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THE COURIER 
OF THE CZAR 

By Jules Verne 

(Continued.) 

"But all their efforts were in vain. 
He soldiers from the first boat shout- 

Michael recognized tbe Tartar war- 
‘ery, which is usually answered by lying 
fiat on the ground. 
As néither he nor the'boatmen obeyed 

‘this {Ajunction, ‘a volley was let fly 
among them, and two of the horses 
were mortally wounded. 
At the next moment ® violent blow 
was felt. The boats bad run into the 

ferryboat. 
“Come, Nadia!” cried Michael, ready 

to junip overboard. ; 
The girl was about to follow him 
when a blow from a lance struck him, 
and he was thrown into the water. The 
current swept him away. His hand 
raised for an instant above the waves, 
and then he disappeared. 
Nadie uttered a cry, but before she 

had time to throw herself after him 
she was seized and dragged inte one 
of the boats. 
In a few minutes the boatmen were 

killed and the ferryboat was left to 
drift away while the Tartars continued 
to descend the Irtish. d 

MARCH 4, 1905. 

ne 

his head, the violence of which BIS fur 

cap had lessened. With the energy 
which he possessed he was not a man | 
to succumb under such a trifle. Before 
his eyes o a single goal—far distant 

Irkutsk. e must reach it! But he 
must pass through Omsk without stop- ! 

ping there. : 

“God protect my mother and Nadia” 
he murmured. “I have no longer the 
right to think of them!” 
Michael Strogoff and the mujik soon 

arrived in the mercantile quarter of the | 
lower tow, and, although under mili- 
tary occupation, they entered it with- 
out difficulty. The surrounding earth- 
work had been destroyed in many 
places, and tliere were the breaches 

through which the marauders who fol- 

lowed the armies of Feofar-Kahn had 

penetrated. 
The mujik was conducting his guest 

straight to the posting house when in a | 
narrow street Michael Strogoff, com- 
ing to a sudden stop, sprang behind a 

jutting wall. s 
“What is the matter?’ quickly asked 

the mujik, much astonished at this sud- 

den movement, 
“Silence!” _ hastily replied Michael 

Strogoff, with his finger on his lips. 

' agitated the revered countenance of h
is 

| aged woman raised herself. Suddenly 

| another for him—equally impossible. 
It 

‘| just seen, and if he had not 
recognized 

| her it was because he would not. if 

bad not his voice. Let us think no 

' more of it. If we do, I shall end by 

| tone so calm and with a face so t
ran- 

| quil that those who had witnessed
 the 

| meeting with her son would not
 have 

tO gee the Inexpressiple AnguIs
n wonicn 

mother.. He drew back his hands in 

order not to touch those trembling 

hands which sought him. 

«I do not know, in truth, what
 it is 

you say, my good woman,” he
 replied, 

stepping back. 

“Michael!” again cried his aged moth-
 

er. 

“My name is not Michael. I never 

was your son! I am Nicholas Korpa- 

poff, a merchant of Irkutsk.” 

And suddenly he left the public room,
 

while for the last time the words re- 

echeed: 
“My som, my son!” 

Michael Strogoff, by a despera
te ef- 

fort, had gone. He did not see his old 

mother, who had fallen back almost
 in- 

animate upon a bench. But when the 

postmaster hastened to assist her th
e 

a thought occurred to her, She denied 

by her son! It was not possible. As 

for being herself deceived and 
taking 

was certainly her son whom she had
 

was because he ought not, it was be- 

cause he had some cogent rea
son for 

acting thus! And then, her mother 

feelings arising within her, she had b
ut 

one thought—*“Can 1 unwittingly ha
ve 

ruined him?” 

«} am mad,” she sald to her inter.
 

rogators. “My eyes have deceived me! 

This young man is not my ehild. 
He 

finding him everywhere.” 

Less than ten minutes afterward &
 | 

| martar officer appeared in the post
ing i 

| plement of furtune hunters on the spot,
 

| all eager to get some of the great treas-
 house. 

«Marfa Strogoff 7’ he asked. 

«It is 1,” replied the old woman in a 
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| in the search for treasure here. 

RAVER BED PAVED 
WITH GOLD DUST. 

