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. $10.000 FOR 106 WORDS.

“The Miliion Dollar Mystery’. story
will run for twenty-tito conreculive weeky
in th's puper. Ry an arrangement with
the Thaanouser £'slm comipany it has bzin
made possible not only to read the story
in taie paper but also to ssec it each week
in the various moving' picturc theaters.
For the aolution of this mystery story
$10.000 will be given by the Thanhcuscr
Filw corpuration,

CONDITIONS GOVEUNING THE

CONTESY.

The prize of $10,000 will be twon Ly the
man, women. or child who writes the most
acceptable solution of the mysiery, jrom
which the lest two reeis of motion picture
dramos will be mad: aid the last tio
chapters of the story wriiten by Harold
MacCrath,

_'Solutions =may Ube sent to the Than
houser Film corporation, either at Chicago
or New York, any time up to riidnight,
Jan. 14. This allows several weeks after
the last chapter has been published.

A board of three judyas will deternrine
which of the many eolutions reccived is the
mast acciptable. The judges are to be
Harcld MacGrath, Lioyd Loneryaw, and
Miss Mae T'inee. The judgmeit of this
board wiil be absolute ard final. Nothing
o @ literary naturc will be considerod in
the decision, nor given any preferencc in
the selection of the winner of the $10.000
price. The last two reels, which will pive
the most acceptable solution to the 1mys-
tery, wiil be pressnied in the theaters
having this feature as soon aa it & pos-
sible to produce the same. Tle atory corre-
mondiny to these mosion picluru will ap-
poar in the newspapers coincidentally, or
as moon cofter the appaerance of the pin
tures as practicable, Vith the last two
reels will be shown the pic:ures of the win-
ner, his or her home, ard other interesting
features. It is understond that the news
papers, so far as practloadle, in printing
the last tico chapters of the s:ory by Hor
old MacGrath, 1ill alsc 30w @ pleture of
the suceeasful contzetant.

Solutions 1o the mystowy momt =00 by
more than 160 words long. Hewn are .~mg
questions to Le lept in mind {n oo,
with the mystory as an odd (o a 2 "4y

o, 1—-What becomae of © . . oillbons.: ‘

No.0- 'What becomes of . Bl 000000’ ]

No. 3 Wlhom does Flormoe marryr

No.h—What berome. of the Ilussian
counices? y

Nohady connceted either direotly or in-
directly trith * The Million Dallar Mvs-
tery " wil! ba considered as u comteaiant.

SYNODPSIS O PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.
Stanicy Hurgreave, millionatre, after a
mirnculous escape fro:a tae den of the
gang of Lrillland thieves known aus the
Nineck Hundred, lives the 11f0 of a recluse
for eighicen years. Hargreave acci-~
dentn!ly mects Rraine, lender of the
»yek liundred. Knowleg Prailne will
try ‘o et him, be encapes from his owvn
Lome by a bulloou. Before escaping he
writen a letter to the girla' school
where cighteen yoors before ke mysteri-
ausily left ou the doors’cp Uis baby
Adpuaiter, Plorence ray., That day liar-
preeve ulzo draws oue million doliars
frim the hank, but 't in reported that
thin dropped {nto the sea wken the bal-
e escnped in vvax junctured.
Muoreace xeriven from the gicle’ achool.
Couvitenn Ulgn, Hraine’s companion, vis-
1ty toe anil elnima te be a relative. Two
rogus detectives calil, but their plot Is
folled hy Nortou, a nevspaper mman.

By Oritdug the eaptain of the Orlent
Norton Inyx n trap for Braime and his
gang. Countess Olga ulso vikits the Ori-
ent's cuptain ard she casily {alls into the
reporter's anazc. The plun proves shor-
tive through RNrealne/s ygeod luck, and
only Eirelings fall into the hands of the
polles,
© After falling fu thelr first atiempt the
Binck Hnndresd tray Florence. They ask
her for money, bat she escapes, again
folling thems,

Norton and the ccuniess call on Flor-
ence the next day, once more mafe at
home. Vhe visitors Naving gone, Jomes
removey n mectlon of {looring, and from
a cavity tekea a hox. Parsued by mem-
bers of the Hiact: Hundred, he rushes to
the wiater frour and ancceedn In drop-
ping the bhox lato the xea,

Countess Olgn, schrning to break the
engagement exixting hetween Florence
Huargreave and YNerten, Invites theru hoth
to her apartments and pretends to frint
in the veportsT™a armx. Florenss xn-
penrs in the dooxrway fust at tke placned
moment, and ns n resnlt gives Norton
back his ring.

