| SECRET SERVICE IN RUSSIA

BY SIR PAUL DUKES.

F:ndsmo;lt About z;ninsky,
Traitor and Gold Server

By Use of a False Tooth and the Services of the Doctor, Who
Acts as Hairdresser, Another Disguise Is Evolved.

CHAPTER IL

The Bolshevist Government, you
see, had laid a special embargo on
matches, as on many things of public
use, with the result that they were
almost unobtainable. So that when
vou did get them from “sackmen,”
a8 the people were called who smug-
gled provisions into the city in bags
and sacks, instead of paying one
copeck per box, which was what they
used to eost, you paid just one thous-
and times as much—ten roubles, and
felt glad at that. The design, of
course, was to share such necessities
equally amongst the populace, but the
Soviet departments were so incom-
petent and corrupt, and so strangled
by bureaucratic administration, that
nothing, or very little, ever got dis-
tributed, and the persecuted “sack-
men’” were hailed as henefactors.

At one moment during the journey
wne of the other peasants hent over
to Uncle Egor, and, glancing at me,
asked him iIn an undertone “if his
companion had come from cover
there' "—which meant over the fron-
tier; in reply to which Uncle Egor
gave him a tremendous kick, which
rxplained everything, and no more
was sald.

1 had one nasty moment when the
train was searched. Despite mis-
haps I still clung to the little parcel
of shoes for Maria. As they were
tied round my waist I did not lose
them even when I tumbled into the
stream. Some people got up when
the searchers came, but having no
milk-can or sack I moved into the
corner and sat on the parcel. When
the soldier told me to shift along to
iet him see what was in the corner
1 sat the shoes along with me, 8o
that both places looked empty. It
was lucky he did not make me get
up, for new shoes could only have
vome from “over there.”

Reach Okhta.

At 9 we reached the straggiing
buildings of the Okhta Station, the
scene of my flight with Mrs. Marsh
in December, and there I saw a most
extraordinary spectacle—the attempt-
ed prevention of sackmen from en-
tering the city.

As we stood pushing in the corri-
dor waiting for the crowd in front of
us to get out, I heard Uncle Egor
and his daughter conversing rapidly
in low tones.

“I'll make a dash for it,” whispered
his daughter.

“Good,” he replied
tone.

in the same
“We'll meet at Nadya’'s.”

The moment we stepped on to the|

platform Uncle Egor's daughter van-
ished under the railroad coach and
that was the last I ever saw of her.
At each end of the platform stood
a string of armed guards, waiting
for the onslaught of passengers, who
flew in all directions as they surged
from the train. How shall 1 describe
thescene of unutterable pandemoinum
that cngued! 'The soldiers dashed at
the fleeing crowds, brutally seized
«ingle individuals, generally women,
who were least able to defend them-
selves, and tore the sacks off thelr
hacks and out of thelr arms. Shrill
c¢ries, shrieks, and howls rent the
air., Between the coaches and on the
outskirts of the station you could
see lucky ones who had escaped,
gesticulating frantically to unlucky
ones who were still dodging guards.
“This way! This way!” they yelled
wildly, ‘“Sophla! Marusia! Akulira!
Varvara! Quick! Haste!”
Discharge Rifies.

in futile efforts to subdue the mob
the soldiers discharged their ritles
into the air, only increasing the panic
and intensifying the tumult. Curses
and execrations were hurled at them
by the seething mass of fugitives.
One woman I saw, frothing at the
mouth, with- biced streaming down
ner cheeks, her frenzied eyes pro-
iruding from their sockets, clutching
ferociously with her nails at the
face of a huge sailor who held her
pinned down on the platform, whil2
his comrades detached her sack.

How I got out of the fray I do not
know, but I found myself casrried
along with the rumning stream of
sackmen over the Okhta Bridge and
toward the Suvorov Prospect. Only
here, a mile from the station, did they
settle into a hurried walk, gradually
dispersing down side streets to dis-
pose of their precious goods to eager
«lients.

Completely bewildered, I limped
along, my froet-bitten feet giving ma
considerable pain. Y wondered In my
mind if people at home had any idea
at what a cost the population of
Petrograd secured the first necessities
of life in the teeth of the “Commun-
181" rulers. 8till musing, I came out
on the Znamenskaya Square in front
of the Nicholas Station, the scene of
many wild occurrences in the days of
the Great Revolution.

Watched Scene.

