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CHAPTER X—Continued 

Two days passed, during which Jan-
sky watched and kept himself in readi
ness to act. Then, while Mamma Paul-
poff was alone in her hut, she ieard an 
imperative knocking at the door. Papa 
Paulpoff and Vladimir had just gone 
to the mine. Denton, the American, 
had left the hut but a short time be
fore. Mamma Paulpoff had been 
through so much trouble of late that 
the slightest sound jarred upon her. 
She turned whiter still and stepped 
backward as she saw the dark and 
forbidding tace of Jansky. Behind 
Jansky were two of the Tomsk po
lice. 

"You are Mamma Paulpoff," said 
Jansky, slipping his foot in the door 
and working his way inside. 

"I am; you know me; I was at 
Perm," faltered the trembling old wo
man. 

"I am quite well aware that you 
were at Perm, old woman, and also 
that conspiring son of yours. It show
ed the mercy of the czar that you re
ceived no worse punishment. This is 
heaven compared to what you de
served." 

"We had done nothing, your excel
lency." 

"What! You still persist in that lie! 
You were all in the game, and you are 
still at it, let me tell you." 

"It is not so!" wailed the old woman, 
having visions of horrible punishments 
of which she had heard. 

"Don't tell me," said Jansky, bran
dishing a whip he carried. The other 
two did the same, but their whips were 
heavier. 

The old woman crouched against the 
wall. 

"Don't lie to me again," thundered 
Jansky. "I have been watching you 
every day since you came to this place. 
I say you are still conspiring." 

"It is not so! I swear it in the name 
of God!" cried Mamma Paulpoff. 

"Let me tell you, it will be worse for 
you if you do not tell the truth. You 
are receiving a visitor who is suspect
ed." 

"I—a visitor! I know no one!" gasp
ed Mamma Paulpoff. 

"Oh, do you not? But you were here 
when he came. Did he come to see you, 
your husband or your son?" 

"Who—of whom do you speak?" ask
ed the frightened old woman. 

"Of whom would I speak save that 
accursed American? He has twice 
made attempts upon the life of the gov
ernor of Tomsk. Yet the governor in 
the kindness of his heart has not mo
lested him. But he was warned if a 
third attempt was made it would go 
hard with him." 

"Ah, it is impossible! He is so good— 
so kind"— 

"Good and kind, eh? In what man
ner does he display it?" 

"Oh, he came—he came"— 
The old woman stumbled and floun

dered. It had been borne in upon hei 
understanding by Papa Paulpoff that 
on no account must she breathe a word 
to any person concerning the visit of 
which Jansky spoke. 

"Come, out with it!" stormed Jansky. 
"He came—I do not know why he 

came," murmured the old woman in de
spair. 

"I will tell you. He came to conspire 
against the life of Neslerov, governoi 
of Tomsk." 

"No, no! I swear he did not." 
"Good! Then if you know he did not, 

you must know why he did come here. 
Out with it, now, if you value your 
life." 

"My life! Ah, you would not harm a 
helpless old woman!" 

For answer Jansky brought his whip 
down on her bony shoulders. 

"Have mercy!" cried the unfortunate. 
"Will you tell why the American vis

ited this house?" 
"I know not!" 
"Take her; tie her thumbs — there, 

over the door!" he commanded savage
ly. 

His two gallant men needed no fur
ther bidding. The aged woman was 
seized, cords were fastened to her 
thumbs, and she was placed standing 
in the doorway Jansky had indicated, 
with her thumbs hung above her head. 

"Tear the rags from her back!" 
A rude hand tore away her garments 

to the waist. 
"Now, then, old hag," said Jansky, 

"understand I have come for the truth 
and will have it. If you do not give 
it to me, I will kill you. I will get the 
truth from Paulpoff. who has more 
sense tham you. Now, what was the 
business that brought the American 
here?" 

"I know not!" whispered the woman, 
with a great sob. 

"The lash!" roared Jansky. 
One of his police swung his heavy 

whip, and the lash came down across 
the naked shoulders. A livid mark 
told the course, and Mamma Paulpoff 
cried out in agony. 

^'This must be known!" said Jansky. 
'^Either you or some one must tell. 
What brought the American here? Was 
it concerning a picture?" 

"I know not!" said the woman. 
"The lash! Twice!" ordered Jansky. 
A white line and a red one marked 

the blows of the whip. Mamma Paul-

Jan-
"The lash! 

pott screamed in her awful torture. 
Her limbs grew weaker, and she hung 
by the cords tied to her thumbs. The 
thumbs were black. 