Aeccomplices of iiraine succeed in kid-
maping Flovence whils she is shopping
and Rurry her off iv wea. Nortou re-
ceives a wircleus later Informing him
 that the girl kad leapcd into the sea

,~ad been drovned.

k~  [Copyright: 10%4: By Hwroid Muedrath,

OHAPTER X,
THYE PAST A PLANK.

T was perfectly true that Florence had
' cast herselt into the ses. It had not been

an act of despalr, however. On the con-

trary, hope asnd courage had prompted
her i leap. Tue uight was clear, with ouly
a moderate sea running. At the time the
great ship was paseing the Banks, aud almost
witlitn hail she saw » fishing schooner riding
gracefully at anchor. Bhe quite realilsy le-
JMeved that if she remained on boan the
George Washingten she was lost. She nat-
urally forgot the marvel of wireless telegra-
phy, No longer may a man bide at sea.

So, with that quiek thought which was a
part ¢! her inheritance, she selsed the life
buoy. clitabed the rafl, and leaped far out.
At the sreat dark tossing wea swooped up to
meet hor she noted a bloek of wood bobbing
ep sad down. She tried to avoid it, but
oould not, and struck it head on, Despite
the blow: and the sheck of the chill water she
instiuetively clung to the buoy. The wash
ftemn the tilghty propellers tossed her about,
Bither wixd yan, from one swirl to another,
Uke & 5iv of wood, Then everything grew
biatk.

Prgtunasely for her the master of the flsh-
fog ¢-ivooner woe at the time standing on his
qnscie: Aack by tha wheel, squinting through
hie glee: ut the lner and envying the ease
and con.fott ¢! thoss on bnml her, The

mate. altt'ag on the steps and smoking his '

tnthin-ie pipe, saw the master lean forward
snddeuly. lower the glass, then ralse it nn!n.
"'bml amighty!” »
f “lllt‘l the Iim:, Cap'nl®

“ Yake. fa God's name, come ‘ere an’ take
a peek Lieiotugh chis glass,  I'm dreamin’™”’
The uuie jemped and took the glass,
“ Whoere away, sie?”

A vint off 1h sta'board bow.
thin® white bobhin' up?"”

. Yessir! laoks like some one dropped a
Lolster ‘v a piller overboard. Cod's
wiiskers!” he broke off.

“Then 1 uin’t seein’ things,” cried the
master. 1 ¥ lubbers!” he yelled to the
crew; " lower th' dory. Toey's a woman in
th' water out there. 1 seen her leap th' rail
T.ook alive! Sharp’s th' word! Mate, you

Nee sowe-

o 'lony.

The craw dropped their tausks and sprang
for the davits, and the starboard dory was
lowered in shipshape style.

It takes a good bit of seawanship to haul
a body out of the sea into n dancing bob-
tafled dory, when one moment it is climbing
frantically heavenward aad the next heading
for the botioiuless pit. They were very tender
with ler. They Iaid Ler out iu the bottom of
the boai, with toe life buoy as = pillow, apd
pulled enccgeticaily for the schooner. She
was slive, hecause she breatied; but she did
not stir so.muech as su eyelid. It was a stiff
bit of work, too, to land her aboard witaont
2dding to her injuries. The master ordered
tie mea to pnt her in bis owu bunk, where
he meariy stranglsd her by forcing raw bran
dy down her throat.

“Weil, she's aiive, anyhow!"

When Flarence fically opened asr « .o (e
gray of dawn lay on the sea, dotter. here and
there by the schionnors of the fleai. which
aecmed 1o Lo 4 i waidale, a8 at tne
momen?t th o & Fis io the eye no hori-
ron.

" oon't seem t' recogrize nolbin'.

“Mehbe slie's got a fever,” suggested the
mpati, reobing his brisdy chin. ?

