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CHAPTER XL
I bear one more the harsh grating

f a prison key behind ma, and I am
fain to groan aloud aa I lean againat
the wall. All la dark bafora my ijh,
whilst my anguished soul cries, "Lost!
Lost!

Suddenly I feel a rough hand graap
my shoulder. I am swung forward, and
Cud myself tha canter of a score of faces,
all peering and grinning Into mine.

I realise that I am In a general cell;
that these are my fellow prisoners, and
tha wrathful blood leaps to my head, I
ahake myaelf free and turn fiercely to see
who haa dared to molest me. In my pres-
ent deaperata mood I am not to be trifled
with.

My looks fall on a short, broad, pow-
erfully built man in the black sheepskin
cap of a Cossack, under which a pair
of bold eyea glitter and dance like wild-
fire. He stands before me now, with his
broad, brown hands on his sidea, his body
thrown back, and both attitude and mien
bespeaking Insolent defiance.

"Confouud your Impudence! What
mean youT" I roar.

"I merely wish to look at yon, broth-
er," he replies with cool deliberation.
"I am Interested, we are all Interested In
our brother in affliction." ,

"You insolent, presuming hound!" I
gnash on him In fury. The laugh that
goea round makea it blaze up Ilk oil on
flames. I make a rush so rlolently and
unexpectedly on tha Cossack that ha
staggers back, and but for those behind
him would hare fallen.

A hubbub of rolcea ia raised: "Go on!
At him! Show your mettle, little father!
Embrace, brothers! At him! At him!"

The Cossack haa regained his balance.
Hla huge nostrils awell out, hla breath
rushes through them with a snorting
noise like a horse. He bends hla head
forward aa doea a bison preparing for
attack. In another moment ha haa dart-
ed on me, and hla preternaturally long
ran encircle my middle like bars of

Iron.
"Squeeze him! hug him! Well done,

Yerack!" shriek the volcea, accompanied
with such noises as are used to encourage
fighting doga. I draw in my breath, and
lifting the Cossack off his feet, fling him
from side to side to try and ahake him
off, but in rain. He clings to me like a
bulldog. I cannot fight a man whilst he
hangs to me like this, ao we struggle to
gether silently, neither gaining an advan
tage for full fire mlnutea; until a sudden
movement on my part brings us both to
tha ground, I on top of my adversary.
And now he loosea hla hold, and instant'
ly I catch the gleam of ateel!

My hand cloaea on hla wrist like a rise.
I wrench the weapon from his grasp and
fling it from me.

"Coward!" I hiss, and deal him a blow
on the head that makea it reaound, like
the cracking of a cocoanut against the
floor.

His limbs relax. A deep groan escapes
his breast, and I am free to riae. I do
ao, and stand gasping for breath and
looking down on my prostrate foe: Hla
jaw drops, and hla black eyea roll up, ex
hlbiting the whltea, giving him the
ghastly aemblance of death. And now
that ray passion haa apent Itself, I shud
der with disgust at my own folly and
degradation.

"I fear you hare finished him," ob
serves some one.

' "Served him right!" growls another.
"He la a coward and a traitor!"

"Yea, yea, serve him right!" Join in the
rest "You have acted like true man!
You are of the right sort"

Their compliments only Increase my
disgust. What care I for tha opinion
of such aa these T I make no reply, but
stalk over to the furthest corner of the
cell and fling myaelf down on one of
the Inclined boards that are ranged round
the wall.

I watch them draw the Insensible Cos-

sack to another board, and lave bla
brow with water from a pitcher. Almost
Immediately he revlvee and alts up, seek-
ing me with his roving eyes. When they
have found me, he rises and staggers to-

ward me.
"I am a hound and thou art a brave

man!" he says hoarsely. "Forgive me;
It waa the evil one prompted me to use
the knife. He had possession of me and
I knew not what I did!"

He walta not for my reply, but sud-
denly leavea my aide, plcka up the knife
from the floor where I had hurled it, and
returns it to me.

"Take it," he urges, "It ia thine! I
smuggled it In concealed in the folda of
my sash. Slay me with It If thou wilt
My life is thine!"

As he speaks thus, his voice shakea
with emotion and his dark face worka
strangely. I am touched with the man's
contrition In spite of myself.

"Keep the dagger," I say, "It may be
useful to thee, and give me rather thy
hand!"

