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CHAPTER XIIL

‘A TERRIBLE SITUATION.

The palace of |(the governor of Tomsk
was brilllantly 1lighted, and carrlages
crowded the plaza before it. Gayly uni-
formed officers and fashionably attired
ladies passed from them into the spacious
rooms. The overnor himself was at his
best and was proud of the beautiful rela-
tive for whom he had given this suddenly
arranged reception. "

Princess Olga, who had slept much of
the day after her wearying experiences
of the night before, showed no effects of
her exhaustion, but received the guests
with that calmness, that queenly style,
which was all her own.

The garrison band blared its Russian
musle, and the atmosphere in the rooms
was laden with perfume. It was a strange
and motley gathering, but Olga, who had
traveled much in strange places, as well
as in centers of civilization, looked upon
the crowd with complacency.

A colonel of cavalry, with his hand-
soma wife, when they came to greet her
was followed by a Cossack chief clad in
the barbaric splendor of his rank. A
Manchurian mandarin, with a long sword
on one slde and a short one on the other,
wearing his native dress, marched with
the crowd, a distinctive flgure. He had
come to Tomsk to confer for his govern-
ment with Neslerov concerning the cross-
ing of the border into Manchuria. The
new rallway brought to Tomsk mighty
men from places never before heard of by
any who lived in Tomsk.

A Perslan prince who had but the day
before arrived fromm Tobolsk, where he
had spent @ week studying the conviet
system—a system Impossible to his coun-
try—added his gorgeousness to the
throng.

If Olga was surprised that at o short a
notice so great a gathering could be sum-
moned in that Siberian capital, she gave
mo sign. She accepted the homage as
one who was born to It.

Young officers vied with one another
to be mnear her. Grizzled veterans
looked at her and smiled, for it made
them glad to see so lovely a princess
ai. Tomsk. By far the most distin-
guished looking man in the throng was
the colonel of the cavalry, whose wife,
having been long a semi-invalid, found

time to devote some attention to the
princess, while his wife rested from
the weariness the excitement prought
upon her.

Olga, whose travels had given her a
clear insight to human  character,
singled Colonel Barakoff out at once

as a man of sterling integrity and a
fearless soldier, To him she was ex-
tremely gracious, and encouraged him
to talk, and he was proud of her atten-
tion. When the dancing began, the
crowd scattered through the palace, and
it was not long before Colonel Bara-
koff and Olga found themselves sitting in
& retired spot with the colonel's wife.

“It is the first time *in my experi-
ence,” sald the colonel, *'and that has
not been a short one, that one of our
noble ladies has condescended to visit
our capital. And now one of the pow-
erful house of Neslerov is here, It
causes wonder that she would forsake
the pleasures and gaieties of St. Peters-
burg for this dismal place.”” f

“I have seen enough of 5i. Peters-
burg galetles to last for a time,” an-
gwered Olga. *“*My life is not all spent In
pleasure. 1 am not ¥et your age, colonel,
but I have learned that to be happy and
to be contented with one-self one must
find some work to do, and do it well."”

““You are very young,” said the colo-
nel slowly, “and very wealthy to have
found that out. I, of course, learned it
long ago, but my age is three times
yours. You say you have found pleasure
in work. Would it be presumptuous to
ask what work has found favor im your
eyes?'

“Presumptuous? Not at all, colonel, T
am always pleased to talk with one who
is able to appreciate it. I have become
thoroughly convinced that there are faults
in our social system. I am neither a
nihilist nor a socialist, but I do think that
the wealthy nobles of Russia are mot
doing their full duty to those who, it is
true, are dependent upon them, but upon
whom also they are dependent.”

“It {s & bold stand for a young woman
to take. Men have been <ent to Siberia
for those sentiments.”

““And the sentiment sent me to Siberia,
but not under sentence. 1 have come
partly to visit the governor, who is a
relative, and, more than that, to study
the conviet system as worked out under
his rule in Tomsk.”

The colonel became cautlous.

“You will find plenty to study,” he an-
swered, “but 1 fanecy you will not pro-
ceed rapidly. Our system—well, it is the
same, 1 suppose, as that in vogue at To-
bolsk."”

“Perhaps it will prove so. I am ae-
quainted with Count de Muloff, governor
general, and I know that, while he is .a
stern man, he is just. When he can be
merciful without lending an apparent aid
to the unworthy he does not hesitate to
show leniency. I hope I shall find the
game spirit prevailing here.”

The colonel smiled grimly.

**Shall you, then, write a book upon the
penal system?"”

“I may do so, although that is not yet
one of my plans. I may tell you in confl-
dence, however, that I have the entire
confidence of the czar and that he is in-
terested In the outcome of my studles.”

“In my youthful days we did not hear
of such things,” sald the colonel. *“A
young woman who at your age and with
your wealth and position took upon her-
self so great a task would bé sent forth-
with to a lonely castle and kept a semi-
prisoner.”

“J fear that some of that same splirit
dominates our society to-day.”

“I think 1t will prevall for a time."”

*“Where would you advise me to go to
ptudy the convict system at its worst?"”

“Its worst? Do you wish to see It at
its best?"

“I understand 1t at its best.”

““Well, it is a serious matter to advise,
yet if you are worklng under the protec-
tlon of the czar we must help you. I
should say Tivoloffsky.”

“1 ghall go there. Where are your pris-
ons?”