A Great Treasure Hunt Coming 

On the Snake River, 
J 

On March |, Its Course of 50 Miles Was 

Laid Bare— Tradition Says Vast 

Quantities of Gold Are There, 
men So 

Salt Lake City gold is the word on 

the tongue of every man today in the 

states of Utah and Idaho, and all be- 

ee ——————————————————————— 

cause the waters of the turbulent 

Snake river are to be turned aside, and 

for three days at least a mystery of 

generations <will be exposed. Jf the 

expected happens the great finds in 

Alaska, ths millions garnered in the 

districts of Goldfield and Tonopah, 

and, in fact, all the great discoveries 

of golden treasure in the world’s his- 

tory will be outdone when Snake river
 

yields up its secret this month. 

A channel in the river, thirty miles 

long, 1,000 feet wide and an average of 

790 feet deep, reputed to be gold bal- 

lasted from one end to the other, but 

never before accessibie, will be laid 

bare. Thousands are preparing to join 

There 

is not a town in this great western 

country that will not have its com- 

ure believed to be in the bed of this 

‘almost inaccessible stream. 

This channel, which has been hewn 

out of the valley through which it runs 

by the waters flowing down from innu- 

| large as hens’ eggs. 

RR w= 
on the summit of the plateau. In this 

they were only partly successful, for 

fortune seems to have considered with 

nature to hide her golden flood either 

in the deep bed of the river or else 

far down in the breast of the death- 

dealing canon. 

The end of Billy Higley waa like that 

of the man just referred to. With all 

his strength and agility, he was nit im- 

mure, and one day he lost his grasp on | 

a shrub to which he was clinging while 

making his way to the bottom, and the 

next moment the Snake had him. The 

body was never recovered. 

It is related that twenty years or more 

ago the waters of the Snake river be- 

came unusually low, and for a time 

miners were able to do considerable 

prospecting along the bars which were 

left high and dry. Gravel that would 

wash one dollar a yard was easy to 

find, and in some instances crevices in 

the rocks carrying large, coarse nug- 

gets were found. 

It was not an uncommon thing for 

men to find nuggets of virgin gold as 
But even at low 

water the work was hazardous, and 

the resulis uncertain, as the parts of 

the canon’'s bottom that the miner was 

most anxous to get at were still inac- 

cessible. 

The work of .the Twin Falls Company 

will remove the last barrier, and the 

men who undertake the task will be 
able to settle forever the question of 

the riches heli in the great stream. 

WHEN IT WAS REALLY COLD. 
—_—— 

Ink Froze to Pens and Boys to Wet 
Lapstones in the Good Old Daye. 

—_—f— 

The ancient art of keeping warm in 

blustering winter weather was crude, 
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"The White Gare Lod 
Remedy 

ons Latest 

for Those Tired and Nervous. 

Lo oa ead 

.8.0.0.06 PUY 
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as practiced by the forefathers or 

Judge Sewell would not have complain- 
ed that he was slow in recording events 

in his diary because his ink froze up- 
Nor would the colonial 

de- 

cided that it was too cold to make 

on his “pen. 
'‘shoemakers have many times 

The so-called white cure is a new 

thing that is agitating all London 8
0- 

ciety. It has attacked those of high 

degree and such of low degree 
as can 

afford it. 

The trouble is that it is expensive, 

and to be of any good it must b
e per- 

the cases of dullness followed by a s
low 

headache, can be traced to a drawing 

room or boudoir all in green. 

«Phe best color for any woman to 

choose is all white. It is the tone 

which is selected, and rightly too, for 

chfldren, and it is one which grown 

people should seek. Have white about 
manent. It takes time and it takes 

money, it takes gowns and it takes 

paraphernalia of various kinds, More 

than this, it takes a special apart
ment 

in which the white cure can be gi
ven 

or worked, for it is a thing to be
 tried 

by the patient herself; no ene can
 give 

it to her. 

The white cure is suggested ‘by its 

name. It is really one form of rest 

shoes, but just right to go hunting. 

The test of temperature was made by 
allowing an apprentice to sit.on a wet 

lapstone. If he was frozen to it, the 

weather was considered too cold to 

work, says the Boston Globe. 

Indeed, just how the people of the 

cold parts of the country got any com- 
fort during the severe winter days is 

not apparent to the eyes of today that 

have looked upon the simple and curi- 

known her. 

“Come,” said the officer. Marfa Stro- 

goff, with firm step, followed the Tar- 

tar officer and left the posting house. 