"You will learn!" said Jansky. "The 
officers of the czar must take these 
steps to protect his empire. With the 
lesson you have had, tell the truth. 
What brought the American here?" 

"I know not!" answered the woman. 
"Hell's furies upon her!" said 

sky, almost beside himself. 
Three times!" 

"Your arm is weak," said the police 
officer who had done no whipping. 
"Let me try." 

A smile of horrible cruelty crossed 
his face as he stepped by the side of 
the woman. His whip whistled in the 
air. It fell—once—twice—thrice, and 
with a scream, her head fell back. Her 
eyes glazed. 

"Hold! Quick! Release her and re
store her to consciousness!" ordered 
Jansky. "She is unconscious and can
not feel our punishment." 

They cut her down, laid her on the 
floor and poured liquor down her 
throat. 

Groans came from her as they work
ed. 

"God, take me from this awful pain!" 
she murmured. 

"She feels again!" said Jansky in 
savage glee. "String her up!" 

Again she was raised and the cords 
were fastened to her thumbs. 

"Now, hag, tell me why the Ameri
can came here? Was it to kill the 
governor or to kill the czar?" 

"No, I do not know." 
"You lie. The charge against him 

and Vladimir is that they are conspir
ing to kill both. The American and 
Vladimir will be taken to the prison at 
Tomsk and shot. Tell the truth. It 
will save them and you." 

"I know nothing!" said the old wom
an, remembering her husband's warn
ings. 

"The lash, both of you! Kill the old 
beast!" yelled Jansky. 

"It was but a picture—to take a pic
ture!" cried Mamma Paulpoff in tones 
that pierced the air. 

Her weakness had come too late. 
Both whips coiled round her shrunken 
breasts. The withered skin was cut as 
with a knife. One scream came from 
her writhing lips, and she was still. 

"Cut her down. Leave her," was 
Jansky's curt remark. He watched 
them lay the still form upon the floor 
and then led the way to their horses. 

"It was a picture," he muttered. 
"Then Neslerov was right, and the 
American is on the trail. Both he and 
Vladimir must die!" 

That night Vladimir came home from 
the mine with Papa Paulpoff. He was 
the first to step across the threshold. 

"My God!" he said. "Who has been 
here?" 

Papa Paulpoff stood stupefied, look
ing at the upturned face of his w i f e -
dead—bruised—her breast covered with 
blood. 

"The police!" wailed the old man, 
wringing his hands pitifully. "They 
have killed Mamma Paulpoff! They 
will kill you—and me!" 

Vladimir's gentle, placid face became 
distorted with leonine rage. He stoop
ed over the dead body of his mother, 

The withered skin was cut as with a knife. 
touched her blood with the tips of his 
fingers and wiped them on his own 
brow. 

"If this is Neslerov or the order of 
the czar," he thundered into the ears 
of the terror stricken old man, "I will 
rend them all! From this moment I 
live for vengeance!" 

He brought his clinched fist down on 
a wooden table and wrecked it com
pletely. 

"So will I crush them who have done 
this thing!" he cried. "So will I smash 
their hearts!" 

While he raged Papa Paulpoff sank 
by the side of Mamma Paulpoff and 
wept. 

CHAPTER XI. 
THE PRINCESS OLGA. 

H E train from Moscow came 
snorting and screaming Into 
the station, and among the 
passengers, mostly officers and 

convicts or men connected'with- the 
*aWay, were iwo women. One' «f 
these wajs aJ>out fl$jr yia^s of tf^ 

T 

thin and subdued in appearance, and 
her face bore the marks of suppressed 
anxiety. The other was scarcely more 
than a girl—twenty at most—but her 
carriage was noble, and her entire ap
pearance that of one born to command. 
Her lovely face and wey shaped head 
rose above a collar of ermine, although 
it was not winter. 

"To the palace of Neslerov, governor 
of Tomsk," she said to a drosky 
driver, and she and her companion 
were soon on the way. 

Neslerov was at dinner when a serv
ant announced the Princess Olga. 

"What about the Princess Olga?" I 
asked. 

"The princess is here—she has asked 
to see your excellency." 

"Here! Olga Neslerov, here!" rising 
from the table. He had improved much 
in the last few days, and his face wore 
a calm look that had not been there 
since his meeting with Denton. 

He found the princess in the recep
tion room. 