The colonel rubbed his grizzled mus-

ch

“We have guardhouses in all. settle-
ments.”

“Dungeons?**

“Not many dungeons. There are dun-
geons under this very palace, but they are
obsolete. I do mot think they have been
used in years.”

“Then they could be Inspected."”

“1 see mo reason why they should not.
But that would be for the governor to
say. Shall I ask him?"”

*‘No; since they are under his palace
I shall have an opportunity later. I sup-
pose they are entered by way of a secret
door.”

“There was a door at the end of the
police offices,’”” replied the colonel. “Of
course, being a soldler, I know scarcely
enything about them. They are wholly
in charge of the police.”

“But you formerly had mo police in
Biberia save the Cossack guards.”

‘“T'rue, but I was not at Tomsk then.
I came here from Tobolsk.”

Olga spoke then to the colonel's wife,
end the subject of the dungeons did not
recur.

Neslerov came and presented a young
officer, & member of a noble family, and
he asked Olga for a waltz. She thanked
the colonel, and they did not met agaln.
The dancing continued till a wvery late
thour, after which there was a supper
served with the true Russian prodigality.
Olga Was becoming weary, but she main-
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tained her usual spirits. She chanced to
pass near the governor and heard a young
officer speaking.

“Lieutenant Dermsky {s not present.
Whom will you name as the lieutenant of
the palace guard?"”

“None will be mnecessary,’” answered
Neslerov. *“Itzig yill be at his post. As
it is nearly morning, no more will be
necessary, Dismliss the guard, take them
to the banquet hall and give them sup-
per.”

Soon after that Olga found occasion to
cross the hall to the offices of police.
People were passing to and fro, and no
one could think it strange that the prin-
cess went where she pleased. She found
at the end of the Buit of rooms devoted
to police ‘affairs a small epartment, the
door of which was welosed. Turning, to
see that Neslerov was not in the hall—
che did not care for the guests—she en-
tered, Sitting there in lonely state was a
man. He was not particularly agreeable
looking and seemed to be of a stupid
erder.

“*Are you mnot being feasted with the
others?" asked the princess,

““No; they forget poor Itzig,'' was the
reply.

“What Is your duty here?”

“To guard the door to the passage yon-
der. Stupid! No ope could enter. The
key never leaves the pocket of the super-
intendent of police."

Jansky had been constant in his at-
tendance at the bottle and already showed
the effect of his heavy potations.

“You shall not be overlooked,"” sald
Olga. ““I will send you some refresh-
ments,”"

She first went to her room and returned
to the banguet hall, She ordered one
of the servants to open a fresh bottle
of wine, which was done. Then a tray
was prepared, and she ordered it taken to
Itzig. Quickly, without a second’s delay,
a small vial in her hand was emptied

into the wine.

“Take this also,” she sald.

When she returned to the throng, the
guests were leaving. They came in
throngs to bid Rer adieu, and she saw
the last one leave. Jansky, Neslerov

and the servants were left.

“I am exhausted," said Neslerov. "I
feel completely worn out. And you,
cousin, must be weary also.” .

*“l am,” she answered. ‘[ shall not be
long getting to sleep.”

“Nor I. I hope you
ball.”

“Very much. 1 thank you for the kind
attention. And now good night.”

“Good night.”

“l am going, but I shall first make a
round of inspection,’ said Jansky. “There
being no guard this morning, it will do
no harm, It will not be daylight for two
hours."”

They parted, and Olga went to her room,
but not to sleep. Therese was asleep in
a chair, waiting fer her mistress.

“Therese!’ sald Olga.

“0h, pardon me! 1 was asleep!?® said
Therese, starting up.

“Hush! 1 do not wish any one to hear
us. I have work for us both to do.”

“I am ready. Command me, princess.”

“1 know, faithful Therese, but this is
work that will require all your nerve.
Listen. 'Rhe ball is over and the guests
have gone. Chance has favored us to-
night. It bas enabled me to plot and
plan for what we are to do. Neslerov
dismissed the guard, and there will be in
a short time no one awake in the palace.
The superintendent of pollce carries the
key to fte dungeons, and he is now half
drunk. The door to the dungeons is
guarded by a stupid fool named Itzlg. I
found him at his post, and sent him a
bottle of wine and a tray of food. Into
the wine I poured that vial of toothache
medielne I obtalned from you. it Ia
enough to make any one sleep for hours.
Where Jansky sleeps 1 do not know; but
we must find him. We must wait—it Is
too soon—but in half an hour it will be
safe to descend. Jansky said it would not
be daylight for two hours. That will
give us an hour and a half to work."”

*And tkhat work?"

“To release the American and Vladimir
from the dungeors and send them to old
Paulpofl to get him to safety. He must
not /be harmed, for we want his testi-
mony."

“Good!"” said Therese, with a shiver.
“It i{s grand—but dangerous.”

Olga opened a traveling bag and took
therefrom a silver-mounted revolver.

“I do not wish to kill,”" she sald; “but
if we are discovered there will be trouble,
and I must succeed.. Come now, for the
honor of the Neslerovs and the house of

enjoyed your

Graslov!™ \
The ovrincess opened her door anmd
peered into the corridor. The lights

were still burning as brightly as during
the ball, but no one was in slght.

“Come—all is silent as the grave,” she
sald. *“‘Even if we meet some one, it will
not cause suspiclon.”