Some moments afterward Marfa Stro- 

goff found herself in the chief square 

and in the presence of Ivan Ogareff, 
to 

whom all the details of this scene bad 

been immediately reported. 

Ivan Ogareff, suspecting the truth, 
in- 

At this moment a detachment de- 
bouched from the principal square into 
the street which Michael Strogoff and 

his companion had been just following. 

At the head of the detachment, com- 
posed of twenty horsemen, was an offi- 

cer dressed in'a very simple uniform. 

Although he glanced rapidly from one 

gide to the other, he could not have 

seen Michael Strogoff owing to his pre- 

merable mountain streams, though 

judged to be full of golden nuggets, 

has defied the efforts of the miner to 

garner them and has kept them con- 

cealed deep beneath the surface of the 

river in the rifles made in the lava 

rock which forms its bottom. 

Sometime during this month the Twin | 

Falls Land and Irrigation Company | 

will close the gates of its great dam | 

you. Wear it if you can. If you can< 

not wear it, then furnish your rooms 

in white. - 

The “white cure,” as being tried by 

London society women, lies in the 

selection of white as much as possible. 

A woman who is trying it thus de- 

scribes her efforts, and tells her experi- 

ence with white. 

“I am taking the white cure,” she 

CHAPTER VIIL 

HE blow which had struck 
Michael Strogoff was not 
mortal. By swimming in 
8 manner by which he 
had effectually concealed 
himself he bad reached 

; . the right bank, where he 

tell exhausted among the bushes. 

gro
ve 
w
n
 

cure. 

When he recovered his senses, he. 

found himself in the cabin of a mujlk, 

who had picked him up and cared for 

him and to whom he owed his life. 

¥or how long a time had he been the 

‘guest of this brave Siberian? He could 

pat guess, but when he opened his eyes 

he saw the handsome bearded face 

bending over him and regarding him 

with pitying eyes. He was about to 
where he was when the mujik, an- 

ucipating him, said: 
“Do not speak, little father, do not 

speak. Thou art still too weak. I will 

‘veil thee where thou art and everything 

cipitous retreat. I 
The detachment went at full trot into 

the narrow street. Neither the officer 
nor his escort concerned themselves 

about the inhabitants. Several unlucky 
ones had scarcely time to make way 
for ‘their passage. There were, there- 
fore, a few half stified cries, to which 

the thrusts of the lance gave an instant 

reply, and the street was immediately 

cleared. 5 
When the escort had disappeared, 

“Who is that officer?’ asked Michael 
Strogoff, returning toward the mujik. 

terrogated the old Siberian woman. 

“Thy name?” he asked in a rough 

voice. 

«Marfa Strogoff.” 

“Thou hast a son?’ 
“Yes.” 

“He is a courier of the czar?” . - 
“Yes.” 

24 - 

“Where is he?” e 

Gale Moscow”... Le 

“Thou hast heard no news of him?” 

“No news.” 

“Since how long?’ 
“Since two months.” 

“Who, then, was that young man 

.| a distance of thirty miles below the 

across the Snake River at Twin Falls, 

and during the several days that will 

be consumed in filling the immense 

reservoir above the dam not a drop of 

water will find its way into the rock | 

ribbed cavernous channel or canon for 

dam. The only water that will remain | 

in the bed of the river will be that 

which cannot escape from the depres- 

sions and holes in the bottom. 

Thousands of bars belleved to be 

heavily laden with gold and thousgnds 

of crevices in the rocks which are be- 

lieved to have caught the heavier nug- 

gets washed down the stream through 

ous heat producers of early times. 

A rare collection of these ancient fire- 

places, andirons, stoves and other pro- 

moters of mercurial rises is preserved 

today in the Essex institute in Salem, 

The patient is dressed In a 

white gewn and for hours a day she 

sits in a white room resting her eye
s 

and resting her nerves. 

The room must be perfect in every 

Mass. 

These old fashioned fireplaces were 
sit In 

their corners and watch the sparks 
chase each other toward the stars. The 

huge affairs. Children could 

respect. The light must be modulated 

so that the white furniture is changed 

from a glare into a dull, soothing tone. 