You could still see the hole in the
station roof whence in those days a
machine gun manned by Protopopofi’'s
police had fired down on the crowds
below. 1 had watched the scene
from that little alcove just over there
anear the corner of the Nevsky, While
i was watching, the people had dis-
ocovered another policeman on the
© voof of the house just opposite. They
threw him over the parapet. He fell
on the pavement with & heavy thud,
and lay there motionless. Every-
thing, I remembered, had suddenly
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seemed very quiet as I looked across
the road at his dead body, though the
monotonous song of the machine gun
still sounded from the station roof.
But next day a new song was sung
in the hearts of the people, a song
of Hope and a song of Freedom. Jus-
tice shall now reign, said the people!
For it was sald, “The Tsarist ways,
and the Tsarist police are no more!”
Today, two years later, it was just
such a glorious winter morning as
in those days of March, 1917. The
sun laughed to scorn the silly ways
of men. But the song of Hope was
dead, and the people’s faces bore the
imprint of starvation, distress, and
terror—terror of those very same
Tgarist police' For these others, who
dld not make the Revolution, but who
were encouraged by Russia’s enemies
to return to Russia to poison it—
these others copied the Tearist ways,
and, restoring the Tsarist police, made
them their own. The men and wo-
men who made the Revolution, they
said, were the enemies of the Revolu-
tion! 8o they put them back in
prison, and hung other flags up.

Tattered Flags.

Hete, stretched across the Nevsky
Prospeot, on this winter morning
there still fluttered in the breeze the
tattered shreds of their washed-out
red flags, besmirched with the ecatch-
words with which the Russian work-
ers and the Russian peasants had
been duped. There still stood unre-
moved in the middle of the square
the shabby, dilapidated, 4-months-old
remains of the tribunes and stages
which had been erected to celebrate
the anniversary of the Bolshevist
revoluticn. The inscriptions every-
where spoke not of the “bourgeols
prejudices” of Liberty and Justice,
but of the Dictatorship of the Pro-
letariat (sometimes hypocritically
called the “brotherhood of workers”),
of class war, of the sword, of blood,
hatred, and world-wide revolution.

Looking up from my bitter reverie
I saw Uncle Egor, from whom I had
got separated in the scramble at the
railway station. I wanted to thank
and recompense him for the food and
shelter he had given me.

‘“Uncle Egor,” I asked him, ‘“how
much do I owe you?”

But Uncle Egor shook his head. He
would take no recompense.

“Nothing, my little son,”
plied, “nothing. And come back
again when you like.” He looked
round, and lowering his voice, added
cautiously: “And if ever you need
to run away . . . or hide
ari or anything Hke that . . .
you know, little son, who will help
you.”

he re-

Never Saw Him Again.

I never saw Uncle Ebor again. 1
sometimes wonder what has become
of him. I suppose he is still there,
and he is the winner! The Russian
peasant is the ultimate master of the
Russian Revolution, as the Bolsheviks
are learning to their pain. Once 1
did set out, several months later, to
invoke his help in escaping pursuit,
but had to turn back. Uncle Ebor
lived in a very inaccessible spot, the
railway line that had to be traversed
was later included in the war zone,
traveling became difficult, and some-
times the trains were stopped alto-
gether.

Therewas a cogent reason, how-
ever, why I hesitated to return to
Uncle Ebor exeept in an emergency.
He might not have recognized me—
and that bhrings me back to my story.

Traversing the city on this cold
February morring, I sensed an atmo-
sphere of peculiar unrest and sub-
dued alarm. Small groups of guards
—Lettish and Chinese, for the most
part—hurrying hither and thither,
were evidence of special activity on
th_e part of the Extraordinary Com-
mission. I procured the Soviet news-
papers, but they, of course, gave no
indication that anything was amiss,
It was only later that 1 learned that
during the last few days numerouys
arrests of supposed counter-revolu-
Li.onists had been made, and that
simultaneously measures were being
taken to prevent an anticipated out-
break of workers' strikes.

Arrive at Empty Flat.

By usual devious routes I arrived
in the locality of my empty flat “No,
6.” This, 1 was confident, was the
safest place for me to return to first.
From here I would telephone to the
Journalist, the Doetor and one or two
other people, and find out if all was
fair and square in their houses. If
no one had “been taken jll,” or “gene
to hospital,” or been inflicted with
“unexpected visits from country rela-
tives,” I would look them up and find
out how the land lay and if anything
particular had happened during my
absence.

The prevailing atmosphere of dis-
quietude made me approach the flat
with especial caution. The street was
all but deserted, the vard was as fou!
and noisome as ever, and the only in-
dividual I encountered as I crossed it,
holding my breath, was a hideous
wretch, shaking with disease, dig-
ging presumably for food in the
stinking heaps of rubbish piled in the
corner. His jaws munched mechan-
ically, and he looked up with a guiity
look, like a dog discovered in some
overt misdeed. From the window as
I mounted the stairs I threw him
some money without waiting to see
how he took it.

Arriving at No. 5, 1 listened in-
tently at the back door. There was
no sound within. I was about ts
knock, when I recalled the poor devii
I had seen in the yard. An idea oc-
curred—I would give him another
forty roubles and tell him to come up
and knock. Meanwhile, I would listen
at the bottom of the stairs, and if 1
heard untamiliar voices at the door
I would have time to make off. They
would never arrest that miserable
outcast, anyway. But the fellow was
no longer in the vard, and I repented
that I had thrown him money and
interrupted his repast. Misplaced
generosity! I remounted the stairs
and applied my ear to the door.

