 6-ohm rheo¬ 
stat and for that reason the majority of “A” bat¬ 
tery rheostats on the market have a resistance of 
4 to 6 ohms. 

If the operator desires to use one of the three 
volt tubes in connection with a 4- to 6-ohm rheo¬ 
stat he can do so by adding a small variable 25- 
ohm resistance unit to the rheostat already on 
the set. This supplementary resistance trans¬ 
forms the 4- to 6-ohm rheostat to a 30-ohm rheo¬ 
stat. The supplementary unit can be connected be¬ 
tween the negative terminal of the “A” battery 
and the rheostat. Resistance units of this type 
are now on the market. 

A BIT OF ADVICE 

When hooking up a set keep the grid leads as 
short as possible, and do not use acid to solder 
joints, as it slowly corrodes and ruins your wires. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 

IT’S A BIG JOB FOR A BEE TO MAKE 
A POUND OF HONEY 

A Washington figure shark has estimated that 
to turn out one pound of honey, bees must have 
taken the nectar from more than 62,000 clover 
blossoms and that to accomplish this, there would 
be required same 2,750,000 visits to the blossoms 
by the bees. In other words, to collect sufficient 
nectar to make up one pound of honey a bee must 
proceed to hive, to flower and back again 2,750,- 
000 times. 

JAPANESE PEARLS INFERIOR 
Something approaching consternation swept the 

London market when it became known that the 
Japanese were producing what were declared to 
be real pearls by introducing into one oyster a 
particle of mother-of-pearl sewn up in shell-pro¬ 
ducing tissue taken from another oyster. New 
York jewelers were not so readily driven into 
panic, and they now state that the unnatural 
stimulation induced by the method results in a 
pearl of distinctly inferior quality; held to the 
light, the difference is readily seen. The surface 
lacks the lustre and pinkish glow of the natural 
pearl; it has a dead, waxy appearance, and the 
texture is not so fine. As an additional precau¬ 
tion the X-ray is used; this never fails to differ¬ 
entiate the natural from the forced variety, and 
shows the nucleus of the latter to be large and 
solid instead of small and often hollow, as are 
the cores of natural pearls. 

SWIMS LAKE ERIE IN 20 HOURS 15 
MINUTES 

Carbis A. Walker of Cleveland swam across 
Lake Erie, arriving at Lorain, Ohio, Aug. 2, at 
5:30 A. M., from Point Pelee, on the Canadian 
shore, which he left at 9:15 A M. Aug. 1. He 
roused himself from his exhaustion long enough 
to say say: 

“Never again!” 
Walker, who represents the Cleveland Y. M. C. 

A., landed at Lorain just 20 hours and 15 minutes 
after he started. Pie had traveled thirty-three 

miles in the water. A skiff manned by four 
watchers accompanied him. 

The powerboat Argus, which also traveled part 
way with Walker, lost the swimmer when it left 
him to take a sick newspaper man to shore. 

The fresh water swim sapped Walker’s 
strength. His legs were partially and tempora¬ 
rily paralyzed. He slept exhausted on a cot in 
the United States Coast Guard Station here. 

“We were without a compass,” he said when 
aroused, “and during the day followed a course 
directed by the sun and depended upon the moon 
and stars last night. 

“Once in the night I was on the verge of giving 
up. It was when we hit a heavy fog and lost 
track of the moon. 

“But I was nearing my goal and, tired as I had 
grown, something within me spurred me on and 
we sighted Lorain lighthouse at 9:30. The battle 
was the toughest from there in. I had to fight a 
choppy sea and there seemed to be a strong cur¬ 
rent that wanted to pull me to the west. 

“At daylight we were about three miles out of 
Lorain and a new determination to reach the goal 
arose. I seemed to get renewed strength and 
made good time from there on.” 

LAUGHS 
“That’s what I call a Judas kiss.” “What’s 

that/ “One from my wife, to see if I have been 
drinking.” 

Browne—Why did you refuse to shake hands 
with Smith? 1 owne—He’s a great secret society 
man, and I was afraid I’d get the grip. 

Customer—I paid fifteen cents for that last 
cigar you sold me, didn’t I? Clerk—Yes, sir. 
Customer—Let me have one for about one thous¬ 
and dollars. 