And the ceiling must be of the right 

height in order that the room may not 

seem either too low or too tall. Besides 

fire places and chimneys were first 

lired with mud, so that they would 

not burn, but later they were made of 

brick. It is & common remark that in 
trying to get warm at such the faces 

of people were roasted from the heat, 

this there must be just the right amount 

of heating and just the right amount 

of fresh air. It must be artistie and it 

must be soothing, particularly sooth- 

ing. 

says. “But it is not feasible always 

to wear white. So I dress in colors; 

but for a couple of hours a day I = 

away and spend the time in solitud 

in my white room. i 

“The room, which is modeled on the 

famous Beardsley white room, is ceil- 

inged with clear white. The walls are 

papered in whit, with a Japanese. de- 
sign in white lilies around the bottom, 

extending up as high as the chair rail. 

These llies look as though they grew 

up out of the water. They are lifesize 

and there are a few flat green leaves, 

one of the most loveliest and most rest- 
ful designs you ever saw. 

“This room, which I call a Roman 
The whole idea is based upon a para- 

graph in a London paper of some And while putting the question his face 
was pale as that of a corpse. 

the ages will become bare and acces- 

sible to the Within the 
while their backs froze in the draughts 

from the cracks of the windows and whom thou didst call thy son a few 

that bas passed since I brought thes to 

my eabin.” 
And the mujik related to Michael 

Sitrogeft the different incidents of the 

struggle which he had witnessed—the 

- attack upen the ferry by the Tartar 

boats, the pillage of the tarantass and 

the massacre of the beatmen. 

But Michael Strogoff listened me lon- 

ger, and, slipping his band under his 

garment, he felt the imperial letter still 

secured in his breast. 
He breathed a sigh of relief. But that 

was not all. 

“A young girl accompanied me,” said 

he. 

“They have not killed her,” replied 

the mujik, anticipating the anxiety 

which he read in the eyes of his guest. 

“They have carried her off in their 

boat and have continued the descent of 

the Irtish. It is only one prisoner more 

to join so many others which they are 

taking to Tomsk.” 

Michael Strogoff was unable to reply. 

He pressed his hand upon his heart to 

restrain its beating. Se 

But, notwithstanding these many 

trials, the sentiment of duty mastered 

| “He!” cried Michael Strogoff, from 

“It is Ivan Ogareff,” replied the Sibe- 
rian, but in a deep voice which breath- 

ed hatred. 

whom the word escaped with an accent: 

of fury which he could not conouer. 

He had just recognized in this officer 
the traveler who had struck him at the 

house of Iehim, and, although 

ihe had only caught a glimpse of him, 1% | 

burst upon his mind at the same time 

'that this traveler was the old Zingari 
‘whose words he had overheard in the 

‘market place of Nijni Novgorod. 

| The mujik and Michael resumed their 

way and arrived at the posting house. 

To leave Omsk by one of the breaches 

would not be difficult after nightfall 

As for purchasing a carriage to replace 

the tarantass, that was impossible. 

There was none to be let or sold. But: 

what want had Michael Strogoff now 

for a carriage? Was he not alone, alas? 

A horse would suffice him, and, very 

fortunately, a horse could be had. It 

was an animal of mettle, capable of 

enduring much fatigue, and Michael 

Strogoff, accomplished horseman as he 

moments ago at the posting house?” 

“A young Siberian whom I took for 

him,” replied Marfa Strogoff. “This is 

the tenth man in whom I have thought 

I recognized my son since the town has 

been so full of strangers. I think I see 

him everywhere.” 

“So this young man was not Michael 

Strogoff 7’ 
“It was not Michael Strogoff.” 

“Dost thou know, old woman, that I 

ean torture thee until thou avowest the 

truth?” 

“I have spoken the truth, and torture 
will not cause me to alter my words in 

any way.” 

“This Siberian was not Michael Stro- 

goft?” asked a second time Ivan Oga- 

reff. 
“No, it was not he,” replied a second 

time Marfa Strogoff. “Do you think 

that for anything in the world I would 
deny a son whom God has given me?” 

Ivan Ogareff regarded with an evil 

eye the old woman who had braved 

him to the face. He did not doubt but 

that she had recognized her son in this 

young Siberian. Now, if this son bad 

prospector. 

distance mentioned it is said that there 

are plenty of places where the precipit- 

ous banks may be scaled and the bot- 

tom of the canon reached. 
From the earliest days of the set- 

tlement of southern Idaho and north- 

ern Utah stories have been current 

about the fabulous riches to be found 

here and there in the vicinity of the 

Snake. Tradition has it, and no one 

has ever disputed the assertion, that 

the first settlers found the Indians 

wearing ornaments made from virgin 

gold, but all efforts to learn the source 

of this gold proved futile. 