Thump—thump~—thump! Nothing
being audible, I knocked boldly, hast-
ily re-applying by ear to the keyhole
to await the resuit.

For a moment there was silence.
Impatient, I thumped the door a sec-
ond time, louder. Then I heard shuf-
fling footsteps moving along the pas-
sage. Without waiting I darted down
the steps to the landing below, Who-
ever came to the door, I hurriedly
considered, would be certain, when
they found no one outside, to look
over the iron banisters. If it were a
stranger, I would say I had mistaken
the door, and belt.

The key squeaked in the rusty
lock and the door was stifily pushed
open. Shoeless feet apy oached the
banisters, and a

Siimirir

face peered over.

face of the boy Grisha, who had re-
placed Maria. sl
“Grisha,” I called, as I mounted the

“js that you?” :

Grisha’s expressionless features
barely broke into a smile. “Are you
alone at home?’ I asked when I
reached him.

o A‘one." .

Grisha followed me into the flat,
locking the back door behind him.
The air was musty with three weeks’
unimpeded accumulation of dust.

“Where is Maria?”’ See! I have
brought her a lovely pair of brand-
new shoes. And for you a slab of
choecolate. There!” .

Grisha tcok the chocoolate, mutter-
ing thanks, and breaking off a morsel
slowly conveyed it to his moath.

“Well? Nothing new, Grisha?
theworld still gcing 10und?”

Grisha stared and, preparatory to
speech, laboriously transferred the
contents of his mouth into his cheek.
At last he got it there, and, gulping,
gave vent somewhat inarticulately to
the following unexpected query:

“Are you Kr-Kr-Kry-len-ko?”

Knew Me as lvan llitch.

Krylenko! How the deuce should
this youngster know my name of
Krylenkc—or Afirenko, or Markovitch,
or any other? He knew me only as
“Ivan Ilitch,” a former friend of his
master.

But Grisha appeared to take it for
granted. Without waiting he pro-
ceeded: !
‘“They came again for you this
morning.”

“Who?”

“A man with two soldiers.”
“Asking for ‘Krylenko? ”

M'Ye.."

“And what did you say?”

“What you told me, Ivan Ilitch.
That you will be away a long time
and perhaps not come back at all.”
“By what wonderful means, 1 should
like to know, have you discovered a
connection between me and anyone
called Krylenko?”

“They described you.”

“What did they say? Tell me pre-
cisely.” ‘

Grisha shifted awkwardly from foot
10 foot. His sluggish brain exerted
itself to remember.

“Tall—sort of, they said, black
beard . long hair ., . one
front tooth missing . . . speaks
not quite our way . ., . walks
quickly.”

‘Was Grisha making this up? Surely
he had not sufficient ingenuity! I
questioned him minutely as to when
the unwelcome visitors had first come
and made him repeat every word they
had said and his replies. I saw then,
that it was true. I was known, and
they were awaiting my return.

“Today was the second time,” said
Grisha. “First they came a few days
ago. They looked round and opened
the cuphoards, but when they found
them all empty, they went away.
‘Uyehal—departed,’ said one to the
others. ‘There’'s nothing here, so it's
useless to leave anyone. When will
he return? he asks me. ‘There’s no
knowing,” I tell him. ‘Maybe you'll
never eomeback,’ I said. Early this
morning when they came I told them
the same.”

Only One Line of Action.

A moment’s consideration con-
vinced me that there was only one
line of aclion. T must quit the flat
like lightning, The next step must
be decided in the street.

*“Grisha,” I said, “you have acquit-
ted yourself well. If ever anyone asks
for me again, tell them I have left
the city for good, and shall never re-
turn. Does Maria know?"

“Maria is still at the farm.
not seen her for two weeks.”

“Well, tell her the same—because
it's true. Good-bye.”

Arriving in the street, I began to
think. Had I not better have told
Grisha simply to say nobody had
come back at all? But Grisha was
sure to bungle the moment he was
cross-questioned and then they would
think him an accomplice. It was too
late, anyway. I must now think of
how to change my appearance com-
pletely and with the minimum of de-
lay. The nearest place to go to ¢sas
the Journalist’s, If he could net help
me I would lie low there till night-
fall and then go to the Doctor's.

Limping along painfully, half cov-
ering my face with my scarf as if I
had a toothache, I approached the
Journalist’'s home. He lived on the
first floor, thank heaven, so there
would be only one flight of stairs to
ascend.

From the opposite side of the street
I scrutinized the exterior of the house.
Through the glass door I could see
nobody in the hall and there was
nothing to indicate that anything was
amiss. 8o I crossed the road and
entered.

Is

I have

Fleor Tiling Loose.

The floor-tiling in the hall was
loose and had long needed repair,
but I tiptoed over it gently and
without noise, Then, with one foot
on the bottom stair, I stopped dead.
What was that disturbance on the
first landing just over my head? 1
listened intently. ‘

Whispering.