“Men’s promises,” the young wife said, between 
sobs, “are like pie crust-” “That’s tough ” 
said the young husband, and then she got angrv 
enough to cry. & J 

Minnie—What frauds these beggars are’ I 
met a “blind” man, who said “Please give me a 
penny, beautiful lady.” Mamie—Yes, he said that 
to make you think he really was blind. 

“That new manager seems to be a big gun ” 
said the stenographer. “Yes; and lie is quick- 
firing, too,” said the cashier. “I have already re¬ 
ceived notice that my services are not wanted ” 

First robber (who formerly lived in a boarding¬ 
house)—Sh! These people must be rich Sec¬ 
ond Robber—Why? First Robber—I went into 
the pantry and found a strawberry shortcake 
with strawberries in it! 

Claude—I thought you were not going to pay 
more than $50 for a wheel. Maud—I didn’t moan 
to when I went into the store, but he said if I’d 
take the $60 wheel he would let me have a dollar 
pump for 89 cents. 
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HELP TO REFOREST EUROPE 
^ Seeds from American trees, are being sent to 

Europe to renew forests destroyed during the 
war. The American Forest Association has sup¬ 
plied 25,000,000 seeds from Pacific Coast trees 
to England alone. These include Douglas fir, 
Sitka spruce, and Western larch, which seem 
especially suited to climatic conditions there. 

PALESTINE CENSUS 
A recent census of Palestine shows that 10 per 

cent, of the population is Christian. The total 
population, 757,182 approximately, equals that of 
Boston. Seventy-nine per cent, if Mahometan and 
11 per cent. Jews. Jerusalem and Tiberius have 
more Jews than other cities. In the former, out 
of 62,000, 34,000 are Hebrews. Nazareth has 7,- 
525 inhabitants, nearly two-thirds of whom are 
Christians, and in Bethlehem Christians predom¬ 
inate, there being 5,830, with only 818 of Jews 
and Mahometans. 

The principal seaport, Jaffa, has about 47,000 
people, of whom there are 20,000 each of Jews 
and Mahometans and about 7,000 Christians. The 
other large centers of population are very largely 
Mahometan. 

The Palestine Weekly, a Zionist organ, declares 
that according to Roman figures this country has 
supported a population of 7,000,000, which is 
legend and not fact. When one considers that the 
area of Palestine is about equal to that of Ver¬ 
mont and that it has about an equal amount of 
arable land, one questions seriously whether, wTith 
the highest development of her natural resources, 
it will be possible for Palestine ever to support a 
greatly augmented population. Vermont in 1920 
counted 352,428 people within the State. 

NEW 10,400-ACRE N. J. PARK 
New Jersey’s new 10,400-acre park at High 

Point, N. J., the gift of Colonel Anthony R. 
Kuser, was opened recently. The reservation is 
at the highest point of Sussex County, and is 1,- 
806 feet above sea level, at the north end of Kit- 
taninny range. 

The park affords a splendid view over three 
states—New Jersey, Pennsylvania and New 
York. 

The park land includes Marcia Lake, the state s 
highest body of water. It also includes the resi¬ 
dence" built by Colonel and Mrs. Anthony R. 
Kuser of Bernardsville, a number of years ago. 
The Ku. ers have deeded this tract with the build¬ 
ing to the .-.tate for recreation purposes. 

Under an act of the legislature Governor Silzer 
appointed a High Point Park Commission, with 
Wayne Dumont of Paterson as chairman, and 
John J. Stanton as secretary, and this commission 
has taken over the property for the state, and 
had charge of the formal opening. There was a 
luncheon at 1 P. M., in charge of the Highway 
Point Park Commission. 

The Ku-er residence, which is turned over to 
the -tate with the tract, was built in 1911, and 
stands m the center of High Point Park. It con¬ 

tains several large rooms and many small ones. 
There are other buildings on the estate, all of 
which will fit into the scheme of recreation de¬ 
velopment. The residence stands at an elevation 
of over 1,600 feet, the highest site of residential 
occupation in New Jersey. 

High Reint Park is easily reached by motor or 
by rail over the Erie to Port Jervis, or over the 
Susquehanna and Western Railroad to Sussex. 

Another way is by the Lackawanna Railroad to 
Newton or Branchville, and by motor from these 
points to Sussex and from there to the park. The 
park is six miles by motor from Port Jervis. 