“TFever nothin'. No: after bein' in th'
water half np hour. Mebbe she hit one o
them wooden floats we left, Them dinged
licers keep on crowdin’ us,” growled Barnes,
ith a fisherman's bhate for the floating ho-
tels. “ Went by with never a toot. See 'er,
des’ like th' banker's wife goin’ t' church on
Sunday? A mile a minute; fog or no fog, it’s
all tiie same t* them. They run us down an’
nerer stop. What th' tarnation we goin' to
¢0? She'll haff t* stay aboard till th’ run is

1 can't afford t' yank up my mudhook
time o' day.”

“ (Guess she can stand three 'r four days in
our company, smellin® oilcloths, fish, kerosene,
an' punk t'hacco.”

“If 3 don't like th' k'nd o' t'bacco I buy,
buy your own. 1 ain’t objectin' none.” ;

The mate stepped over to the bunk and
gingerly ran his nand over the girl's head.
“ (od's whiskers, Cap'n, they's a bump as
hig's 4 cork on th' hack o' her head! She's
struck one o' them floats all right. Where's
th' arnica ?”

Barnes turned to his locker and rummaged
about, finally producing an ancient bottle and
sowme passably clean cloth used frequently
for bandages. Sometimes a man grew care-
less with ‘mis knife or got in the way of a
pulley block. With blundering kindness the
twe men bound up the girl’s head, and then
went ahout their duties,

U
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For three days Florence evinced not the
slightest inclination to leave the bunk. She

lay ou her back eitner asleep or with her «

eyes staring at the beams above her head.
She ute just enough to keep her alive; aul
the strong black coffee did nothing more
than to make her wakeful. No one knew
what the matter 'was. There was tne bump,
now diminished; but that it should leave her
in this comatose state vastly puzzled the
men, The truth is she had suffered a slight
concassion of tne brain, and this, atop of all
the worry she had had for the last few
weeks, was sufficient to cause this blankness
of the mind,

The final cod was cleaned and packed
away in salt, the mudhook raised, and the
schiconer Betty set her sails for the south-
west. Barnes vealized that to save the girl
she must have a doctor who knew his busi-
ness. Mrs, Barues would know how to care
for the girl, once she knew what the trouble
was. Thnere would be some news in the pa-
pers. A young and beautiful woman did not
jump from a big Atlantic liner without the
newspapers getting hold of the facts,

A falr wind carried the Betty into her
haven; and shortly after Florence was sleep-
ing peacefully in a feather bed, ancient, it
i true, but none the less soft and inviting.
In ali this time she had not spoken a single
word,

“The poor young thing!” murmured the
motherly Mrs. Barnes. ‘‘ Waat beautiful
hair! O, John, I wish you would give up the
wen. T hate it. It ix terrible. 1 am always
watching you in my mind's eye,. in calm
wenther, in storme. Pieces of wrecks come
ashore, and I always wonder over the death
and terror hack of them.”

“Don't ¥ worry none about me, Betty. [
never take no chances. Now I'm goin' int'
th' village an' bring back *)’ sawbones. He'll
tell us what t' do.” i

The village doctor shook his griszled hend
gravely.

“She's been hurt and shocked at the same
time. It will be many days before she comes
around to herself. Just let her do as she
pleases. Only keep an eye on mer go thut she
doesn’t wander off and get lost. T'll watch
the newspapers, and if I come across any-
thing which bears upon the case Tl notify
you.”

But he ssarched the newspapers in vain,
tor the simple fact that he aid not think to
glance over the old oues,

The village took a good deal of Itm-t ta
the afalr, They gossiped about 4t =sad
strolled out to the Barnes' eottage to satisfy

thelr curlosity. One thing was certain to -

thelr skmple minde: some day Barnes would
got & great sum of money for his kindness,

BY HAROI—D MacG RA"I‘H

They had read nhmn such things in the
iy story paperl She was a rich wman's dan
ter; the ving on the unknown's finger would
have fitted out a fleet.

Florence wis soon able to walk about. Or-
®nary conversation she seemed to undesr-
stand; but whenever the past was broached
she would shake her head with frowning
eyes. Her main diversion consisted of sitting
ou tne sand dupes and gazing out at sea.