There must be two or three people
on the first landing, conferring in
low tones, and from the direction of
the voices it was clear they were
Jjust outside the Journalist's door, I
caught the word “pick-lock,” and
somebody passed some keys, one of
which seemed to be inserted in the
lock.

Thieves, possibly. But robbery
wa® becoming rare in these days
when the bourgeoisie had scarcely
anything more to be relieved of, and
anyway why should the Journalist's
flat particularly be selected and the
theft perpetrated in broad daylight?
It was far more likely that the
dwelling was to be subjected to a
sudden search, and that the raiders
wished to surprise the ooccupant or
occupants without giving them time
to secrete anything. In any case,
thieves or searchers, this was no
place for me. I turned and tiptoed
hurriedly out of the hall.

And very foolish it was of me to
hurry, too! for I should have re-
membered the flooring was out of re-
pair. The loose tiles rattled be-
neath my feet like pebbles, the noise
was heard above, and down the stairs
there charged a heavy pair of boots.
Outside was better than in, any-
way, so I did not stop, but just as
I was slipping into the street I was
held up from behind by a big burly
workman, dressed in a leathern jacket
covered with belts of cartridges, who
held a revolver at my head.

Debatable Point.

It is a debatable point, which
tactics is more effective in a tight
corner—to laugh defiantly with bra-
zen audacity, or to assume a erazy
look of utter imbecility. Practised
to an extreme, elther will pull you
through almost any scrape, granted
your adversary displays a particle
of doubt or hesitancy. From my
present be-draggled and exhausted
appearance to one of vacant stupidity
was but a step, so when the -
ridge-bedacked individual challenged
me with his revoiver and demanded
to know my business, I met his gaze
with terrified blinking eyes, shaking
limbs, slobbering lips, and halting

Sp! ;

“Stand!” he bawled, “wha: do you
want here?’ His voice was raugou
nu{l threatening, .

s

insane . M

for No. 39, wh-which I want.

stairs, to prepare him for my return, | you.

at all the shop-and-door-
lintels as I passed them, I saw out
of the corner of my eye that the
cartridge-covered individual had low-
ered his revolver to his side. Then
he turned and reentered the house.
Blades Are Blunt.

“The blades are pretty blunt, I am

afraid,” observed the , as_he

Gillette razor and

it on the table before me.

‘They still mow me all right, but

I've got a soft chin. The man who

smuggles a box-full of razor-blades

into this country will make his for-

tune. Here's the brush, and soap—
my last piece.”

It was late in the afterncon of the
same day. I sat in the Doctor’s study
before a mirror, preparing to per-
form an excruciating surgical oper-
ation, namely, the removal with a
blunt safety-razor of the shaggy
hirsute appendage that for nearly six
months had decorated my cheeks,
chin, and nether lip.

The Doctor, as you see, was still
at liberty. It was with some trepida-
tion that I had approached his house
on this day when everything seemed
to be going wrong. But we had
agreed upon a sign by which I might
know, every time I called, whether
it were safe to enter. A large box
was placed in the window in such
a position as to be visible from the
street. Its absence would be a danger-
signal. The Doctor had suggested
this device as much for his own sake
as mine: he had no deside that 1
should come stumbling in 1f he were
engaged in an altercation with a
delegation from No. 2 Gorohovaya,
and there was no house in the city
that wasg immune from these un-
welcome visitors. But the buz was
in the window, so I was in the flat.

Before operating w'th the razor
I reduced my beard as far as pos-
sible with the scissors. KEven this
altered my appearance to a semark-
able degree. Then I brought scap-
brush and blade into play—but the
less said of the ensuing painful hour
the better! The Doctor then as-
sumed the role of hair-dresser. ie
cut off my-flowing locks, and, though
it was hardly necessary, dyed my
hair coal-black with some German
dye-stuff he had got,

Transformation Complete.

Except for one detail, my trans-
formation was now complete, Cutting
open the lapel of the jacket I was
discarding, I extracted a tiny paper
packet, and unwrapping it, took out
the contents~my missing tooth, care-
fully preserved for this very emer-
gency. A little wadding served ef-
fectively as a plug. I inserted it in
the gaping aperture in my top row
of teeth, and what had so recently
been a diabolic leer became a smile
as seemly (I hope) as that of any
other normal individual.

The clean-shaven, she—~t-hajred
tidy but indigent-looking person in
eye-glasses, who made his way down
the Doctor's staircase next morning
attired in the Doctor's old clothes,
resembled the shaggy-haired, limping
maaiac of the previous day about as
nearly as he did the cook who pre-
ceded him down the stairs. The cook
was going to engage the house-
porter's attention if the latter pre-
sented himself, in order that he
might not notice the exit of a per-
son who had never entered. So when
the cook disappeared into the por-
ter's cave-like abode just inside the
front door, covering with her back
the little glass window through
which he or his wife always peered,
and began greeting the pair with
enthusiastic heartiness, I slipped un-
noticed into the street.