A SALT INDUSTRY IN THE BAHAMAS 

Salt City, one of the Bahamas, like Lot’s wife, 
was turned into a pillar of salt. This little group 
of islands known as the British West Indies 
stretch lazily out on the blue waters of the Car¬ 
ibbean under a still bluer sky. One of them is 
now owned by John McCutcheon, the famous car¬ 
toonist, who bought this “treasure island in the 
tropics’’ as a honeymoon goal and has made it his 
permanent winter residence. The very last of 
this group, so small as to look like a pin point 
on the map, is Turks Island, of which Grand 
Turk is the largest. Ten miles away is Salt City, 
a little strip three miles long and about only 
three-quarters wide. Here is a salt industry 
which has been in the possession of an American 
family for many years. 

The present ruler of this diminutive salt do¬ 
main is W. B. Harriot; he and his family are the 
only white people on the island. It is like a feu¬ 
dal estate whose serfs are blacks. These three 
hundred and more inhabitants are all engaged in 
shipping salt for export trade. 

The island is shaped like a shallow bowl. Huge 
pumps force sea water into the interior, where the 
sun evaporates the water and leaves a residue of 
salt. This is then collected, ground and shipped. 
Men and boys use varying shaped rakes to col¬ 
lect the salt from these ponds and load it into 
carts, when it is taken to ihe beach and deposited 
in pyramidal piles. After exposure the salt soon 
gets very hard and the men use pickaxes to break 
it up so that the women can fill the bags. These 
bags are then placed in carts and carried to the 
liglitcrs and taken out to the ship; for, since even 
the beach is salt instead of sand, all vessels lie 
almost a mile from land. Each bag holds half a 
bushel and these are emptied and brought back 
for refilling, the salt being shipped in bulk. 

The architecture of this salt island is unique. 
A two-story bungalow has its upper story made 
entirely of open shutters, while the entire first 
floor is filled with salt. The curious reason for 
this is that the salt serves as ballast and often 
keeps the whole house from blowing away in a 
sudden hurricane, which in these tropical islands 
happens along with the fickleness of an April 

At Grand Turk the British Government also 
shower. 
ships fiber as well as salt. This town boasts a 
library, tennis courts; yes, and even a jail. 
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HERE AND THERE 

CANNON-BALL IN TREE 
While cutting down a tree on a farm near Blue 

Springs, Mo., Noah Russell and William Brown 
found a cannon-ball embedded in the trunk. It 
had apparently penetrated the trunk of the tree 
during the Civil War battle near EJue Springs 
and had whitened with age. The trelPwhich died 
about two years ago had completely covered the 
cannon-ball and all evidence of its entrance. 

FIRELESS RAILWAY LOCOMOTIVE 
It was in Germany that the fireless cook stove 

was perfected, and there is now, it is reported, on 
foot in France a plan to develop an efficient fire¬ 
less railway locomotive. It is equipped with a 
boiler after the manner of other lacomotives, but 
the water in it is heated to the necessary temper¬ 
ature from a stationary plant. Enough power can 
be stored in it to operate it four hours for switch¬ 
ing purposes in a railway yard, and it does not, 
it is contended, take more than fifteen minutes to 
charge it. 

A BED OF GIANT SCALLOPS 
The discovery by the United States Bureau of 

Fisheries of an inexhaustible bed of giant scal¬ 
lops off the Atlantic coast was reported by Com¬ 
missioner Hugh M. Smith to Secretary Redfield 
recently. It is said to extend all the way from 
Block Island to the Virginia Capes and appears 
to be thirty miles or more in width. William M. 
Welsh and Dr. Henry B. Bigelow, two of the bu¬ 
reau's scientists, who have just completed a trip 
from the New England coast to Norfolk in the 
Fish Commissioner’s vessel, the Crampus, said 
that at each haul the dredge brought up from one 
to three bushels of scallops. Another trip is to 
be made at once to map out the bed, but from the 
information already secured the fisheries officers 
feel confident that a virtually inexhaustible sup¬ 
ply of edible bivalves has been found. Hereto¬ 
fore the giant scallop had been found only in 
spots along the Maine coast, although the small 
variety is common. 

3y2-POUND BOTTLE RAISES 15 TONS 
In a steel bottle thirteen inches long and weigh¬ 

ing three and a half pounds, there is stored 
enough power to lift 30,000 pounds at one opera¬ 
tion. Walter S. Josephson, a consulting engineer, 
has perfected this portable device which makes 
use of a highly expansible fluid. A demonstration 
was given recently in Long Island City when a 
ten-year-old girl turned a small screw on the 
bottle and let loose enough pressure to raise a 
truck weighing 11,500 pounds. 