One day a stranger came to town. Ile
said he represented a life insurance company
aml was up here from Boston to take a little
vacation. He sat on the hotel vorch that
evening, surrounded by an adwmiring audi-
ence. The stranger had L2en ali over the

ilow of remuiining in the village and accom-
plishing the work himself; but after deliter
tow ne concluded tac it was  import:
enoagh for Bruine himself to take a nand in.
So the following night he departed for IBos-
ton, from there to New York. He proceeded
at once to the apartment of the princess,
where Braine declared that he himself would
go to the obscure village and claim Florenc»
as nis own child, But to insure absolute
success they would charter Morse's yachv
and steam right up into the primitive harbor.
When Vroon left the apartment Norton
aaw lhim. He was a man of impulses, and
ke had found by experience that first im-
pulses are generally the best. He did not

world, so #t seemed. He spoke familiarly of
St. Petersburg, Vlacdivostok, Shanghai, as
the villagers—some of them—might ‘nave
spoken of Boston. There were one or two
old timers among the audience. They had
beea to all these parts. The stranger knew
what he was telling about. After telling of
his many voyages he asked if there was a
good batning beach nearby. He was told
that he would find the most suitable spot
near Capi. Barnes’ cottage just outside the
village.

“ An' say, Mister, seen anythin’ in th' pa-
pers about a missin’ young woman?” asked
some one,

“Missing young wowman? What's that?”

The man told the story of Florence's leap
jnto the sea and her subsequent arrival at
the cape.

“That's funny,” sald tue strangev. *1I
don’t recollect reading wbout nuy v
weman being lost at sea. But thoor Lij
liners are rlways keeping such things under
cover. Hoodoos the ship, they say, and turns
prospective passengers to other lines, It
hurts business. What's the young girl look
like 2

IFlorence was deseribed minuteiy
teetered in his chair and smoked,

e
stranger
Finally ne spoke.

‘*She was probably Insane.
way generally with insane people. ‘lley
can't see water or look off a tall building
without wanting to jump. My business is in-
surance, and we've got the thing figured
pretty close to the ground. They ased to get
the best of us on the suici’c zame, A maun
would take out a large polley todar and to-
morrow_he'd blow his neal off, and we'd have
to pay his wife. But nowadays a policy is
not worth the paper it's written on if a maa
commits suicide under two rears.”

“You ain't tryin' t' ins
town, are you?’

“0, no, No work for me when I'm on my
vacation. Well, I'm going to bed; and to-
morrow morning I'll go out to Capt. Barnes'
beach and have a good svim. I'm ne sailor,
but T like water,”

He honestly enjoyed awimming. BEarly the
next morning he was in the water, frolicking
about as playfully as a boy. He had al! the
time in tne world. Orver hig shoulder he cuw
two women wandering down toward the
Beach, Deeper he went, farther out. Tle
was a bold swimmer, but that did not pre-
vent_n sudden and violent attack of cramps.
Angd it was a rare piece of irony that the
poor girl should save the life of that scoun-
drel who vas without pity or mercy. As she
saw hie face a startled frown marred ner
brow. But she could not figure out the puz-
zle. Had she ever seen the man before? She
did not know, she could not tell.  Why could
not she remember? Why must her poor head
ache so when gne tried to pierce the wall Hf
darkness which surrounded her mentally ?

The man thanked her feehly. but the grat-
ftude was on his lips an! not in his heart.
When he nad sufficiently recovered he re-
turned to the village and sought the railway
station, where the Western Union had its
office. s

“1 want o send a code meun;'e to my

That'a ilie

re anybody in

‘firm. Do you think you can follow it?"

“I can try,” sald the operator.

The code was really Slav; afid when the
long message was signed it was signed by
the name Vroon,

The day after the mews came that Flor-
ence had jumped overboard off the Banks,
Vroon with a dozen other men had started
out to comb all the fishing villages along the
New Bugland coast. Somewlrere along the
way he felt confident that he would learn
whetaer the girl was dead or allve. If she

was dend, then the game was a draw; but it &

she was alive there was still a fighting chance

for the Black Hundred. He had had some

‘he was going to do.

“GIRL,GIRL, | LOVE YOU BETTER TRAN UFEV

kuow who Vroon was, Any man who called
on the Princess Pprigoff while Braine was
with her would he worth followIng.

On ‘the other hand, Vroon recognized the
reporter instantly and with that ever realy
and alert mind of his set about to lure toe

young man into a trap out of which Le might
not easily come.