In the dilapidated but capacious
boots the Doctor found for me I was
able to walk slowly without limping.
But I used a walking-stick, and this
added curicusly to my new appearance,
which I think may be described as that
of an-ailing, under-fed “intellectual’’ of
i student type. It is a fact that during
these days, when in view of my lame-
ness I could not move rapidly, I passed
unmolested and untouched out of more
than one scuifle when raiders rounded
up ‘“‘speculators,”” and cressed the
bridges without so much as being asked
for my papers.

It took me severa. days to get accus-
tomed to my new exterior. I found my-
self constantly glancing Into mirrors
and shop windows In the street, smiling
with amusement at my own reflection.
In the course of ensuing weeks and
months [ encountered several people
with whom 1 bad formerly had connec-
tions, and though some of them looked
{me in the face ! was never recognized.

See lvan Again.

It was about a2 week later, when
walking along the river quay, that I
espied to ny surprise on the other side
of the road Melnikoff’s friend of Viborg
days whom: J had hoped to find In Fin-
land—Ivan Sergeievitch. }e was well
diszuised as a soldler, with worn-out
boots and shabby cap. I followed him
in uncertainty, passing and repassing
him two or three times to make sure.
But a scar oun hls check left no further
doubt. So, waiting until he was close
to the gate of the gardetn on the west
slde of tlie Winter Palace, the wall of
which with the imperial monograms
was being removed, I stepped up behind
him.

“Ivan Sergeieviteh,” I said in a low
voice.

e stopped dead, not looking arcund.

“It is all right,” I continued. *Step
into the garden; you will recognize me
in a minute.”

e followed me cautiously at some
paces distance, and we sat down on a
bench among the bushes. In this little
garden former emperors and empresses
had promenaded when occupying the
Winter Palace. In the olden days be-
fore the revolution I often used to
wonder what was hidden behind the
massive wall and railings with imperia!
monograms that surrounded it. But it
was only a plain little inclosure with
winding paths, bushes and a small
fountain.

“My God!” exclaimed Ivan Sergeie-
vitch in astonishment, when I had con-
vinced him of my bone fide identity.
“le it possible? No one would recog-
nize you! It is you I have been looking
for.”

Ao’

“Yes. Do you not know that Zorinsky
s in Finland?”

Zorinsky again! Though it was only
o week, it seemed ages since I had last
qrossed the fronticr, and the Zorinsky
episode already belonged to the distant
past—when 1 was somebudy and some-
thing elsc. I was surpriged how littie
interest the mention of his name ex-
cited in me. I was already entirely
engrossed in a new political situation
that had arisen.

“ls he?” I relled. “I went to Finland
myself recently, partly to see you about
that very fellow. I saw your wife. But
nobody seems to know anything about
him, and I have ceased to care.” .

A Close Shave.

“You . have no notion what a close
shave you have had, Paxgl Pavioviteh.
I will tell you what 1 ki'ow. When [
heard from

my wife that Va’;l; was

Thank | for

roughly as follows:
Zorinsky, under another name, had
been an officer in the old army. He
distinguished himself for reekless
bravery at the front and drunkenness
in the rear. During the war he had had
some financlal losses, became implicated
in attempted embezzlement, and later
was caught cheating at cards. . He was
invited to resign {rom his regiment, but
was reinstated after an interval in vieiw
of his military services. He again disi-
tinguished himsel in battle, but was
finally excluded from the regiment
shortly before the revolution, this time
on the ground of misconduel. During
1917 he was known to have failed in
some grandiose deals of a speculative
and doubtful character. He then dis-
appeared for a time, but in the summer
of 1918 was found living in Petrograd
under various names, ostensibly hiding
from the Bolsheviks. Although his
business deals were usually unsuccess-
fu), he appeared always to be in affiu-
ent ecireumstances. It was this fact,
and a certain strangeness of manner,
that led Ivan Sergeleviteh to regard
him with strong suspicion. He had him
watched, and established beyond all
doubt that he was endeavoring to gain
admission to various counter-revolu-
tionary organizations on behalf of the
Bolsheviks.

Ivan Is Arrested.
Shortly afterward, Ivan Sergeievitch
was arrested under circumstances that
showed that only Zorinsky could have
betrayed him. DBut ne escaped on the
very night that he was to be shot by
breaking from his guards and throwing
himself over the parapet of the Neva
into the river. In Finland, whither he
fled, he met and formed a close friend-
ship with Melnikoff, who, after the
Yaroslavl affair and his own escape,
had assisted in the establishment of a
system of communication with* Petro-
grad, occasionally revisiting the city

1f,

NT(;: course I told Melnikoff of Zorin-
sky,” said Ivan Sergelevitch, ‘“‘though
I could not know that Zorinsky would
track him. But he got the better of
us both.”
“Then why,” I asked, “did Melnikoff
associate with him?”
“}He never saw
know.”
“What!” I exclaimed. ‘“But Zorin-
sky said he knew him well, and always
called him ‘an old friend.””
“Zorinsky may have seen Melnikoff,
ut he never spoke to him, that I know
of. Melnikoff was a friend of a certain
Vera Alexandrovna X., who kept a
secret cafe—you knew it? Ah, if I had
krnown Melnikoff had told you of it I
should have warned you. From other
people who escaped from Petrograd 1
learned that Zorinsky frequented the
cafe too. He was merely lying in wait
for Melnikoff.”
“You mean he dellberately betrayed
him?”
“Jt i{s evident. Put two and two to-
gether. Melnikoff was a known and
much-feared counter-revolutionary. Zor-
insky was In the service of the Extra-
ordinary Commission, and well paid, no
doubt. He also betrayed Vera Alexan-
drovna and her cafe, probably receiving
so much per head. I heard of that from
other people.”