Many uses have been suggested for the power 
bottle. For emergency purposes it could be ap¬ 
plied to a piston jack for lifting a street car off 
a victim several seconds after an accident. It 
will facilitate operations around terminals, 
wharves and freight yards when other and more 
expensive stationary machines are not at hand. 
An attachment is supplied to enable the inflation 
of tires. 

“Our appliances expound no new principle in 
nature. They simple take advantage of an old one 
and adapt it to new uses. We propose to establish 
stations where our containers can be inexpen¬ 
sively charged and to sell them at popular prices. 
With one of these steel bottles a man could climb 
to the top of a mountain or carry to any part of 
the "world in his pocket a power capable of lifting 
fifteen tons at one operation. He may, if he de¬ 
sires, hold the power for ten years before he 
drawTs any of it off, and he will find there has 
been no change in its efficiency all that time.” 

BENDS TACKS WITH TEETH 
The average man thrown out of work when he 

was forty would probably twiddle his thumbs and 
sit on the veranda. But Peter Gluntz of Ant¬ 
werp, Minn., was not an average man. He sat 
in the kitchen looking for opportunities. One day 
he noticed his -wife having great difficulty ham¬ 
mering a tack straight. 

Tack after tack was inserted in the oilcloth 
only to be knocked aw?ry by his pretty young wife. 
Gluntz plucked out a number of these and ex¬ 
amined them. Save for a slight bend in the 
middle the tacks were perfectly good. Gluntz 
wrent back to his chair, but an idea began to work 
in his busy brain. There must be millions of 
spoiled tacks like that that could be reused if 
properly straightened out. Why not ? 

But how? Other men would have stopped right 
there, but not Peter Gluntz. To think with him 
was to act. 

Gluntz had a wonderful set of plates made for 
him by a Kansas City dentist whom he had once 
saved from a bad scrape. Gluntz could crack nuts 
with his teeth. They never came out. That 
night he departed for Kansas City and had his 
friend cover the molars with steel. And thus wras 
born a great new industry—tack straightening. 

Gluntz had his den fitted out with a Morris 
chair and tack ’ chute. At first only one tack 
could be straightened out at a time, but Gluntz 
was not discouraged. He set his teeth, resolved 
to succeed. Within a week he was gulping up 
mouthfuls of tacks at a time and discharging 
them straightened and ready for reuse into a 
crude, homemade tack carrier on the right. 

Glunzt advertised for useless tacks all over the 
country. People were interested in the “Tack- 
head”—his trade name—and soon Gluntz had a 
big hill of tacks in his back yard. He converted 
his parlor into a shipping station for the straight¬ 
ened tacks and soon had salesmen on the road 
everywhere distributing his unusual product. The 
straightened tack, bearing the marks of Gluntz’s 
teeth, was a self-seller. 

Ineie ueie obstacles, of course, such as fatigue 
ol the jaws, blood poisoning and so on, but grad¬ 
ually he could afford to take months off at a time, 
leaving the business in the care of his wife, who 
by this time had also made a visit to the Kansas 
City dentist. 

Glunzt nas no children, so his only regret is 
that the business will have to pass into strung* 
mouths. ** 
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Expert and start you in a big paying position. 
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“He’s Already Patented Four Inventions” 
• • I ^UNNY thing1, too . . . When he first 

M came here he was just an ordinary worker. 
1 For a time, when things were slack, I even 

thought that we might have to let him go. 
“Then, gradually, I noticed an improvement in 

his work. He seemed to really 
understand what he was doing. 

“One day he came into my office 
and said he had worked out a new 
arm for the automatic feeder. I 
was a little skeptical at first, but 
■when he started explaining to me, 
I could see that he had really dis¬ 
covered something. And when I 
started questioning him, I was 
amazed. He certainly did know 
what he was talking about. 

“So we sat down and talked for 
over an hour. Finally, I asked him 
where he had learned so much 
about his work. He smiled and 
took a little book from his pocket. 