She led the way, and Therese, shivering
with terror, followed. The great stalr-
way and hall were deserted, but from the
little guardroom at the end of the police
quarters there came the sound of curses.

“Stupld blockhead!"” said the voice of
Jansky. “Drunk! Who brought him
this bottle of wine?"”

With a quick motion Olga whisked The-
rese into the same room where she had
crouched to listen to Jansky and Uns-
gethop. There came the sound of un-
steady footsteps. Jansky, with the unfin-
ished bottle of Itzig's wine in his hand,
went drunkenly to his office.

“I'l finish this—then go ti
muttered.

“I'll finish this—then go to bed,”” he
was nct ten minutes before his own eyes
closed in that terrible sleep from which
he could not arouse himself until the ef-
fect of the drug passed off.

“Come!” said Olga.

Nervously and -ouickly she rifled the
sleeping man's pockets and found 4 bunch
of kevs. Swiftly, then, these two rushed
to Itzlg's room and, shutting the door,
barred it on the inside.

“Now we can work without molesta-
tion,”" said Olga.

She tried several keyvs in the lock of an
iron door that formed part of the rear
well. but without success. Finally she
found one that turned the rusty bolt, and
the door swung open. This door led into
a small passage, in which there were vari-
ous articles—lanterns, whips, chains and
weapons. Olga quickly chose a lantern
which showed it had been recently used
and lighted it. At the end of the passage
was an iron grating forming a door, and
this, too, she unlocked with Jansky's
keys.

Beyond this was a flight of stone steps
leading downward, and then all  was
darkness. Olga, holding the lantern above
her head, led the way down the steps
The stones were cold and damp and slip-
pery as she neared the bottom. The
dark atmsphere sent a chill through her,
but the brave girl did not falter. Therese
came creeping after her, shivering with
fear. They did not count the number of
steps, but knew there were many. At last
they stood on a cold stone floor.

“Now, which way?"' she asked, holding
ihe lantern to flash its light as far as pos-
gible around her.

She could see that they were in a large

béd," he

chamber from which various passages
broke away in every direction,

“We must not linger—to lose time
would be to lose game,” she saild.

“(hose thls passage and follow. it to the
end.”

She turned Into the mearest passage,
and the gleams:of the lantern were re-
flected from slippery walls. As she walked
she examined these wall for doors. There
were arches that led to other passages
and smaller oned that opened into
chambers that had:evidently-been: once

used for prison cells, for chalns were
hanging on the walls,

The lantern in Olga's hand flashed Its
light into every nook and cranny until at
last ghe reached the end of that passage.
Making sure Therese was closa behind,
she turned her steps Into another pas-
sage, running apparently at right angles
with the other. This she traversed in the
same way until the very bigness of the
palace and its silence began to awe her.

The first courage that had led her to
the desperate act gradually gave way to
the awful gloom and mystery of the place,
But in its stead there came a determina-
tion not to relinquish the search until
she had found the unfortunate victims of
Neslerov's hate or proved that they were
not there. She walked on, gradually in-
creasing her pace. A door at last greeted
her vision—a real door that swung on
hinges.

**At last, perhaps,’ she said.

She tried her strength agalnst the door,
and, though it was not locked, yet she
could not open it sufMciently to enter.

. "Threse, help me,” she sald, setting
the lantern down upon the floor.

The two placed their shoulders against
the door and pushed, and It suddenly
opened. Theresa was precipitated head-
long into the chamber. A rush of foul air
almost stifled Olga. There waz a pe-
culiar sound, as if Therese had fallen
upon @4 heap of something. She was
whimpering in her terror. Olga selzed
the lantern and dashed into the chamber,
A cry of terror escaped her, 8She was in
what seemed to be an old tomb. At least,
there were heaps of bones scalttered
about, and into oce of these poor Therese
bad pitched headlong.

Olga swung the lantern and, near to
the spot whare Therese lay, two skele-
tens hung In chains. One had lost its
head, but the other, by reason of being
fastened in & peculiar way, had retained
its grinning top piece.

Therese was in a dead faint.

Olga was now in a terrible difficulty.
She knelt by the side of Therese.

*Oh,” she said, "if 1 had but some
water! She will never recover in this
place."”

Setting the lantern down, she dragged
the woman from the place of horrors and
laid her down on the cold figer of the
passage. Then she swung the door shut.

Again she began working over Therese,
Olga saw that she was suffering a severe
nervous shock, and the only hope of res-
toration of her senses was immedlate re-
moval frcm the place.

Swinging her lantern upon her arm, she
sejzed hold of Therese and began dragging
her along the passage, golng backward in
ord2r to exert a greater pull on the un-
consclous woman.

In some way—she never knew how—she
lost her bearines and came suddenly
against a great stone pillar which stood
in the wcenter of a sort of court, from
which passages ran like the spokes ol a
wheel.

Ffor a moment she stood there half un-
willing to believe the truth. Then, as the
horrible fact was borne in upon her, she
let the ghoulders of Thercvse lle neg-
lected on the floor while'she stared help-
lessly around her. She could not discover
the one through which she had come.

She was lost.

CHAPTER XIV.
OoUT OF THE CHAINS. N

The horror of the situation was so great
that Princess Olga's brain could not ac-
cept it all at once.

Not only was she lost, but there was a
certainty that if she was rescued she
would also be discovered in this act
against the rule of Neslerov. Powerful as
was her family, she was now absolutely at
the mercy of the governor of Tomsk,
whom she knew to be merciless. Who
could ever know that Princess Olga, the
rich and beautiful Nesleroy, died in the
dungeons under her cousin’s palace?