Why Not Betray Me?

“PThen why did he not betray me
too?” I asked incredulously.

“You gave him money, I suppose?”’

I told Ivan . Sergelevitch the wohle
story, how I had met Zorinsky, his
offer to release Melnikoff, the sixty
thousand roubles and other payments
“for odd expenses,’’ amounting to about
a hundred thousand in all. I also told
him of the valuable and accurate infor-
mation Zorinsky had provided me with.

«That is just what he would do,” said
Ivan Sergelevitch. ‘‘He worked for both
sides. A hundred thousand, I suppose,
is all he thought he could gét out of
you, so now he has gone to Finland.
Something must have kappened to you
here, for he wanted to prevent your re-
turning to Russia and pose as your
saviour. Is it not true that something
has happened?”’

I told him of the discovery of the
Journalist's flat and “No. 5, but,unless
I had been tracked unnoticed, there was
no especial reason to belleve Zorinsky
could have discovered either of these.
The betrayal of the name *“Krylenko”
was, of course, easily traceable to him,
but whence had he known the ad-
dresses?

And then I remembered that I had
never telephoned to Zorinsky from any-
where except from ‘‘No. 3" and the
Journalist’'s, for those were the only
places where I could speak without be-
ing overheard. I suggested the coinci-
dnce to Ivan Sergelevitch.

“Ahs!" he cried, obviously regarding
the evidence as conclusive. °‘Of course
he inguired for your telephone numbers
direetly you had spoken. But he would
not betray you as long as you continued
to pay him. Besides, he doubtless hop-
ed eventually to unearth a big organi-
zation. As for your betrayal, any time
would do, and the reward was always
certain. It might be another hundred
thousand for vour haunts. And then,
you see, in Finland he would warn
vou against returning, and get some
more out of you for this further great
service. Ile was furious to find you
had just left.”

Prying Eyes.

From the windows of the Winter
Palace prying eyes were looking down
into the garden. Two figures sitting so
long on a cold day in the bushes would
begin to be suspicious. We rose and
walked out on to the quay.

Seating ourselves cn one of the stone
benches set in the parapet of the river,
Ivan Sergeievitch told me many things
thé’v were of the greatest value. An
entirely new set of associations grew
out of this copyersation. He also said
that Varia had™Just been released from
prison, and that he was going to take
her with him across the f{rontier that
night. He had been unable to find
Stepanovna, but supposed she was stay-
ing with friends. I agreed If ever 1
heard of her to let him know.

“Will Zorinsky come back to Russia,
do vou think?’ I asked.

“I have no idea,”” was the reply; and
he added, again staring at my trans-
formed physiognomy and laughing,
“but you certainly have mo cause to
fear his recognizing you now."”

Such was the strange stery of Zor-
insky as I learned it from Ivan Sergele-
vitch. I never heard it corroborated
except by the Doctor, who didn’'t know
Zorinsky, but I had no reason to doubt
it. It certainly tallied with my own
experiences. And he was only one of
several. As Ivan Sergelevitch observed:
‘“There are not a few Zorinskys, I fear,

him, so far as 1
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Did Not Return.
Twice, later, I was reminded acutely
of this singular personage, who, as it
transpired, did return to Russla. The
first time was when I learned through
acquaintances of Ivan Scrgelevitch that
Zorinsky belleved me to be back in
Petrograd, and had related to somebody
in tomes of admiration that he himself
had seen me driving down the Nevsky
Prospect in a carriage and pair in the
company o fone of the chief Bolshevist
Commigars!
The second time was months later,
when I espied him standing in a door-
way, amartly dressed in a blue “French”
and knee-breeches, about to mount a
motoreycle. I was on the point of de-
scending from a street car when our
eyes met. I stopped and pushed my
way back into the crowd of passengers.
Being in the uniform of a Red soldler,
I feared his recognition of me not by my
exterior, but by another pecullar ecir-
cumstance. Under the influence of sud-
den emotion a sort of telepathic com-
munication sometimes takes place
without the medium of words, and even
regardless of distance. It has several
times happened to me. Rightly or
wrongly I suspected it now. 1 pushed
my way through the car to the front
platform, and, looking back over the
heads of the passengers, imagined
(maybe it was mere ijmagination) I
saw Zorinsky's eyes also peering over
the pjassenger’s heads towards me.
I did not wait to make sure. The in-
cident occurred in tho Zagorodny Pros-
pect. Passing the Tsarskoselsky station
I jumped off the car while it was still
in motion, stooped beneath its side till
it passed, and boarded another in the
opposite direction. At the station 1
jumped off, entered the building, and
sat among the massed herds of peasants
and “speculators’” till dusk.
Eventually I heard that Zorinsky had
been shot by the Bolsheviks. If so, it
was an ironic and fitting close to his
career. Perhaps they discovered him
again serving two or more masters. But
the news impressed me but little, for I
had ceased to care whether Zorinsky
was shot or not.
(Concluded Tomorrow.)