“ ‘There’s no secret about it,’ he 
said. ‘The answer’s right here. 
Four months ago I saw one of 
those advertisements of the Inter¬ 
national Correspondence Schools. 
1 had been seeing them for years, 
but this time something inside of 

me said, Send in that coupon. It was the best move 
I ever made—I knew it the minute I started my 
first lesson. Before, I had been working in a sort 
of mental fog—just an automatic part of the 
machine in front of me. But the I. C. S. taught 

me to really understand what I 
was doing.’ 

“Well, that was just a start. 
Three times since *<e has come to 
me with improvements on our ma¬ 
chines— improvements that are 
being adopted in other plants and 
on which he receives a royalty. He 
is certainly a splendid example of 
the practical value and thorough¬ 
ness of I. C. S. training.” 

Every mail brings letters from 
students of the I. C. S. telling of 
advancements and larger salaries 
won through spare-time study. 
There’s still a chance for you, if 
you will only make the start. 

Just fill out and mail the coupon 
printed below and, without cost or 
obligation, get the full story of 
what the I. C. S. can do for you. 
To-day — not To-morrow — is the 
day to take that first definite step 
toward Success. 

These inventors and many 
others once studied with 

the I. C. S. 

JESSE G. VINCENT 
Vice-president of Packard 
Motor Car Co., inventor of the 
Packard Twin-Six and co-in¬ 
ventor of the Liberty Motor. 

JOHN C. WAHL 
First vice-president of The 
Wahl Co., inventor of the 
Wahl Adding Machine, the 
Eversharp Pencil and the 
Wahl Fountain Pen. 

W. J. LILLY 
Inventor of the Lilly Mine 

Hoist Controller. 
H. E. DOERR 

Chief Mechanical Engineer, 
Scnllin Steel Co., St. Louis. 
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Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
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□ 
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Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machlno Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 

!] 

C 

□ 

Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Mine Foreman or Engineer 
Marine Engineer 
Architect 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry 
Pharmacy 

□ business Management 
□ Industrial Management 
□ Traffic Management 
□ Business Law 
□ Hanking and Banking Law 
□ Accountancy (including C.P.A.) 
□ Nicholson Cost Accounting § Bookkeeping 

Business English 
Business Spanish 

□ Salesmanship 
□ Advertising 
□ Stenography and Typing 
□ Teacher 
□ Civil Service 
□ Railway Mail Clerk 
□ Common School Subjects 
□ High School Subjects 
□ Illustrating 
□ French 

PA. 

Name.Street Address.... 

.State.Occupation... 

Person# residing in Canada should send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited. 
Montreal, Canada. 



WHAT 
BECOMES OF 

PINS? 

It has been 

stated on what is! 

supposed to be 
good authority j 

that the world’s | 

total output of 
pins is at the rate 
oi 200,000,000 a, 

day. If so, it may 
seem surprising 

that the world 

isn’t becoming 

carpeted w it.h 
pins. WTe k now 

how easily' they 

are lost — where 
do they go to? 

Most of them 
decay into noth¬ 
ingness, for act¬ 
ually the pin is 
not such a time- 
defying article as 
it seems. Every 
pin dropped in a 
damp place soon 
turns into a few 
grains of rust. 
With new pins 
turned out by ma¬ 
chinery in such 
immense numbers 
in this century 
they are not con¬ 
sidered very val- ! 
uable, but in the 
fourteenth cen¬ 
tury, when pins 
were first intro¬ 
duced they were 
valuable articles 
not to be lightly 
lost, recalls Ev¬ 
eryday Science. 
An old law per-1 
mitted the sale of 
pins on only two 
days in the year, 
the first and sec¬ 
ond of January. 
It was then the 
custom of all the 
womenfolk to buy 
their pins for the 
following 12 
months. As is! 
still customary 
they went to their , 
husbands or fa-I 
there for the 
wherewithal, and < 
hence the term * 
myin money.” 

You can't 
tell it 

from a 
BSmtine DIAMOND 

No. 2—Handsome, 
massive 2Kt. ex¬ 
tra Quality plot, 
JinUh men'arfnc— 
wonderful *5.90 

NO RED TAPE 
Just ask us to send you 
ARTEX DIAMOND No. i 
ladies plat, finish and when 
you receive it deposit $3.15 

with postman and the ring 
is yours for keeps-—no more 
to pay—satisfaction guar¬ 
anteed or money absolute¬ 
ly refunded without any 
red tape, if you don’t like 
the ring within7 days wear. 

ARTEX DIAMONDS hsve 
the mme sparkle aud glitter, 
and look the genuine diamond 
■—almost defying life time ex¬ 
perts. They atsnd the dia¬ 
mond test. 