"Remember my words: My life Is
thine!" he reiterated. "Thou hast bought
Yerack, body and soul"

And without another word, without
giving me the chance of expressing the
regret that is on my lips, that I should
hare taken hla harmless sport so badly,
he goes back to hla board and stretches
himself on It Hla fellow prisoners
crowd round him with questions and re-

marks, but he regards them not, and
turning to the wall, remains perfectly

till.
In s few minutes they hare forgotten

a both, A tall, lean Jew sits apart,
mumbling to himself, and swaying his
hod) te and fro. Ere loag the loud,
toag-draw- a snores of the Cossack aala-g-

with the general tin.

Thus the weary hours flow sluggishly
merging into each other, until a break
cornea in the ahape of a couple of ward-er- a

bearing an enormous pail of cab-
bage soup, which they dole out to ua in
tin vessels, and s basketful of black
bread. In rations.

I had wondered where I should get
my next meL Little thought I that it
would be supplied to me free of charge
by the Buaaian government

After aupper the warden light two
oil lamps that hang high up against the
wall They illuminate with a murky
yellow light the motley scene. For a
time the gamee are renewed; coarse jests
are bandied, followed by loud guffaws;
songs with rollicking choruses sre sung
to the beating of feet; then gradually
the boards are filled. A few linger
wrangling over a game, until the dis-

puted point is decided by a majority, end
they too seek repose.

Vainly I tosa from aide to side. My
gloomy musings are Interrupted by the
appearance of the Cossack, gliding to-

ward me in the dim, yellow light. He
squats himself noiselessly on the floor
at my head, and gazes at me silently for
some minutes. I am tha first to speak.

"I am aorry I hurt you," I whisper.
"Forgive me, Yerack! I might have tak
en your harmless jesting In better part."

"Name it not he whispers back. "It
would have served lue right hadst thou
dashed out my bralna. Wilt thou tell
me," he murmurs, falling into the fa-

miliar second person which aeema nat-

ural to him, "why thou art here! I
would help thee If I can."

I hesitate. Shall I tall thla man my
strange, eventful story? Though I know,
or think I know that it lies not in the
power of any man to help me In my
dire strait yet It will be an unspeak-
able relief to me to unburden my mind
to a sympathetic listeuer. ' And there
la that In thla man'a manner which In-

spires me with the conviction of his good
faith.

"Hast thou heard of Vladimir Alexan-drovltc- h

Lubenoff?"
He starts and ataree at me. "All

Russia haa heard of him," he repliea.
"I am he."

CHAPTER XII.
As I utter the words the Cossack

gaxes at me aa If I were ghost For a
moment he seems to be smitten dumb
with amassment Hla under Up drops.
Presently flush of color rushes to his
swarthy cheeks and a atrange light to his
eyes. He ralaea hla cap and bows his
head before me aa if I were a king.

"Wonderful! Wonderful!" be mur-
murs. "I believed not the rumor of thy
marvelous escape. There is truly noth-
ing too strange to happen In thla atran- -

gest of worlds. Tell me about It I pray
thee."

Then In lew tones I relate to him my
history. When I have come to an end
he clasps his brow with his broad fin-

gers, and loses himself for fully ten min-
utes In profound thought. Sometimes he
draws a heavy breath, aa one does when
encountering some obstacle that must
be overcome. At last he looks up.

"I have hope," he eaya. "Be of good
cheer, my noble brother. Listen," he
says. "One of the warden about the
prison Is friend of mine. He la a Cos
aack, though he haa donned the gov
ernment uniform, and we come from the
same district My term of imprison
ment expires and If money
and old acquaintanceship fall to win
him over, I am not the aon of my moth'
er. I know my Cossack. I will arouse
In him the slumbering longing for the
wild free life of the Steppes. I will
make the eight of a uniform hateful to
him, and discipline sn unendurable yoke
Then I will tell him of thee. The Cos
aacka love generosity and wonhlp brav
ery; moreover, he la ever ready for ad'
venture. Nor la gold without lta charm
for blm, and I have the wherewith to
bribe him. Only wait patiently until we
have laid our heada together and plan'
ned. And when time la ripe we will
act!"

Again he wrinkles his brow and aeema
to think deeply with hla eyes on the
ground, and again he benda toward me to
pour Into my ear the result of his cogl
tations.