SOLDIERS ENTERTAINED,
By request of the management of
Loew’s Theatre, the soldier patients
of Queen Alexandra Sanatorium will

be their guests tomorrow afternoon.
It is expected that about 100 pa-
tients will be able to attend this
performance,

SEE SIR JOHN SIMON
AS LIBERAL LEADER

Prospective Head of Party
Urges Revision of Versailles
Treaty.

Associated Press Despatch. .

London, Jan. 16.—There are signs
just now that Liberalism is inclined
to turn towards Sir John Simon as
the white hope of the party. Sir John
has been speaking in the Newcastle
East by-election where the polling
will tuI!:’e place on Wednesday, and
critics affirm that this sentiment
that Liberalism is still barren of a
really effective slogan. ;

The revision of the Versailles
treaty has bee nurged by Sir John,
who claims that it is impossible for
the British tc rebuild their prosperity
on their neighbors’ ruin and unhappi-
ness. .

With regard to unemployment, Sir
John Simon has condemned “silly pro-
tective measures,” like safeguarding
of industries’ act, which he declares
has really strangled instead of re-
vived trade.

Resent Low Wage
Paid By L.P.S.R.

Pay Less Than City Rate To
Snow Shovellers.

Those people who think the City of
London is now doing as much as it
might for the unemployed, might
derive food for reflection from the
action of the London and Port Stanley
Railway Commission in regard to
this same question.

When the heavy snowfalls of the
last few days hit London, the ecity
employed men to shovel away the
snow, for which they offered 45 cents
an hour. The same day the London
and Port Stanley Railway Commis-
sion also asked for men to do the
same necessary work, but with this
difference, they offered but 30 cents
an hour.

As a result there was a good deal
of resentment among the men gather-

ed in the local branch of the Provin-

this offer was

HUGHES PROBE TO OPEN
AT WELLAND ON JAN. 26

Canadian Press Despatch.

Welland, Jan. 16.—Hearing to un-
seat Mayor James L. Hughes will
commence before His Honor Judge
Ldivingstone on January 26. It is al
leged that Mayor Hughes entered
into a contract with the city, when
last year's council paid the costs of
an action awarded him.

TORONTO FIRE YESTERDAY
CAUSES $20,000 DAMAGE

Toronto, Jan 16—Fire caused by
oil igniting wiped out the Bawden:
Machine Shop yesterday aftermoon
and caused injury to Distriet Chief
McQueen and Fireman Barbeau, who
received body injuries, the extent of
which are not yet known, ]

The damage was $20,000.

Free ~Trial Bottle

Ny it first, prove
the way to restore

GrayHair

You are right to be skeptical in regard,
to any preparation offered to restore gray
hatr. many can't do the work — 8o/
many only further disfigure your hair. |

A trial on one lock of hair is your safe-
guard, and this I offer free. Accept this
offer and prove for yourself that your gray
hair can be restored safely, easily and

urely,
1 perfected my Restorer many years
ago t%‘brln. back the original coln'r tyo my
own Bhair, and since, hundreds of thou-
sands o ‘ny hatred )w{lo have used it.
It s a ¢lear, colorless liquid, clean as |
water and 48 pleasnut to use. No
sediment, nothing to wesh or rub off. Re-
stored color even and natural in all lights.
Results just as satisfactory when hair has
been bleached or otherwise discolored.
MAIL COUPON TODAY
for the Free
SRS R,
e . Indicate “’lnir with X, W o
B e Nk ol e I T pe ok
[Pleass print your nome and addreayeomwg |
MARY 7. GOLDMAN !'
56/ GoldmanBldg., 8¢t. Paul, Minn, i
Please send tel
Outfit, X shows enI:: om:...lil:c'id mgd-r.kl
brown. brown suburn &d-rk ]
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f
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easy
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Women’'s and Misses’ Cashmere

fashioned with seamless feet.

Those wanting good serviceable

range of sizes.
i

navy, black, copen and brown.
Per yard ...oe 0000

Drawers closed style.

25¢

98¢
$3.69

to $7.50.

98¢
$1.98 5o

Values $3.00.

$3.9
$1.69 .

Value, $2.50.
59 Men's IYine All-Wool
c Worsted Socks, in gray

Regular 85c.

fine ribs and cashmere.
Combinations,
Ribbed

Boys’' Fine

collar;

Men’'s Heavy Wool

Fine
button

est shades. These have slight imperfections.