Order by number, ring desired, 
sixe shown bystripof paperend 
to end around your finger joint. 

r P Your choice of ladies 
r »VJC.LL. ,0iwgoldfilledbrace- 
let or men’s oulTlinks (solid gold 
front) to mil orders of two or more 
rings. 

All Artex Diamond rings are un¬ 
conditionally guaranteed for 20 
years. 

ARTEX COMPANY. OepfaM. P 
Mad. Sq, Sta., N. Y. C. 

BASEBALLS 
CUS*V£f^ 

m 
Fite the baud, cannot be seen, 
with It you can throw Big Wide| 
cur" s. F 'vi. pet this Ba9e Ball 
curver and y 'U c">n F?n ’Urn as 
es.st as they come to Bat. By mail,_ _ 

_-- AOc, 3 for with catalog of no\ c-tiss. 

atSJJ¥£RSaL DJSIiliBUTORS, D«®1, io39 Stamford Cornu 

25c Brings Big 3 FtTelesccge 
‘ View objects miles away just like they were 

close. Watch people at a distance. See 
Moon And Stars as you never did before 
Wonder Telescope opens over 8 ft. in 6 
sections, closed measures 12 inches. 
Brass bound. You’ve always wan¬ 
ted one like this, get it now, 

Useful and Entertaining 
“Could tell color of aero- Blane 4 miles awa; 

Ira. L. M. Yarbrougl 
Stringer, Miss.—“Can 
watch my boy unt" 
he reaches oefcool, 
2 miles away.” fortunate purenase from 
Mrs. L. E. ./rAVjfer large European manufacturer 

we can give you a bargain. Sup¬ 
ply limited. Send only ‘SAc. with 

Ord'-r and on arrival deposit SL <3 with 
oatn.un. it you prefer send $l.$b with 
er in full payment. Sent post-paid. Satia- 
n guaranteed or mooey returned In full. 

EKHY & CO., 73 W. Van Buren, 
Dept. 2462, Chicago 

'rsad 
num¬ 

bers on 
' freight cars 
ile away and 
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tbs moon." A. C. 

Palmer, Indianapolis 

Special Oiler 

Horn. Mau¬ 
mee, O.— 
“Can 

.SPECIALLY* 

&».9^gicjb 

Brand new blue steel, 
double b a f e t y automatics 

boaght before recent tariff raise 
and offered at special prices for a limited 
time. Regular $22.00,25-calibre, 7 shot auto¬ 
matic, 41 -4 in. long, our No. 74B1 lO, spe¬ 
cial at $6-93. 

Or regular J25.00 heavy service 82-calibre, 10-ehot automa¬ 
tic. 5 in Ion t.- our No. 74B120, special at $9.75. EXTRA 
MAGAZINE FREE with each gun. Both sizes shoot all 
standard cartridges. 

PAY POSTMAN ON DELIVERY plus postage. 
Money back promptly if Not Satisfied. 

CONSUMERS CO., Dept. MB 1263 Broad way, ft. Y. 

Sell Madison “Better-Made” Shirts, Paja¬ 
mas, and Nightshirts direct from our 
factory to wearer. Nat ional I y advertised. 
Easy to sell. Exclusive patterns. Ex¬ 
ceptional values. No experience or 

capital required. Large steady income 
assured. Entirely new proposition. 

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES. 
MADISON SHIRT CO.. 603 B’way, N.Y. City 

GOITRE V 
I have an hon««t. proven remedy for 
goltre fbl(T neck). It cbeoke the 
growth at once, minces the enlarge, 
ruent, stops pain and distress and re¬ 
lieves In a little While. Pay when well. 
Tellyonr frlenda about this. Write 
me at once. DR. ROCK. 

Dept. 96 Box 737 Milwaukee. Wl*. 

\FBEE YOURSELF 
I SEND FOR INFORMATION 

0R.QUAYLE SANITARIUM. Ocpt. 971 MADIS0N.0HJ0 
MORPHINE 

veMmumsn 
tauy;iu sUmoat any oue at home, fctuali a oat, 
bend TODAY 2 eente for partienlaie aud 
proof. \ 

GEORGE W. SMITH 
Room M-763, 125 N. Jeff Ave.. Peoria, Ill. 