"Princess Olga!" he exclaimed, kiss
ing her hand. "Fair cousin, what hap
py circumstance brought you here? 
And why have you come unannounced 
and unattended?" 

"I saw no reason to herald my ap
proach," she answered, "and I am not 
unattended. This is my attendant." 

The woman courtesied and looked 
uncomfortable, but Neslerov paid her 
not the least attention. 

"Well, since you are here, I am pleas
ed to see you," said the governor. 
"Your branch of the Neslerov family 
and mine have not been too- friendly. I 
am glad that at last one of you has had 
the grace to begin a reconciliation." 

Princess Olga smiled. 
"Whatever feeling my branch of the 

family may have for yours could scarce
ly be said to interest me," she said. 
"Remember, I have spent much of my 
time out of Russia, and—it happened 
twenty years ago." 

Neslerov turned to the door and then 
stopped. 

"You refer to the unfortunate mys
tery of Graslov," he said soberly. "It 
was that, I fear, that ruptured the 
former friendships. Yet I have insist
ed and proved that our family was not 
to blame. It was either an accident or 
was done by our enemies. Pardon me! 
I was so glad to see you that I forgot 
that you must be weary after your 
journey. Let me have you shown your 
rooms, and I will order dinner for you 
when you wish." 

"Thank you. We are both hungry. 1 
will join you in ten minutes, and The-
rese will be ready to go to the servants' 
dining room in that time." 

"You have become a regular cosmo
politan," laughed Neslerov. "Your vis
its to America and London have almost 
taken away the traces of our Russian 
habits." 

"Some of them could be well dispens
ed with," she answered. 

In response to his summons a servant 
appeared and conducted the women to 
their rooms. 

"Now, what devilish luck could have 
brought her here at this time?" said 
Neslerov to himself. "I must be cau
tious. But it is so long—she was not 
born—she can know nothing. But I 
must be discreet." 

"Well, we are here," said the prin
cess to~her companion when they were 
alone. "Now, obey me; let me do the 
planning. Neslerov must not suspect 
us. It would ruin all, and there is no 
telling what he might do. The govern
or of a province in Siberia is almost 
supreme." 

Her attendant shuddered. 
"I lived in dread of Siberia for twen

ty years!" she said, with a shudder. 
"And now you have brought me here." 

"But not as a convict—as a friend, a 
woman, like myself, resolved to right 
a wrong," 

The princess was soon ready and 
joined the governor in the dining room. 

"I have just been thinking, Olga," he 
said, his face wreathed with smiles, 
"that it is at least three years since we 
met. Your face has not changed much, 
but you are now a woman and were 
then a little girl. You are one of the 
most beautiful women in Russia." 

"Thank you." 
"And, I might say, the richest." 
"Nearly so. But the wealth brings 

its responsibilities. It is difficult in 
Russia to do those things that are1 just 
and proper with our wealth." 

"I never found it so," said the gov
ernor, with a laugh. 

"Perhaps," said Olga, "you are not 
interested in the question. To me it is 
a burning one. Our nobles have too 
much wealth and our lower classes 
have too little opportunity to rise. It is 
not so in England, France or Ameri
ca." 

"You had better leave those questions 
for older heads, princess. You will be
come involved with the government be
fore you know. You were not born to 
waste your beauty and talents in such 
matters. You were born to be admired, 
to enjoy your wealth." 

"I do enjoy my wealth and do what 
good a girl can do with it. As to being 
admired, I meet few from whom admi
ration seems to come with sincerity." 

"Oh, as to that, you cannot expect to 
find the courtiers at beauty's court all 
as gruff and outspoken as a drosky 
driver." 

"I have met some who were," she 
said, laughing pleasantly. 

They ate slowly, chatting the while. 
"You have not quenched my thirst 

for knowledge," said the governor. "If 
I were in St. Petersburg and you did 
me the honor to ask me to visit you, it 
would even then surprise me. But that 
you have come to Tomsk, more than 
half way across Siberia, to visit me is, 
to say the least, amazing. 

The princess gave her silvery laugh 
again. 

*'You are as conceited at any other 
nobleman I have met. I did not come 
to see you. I came, first, to ride on the 
new railway; second, to study the con
ditions existing in this .part of the em-1 

p W a n d , third; to loqkv Into tys new, 
proposition of the czar to induce peas

ants to settle in Siberia along the line' 
of the raHway. I t is a very*good idea, 
if the country will support settlers." 

"It will under proper help from the 
government at the start," replied Ne
slerov. "I am glad you-came to me. 
We shall have a fine time making our 
investigations." 