It was not until the wonderful s¢en- 

ery in the canon of the Snake became 

known and explorers began to search 

its precipitous walls that the first 

traces of gold were found there. Pros- 

pectors flocked in, and they discovered 

gold a-plenty; but to obtain it was 

another question. 

The land on either sides of the canon 

forms a plateau, and standing on the 

edge one is almost made dizzy by the 

great depth that yawns below him. 

Only at intervals is It possible to find 

crevices by means of which one can de- 

scend the sandy beach bordering the 

doors. 
But the early forefathers were 

hardy race, and endured the cold won- 

The Puritans of Salem re- 
fused to heat their meeting houses, de- 
derfully. 

claring that warmth therein ‘waa 

snake of ye wily and wicked Satan. 

The sturdy Puritan 

the cold stopped the circulation 

come warm and stop kicking. 
‘Women carried little foot stoves. to 

church. These were perforated ti 

boxes a few inches square, in which 

hot embars from the family hearth 

were placed, and the hot stove was 

then taken to meeting along with the 

Bible. 
Coal was known as early as 1637 in 

“fron 

But wood was far cheaper 

and more convenient and was most 
used. . Pat was also utilized, as it 

this country, and it was called 
stone.” 

could be obtaimed from many bogs. 
Stoves were 

sires and their 
sons kicked their heels together when 

of 
their blood, and the preachers often pa- 
tiently paused in-their two hours’ dis- 
courses to wait for everybody to be- 

introduced as early as 
1€62, and in that year the gemeral court 

weeks ago, in which a leading London 

a 
that his patients generally would be 

better off physically if they were to 

pay more attention to their color tones. 

“Red,” sald he in this semi-scientific 

article, “is too heating. It is absolute- 

ly irritating to certain dispositions. It 

is bad in summer and it is worse in 

winter. Never surround yourself with 

all red. Yellow is better, but it is de- 

pressing. Nothing more depressing to 

the nerves could be imagined than a 

room all yellow ocher, say, with paint- 

ed yellow floor, yellow walls and yel- 

low wood furniture. It would at once 
make one’s spirits sink. 

“Blue is too cold. It is not a genial 
color. It is not an attractive color. It 

is dainty and clean. But it is° never 

alluring. It is a color one admires, but 

never embraces. 

“Pink is. better, but it is not feasible. 

It is open, too, to the same objection 

as red. Seen in too great a quantity, 

it is too exciting. A little pink is 

warm and good. But it is not a sooth- 

ing color for one's 1erves. 

“The worst nerve color is black. 

a 

n 

society physician advanced the idea . 

of Massadhusetts granted to John Clark 

room, has a little fountain in the mid- 
dle. This I managed very easily. Ab 

a shop where fountains may be bought, 
I ourchased for a few dollars a small 
fountain with a bowl into which the 

water can drip. This was much cheap- 

er than you would suppose, and the 
cost of connecting the entire thing was 

small. It stands right in the center of 
the room, and all around . it I have 
plants growing, ferns and water lilies 

and flowers that love the moisture. 
This water which is clear and cool is 
filtered, and can be used for drinking 
purposes. Indeed, it is a part of my 
cure that I drink plenty of cool water 
while: resting. be 

“The furniture of this room is all in 

white enamel. It is of white wood, 
painted with plain enamel, and it wag 
neither costly nor difficult to obtaif. 
It is really a very inexpensive room - 

but so unique that one admires it at 

sight. 2 : 

“This trifle of having a little foun- 

tain play in the middle of my resting 

room is one that has engaged the at- 
tention of all who have seen it. It is 

one of those little ingenious ideas 

which cost so little,.yet which are so 

at 

first renounced his mother and if his 

mother renounced him in her turn it 

Black is awful in every respect where ten shillings for every family using his 
the nerves are concerned. It is the 

valuable invention, a stove, for a per- was, could make good use of it. 