Big, Handsome, Dressed, Sleeping 
Doll sent prepaid for selling ONLY 
SIX PACKETS new Highly Per¬ 
fumed Sachet Powder AT 10c. 

This is a Special Offer to introduce 
our sachet. 

We also give Mama Dolls, Walking 
Dolls, and premiums for boys. 

Lane Mfg. Co. Dept. 153 
Mt. Vernon, N. Y. 

Pimples 
Your skin can be quickly cleared of Pimples, Black¬ 
heads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body. Barbers 
Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shiny Skin. 

wqw-v) ~Write today for my FREE Booklet, “A 
gl §7. 5tL*Clear-Tone Skin,” telling how loured 
• myself after being afflicted for 16 years. 
SiOOO Cash says I ecu clear your skin of the above blemishes. 

E.S. GIVENS, 186 Chemical Eldg., Kansas City,Mo. 

factory to Rides* 
A Saves $10 to 125 on the Ranger 
you select from 44 Styles, colors and 
sizes. Delivered free on approval ex¬ 
press prepaid for 30 Days FreoTrial 

Months'to Pay 
rv’K* onr liberal year to pay plan. 

wheels.equipment at half asoal 
I prices Write for marvelous 
A new prices. 30 o„y trial offer and terms. 

Heading's 

TOBACCO 
Habit Cured or No Pay 
Any form, cigars,cigarettes,pipe, chewing or snuff 
Guaranteed. Harmless Complete treatment sent 
on trie I Costs 31 OO if it cures Nothing if it fails. 

SUPERB A CO. M-21, BaUiiuare, Md. 



PLUCK AND LUCK 
- LATEST ISSUES - 

1271 The (Junker Boy Spy; or. General Washington’s 
Best Aide. 

S272 Cal Carter the Boy Lawyer; or, A Feo of One 
Million Dollars 

1273 The Board of Trade Boys; or, The Young Grain 
Speculators of Chicago. 

1274 Haunted; or. The Curse of Gold. 
1275 A Sawdust Prince: or. The Bov Bareback Rider. 
1276 Fred Farrell, the Barkeeper’s Son. (A True Tem¬ 

perance Story). 
1277 The Marked Moccasin; or. Pandy Ellis’ Pard. 
1278 Liberty ITose: or, The Pride of Plattsville. 
1279 Among the Sun Worshipers; or, Two New York 

Boys in Peru. 
1280 Engineer Steve, the Prince of the Bail. 
1281 A Wall Street “Lamb”: or, The Boy Who Broke 

the Brokers. 
1282 Chums: or. The Lenders of Glendaio Academy. 
1288 The Little Swamp Fox; A Tale of General Marion 

and His Men. 
1284 Newsboy Nick ; or. The Boy with a Hidden Million. 
1285 North Polo Nat; or. The Secret of the Frozen Deep. 
1286 Thirteen White Bavens; or, The Ghostly Kiders of 

ihe Forest. 
1287 Little Dead Shot. The Pride of the Trappers. 
1288 Shiner, the New York Bootblack; or, The Secret 

of a Boy’s Life. 
!289 Whistling Walt, the Champion Spy. (A Story of 

the American Bevolution). 
1290 The Bov Maroons; or. Cast Away for Two Years. 
1291 Fred Flame, the Hero of Greystone No. 1. 
1292 The White Wizard of the Bow^ery; or, The Boy 

Slaves of New York. 
1293 Harry Dare: or, A New York Bov in the Navy. 
1294 The Little Unknown; or. The Young Hero of the 

Beign of Terror. 
i29f> .Tack Quick, the Bov Engineer. 
1296 Lost in the Great Basin; or, The Wonderful Un¬ 

derground City. 
1297 Fr^ni Bootblack to Senator; or, Bound to Make 

His Way. 
1298 The Seven Tigers of the Mountains; or, All for 

Love and Glory. 
1299 Slippery Steve; or, The Cunning Spy of the Rcvo- 
1300 Blown Out to Sea; or, Lost Among a Strange Baee. 
1301 The Boy Volunteers; or, The Boss Eire Company 

of the Town. 
1302 The Swamp Doctor; or. The Man Witch. 
1203 The Pival Beads; or, From Engineer to President. 
1304 The Boy Editor; or. The Struggles of a Brave 

Orphan. 
1305 Kit Carson, The King of the Scouts. 
1306 Lost Among the Slave Hunters; or. An American 