To her vivid imagination already the
horrors of starvation loomed up. To lie
in that cold, dark place and suffer and
slowly waste away, to lose her mind, to
rave in madness—all these thoughts
burned into her brain. Then, looking at
poo: Therese, the girl's heart was stirred
with pity.

“l am not only a suicide, but I am a
murderer as well," she said. "I should
not have induced Therese to come.”

Therese stirred.

‘*Ah, Therese! Good Therese! Speak to
me, will you not?" pleaded the princess.
“You should not have come. It was hor-
rible, that den! And perhaps 1 brought
you here to dle.”

“I don't want o die!” exclaimed
Therese, sittl upright as though the
word had acted’ like an electric shock.

“I do not wish to die elther; but we are
lost, Therese.”

“Lost! How can we be lost?
not under the palace?"

“Yes, we are under the palace, but we
are nevertheless lost. I have lost the
way. See all these passages? I do not
know by which one we entered this ter-
rible place.”

“"We seem to be almost at the center.
They cannot all lead to the stairs."

“*No, certainly not. And there is little
chance of telling which does lead to the
stairs. T do not even know In which dl-
rection the stairs lie. We are lost, The-
rese, and will perhaps die here of star-
vation."

“You must not! You shall not!" ex-
claimed Therese, made stronger now by
the evident need of some one to assist
the princess. She dld not think so much
of herself as she did of Olga.

“There must be a way out and close at
hand,” said Olga.

The terrible silence acted upon the
shaken nerves of poor Therese, and she
began to scream hysterically.

“I will not die! Heaven help us both!
Help! Help! Help!"

The screams of the distracted woman
rang in weird echoes through the cav-
erns.

“The echoes mock me!" she cried.
there no one to help?"”’
““Hark!" said Olga.

voice."”

“A voice! I heard a thousand of them
—and they are all my own."'

‘*No, but this was not. It was a man’'s
volee. Walt till I call.” -

The caverns were still.

“Is there any one here?’ rang out
Olga’s clear volce. “We are lost in the
passages—two women. Is there any one
‘here?"”

“Here, here, here!"
echoes,

“l am here—a prisoner!” came an an-
swering cry.

Are we

“Ig
“I think I heard a

came back the

““Here—prisoner—Iisoner!"” came the
echoes,

‘“Where are you?” called Olga. :

“You—you—you'' echoed the mocking

caverns.

*“I must be near you''—the voices sound
not far—"follow the sound of my whis-
tle!” came a louder voice.

“Whistle—istle—istle!" came the trou-
bled echoes.

Immediately there began, not far from
them; the tunme of “The Star Spangled
Banner.” Olga knew it was an American
tune and instinctively realized that the
persen who was guiding them must be the
one who had been trying to solve the mys-
tery of Graslov and had been Imprisoned
by Jansky. .

After a few moments she managed to
distinguish between the real sound and
the ecloes, and began slowly to work her
way toward it. Therese, trembling with
weakness and terror, followed.

At last the whistle led her into one of
the passages and she swung her lantern

high to see where there was a dungeon..

It was nit far away, and the gleams of the
lantern went through the door of a gloomy
cell. The light fell upon a man chained
to the walls. One chain was around his
walist, another held his feet, and each
arm was extended and held to the wall
by a smaller ,but stout chain. These
chains were built into the wall and their
ends locked together.

“Who are you?" asked Olga. “Why are
you a prisoner here?" -

“My name is Denton,” was the reply.
“] am an American, and my arrest Is an
outrage that will not go unpunished.”’

“It shall not, I promise that, if any
of us ever get out alive.”

“But who are you, and what are you
doing here?' asked Denton. .

“] am a Neslerov and came to liberate
you and Vladimir Paulpoft.”

In the light of her lantern she could
see him stare.

“You! A Neslerov!
come to Tomsk?"

“Two days ago. The governor is a
distant relation of mine. I am here upon

_When . did you

a mission that you will understand whenl

1 speak—tbe mystery of Graslo

! get out alive,

““You are trying, you are seeking”—

“] am a cousin of that Princess Nesle-
rov who madrried the son of the Duke of
Graslov. Is tkat sufficlent?”

“It ia. Then if we work together just-
ice will be done.”

“First we must work to get out of here.”
sald Olga. ‘''How are these chains fas-
tened ?’

“With a small iron key. It was on a
long chain, so 1 presume it hangs in that
passage at the head of the stairs. The
stairs are not far from this spot. It was
not a long cdistance when I was brought
here.”

“It may not be far, but in what direc-
tion?"

“Thero was a stupld kind of fellow
down here once after I was brought in.
He brought me some food. 1 watched him
and think I can gulde you to the stairs.
Count three passages to the left from that
black stone in the wall.”

‘““Yes; this is the third.”

*“Now go through that till you reach a
heap of rubbish in a little court. 1 re-
member the rubbish heap, for I stumbled
over it. At this rubbish heapn the pas-
¢pge divides, and one lane leads to the left
and the other to the right. The ore on
the right will lead you to the stalrs.”

“Come, Therese!"

Taking her lamiern, Olga again started
carefully following the directions of Den-
ton. She found the rubbish heap and,
taking the passage to the right, soon came
to the stairs. She left Therese at the
foot of the stairs while she erept soft-
ly up.