The horse cost a high price, and a 
his whole soul. 
He remembered the errand which he 

very satisfactory. 
foaming torrent. 

had undertaken. Indeed mever by day 

or night was his emperor’s mission for 
few moments later Michael was ready 

to start. It was then 4 o'clock in the 

could occur only from the most weighty 

motive, 

The gold thus far obtained has been 

picked up by prospectors who have suo
- 

ceeded in making the hazardous de- 

fod of three years, and this grant was 
color of mourning. It is a depressing 

tone, a shade which is never to be 
subsequently extended for the period 

“My rountain which makes music 

and supplies me with drinking water 

afternoon. [TO BE CONTINUED.] ~ { of Clark's lifetime, the general court | chosen if one is about the sfck or as- all the day, and which is really the 

even, a moment absent from his mind. 

Not the presence of the greatest dan- 

ger, the tortures of hunger and thirst, 

the weariness of excessive fatigue, not 

even all combined could cause him to 

forget that a momentous matter was 

.intrusted te his courage, his zeal, his 

fidelity and his endurance. Michael 

Strogoff was worthy of this trust. 

“Where am 1?” asked be. 

“Upon the right bank of the Irtish, 

only five versts from Omsk,” replied 

Michael Strogoff, compelled to wait 

till nightfall in order to pass the forti- 

fications, but not desiring to show him- 

gelf in the streets of Omsk, remained in 

the posting house and there partook of 

food. : 

There was & great crowd in the pub- 

lic room, it being the resort of numbers 

of the anxious inhabitants, who at this 

eventful period collected there to ob- 

tain news. They were talking of the 

To cure Headache in ten minutes use 

Kumfort Headache Powders, 10 cents. 

BOSTON LAWER A THIEF. 
PRES 

BOSTON, Feb. 26, — Frederick W. 

Peabody, of Cambridge, a well known 

scent, and the gold they did find was 

lodged in the crevices mentioned. They 

found evidences of untold wealth on 

every hand, but to get it out without 

the latest improved machinery was an- 

other matter, for every man who suc- 

ceeded In reaching the bottom of the 

canon took his life in his hands, and 

there were not a few who, losing their 

footing, slipped and fell, bounding from 

crag to spur andl spur to crag until 

they were swept away in the raging 

being deeply grateful for the comfort 

derived from this invention. 
The first open front coal stoves 

were designed by Benjamin Franklin, 

and were cast by James Byres & Co. 

in Springfield, Mass., in 1787. Franklin 

sociated wth a nervous person. Chil- 

dren are particularly susceptible to the 

influence of black and will cry if a 

person in this sombre garb goes near 

them. Babies never can endure black. 

“Brown is a color which sets the 

nerves jumping. A room all in brown probably got his idea from the Ger- 

man stoves used in Pennsylvania. 

These had a hot air drum, which ex- 

tended to the second story and warmed 
that part of the house but the doors 

of meny of them were outside the 

will give a nervous person the tooth- 

ache. 1t will set one’s sciatica jump- 

ing. A brown room will make one’s 

optic nerve throb. It will do an in- 

jury to the nerves which may be last- 

most restful and interesting feature of 

the room, cost me less than many a 

piece of bric-a-brac or costly rug, ‘and 

has given me a thousand times its 

value in satisfaction. Tt is one of those 

very modern bits of luxury which will 

grow more popular as people know 

more about it. - 
“The rest of my white room is not 

worth mentioning unless it be the whiig 

shades and the inner blinds whieh 

modulate the light. It is one of those 

attorney, having offices in this city, | torren house, so that it was necessary to go | ing and serious. Never have an all rooms which strike you as being resd- 

the mujik. 

“What wound ean I have received 

which could have thus prostrated me? 

It was not a gunshot wound?” 

“No; a lance thrust upon the head, 

now healing,” replied the mujik. “Aft- 

er a few days’ rest, little father, thou 

wilt be able to proceed. Thou didst fall 

into the river, but the Tartars neither 

touched nor searched thee, and thy 

purse is still In thy pocket.” 

Michael Strogoff gripped the mujik’s 

band. Then, recovering himself with a 

sudden effort, “Friend,” sald he, “how 

have I been in thy hut?” 
ee days.” 

“Three days lost!” 

“Three days hast thou lain uncoan-’ 

sotous.” -- 
“Hast thou a horse to sell me?” 
“Thou wishest to go?” 