Norton decided to follow hiz man. He
might be going on a \‘-'ﬂ:l“(!r\ﬂﬂa chase, he
reasoned; still his first impulses had nitherto
served him well. He looked careworn, He
was convinced that Florence was decd, de-
spite the assertions of Jones to the contrary.
He had gone over all the mishaps whieh had
taken place and he was now absolutely con-
vinced that nis whilom friend Braine and the
'rincess Perigoff were directly concerned.
Florence had either been go'ng to or coming
from tie apartment. And that memorable
day of the abduction the princess had been
in the Jdry goods shop.

Vroon took a downtown surface car, and
Norton took the same. He sat huddied in a
corner, mever suspecting that Vroon was
vatching nim from a corner of his eye. Nor-
‘on was not keen today, The thought of
Jlorence kept running through his head.

The car stopped and Vroon got off. He
led Norton a winding course which at length
ended at the door of a tenement building.
Vroon entered. Norton paused, wondering
what next to do, now that his man had
reached his destination. Well, since he ‘aad
followed him all this distance he must make
an effort to find out who he was and what
Cautiously he entered
the hailway. As be was about to lay ‘is
hand on thn newel post of the dilapidatel

HAP SHE EVER SEEN THE MaN BERORE?
stairs the floor dropped from under his feet
and he was precipitated into the cellar,

" This tenement belonged to the Black Hun-
dred; it concenled a thousand doors and a
hundred traps, Its nistory was as dark as
its hallways.

‘When Vroon and his companion, who had
been waiting for him, Jescended into the
cellar they found the reporter Insensible,
They bLound, blindfolded, and gagged him
quickly.

“ Saunders,” said Vroon, “you tell Qorri-
gan thet Uve a saflor for him tonight, and
that [ want this sailor booked for somewhere
gonth of the egvator, Tell him to say to the
master that this fellow is ugly and disobe-
dient. A tramp freighter, whose captain isa

A

sully. Do you understand me?*

“ [ got you. But there's no need to go to
Corrigan tais trip. Bannock is in port and
«lls  tonight for Norway. That's far
snough.”

* Bannock? The very man, - Well, Mr.
Norton, repoi’ter and amateur detective, I
guess we've got you fast enough this time.
You may or may not come back alive. Go
and bring around a taxi; some one you can
trust. I'll dope the reporter while you're
gone. 1

Long nours afterward ‘Norton opened his
aching eyes. He could hardly move and his
head buzzed abomiinably. What had hap-
pened? What was the meaning of thiz slow
laz and fall of his bed? Shanghaied!

“ Come out o' that now, ye skulker!” roared
a voice down tne companionway.

« Shanghaied!” the reportér murmured. He
sat up and ran through his pockets. Not a
sou-markee, not a match even: and a second
giance told him that the clothes he wore were
not his own. * They've landed me this time.
Shanghaied! What the devil am I going
to do?”’

“D' ye hear me?’ bawled the strident
volce again.

Norton looked about desperately for some
weapon of detense. He saw an engineer’s
spanner on the floor by the bunk across the
way, and with no small physical effort he
succeeded in obtaining it. He stood up, his
hand behind his back.

“ All right, me bucko! TI'll come down an'
git ye.”

A pair of enormous hoots begnn to appear
down the companfonway, and there gradually
rose up from them a man as wide as a
church door and as deep as a well.

“ Wait a moment,” sald Norton, gripping
the spanner. * Let us have a perfect under-
standing right off the bat.”

“ We're goin' t' have it, matey.
worry none.”

Norton raised tne spanner and, dizzy aa he
wras, faced thiz seafi+ing Hercules coura-
geously.

“TYve been BLunghaied, and you know it.
Where are we bound?”’

“ (‘openhagen.”

“1Well, for a month or more you'll beat me
up whenever the opportunity offers. But I
merely wish to warn you that if you do
you'll find a heap of trouble waiting for you
the next time you drop your mudhook in
Norsh river.”

“1Is that so!” said the giant, eying the
spanner and the shaking hand that held it
aloft.

“It is. I'll take your orders and do the
best 1 can, hecause you've got the upper
hand. But, God is witness, you'll pay for
every neecdless blow you strike, Now what
do you want me to do?"’

“ Lay down that spanner an’ come on deck.
i'll tell ye what t' do. 1 was gon’ t' whale
th' daylights out o’ ye; but ye're somethin®
av a man. Drop th' spanner first.”