In the guardroom Itzig still lay snoring,
and Olga glanced at the door to make
sure the bolt had not been disturbed. If
a dozen Cossacks had been hammering at
the door she would not have faltered now.
She searched in the llttle passage and
found a small iron key suspended from a
peg by a chain.

““It must be the one,”
seized it and sped below.

“Remain here,”” she said to Therese,
“and if [ am lost again you can guide me
back to the stairs as the American guided
us to him.”

She wound her way through the pas-
sages and at last reached Denton.

“You are a brave little woman,” he
said. *I did not think there was a woman
like you in the world—except one.”

“1 suppose you mean Frances Gordon,"
said the princess.

“What! Do you know her?"

“I met her at the great fair in Moscow.
She was very charitable.”

“While she talked she trled the key.
It fitted the locks in the chains and one
by one they dropped c¢langing against the
wall, and Denton was free,

“Now, then,” she said. ‘‘Vladimir Paul-
poff 1s here. Do you know how to find
him?*

“*No, I do not know where they put him.
I know it was not near me, for I have been
calling to him. I received no answer."”

“We cannot remain here in safety much
longer,” she said. *“The daylight will
bring activity in the palace. Jansky, su-
perintendent of police, is lying drunk in
his office, and Itzig, the guard, is also un-
conscious. The superintendent will be
discovered and there will be an uproar.
It will spoil all if we are now discov-
ered.”

“We must make haste and find Vladi-
mir”’, said Denton. *“I do mnot feel that
we can leave bim. 1f they discover my
absence, they may kill him."

“Find him if you can. If not, I must
watch over his welfare till you return.”

“Return! From Perm?"

“*No. Perm is too far. 1 have worked
to bring the denouement in the palace.
I have sent a message to the governor
general at Tobolsk. 1 have with me a
woman whose testimony is worth mil-
lions. All we need nmow is what Papa
f:iaul_poff can tell ug.  You must bring

m."" . -

she said, and =3h|ar

“1 will.”

He tried to find some clue to the place
where Vladimir ‘was incarcerated, but
there was nothing to guide him.

“I cannot find him, and I belleve he is
safer than vyou will be if Neslerov traps
you here. Nelther you nor I will ever
We must leave him."

*“Then come, and may God give him his
protection till we:can give him justice!™

They hurried up the stairs. The door
was relocked, the iron key hung in lis
accustomed place and the door to the
guardroom unbolted. The halle were still
lighted by the brilllant lamps of the fete,
though daylight was coming on. But there
was no one stirring.

“Quick!" sald Olga. *“Lets us under-
stand each other. Therese, who ls here
as my attendant, is the widow of a serv-
ant of the Graslov household—loyal to the
old duke. She is willing to tell the truth.
Has Paulpoff spoken?

“Yes. He told me all, and I was about
to start for Perm with the portrait of
Princess Alexandra when 1 was arrested
by Jansky and brought here.”

“And now you are free! Why did you
take this interest in the mystery of Gras-

dov?"”

“‘Because,” ko answered after a slight
pause, “Miss Gordon, whom I have known
for a long time, loves Viadimir, and I
think Vladimir loves her.”

“Ah,” she exclaimed, peering at bim
closely, **and for her—for her sake—vou
wanted to publish—the truth?”

*“Yes, and for his sake also.”

““Then he is not the only one who loves
ber, tkis American girl,” she =ald.

His face became flushed, but he did not
answer.

“Now go,”" she said.
and brinz him here.
is.”

“He is still in the hut at Tivoloffsky, If
Jansky has not spirited him away.”

“Then look for him there, and if he is
gone, the governor general will help us
find kim. Oh, I wish De Muloff would
come!”’

She sped into Jansky's room and re-
placed the keys in his pocket. Then, re-
turning, she said:

“God bless you! Help me establish the
truth, and the gratitude of the Neslerovs
will be yours."”

“You may count on me,” he answered
as he pased through the palace door, "I
will bring old Paulpoff to tell the truth.”

“Find Paulpoff
You know where he

CHAPTER XV.
NESLEROV KNOWS HIS PERIL.

About the tlme Governor Neslerov was
rousing himself from « deep slumber
which had mot refreshed him after the
ball, Jansky, superintendent of police, was
groaning and muttering in his own ef-
forts to wake up. He knew he was
awake, but the effect of the heavy drug
was etill upon him. Itzig, however, hav-
ing succumbed to a lesser quantlty than
was taken by Jansky, was sooner awake
and had been relleved by the day guard
and gorie to his own quarters. The first
question Neslerov asked was for Princess
Olga. When he learned that she was
#till sleeping, he went to see Jansky.

“What is the matter with you?" he
asked. “You seem to be {ll.”

“I do feel rather ill,”” said Jansky.
dont know when I felt like this.”

“You were drunk; that’s all. You were
drunk when I left you. Did you drink any
more ?"’

“Yes; in making the round of Inspec-
tion I discovered Itzig asleep and a bottle
of wine half gone. I drank the rest.”

“Itzig asleep! At his post! And this
danger near us?”

“Pooh! The girl suspects nothing. A
girl of her age, even though she be a
princess, could not dissemble so well. 1
tell you, Olga suspects nothing."”

“Then why is she here?"”

“Well, she is eccentric, as you know,
and it is ulte possible that-she would like
to be the wife of the governor of Tomsk."