Per DAIT coccocecctncecroscsessnncsccnccane

Bath Towels, 50c

erate price will find these excellent value.
size and weight and nice colorings.
Unequalled value at ....ccoccoe0vs0c0sesee

Women’s Corsets, 98¢

A manufacturers’ clearance of Corsets in medium
bust models, for the average figure.
viceable quality of white coutil.
PRIP ccocesoresoncsssense

Wool Tiebacks, $1.49

Woolen Tiebacks for women and misses in plain
colors and two-tone combinations.
both long and short sleeves, and are

exceptional value at c..coceccevcaccens

All-Wool Serge, 75¢c

This is an excellent cloth for children’s dresses. It
is of good weight and comes in four good shades—

Women’s Vests
and Drawers, $1.39

Women's Fine Ribbed Cotton Veste and Drawers

in cream shade, Vests are silk-trimmed. $1 39
Per garment ... .

Men's Heavy Gray Union Work Socks;
also a few Black Ribbed, size 10 only.

Men’s Sample Undershirts, Watson make;
Worth to $2.50.

Man’s Fine Wool and Silk Mixture
Watson make.

Winter
Watson make, unshrinkable.
Boye' Fine Heavy Sweater Coats, with
various good

Coat Sweaters of
browns, grays, blues, ets,

Cashmere
shoulder:

Ribbed and Plain

“CLEAN-UP”

Wool Cashmere Hose, 69c

Hose, in the new-
Full

69¢

Towels at a mod-
Good

50c¢

Of good ser-

98¢

Good

They come in

$1.49

large sizes.

“CLEAN-UP” SALE

69 Men's
c Drawers;

Worth $1.25.

$1.9
$1.1

Value $2.00.

$1.98

Values to $3.80

$4.9

Values to §7.50.

$1.9

Sizes 24 to 30.

Men's

- make;
Values

Combinations,
Value, $1.50.

colors. Men's

Value $5.00.

A Men's
Jerseysg, plain

sizes 28 to 34.

and pear! shades.

‘Women’s Combinations,

White Ribbed Cotton Combinations
weight, with high neck, long sleeves
and ankle drawers .......cc00.0 R P

Children’s Woolen Mitts,

Fine Brushed Wool Mitts in small, medium and
large sizes, in four shades.
Clearing at, pair ......cece0.0.

Woolen Gauntlets

Brown and Gray Heather mixed at ........... 98¢
Plain White with long cuffs at, pair...... Wi b
Brown and Camel with contrasting stripes...$1.59
Camel shade, with wide cuff.

Cap and Scarf Sets, 98¢

Clearance of Children’'s Woolen Toques,
Scarfs to match; green, rose, cardinal and
navy. Clearing at ..........

Women'’s Bloomers, 98c

with fine fleecy finish inside.
To clear at

Flannelette Blankets

Good Large Size Flannelette Blanket, in best qual-
ity, in cream and gray shade, with colored border.
These are good weaight, with
fine soft finish. On sale at

Heavy
Boys' Sweater Coats and
Pullover
qualities

and without

ALE

$1.75

in winter

$1.75

39¢

. e

Extra quality, $1.98

with

98¢

$2.39, $2.75

Shirts and

Fleece-Lined
also a few Ribbed Wool Shirts,

Winter Watson

factory clean-up. Values to $3.50.

Combinations,

High Collar

Sweaters; various colors.

V-Neck Pullover Sweaiers: fine

and sizes; various colors.

Wool Coat Sweaters, with
collars;

Pure
handsome COIOTS,

Boys' Pure Wool Worsted Je¢
ton shoulder; gray shades;
Regular $2.50.

fancy ¢

three-piece belts.

new and stylish Scotch effects;

$3.9

made. Value, $5.50.
Juvenile Overcoats,

$6098 tweeds, worsteds;

Values to $10.00.
Four Juvenile Suits

54.9 roy, in gray and tan

24 and 25. Values $7.50.

R. J.

100 pairs Men's

Men’s High-Grade Suits
and Overcoats - - - -

High-Grade Man-Tailored Overcoats, pure wool heavy weight coatings in most desirable plan shades;
rug back cloths, finished with Venetian yoke linings and piped seams; raglan and

Trousers, in neat patterns; splendidly

in all-wgol heavy
lined;

Suits of fine all-wool worsted, in attractive plain shades and handscme patierns; snappy tweeas

two and three button models.

$1.48

driil.

All-Wool Tweed Men's

made;

$9.9 Boys’

styles

ages 4 to 7.

of Velvet Cordu-
shades. Sizes 23,

$8.98

and colors.

$24.50

Value, $2.00.

browns and grays;
Sizes to 35.

Four only High-Grade

heavy terry cloth;
Values $16.50.

[YOUNG & CO.

regular sleeves;
in

union
striped

Heavy Bib

blue and white stripe:

Overalls

o
Overcoats, 1|
all-around belted

Fine All-Wool

Values §$14.

{
Bathrobes, of
exclusive patterns