“At once.” 
“] have neither horse nor carriage, 

Mttle father. Where the Tartar has 

passed there remains nothing!” : 

“Well, 1 will go on foot to Omsk to 

find a horse.” . 

“A few more hours of rest and thou 

wilt be in a better condition to pursue 

thy journey.” 
“Not an hour!” 

“Qeme, now,’ replied the mujik, rec- 

ogniszing the fact that It was useless 

to struggle against the will of his guest, 

©] will guide thee myself. Besides,” 

be added, “the Russians are still in 

great force at Omsk, and thou couldst 

perhaps pass unperceived.” 

“Friend,” replied Michael, “heaven 

reward thee for all thou hast done for 

me.” 

«Reward! Only fools expect reward 

on earth,” replied the mujik. 

Michael Strogoff went out of the hut. 

When he tried to walk, he was seized 

with such faintness that witheut the 

assistance of the mujik he would have 

fallen” but the fresh air quickly re- 

gived him. Ho then felt the wound in 

expected arrival of a corps of Musco- 

vite troops, not at Omsk, but at Tomsk, 

a corps intended to recapture that town 

from the Tartars of Feofar-Kahn. 

Michael Strogoff lent an attentive ear 

to all that was said, but took no par
t 

in the eonversation, 

Suddenly a cry made him tremble, 
a 

ery which penetrated to the depths o
f 

his soul, and these two words, so t
o 

speak, rushed into his ear: 

“My son!” ; 

Fiis mother, the old woman Marfa, 

was before him! Trembling, she smil- 

ed upon him. She stretched forth her 

arms to him. Michael Strogoff arose. 

He was about to throw himself— 

The thought of duty, the seri
ous dan- 

ger for his mother and himself in 
this 

unfortunate meeting, suddenly st
opped 

him, and such was his command 
over 

himself that not a muscle of his
 face 

moved. 

There were twenty people in the p
ub- 

lic room. Among them were perhaps 

sples, and was it not known in the 

town that the son of Marfa Str
ogoft 

belonged to the corps of the 
couriers of 

the czar? 
| 

Michael Strogoff did not move. 

“)Michael!” cried his mother. 

“Who are you, my good lady?” 
Mi 

chael Strogoff stammered, unable te 

speak in his usual firm to
ne. 

«Who am I, thou askest? Dost thou 

no longer know thy moth
er?” . 

«you are mistaken,” coldly replied 

Michael Strogoff. “A resemblance de- 

ceives you.” 

The old Marfa went up 
to him and, 

looking straight into his eyes, 
said: 

“Thou art not the son of Pe
ter and 

Marfa Strogoff?” 

Michael Strogoft would have given 

his life to have locked bis mother
 in his 

arms, but if he ylelded It was all over 

with him, ‘with her, witb his missio
n, 

with his oath! Completely master of 

Bimeelf, be closed his eyes in order not 

and Wm. G. Nixon, of Braintree, are 

under arrest charged with the larceny 

of $2,500 from Edward W. Parker, ofs 

Little Rock, Ark. Early today. the 

men were released under bonds of $3,- 

000 each. They will be arraigned to- 

morrow morning. - 

Mr. Parker, who is engaged in the 

banking business in Arkansas, has re- 

cently spent his winters here. He al- 

leges that the men under arrest secur- 

ed money from him for investment in 

the business of placing advertisements 

on matches. He alleges that the money 
was intended primarily for the pur- 

chase of the patent on a machine, and 

was to be returned to him if the pur- 

chase wae not made, as he alleges it 

was not made, within a certain time. 

The police have a warrant for the ar- 

rest of a third party in connection with 

the case. . | 

The three men concerned have been | 

prominently identified with the Chris- | 

tian Science movement. Attorney Pea- | 

body was counsel for Mrs. Josephine | 

Woodbury in the famous Woodbury- | 

Eddy libel cass, and subsequently at- | 

tracted attention by a speech in Tre- | 

mont Temple on the topic “An expos- 

ure of Eddyism.” 
— 

THE WORST KIND. 

After Piles have existed for a Jong 

time and passed through different | 

stages, the suffering is intense—pain, | 

aching, throbbing, tumors form, filled | 

to bursting with black blood. | 

Symptoms indicating other troubles 

may appear to a thoroughly Pile-sick 

rerson. 