‘Neslerov laughed. '

“She would like to kill him, rather.”

‘““Even so, she does not suspect.”

“But this thing of Itzig being asleep
at his post—we must examine intp it.”

“The poor devil wanted his share in the
festivities, I suppose. . We must not deal
too severely with him. He certainly did
not steal the wine. Some one must have
given it to him."” e

“Who? I must find out. But, since
he has been asleep, you ‘hag better ex-
amine the prisoners’’

“They are there all right.
they be otherwise.” |

“But you know whal it means to me if
they escape.”

‘“Escape! I will stake my head they
cannot escape. Why, to pass out from the
dungeons they must open the iron gate
and the door of the guardroom. See, here
is the key of the guardroom door.” sty

“Still,”” sald Nesleroy, hesitatingly, “I
wish you would. make an examination.”
“Oh, 1t your excellency wishes it, I will]
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¥ow could

do so gladly.
there.”

Jansky was still stupid from the drugged
wine, but he knew what he was doing. He
went to the guardroom and unlocked the
door leading to the dungeons. In the pas-
sage he obtained a lantern and passed
through the iron gate. He went down the
stalrs and through the passages, which he
knew well, to the dungeon. He entered
and stood horror stricken at the empty
chains hanging on the wall. With fear
in his heart he crept back to the stalrs,
glancing nervously around him, for.he
knew the strength of the American. Nes-
lerov, to whom he went, looked in sur-
prise at the ashen face.

“Curses upon us all!” s=ald Jansky
hoarsely. *“They are gone!" -

Jansky looked sheepishly at the gov-
ercior, and Neslerov looked at Jansky like
AN angry wolf.

“‘Gone!y Both prisoners gone!"
the governor. “Is this true?"

“Unfortunately—the thing I thought im-
possible is a fact."

Neslerov's face was white.

“‘I thought—you told me—they were both
in chains!" he sald, his voice strained and
tense.

“I did, and it was true. With my own
hands I chained them. The American was
in the dungeon at the first landing and
Paulpoff was down in the lower cellar.
With my own hands I ‘chained them, and
I hold the keys to the door. The key to
the chalns still hangs where 1 placed it.
This is a miracle. The men must be
devils in human form."

“The American is something like a
devll,” sald Neslerov grimly, “but I doubt
if he has supernatural powers. If those
chains have been loosened, Jansky, some
human agent has done it, and there is a
traitor in the palace.”

“Whom does your excellency suspect 7"

“My cousin Olga.”

“That girl! She would no more dare go
down in those dungeons than she would
enter a den of wild beasts. And how
could she learn that - they were down
there?"

“It is not quite a secret. Some of the
servants saw them brought in.”

“Since the princess came the servants
have had enough to do without talking
about two prisoners of whom they kuow
nothing. Anyway, how could Olga, who
has spent but little time in Russia and
none near Graslov or Perm, ever hear
of the Paulpoifs?” ;

“lI know not. But certain it is there
Is a traitor here. This escape, if escape
it is, will cost us dear.”

“If escape it is! It may. not

But I promise you they are

cried

be an

escape after all! The chains arg old a.l:lt!1
rusty. Perhaps they have given way, and
the prisoners may be wandering around
the passages. I will send for Itzig."

Neslerov was terribly disturbed. He
paced to and fro in the police office, and
his face did not regain its color. He was
playing for a high stake—the highest
stake—playing for his life—and the game
seemed lost.

Jansky sent for Itzig, and he came be-
fore them.

“You went to sleep last night!" thun-
dered Jansky, whose theory was that to
obtain the truth from a culprit you must
terrify him at the start,

I swear ! did not, your excellency!”
replied ltzig, shiveriog in terror.

“Yeu lle! 1 went to the guardroom,
and you were asleep. 1 found there 2
portion of a bottle of wine. Who gave
you that?" .

“I' A Dbotle of wine! 1 never tasted
wine in my life. Brandr and vodka,
plenty, but wine—I am too poor."

“*Oh, you did not buy this wine. Some
one at the fete gave it to you. Wheo was
it

*“1 know not! I swear I know not who
put the wine in my room|"”

“You are lying. A tray was also there,
with dishes. You had vour feast and got
drunk. Who brought the stuff to you?"”

“l swear no one. If there was a feast
it was some one else's.”

“How could any one else eat there and
you not know it?"

Itzig saw he was lost.

“l1 may have—perhaps I slept a mo-
ment."’

‘A moment! You slept hours, and the
prisoners you were guarding have
escaped.”

“Impossible!" gasped Itzig, almost sink-
ing through the floor.

“Enough of this!” saild Neslerov. “'Itzig
is here, and if he has nermitted the men
to escape he can be punished any time.
We are wasting precious moments. Let
‘?;s get down toa the dungeons and find

en."”

Jansky took a pistol, and so did Nesle- |

rov. They went to the guardroom. Jan-
sky took the lantern and opened the door
and irongate. He led the way, Neslerov
and Itzig following.
_ “See! He has gone,” said Jansky, point-
ing to the chains.
““Are vou certain this is the room?"
“Certain? As I am alive.”

“Then for the other, and keep a watch.
They are not armed, but remember Paul-
ped’s mtrength, and the other is no
pygmy."

(To be. continued.)

CALLED DOWN

By DOUGLAS Z. DOTY.

Copyright, 1902, by Douglas Z. Doty.