"I notice that you do not seem to 
have the free use of your arm," said 
Olga. "Have you been ill or injured?" 

"A slight injury. I fell from an un
ruly horse." 

"You must be more cautious. It must 
have been a wild beast. You have the 
name of being au excellent horseman." 

When their meal was finished, they 
strolled together through the rooms of 
the palace. 

"I am quite interested in your pal
ace," said the princess "It is not the 
finest I have seen, but It Is excellent. 

"My cousin, whom I have never seen!" 
she exclaimed. 

There are some barbarisms, but I pre
sume you get accustomed to them—in 
Siberia." 

"Yes, in Siberia one gets accustomed 
to almost anything," he answered. 

She continued her inspection with in
terest and suddenly came to a stop be
fore a painting. Neslerov's face be
came a shade paler. 

"My cousin, whom I have never 
seen!" she exclaimed, clasping her 
hands and gazing raptly at the picture 
Vladimir had painted. "Surely, Nicho
las, that must be Princess Alexandra, 
who married your elder brother." 

"I think you are mistaken," said Ne
slerov. "You surely must have seen 
Alexandra." 

"Yes, when a mere infant. It is only 
from other portraits that I recognize 
her. She was very beautiful. Oh, 
what a terrible sorrow to her! To lose 
her child, heir to a fine estate and 
princely title, and then lose her own 
life, so young, with the horrible mys
tery still unsolved as to whether she 
died of grief and a broken heart or by 
the hand of an enemy. Oh, that mys
tery of Graslov! Will it ever bt 
solved!" 

"I fear not," said Neslerov solemnly. 
"I did not know you had this pic

ture," said Olga. "It is much finer 
than any we have at home. I t was 
ft 

The painting "had sadoened|01ga,rand 
she passed ;'on, making no more of hex 
laughing criticisms. 

She soon returned to her rooms, 
where her attendant was awaiting her. 
The woman's face was pale, and she 
seemed to be struggling with emotion. 
Olga stood before her, with a peculiar 
light in her eyes. 

"Therese," she said, "an oil painting 
of my unfortunate cousin, Princess 
Alexandra, hangs In Neslerov's "•own 
ifyom." 

*'What!" gasped the woman, starting 
up. Then, as some strange terror over
came her, she shuddered, and with the 
whispered cry "We are lost!" she ?fell 
to the floor unconscious. 

N 
CHAPTER XII. 

PRINCESS OLGA BEGINS TO ACT. 

OW, Therese, tell me whal 
you have learned. Why did 
the fact that the picture ol 
Alexandra hangs upon the 

wall of Neslerov's room make you 
faint? You have learned something. 
Tell me." 

Therese was sitting in a chair, her 
face white and drawn, and in her eyes 
was a bewildered look. 

"It* was not so much what I heard, 
princess, as what I knew and suspect
ed," she answered. 

"I know what you know. I suspect 
what you suspect. Tell me what you 
heard," she said sternly. 

"It was in the serfs' hall," she said 
in^reply to the. princess. "I was eat
ing; no one seemed toVsk who I was, 
and they talked as servantsvdo. Vladi
mir Paulpoff is in danger of Tiis life." 

Princess Olga gave a start, but re
covered her composure. 

"Go on," she said. "TeUjmeiall." 
"It seems there is an American—I-do 

not remember what they called him— 
but he is an American who builds 
bridges over the rivers for the new 
railway. He knows Vladimir Paulpoff. 
He is also a friend of that American 
girl—you remember—we met at the 
fairMn Moscow?" 

"Frances Gordon? I remember her. 
She gave liberally to the charities. 
Welf?" 

"It would seem from what I heard 
that the governor is in love with her, 
and that she rejected him. These 
things are well known among the.serv-
ants. I t seems the American arid|Ne-
[slerov had a fight and Neslerov^was 
[Injured." 

"He told me he fell from a horse. 
fGo on." 

I t is believed^ amj 

®rFamf*; 
'^ t tWaevi 

also." 

g the-jservants 
iflpvefwjth the 
V&W'is in leyej 

_ _ _^jSacan-I #Htt 
• te^m'ay Win lore wltiilher. 

' "Three lovers! She is fortunate—no, 
X would say most unfortunate. With 
one true and honorable lover any wo
man is fortunate, but with three—and 
one like Neslerov! It is too much." 

"You do not seem to suspect where 
the picture came from." 

"Do you mern the oil painting of my 
cousin, the P inctss Alexandra?" 