"In a few hours, probably, thou wilt
be led before the Prefect for private
examination. Encourage the suspicion
that thou art sn Important political of-

fender, then they will most likely put
thee in a private cell or, better still,
confess at once who thou art, and thou
wilt make sun of solitary confinement
Under no circumstances canst thou gain
aught but time by withholding thy name;
It muat be discovered sooner or later."

"Be it so," I respond resolutely. "I
will follow thy counsel."

At thla junctun the gaunt figure of
the Jew rises In the opposite corner, and
hia mumblings reach us. Yerack gives
my arm a aqueeze. "Courage! Hope!"
he murmurs, ere he glides back to his
board.

Yenck la gone. He waa removed
from the cell an hour ago, throwing to
ward me a significant glance aa he pass
ed out And now again the door of the
cell la opened. This time for me, and I
am led along several corridors, down a
short flight of stone steps Into an ante-
room. I find myself atanding at the end
of a long table.

Opposite me In an armchair alts
little, gray man, In the undreaa uniform
of a general. At glance I ascertain
that the Governor occupies another arm
chair somewhat apart and that Andrei
Plotrovltca and the two gendarmes whs
took see la custody at also )reseat

As Bttls gray man, who Is of cmtv
Us Protect eyes ms wjth seven fixity
out of a bush of fuzzy gray hair In
manner that Is Intended to strike ms
with awe.

"Ia the first place," he begins, "please
te Inform ms whether the name oa this
envelops," hen he lifts Marnscha's let-
ter from the top of some pipers that Us
before him, "Waldemar Nlcolalrltch ff.

is your real name or an lunmi
one?"

"It Is sa assumed one" I ranlr
promptly.

"Humph!" ha eiaculates. uAh I..
deed! Perhaps, aa you seem disposed to

s canaia, you will also inform me by
hat name I may with confidence hsrs
is honor of addressing you 7"
"Certainlv. Mr nam U V1.JI.I.

Alexandrovitch Lubanoff."
If a amoklng bombshell had fallen Into

their midst It could not hsv m,ti .
greater sensation. An amazed exclama-
tion arises to every Up, followed by a
stir as of a sudden breeze among the
trees. Andrei Piotrovitch Is the first to
Dnak the silence that succeeds.

"Ha!" ha exclaims. "Hint.H T .
my uncle T I recognised him, and mine
is mi rewaroi lou muat coufess, Vlad-
imir Alexandrovitch. that I
your

For reply I east on htm a look of acorn.
"Hold thr nritlnr tnnru A nA.- -l T- w " I

bear the Governor whinner. . fl.,.u.
deeply, "or thou wilt compel me to ex
pose uy near

Meanwhile tha Prefect haa mw.w..
himself.

"You admit that- All KM tK . VT.Jln.1....w T IMUIUIK
Alexandrovitch who by some marvelous
mischance escaDed the fate won n ,.v,)

merited?" he questions.
I am that man," I answer firmly,

'who suffered av. suffered tn tk. m

the death he waa condoemned to die! I
waa Hung. I endured the shame of it,
the pain of It, even to the final desth-thro- e!

I satisfied justice that demanded
my lire; lot I was dead. A Higher
Power than the mighty Czar himself
restored me mv life! ThU llf. I
hold I declan to be mine by the gift of
ioai i naa a right to do my utmost to
preserve It and he who wnnM m A n
It commits a theft on the living God!"

.ine state or which you are the ene-
my. Vladimir Alexandrovitch. mmf Am.
clde that question," says the prefect
iueanwmie we must consign you to

prison until we have communicated with
the authoritiea in St. Petersburg. Your
case Is out of our jurisdiction. Your ex-
amination will take place where your
heinous offense was committed, aud the
authoritiea there must pronounce your
sentence, uracers. withdraw your pris-
oner!"

The gendarmes an leading me away
when the Governor ateps forward, and
taking one of them aside, says something
to him In a low, impressive voice. The
man salutes, and rejoining us, we pass
out. My guard conducta me to the right
and we enter another part of the prison.
Here a warder joina us aud we tramp
on, the air becoming even more oppres-siv- e

with damp, the walla ahowing
patches of vivid green mould and gray
mildew aa we advance'. ' ,

At the extnme end of the corridor we
pauae at last. One of the heavy oaken
doon la opened. I enter a cell which
baa the air of a charnel house. The
door shuts behind me with a groan, the
key ia turned in the ponderous lock and
I am alone.

(To he conrlnned.