By birth a gertleman, by force of circum-
stances a Jack of all trades, by profession
a raconteur!

Such was :ny record when 1 arrived in
England, whither the fame of my stories
bhad preceded me. Almost directly I received
a letter from Lord Brower of Tentowers cas-
tle, in Surrey, requeting me to come down
to his place, as he was entertaining a large
house party. .

The castle, founded as a monastery, was a
most romantic pile, representing in its varl-
ous towers and wings a succession of grchi-
tectural periods. Its maze of winding carrl-
dors and hidden stairways suggested mys-
tery and invited exploration.

My initial appearance before Lord Brower's
guests was to be at dinner, and 1 speunt the
last moments before leaving my apartment
In reading over the llst of topics I had jotted
down for use during the evening. A racon-
teur is expected to fill in every lull, every
dull moment, Suddenly there fell upon the
quiet of my room these wordy:

““We must run it up te 5,000 to-night! Do
you hear? We must!""

I stared round the room.
ithe sound had come through some dull
tapestry In a small alcove. Perhaps the
tapestry covered a secret door, but there was
no time to investigate. A resplendent footman
was waiting (o conduct me to Lord Brower's
presence.

An interesting lot they were gathered
around the dinner table of Tentowers castlr
that night—that is, they were interesting 1.

It seemed as if

“IF YOU ARE SUDDENLY SUMMONED TO
LONDON, THE MATTER ENDS."

me as types for study. As conversationalists
they were failures, for the only subjects on
which they talked fluently were cards and
horseflesh.

I selected my stories accordingly. The
guests were apparently familiar with the cus-
toms of Monte Carlo, but 1 told them tales

poker that iairly made them gasp, and after
dinner I must teach them our national game
of chance.

Sitting opposite me at table was a broad
shouldered, dark man, whose eyes, black
and set rather close together, never left my
face. His lips were thin and bloodless, and
his long, racher aquiline nose had a cru:l
curve about the nostrils, But woat most at-
tracted my =sttentlon was his odd trick of
drumming almost constantly with his right
hand, now on the table, now on the arm of
his chalr and nhew on his square chin. The
instant he spoke I recognlzed the volce back
of the tapestry in my room. His name was
Captain Marchand.

His wife sat at my right, a handsome wo-
man, with a profusion of soft brown hair and
beautiful blue eyes, which, I learned in a
short time, were playing -havoe with the men-
tal peace of a young fellow named Chadwick,
who was plainly jealous of every smlile the
lady wasted on me. He was a handsome,
boyish-looking fellow, one of those chaps who
imagine themselves vlolently! in love with
every pretty face they meet.

Mrs. Marcheand seemed to have caught her
husband's peculiar trick of beating that devil-
Ish tattoo with her flngers. It fairly got my
nerves on edge, but no one else at the table
appeared to notice it. I caught myself recall-
ing storles of telegraph operators who contin-
ved  their work automatically after offlce
hours, but surely these two guests of an Eng-
lish aristocrat knew nothing of a trade. In
the course of my eventful and uncertain life
I had been an operator for a short period.

After the ladies had withdrawn 1 told my
cholcest ¥ stag stories, to which the men
drank freely, and by the time we rose to enter
the drawing-room it can be truthfully said
that Captain Marchand and mysel! were the
only men who were thoroughly sober,

During the next hour I was Kkept busy ex-
plaining thé intricacies of joker, after which
I watched the guests yield to the fascination
of the gime. Soon little piles of sovercigns
and notes appeared and disappeared at the
various tables. - Excitement grew apace, and
the very faces of Lhe players were trans-
formed. The greed of galn was upon them.
It was my first glimpse of the English aristo-
crat ‘af his private gaming table.

Finah Interest centered‘at the table whera
Marchand und young Chadwick held forth
alone. At the begining Chadwick had won,
and with a triumphant gesture he would haul
in his little ‘pile of gold. The liquor had
brought & sparkle to hiz eye and daring to
his tongue, :for he kept Mrs, Marchand close
to his side, declaring her to be his mascat

and casting such languishing glances into

of our own wild west, of games of faro and

mornll_u,_'t_ I
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is another name for poor, thin
blood. To overcome Anamia, as
well as other conditions arising |
from bad blood, a bloodmaker is
needed. Johann Hoff's Malt Ex-
tract is a blood maker imrthe true
sense of the word. It makes rich,
red blood, supplies force and en-
ergy to the body.

Johann
Hoff’s

Malt Ext

creates good appetite and insures a
perfect digestion.

Dr. P, T, Gilgour, of Cinclnnati, 0.,
writes: “ [ have used Johaun Hoff's 51:1!:
Extract with excellent results In cuses of
[l persistent anzmia, which failed to respond
4 to any other treatment at the hands of my-
E- self and other physicians, Itisalwaystaken
4 too with great relish.”
3
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Refuse nll substitutes. Be sure to pet the
Gennine Jo n Hofs Malt Extract,
and vou will not be disappointed.

JOHANWN HOFF: New York, Berlin, Vienna, Parls,

 Dr. Lyon's

PERFECT

Tooth Powder

AN ELEGANT TOILET LUXURY.

Used by people of refinement
{or over a quarter of a century.
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| Ticket office, 413 Nicollet. Phome, 240, maim.

her perfect I.:]ue eves that 1 wondered at Cap- |
tain Marchand's calmness, When Chadwi
won, she clapped her hands in girlish gleo, ¢
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Marchand's lps. Clearly her
going to Chadwick's head.
lessly.