This is when Dr. Leonhardt’s Hem- | 

Roid, the only absolute Pile cure, | 

brings 

fame. 

It will cure the most stubborn case 

in existence and a bonded guarantee to | 

that effect goes with each package. - | 

It is to be had for $1.00 at the drug | 

the results that has made - 

store, or from The Wilson-Fyle a | 

| pany, Limited, Niagara Falls, Out. 

It was an undertaking from which 

many shrank, but those who did reach 

the bottom agreed that the cvidences 

of gold were more and more abundant 

as they approached the sandy beach of 

the Snake. Yet of the few who man- 

aged to reach the top of the plateau 

again only a.very small proportion 

were willing to undertake a second de- 

scent into the canon. 

One of the first of the pioneers to un-- 

dertake to solve the mystery of the 

snake river was Bill Higley, trapper, 

hunter, prospector and miner. He was 

tall, raw-boned and powerful. When 

he first began to come into the settle
- 

ment he usually brought in with him a 

bundle of pelts, which he bartered for 

amunition and food. 

There came a time, however, when 

he brought in nuggets and dust, and on 

each succeeding trip he added’ to his 

weaith in the assay office. Efforts were 

nade to learn from him the source of 

the gold, but he was not communica- 

tive. He was followed on more than 

one oceasion, but succeeded in eluding 
his pursuers. 

Finally, when he thought he had &«c- 

cumulated enouzh gold for his ordinary 

wants, he told of his find in the canon 

of the Snake river. On his next trip 

nearly every one of the male inhabi- 

tants in the settlement went with him, 

but when they saw the walls down 

which they would have to descend they 

shrank from the task and gazed in 

wonder ‘as, standing on the brink of 

the precipice, they saw Bill lower him- 

self down the crevices until he stoed 

on the sands six hundred fect below 

them. 

One man tried to follow him, but he 

had $carcely gone down fifty feet when 

he lost his hold, and, with a wild cry, 

went tumbling down into the seething 

waters of the river. The spectators 

waited for the body to come up, but 

the Snake once it clutches its prey 

never gives it up—and .so they turned 

outside to feed them with fuel. Frank- 

lin’s invention marked the beginning 

‘of stoves for burning coal and wood, 

which are in general .use today. 

These early stoves 

lessings to the forefathers 

were as great 

as are 

brown room. 

“Green is all very well, but it is un- 

becoming” and unsatisfactory. The 

more green you have the worse off you 

are. A little is good, but an all green 

room will make your sense dull. Half 

steam heaters today. Even the poets 

sung of their virtues, referring to them 

as “stoves which autumn of winler 
could make.” 
But today the practical man wants 

summer of winter made, and various 
deviees of the forefathers — the fire 

backs, andirons, open fireplaces and 

crude etoves—have been thrown into 

the junk heap or into the museum, to 

make way for the modern hot air and 

ful before you see that they are 

white. It is all very Beardsleyesque 

and I can say that I learned the whole 

from Aubrey Beardsley, who. had a 

white room long before I ever thought 

of owning one.” 

ADVERTISE IN THE STAR. 

steam heaters. 
~~ 

WHAT HE NEEDED. 
—— 

Sermons are commonly supposed to 

both 

expounder and congregation; but there 

was one which, if the minister's ser- 

vant was right, was an exception. One 

Sunday morning the late Rev. Duca- 

chat, of Connecticut, arose feeling de- 

After a futile attempt to 

eat. breakfast he called an old favorite 

be medicinal to the mind of 

cidedly {ll 

colored servant to him, and said:— 
“Sam, go around and tell Simmons” 

—the sexton—“to post a notice on the 

church deor that I am too ill to preach 

today.” 
“Now, massa,” sald Samuel, 

you gib up dat way. Just gib him 

trial; you get 'long all right.” 

The argument resulted in the min- 

He 

preached as usual, and after service re- 
looking much 

{ster’s determination to try it. 

turned to the house, 

brighter. 5 
“How you feel, massa?” said Sam- 

uel, as he opened the door. 
‘“‘Batter—much better, Sam. I'm 

glad I took your advice.” 

“I knew it! I knew it!” said Sam- 

uel, grinning from ear to ear. 

you’d feel better when you get dat se 

mon out o’ your system!" away and tried to find traces of gold 

“don’t 

“1 knew 
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