Bov’s Adventures in Africa. 
1307 Battling Bube: or, The Tolly Voting Scout and Spy. 
1308 The Doomed City; or, The Hidden Foe of Plum- 

merdale. 
1309 The Pride of the Volunteers; or, Burke Halliday, 

the Bov Fireman. 
1310 The Boy Mutineers • or. Slavery or Death. 
1311 Always Ready; or, The Best Engineer on the Road. 
1312 Branded a Deserter; or, Boy Rivals in Love and 

War. 
1313 A Scout at 16; or. A Boy’s Wild Life on the Frontier. 
1314 Diamond Dave, the Waif; or, The Search for the 

Great Blue Stone. 
1915 The Little Corsican; or, The Boy of the Barricades. 
1316 “ Headlight Tom, the Boy Engineer. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to nnj 
address on receipt of price, 7c per copy, In money o* 
postage stamps, by 

HARRY E WOLFF, Publisher, Inc., 

168 West 23d Street. New York City 

HOW TO 
WRITE THEM 

Price 88 Cents Per Copy 

This book contains all the most recent changes in the 
method of construction and submission of scenarios. 
Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenario writ¬ 
ing. For sale by all Newsdealers and Bookstores. 
If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price. 
35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will 
mail you one, postage free. Address 

L. BENARENS, 219 Seventh Ave.. New York, N. Y. 

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 
Useful, Instructive and Amusing. They Contain 

Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Contain¬ 
ing full directions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and 
atnletic exercises. Embracing thirty-five illustrations. 
Bv Professor W. Macdonald. 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW’, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. 
—Fully illustrated. Full Instructions are given in this 
little book,, together with instructions on swimming and 
riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Every one is 
desirous of knowing what his future life will bring 
forth, whether happiness or misery, wealth or poverty. 
You can tell by a glance at this little book. Buy one 
and be convinced. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every 
boy should know how inventions originated. This book 
explains them all, giving examples in electricity, hy¬ 
draulics, magnetism, optics, pneumatics, mechanics, etc. 

No, 33. HOW To BEHAVE. — Containing the rules 
and etiquette of good society and the easiest and most 
approved methods of appearing to good advantage at 
parties, balls, the theatre, church, and in the drawing¬ 
room. 

No. S5. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and 
useful little book, containing the rules and regulations 
of billiards, bagatelle, back-gammon, croquet, dominoes, 
etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Contain¬ 
ing all the leading conundrums of the day, amusing 
riddles, curious catches and wittv savings. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Includ¬ 
ing hints on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, 
squirrels and birds. Also how to cure skins. Copiously 
illustrated. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S 
JOKE BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest 
jokes used by the most famous end men. No amateur 
minstrels is complete without this wonderful little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP- 
SPEAKER. — Containing a varied assortment «f stump 
speeches, Negro. Dutch and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. 
Just the thing for home amusement and amateur show?:. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL 
GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK. — Something new and very 
instructive. Every boy should obtain this book, as it 
contains full instructions for organizing an amateur 
minstrel troupe. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY. 
— A description of the wonderful uses of electricity and 
electro magnetism; together with full instructions for 
majdng Electric Toys, Batteries, etc. Bv George Trebel. 
A. M., M. D. Containingg over fifty illustrations. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. —A 
handy book for boys, containing full directions for con¬ 
structing canoes and the most popular manner of sail¬ 
ing them. Fully illustrated. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for con¬ 
ducting debates, outlines for debates, questions for dis¬ 
cussion'and tlie best sources for procuring information 
on the questions given. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 
—A' valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, pre¬ 
paring, mounting and preserving birds, animals and in¬ 
sects. 

NO. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Con¬ 
taining explanations of the general principles of slelsrht- 
of-hand applicable to card tricks; or card tricks with 
ordinary cards, and not requiring sleight-of-hand; of 
tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of specially 
prepared cards. Illustrated. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS. — A complete and 
handy little book, giving the rules and full directions 
for playing Euchre, Cribbage, Cnssino. Forty-Five, 
Bounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All 
Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Con¬ 
taining full Instructions how to hecome a locomotive 
engineer; also directions for building a model locomo¬ 
tive; together with a full description of everything au 
engineer should know. 

For sale by all newsdealers or will be sent to 
any address on receipt of price, 10 cents per copy, 
in money or postage stamps, by 

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc. 
1GG West 23d Street ' New York 
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