SHOWER BATH FOR FIBBERS.

Children of the Flowery Kingdom Do
Strange Penance.

Among the many curious customs
that offer such endless source of Inter-
esting study to the westerner traveling
In Japan perhaps there Is none that
arouses his Interest so much as that
which obtains throughout the flowery
kingdom among the rich and poor alike
of washing away their children's lies
by a species of shower bath that la a
cleanser of the physical as well as tha
moral being, says the Detroit Tribune.

Ablutions may play a large part In
every form of Japanese worship. Be-

fore the shrine which la to be found
In almost every home there Is a sort
of crude bathtub made In the stone
floor. The water for these la supplied
from pipes which send a heavy stream
down from the roof. Seated before the
altar In the middle of the "tub" the
prevaricating culprit Is made to suffer
the penalty of his many lies.

The volume of water comes dashing
down upon his defenseless head with a
force that would make a robust Ameri-
can lad "see stars." But the Japanese
liar knows there Is no other way to
appease the wrath of the Injured god
of truth, so he succumbs to the Inevit-
able with a much better grace than
that with which his western brother
takes his whipping, and sits before the
shrine of his family divinity reading
aloud for the benefit of a number of
bystanders the long list of lies that has
brought him to this uncomfortable
pass.

The shrine before which this moral
water cure takes place resembles those
which are so common In the houses of
Catholic countries. The decoration o(
flowers and numerous candles is much
like that with which the pious Italian
adorns the altar of the Virgin or of
his patron saint ' Only the hideous lit-

tle squatting figure of the Japanese
god shows that this Is an infidel shrine.
In the morning the reverent head of
the house puts a cake, a little heap of
rice and a sprig of green upon the al-

tar, an offering intended to propitiate
the god and draw down hla blessing
upon the family. When darkness
comes a little lighted lamp Is placed
beside the Idol to cheer him In the long
hours of the night, during which, ac-

cording to Japanese belief, he faithful-
ly guards the household front all harm.

'

o
A Handy Dust Pan.

Patent carpet sweepers when first
Introduced were at once recognized as
a very useful and labor-savin- g appara-

tus, but, although
Oi convenient and

I ll very easily manlpu- -

n la ted. It was soon
uiauo wannest iuai
they did not do the
work as thoroughly
as the old-tim- e

broom. For this
reason the number
nsed has decreased
and the broom still
holds Its superior-
ity. One of the dis-
agreeable duties for
the housewife after
sweeping Is to
gather up the dust
and dirt In the dust
pan. An Improve
ment In this line is

shown In the Illustration, the inven-
tion of a Southerner. The body of this
dust pan can be of any desired size
or capacity, and Is formed with ver-
tical side walls and a rear wall, the
side walls converging to the rear wall.
The bottom of the pan Is couipoHeU of
two separate portions, the front por-
tion Inclining downwardly from an In-

termediate step, the back portion In-

clining to the rear wall of the pan.
An aperture Is formed in the rear
wall, extending 1U full length, while
at the side of the aperture are ver-
tical guideways for the accommoda-
tion of a movable closure or slide.
Upon one side of the back wall Is a
socket for the reception of the handle,
while connected to the closure Is a
rod, extending along the handle, this
rod having a finger piece at its upper
end, so that It can be conveniently
manipulated. A lug In the closure pre-
vents the slide from being pulled open
too far. By placing the pan upon the
floor and steadying It by the handle a
dust heap can be readily swept over
the Inclined front bottom portion, drop-
ping down over the transverse step
and onto the sunken rear portion,
where a considerable quantity of
sweepings can be accumulated without
danger of spilling, and emptied by
means of the rod and slide.

The patentee is Sarah A. Albertson,
of Knoxvllle, Tenn.

Receiver for Milk, Bread, Ktc
At regular intervals article appear

In the dally papers telling of some
unfortunate being who has been
caught in the act of pilfering a loaf
of bread or a bottle of milk from
some doroway and sent to prison, but
where one Is caught a thousand es-

cape. These petty depredations only

50 DAROia OF BEING STOLKlf.

occur In the early hours of. the morn-
ing, when it Is an easy matter to walk
up some street and practically help
yourself, for every doorway will con-

tain something for the breakfast
table. It Is irritating to the house-
wife in the morning to find her bread
or milk stolen, which means a trip to
the store when there is not much

FLANNELS A CURSE TO HIM.