"I mean it. Yon say it hangs on the 
wall of Neslerov's room. It is undoubt
edly the one painted by Vladimir." 

"And when Vladimir and his parents 
were sent to Siberia Neslerov took the 
painting?" 

"Yes. Vladimir is talented, as you 
know—at least as I have told you." 

"Then Vladimir must be near this 
place." 

Therese shuddered again. 
"He is—he is in the dungeons under 

this palace," she whispered in terror. 
A sudden change came over the prin

cess. She walked in agitation to and 
fro across the room. 

"Then Neslerov must suspect that 
Vladimir holds the key to the mystery 
of Graslov," she said, stopping again 
before Therese. 

"I do not know what he thinks. The 
American also is here under a charge 
of conspiring against the czar." 

"Oh, then it becomes clearer. These 
Americans are shrewd. This one, per
haps, in order to gratify his love of 
truth, has set himself the task of dis
covering the truth about Graslov." 

"Who knows?" asked Therese. "But 
how would he know anything about 
the mystery of Graslov?" 

"True, but you say Vladimir and the 
American girl are in love. Vladimir 
may have discovered something and 
told the girl. She may have told the 
American, who may not be a lover, but 
a friend. She may have enlisted his 
efforts in the task of unraveling the 
mystery." 

"It is possible." 
"What else did you heai ?" 
"Nothing; that is all. The American 

was arrested as he was about to leave 
for Perm. Vladimir was brought from 
Tivoloffsky, a small village near here." 

"By the orders of Neslerov?" 
"It must be. since they are in the 

dungeons of his palace." 
"And that is all you heard?" * 
"All—everything." 
"It is enough to place me upon the 

right scent. You must not, however, 
give way to these fits of unconscious
ness. Be stronger, be biave." 

"It is all very well, princess; but it 
you had lived for twenty years with 
the horror of that crime overshadow
ing you, with a constant fear of the Si
berian mines weighing upon you, you 
would not be calm." 

"Poor woman! I 'appreciate your 
feelings in the matter. But try to main
tain your composure, for one mistake 
now, the slightest suspicion on the part 
of Neslerov, may destroy the efforts we 
have made during the last two years." 

"Six months, princess." 
"For you, since your husband died 1 

have been working upon this mystery 
since I returned from Paris two years 
ago. If God spares my life, I will 
avenge the crime that was committed 
against our branch of the Neslerovs." 

That evening the princess met Nesle
rov in the dining room with no show of 
"emotion. Her smile was as winning 
and her wit as sharp a s ever. 

"I have not seen you during the aft
ernoon, fair cousin," said Neslerov. 
"'But I have not forgotten you. I have 
been gathering the resources of Tomsk 
to give you a fitting welcome to our 
city. Tomorrow night there will be a 
reception and fete here in your honor." 

"Tomorrow night? That is quickly 
done." 

"It does not take long to arrange such 
a thing here. We have so few social 
pleasures that when the opportunity 
occurs we grasp it greedily. The offi
cers of the garrison and the head offi
cials, with their families, will attend. 
You must not expect to see the^grand-
eur of a fete in St. Petersburg or Par
is." 

"It would weary me," said Olga. 
The perfecting arrangements for the 

fete made Neslerov hurry away, and 
Olga was soon left to herself. She had 
resol-ved upon certain plans, but the 
activity of the palace in the prepaia-
tions for the coming festivities seemed 
destined to balk her. She roamed 
through the great rooms alone, scan
ning the faces of those she met, speak
ing to few, but watchful for the oppor
tunity she craved. 

It was nearly midnight when she be 
came discouraged and went to her 
room. The servants of the palace were 
still at work arranging the rooms for 
the dance. 

But the princess did not retire. She 
sat down near a window and waited. 

From the ballroom windows the glare 
of lights spread out upon the surround
ing trees and buildings. From below 
came voices of those who were making 
ready for the reception. 

Therese came in to prepare her mis
tress for bed. 

"Not yet, Therese," said the princess 
wearily. "I shall not retire." 

"You will make yourself ill," said 
Therese nervously. 

"D© not fear—I shall not be ill. But 
I am not ready for bed. I must wait— 
and act." 

"You will learn nothing tonight." 
"It is a night to learn. Leave me 

alone." 
Therese stood a moment watching 

the princess with a wistful, loving 
glance, and then she went to her own 
room. 

The princess sat with scarcely a mo
tion for more than two hours. An ob
server might easily have supposed she 
had gone to sleep. But suddenly the 
glare of the lights from the ballroom 
died away, and the princess rose to her 
feet. 