S make it £4,900! exclaimed the cap-
tain.

A hush fell on the room. Then rose Mrs.
Marvchand's clear, sweet voice:

* How exeiting! Oh, Mr. Chadwick, go him
one better! Make it five thousand!"'

The other guests rose and gathered round
the table. Lord Brower stood on the hearth |
1ug, glancing toward the group with troubled ‘
eyes. I heard him say under his breath: |

*“T'he lad can’t afford to lose that amount."

1 joined the spectators just as Chadwick
called for another card. Then I felt a thrill
pass over me. The blood rushed to my face,
and instinctively 1 clinched my fist.

Mrs. Marchand was gently tapping the
back of Chadwick’s chair, but it was no
longer the tatioo of gn absent-mindédy indi- |
vidual. Each tap meant something. She was !
telegraphing Chadwick's hand to her hus-
band!

My first impulse was to’denounce them then
and there, but what was the word of a hired
entertainer against that of distinguishad
guests, people, of wocial standing, as any of
Lord Brower's friends must be? Then came
the inspiration. With something of the cap-
ain's cynical smile, 1, tco, commenced to
frum on the back of a chalr, and this was
vhat reached the startled couple:

“You—are—caught!"

The captain turned rigid as he grasped the
arms of his chair, and for a single instant
1is eyes, expressing rage, hate and fear, met
mine. 1 smiled grimly, enjoying the situa-
tlon. The coup had a different effect on
Mrs. Marchand. She fainted away, at which
the captain’s composure returned. He spraug
to her reucue, and*the table was overturned,

When Mrs. Marchand recovered, the guests
clamored for the finish of the game, but
Marchand shook his head, perhaps because I
drummed a rhythmic warning, “*Don't play!"’

I sat lu my room an hour later, cogitating
whether I gfhould inform Lord Brower that
he was entertaining a pair of clever trick-
sters, when a servani brought me a message |

presence was |

from Marchand asking an interview in his ;| Cbicago, LaCrosse, Milw'ke

room. 1 fouad him waiting for me with an
ugly scowl on his face, but his wife, pale and
with her hair in artizcic disarray, was
charming in Ler new role of beauty in dis-
tress,

Marchand ~ame directly to the polnt.

“Well, what do you intend to do?"’

“Nothing,” 1 replied nonchalantly, “It is
your play. If you and your charming wife
are suddenly suimnmoned 1o London to-mor-
row, the matter ends. Otherwise 1 think
Lord Brower—'"

I shrugged wy shoulder significantly.

“*And, by the way, it might be just as well
if you refunded to Chadwick the money you've
won since he's been playing with youw."

“'And then?"”

Madam's hands were working nervously,

**And then I shall have one more good after
dinner story—to tell when I return to Ameri-
ca; that is all. Lord Brower shall never
kpnow."'

““You are very genercus,' replied the lady,
with tears in her eyes. *'You can have no
idga to what straits we, my husband and I,
have been driven.”” She was playing her part
well.  ‘We were raised to love the good
things of life. , Both thought the other had
money, and both have made the best of a
bad bargain., We have livad upon the losses
of cur aristoeratic friends until we met you,
and now——""

Witk a well-simulated sob she bowed her
head among the pillows. <Captain Marchand
rose and opened the door. His politeness was
elaborate.

“¥You will pardon Mrs. Marchand's lack of
sclf-control, As you say, I think a trip to
London is what she needs, what we both
need. Good night, my dear sir.”

I stepped backward toward the door which
be held open, my glance, which I know must |
have held some amusement at the clever act- |
ing of his wife, stll fixed on the weeping
lady. Then I suddenly felt myself going
down, down. I clutched at space, and from
above me came a mocking laugh. .Then a
shock, a blinding light in my eyes, and—
blackness.

When 1 woke, dim rays of light penetrated,
‘nto a slimy cellar where I lay, practically
a prisoner, for one leg was broken and I was
bruised from head to foot. Rats ran along
the ledges ‘n the masonry, a2nd bats hung
from the rafters above.

It must have been hours before help came
to me, but I lost all reckoning of time.
When at last I was carried to my room and
medica' aid was summoned, I learned from
Lord Brower that my being alive was nothing
short of a miracle. I had fallén three flights
into a stone dungeon, one of the numerous
pitfulls which abounded in this anclent pile.
The eaptain had skilfully guided me to the
gsecret door which was one of his characteris-
tic discoveries.

Lord Brower heard with amazement my tale
of their treachery and trickery, but the scan-
dal never bhecame public. British pride stepped
in at this peint, the deeply anonyed masier
of Tentowers making ample reparation for
my loss of time and suffering. And the only
reason for telling of the story is that during
my recent trip to London 1 recognized in onc,
of the reigning stage beautles Mrs. Captain
Marchiand, who once telegrapied a poker hand
to ter fellow trickster at Tentowers castle.

Dining Car Service “The Milwaukee”

On the early evening Chicago train via
“The Milwaukee” leaving Minneapolis
5:26 p. m. and St. Paul'6 p. m., arriving
Chicago 7 a. m., supper is served out of
Minneapolis and St. Paul in one of the
celebrated C., M. & St. P. dining ears.

This train carries standard slecpers and
coaches through to Chicago where com-
fortable connections are made with all
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rains for the east and south.
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