Writer Telle of Tortnree He Endured ae
a Child.

At the age of 6 I found myself
removed to a town possessing

a bleak climate and many woolen man-

ufactories, says a writer In the Atlan-

tic Monthly. It was the custom of the
house mothers to buy flannel by the
piece, direct from the factory; red flan-

nel, hot thick, felled like a Laplander,
and the invention of Lucifer. Out of

this flannel was cut a garment, a con-

tinuous, of neu-le- r

gender, In which every child In that
town might have been observed flam-

ing Mepulstophellanllke after the
morning bath.

A pattern was given to our mother.
The balr shirt I laugh when I read!
By definition the hair shirt must have
possessed geographical limits of at-

tack, but my flannels left no poreyun-tlckle-

untortured; they heated the
flesh until scarlet fever paled Into a
mere pleasantry, and they soured the
milk of amiability within ma forever.
The rotation of the seasons reduced It-

self to terms of red flannel. In the
autumn when the happy fowls and

lime to spare. A New York man haa
Invented the exceedingly novel, but
at the same time simple, device shown
in the illustration a receiver for
bread, etc. which can be made to do
the duty of a miniature safe. Upon
the upright jamb-wa- ll of the door-
frame a bracket plate la secured at
the proper height from the ground.
This plate la made of sheet metal and
Is bent at a right angle to fit around
the jamb of the wall. The receiver la
in the form of a rectangular box, also
made of sheet metal, having proper
holding capacity for efficient service.
One side of the box Is open, or nearly
so, through which to pass the articles
It Is to contain, and Is hinged upon
the corner of the bracket plate. After
the goods have been placed within
the box, the latter is swung on lta
hinges 'so as to dispose the open side
opposite and close to the outer sur-
face of the door. A spring catch la
secured upon .the part of the bracket
next to the door, and this engages
with an aperture In the side of the
box which swings against It This
lock secures the box after It has been
swung In, and It can only be released
when the door Is opened by a person
on the Inside of the building.

The patentee Is Nelson D. Clearwa-
ter, of Blnghamton, N. Y.

Emergency Case.
Many a life has been lost simply be-

cause nobody who possessed sufficient
knowledge to apply In an emergency

worn cases or mkbokkct.
was present to give advice. A Phlla-delphla- n

has Invented an emergency
case, an Illustration of which Is shown
here, to be used In just such Instances

when a physician cannot be had at
once and drastic measures are neces-
sary. It Is designed to be used In case
of accidents, sudden Illness, collapse,
poisoning, beat prostration, etc., and
is made up of a box to contain arti-
cles for treatment, such aa surgical
dressings, bandages and Instruments.
This box Is provided with a sliding lid
and cover, the latter being hinged to
the sliding lid. Inside the cover is a
book of Instructional Whefi in use the
case is opened, thus admitting access
to the book, which contains brief and
simple but sufficient Instructions for
rendering emergency treatment The
case Is also opened by moving back
the lid, when the required surgical
dressing with remedies are within
reach, and they can be used In accord-
ance with the Instructions or direc-
tions contained In the book, until a
physician or other proper person ar-

rives. The articles can be nicely stored
In the box and prevented from being
exposed to the atmosphere, being kept
In a sterile and cleanly condition. A
handle Is also attached to the box, so
that It can be conveniently carried, and
when not In nse hung on the wall,
desk or other proper place.

The patentee is John Bernard Nor-rl- s,

of Philadelphia, Pa.

foliage alive molted, shed the super-
fluous, when bracing October set the
body In a glow, I alone af living things
must be done up In flannel.

And spring, that season of vernal
bourgeoning, was the time when I,
too, like any other seedkln, slipped
free of all stuff lncasings, and could
sprout and spring In air and sun, clad
In blessed, blessed muslin. I shall
never forget the corroding bitterness
Induced by flannels. At times they
absolutely reduced me to fisticuffs with
my religion, so that filial piety, the
ordaining of the seasons, and the very
catechism Itself, bung In the balance
of the conflict I believe I can hardly
overestimate the spiritual detriment
done me by my flannels.

No Voloe from the Tomb,
She How is It that widows general-

ly manage to marry again?
He Because dead men tell no tales.
Ally Sloper.

Soma promoter might earn tha un-

dying gratitude of boarding-hous- e pe
trons by organising a hash trust an.1
boosting its price beyond tha reach el
the