"It is finished," she said, "and they 
are weary. Tomorrow night will be a 
severe one, and they will retire at 
once. Sane one must be on guard— 
and gold is powerful. Tonight I must 
learn somethbijr." 

"It is a mystery. First we receive one 
command, then another." 

Else why should we receive secret or
ders to capture—arrest, if you like—an 
American and a convict already punish
ed and—well, see that they become lost 
to the world?" 

Princess Olga gave a gasp as she 
heard this. 

"There is one thing about it," said 
Unsgethop, who was now getting drunk 
enough to be independent and indis
creet, "If something is not, done soon I 
Shall wash my hands of it. I don't 
like the looks of it. Of course, one 
might kill a blacksmith, convict and no 
Inatdry would be made, but that Amer
ican—that is different." 

"Keep quiet for a few days. Have 
you not seen that the governor has a 
guest?" 

"Yes, a beautiful one." 
"That Is Princess Olga of the great 

and powerful Neslerovs. She Is dis-

Still she waited and soon all wastf^ 
jllent in the palace. ~% 

"I wonder If Neslerov is asleep," she-*^| 
laid. "Neslerov! I could almost hate^f 
the name, though It is my own. How ^$ 
so cruel and heartless a man became ^ 
a member of our family I cannot con- ^ 
ceive. Even though the relationship *•£ 
is remote, some cousinships removed, / 
t believe, yet I regret that any should 
exist. No—not now—I am glad; for 
were he not sufficient relation to war
rant my presence in his detestable 
palace I could not have this oppor
tunity to learn the truth. Oh, Ne
slerov! Vengeance will be mine—and 
it will be sweet." 

She had incased her feet in light Pa
risian slippers, and in these she step
ped noiselessly from the room. The 
great bare corridor was dimly lighted 
and no person could be seen. 

While caution was necessary, it was 
not because Olga feared. She was too 
powerful herself to fear injury in the 
palace of Neslerov. If the governor 
suspected the purpose of her visit, she 
would be no longer welcome, and the 
solution she had so long sought would 
be delayed. 

Silently she crept down the great 
winding stairs into the main hall. This 
was a wide, high apartment, and from 
it opened many doors into other apart
ments. On one side were the offices of 
the government of the province, on the 
other the living rooms of the govern
or's household. 

The doors upon the left, leading to 
the reception room, the governor's 
room, the great ballroom and the din
ing room, were closed. Two of those 
on the right were open. In one room 
there was a light, and from it came 
the subdued voices of two men and the 
odor of tobacco. The other room was 
dark. 

The princess remembered these 
rooms. She had seen them in her in
spection of the palace. That from 
which came the voices and in which a 
light was burning was the office of the 
superintendent of police. The one next 
to it was a smaller room, connected 
with the other by a door, which was 
locked. This small room had been in
tended for an office, but was now used 
for the purpose of storing books, rec
ords, police material and desks. It was 
part of the suit allotted to the superin
tendent of police. 

Olga stood in ihe nail and listened. 
She heard the name of Paulpoff. With 
a fluttering heart she darted into the 
darkened ro<arn and took up her posi
tion near the closed door between that 
and the office. 

The two speakers sat near that door, 
with a round table between them, and 
upon the table was a supply of liquor 
and cigars. 

The work of preparing the palace for 
the festivities on the following night 
did not come under the supervision of 
the police, but all connected with the 
palace were interested, and these two 
were the last to retire. 

The speakers in that other room were 
Jansky, superintendent of police, and 
Inspector Unsgethop. 

"The whole thing is a complete mys
tery to me," said Unsgethop, speaking 
somewhat thickly, having drunk con
siderable liquor. "It is a mystery. 
First we receive one command, then 
another, and we do not know what to 
do. The governor is not wont to act 
thus." 

"You are not the first to have felt 
the influence of this great mystery," 
said Jansky. "The governor is dis
creet." 

"Oh, I said a complete mystery. I 
would not call it a great mystery. That 
would bring it to the dignity of a cele
brated case." 

"So it is. It is one of the most cele
brated cases in all Russia." 

"That is too much! One of the most 
celebrated cases in all Russia, and they 
have not" been in the dungeons more 
than three days! The matter could 
scarcely have gone beyond Tomsk." 

"Nevertheless I spoke truly." 
"Then there is something about it 1 

do not know. When I reflect, it seems 
of course that this must be the case. 
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