Norton hesitated. As lithe as a tiger the
bulk of a man sprang at him and crushed
him to the floor, wrenching away the span-
ner. Then the giant took Norton by the
scruff of his neck and banged him wup the
steps to the deck.

“1 ain't goin’ t' hurt ye. I had t' show
ye that no spanner ever bothered Mike Ban-
nock. Now, d' yo know what a cook's gal
ley {8?”

‘1 do,” said Norton, breathing hard,

“ Well, nike there an’ start in with peelia®
spuds, an' don't waste 'em, neither, That'll
be all for th' present. Ye were due for &
wallopin’, but I kinda like yer spunk.”

So Jim stumbled down to the cook's galley
and grimly set to work at the potatoes. It
might have been far worse. But here he
was, likely to be on high seas for months,
and no way of notifying Jones what had
‘tappened, ‘e outlook ‘ras anything but
cheerful. But a vague hope awoke in his
heart. 1f they wero still after him, might it
not signify that Florence lived.

Meantime Braine had not been idle. Ac-
cording to Vroon ths girl's memory was in
bad shape: so e had 'not the least coubt of
bringing nes back tn New York without mis-
hap. Once he had her there, the game would
begin in earnest. He played his cards ex-
ceedingly well. Steaming vp into the little
fishing harbor with a handsome yacht in
itself would allay any distrusts- And he woze
a capital disguise, too. Fverytning went well
till he 1aid his hand on Florence's shoulder.
She gave a startled ery and ran over to
Barnes, clinging to hito wildly.

** No, no!” she enid.

** No what, my child?’ asked the sailor.

She shook her head, Her aversion was in-
explicable.

“ ('ome, my dear: can't you see teat it is
your father?" Braine turned to tne captain.
“She bas heen iike this for a year. Heaven

Don't ye

. knows if she'li ever be in her right wmind

again” sadly. “1 was givick her an ocean
vosage, with the kindest nurses possivle, end
yet she jumped overboard. Come Florence.”

The girl wrapped her arms all the tighter
around Barnes' neck.

An idea cnme Into the old sailor's head.
“ Of conrge, sir, y've got proot thet she's your
daughter?’

“Proot?" Braine was taken aback.

“ Yos; somethin’ t' yprove thet you're her:

father. 1 got skinned out of a sloop once
because 1 took a man's word at it's face
value, Black an’ white, an' on paper, says
I hereafter.”

“But I never thought of such a thing,"
protested Bralne, beginning to lose his pa-
tlence. "1 can't risk sending to New York
for documents. She Is my daughter, and
you will find It will mot pay to take this
peenlinr atand.”

“In black an’ white, 'r y’ can’t have her.”

Braine therenpon rashed forward to seize o

Florente, Barnes swung Florence behind
him, ¢ i

“1 guoss she'll stay here u lectle longer,
sir.” i~ 1k8

Time was vita!, acd this obstioacy madg
Braine furiovs. He reached agala for Flos
ence.

* Clear nut ¢ hcrc, ’s show your auther.
ity,” growled Barnes,

“ She goow with me, or you ‘Il regret it.”

“All right. But I guess th' law won'y
hurt me nona. I'm in my sights, There's
the door, Mister.”

“1 refuse to go without her!

Barnes sighed. He was cn land & mag of
peace, but there was & Imit to his patience,
He seizod Braine by the shoulders and bus
w/ed him out of the house.

“ Bring your proofs, Mister, an' nothin®
more’ll be sald; but till y' bring ‘em, keep
away from this cottage.”

And, simple mirded sailor that he was, by
thought this settled the matter.

That night he kept his ears open for nun.
usual sounds, but he merely wasted hiy
night's rest. Quite naturally, ke reckoned
that the ptranger would make Lis attempt
at vight. Indeed, he n:ade it in byvoad day.
light, with Barnes not & hurdred yards away,
calking a dory. whose scams had sprung a
leak. Braine had Florence upon the char-
tered yacht before tho old man realized what
bad happened: Ho unever saw Florence
again; but one day, mouths later, he read
all about her !n a newspaper.

Florence foughti: but she was weak, ani
80 tho conquest wns easy. ‘Braine was kind
enough, now that he had her safe. He
talked to her, but she merely stared at the
receding coast.

‘ All right; don’t talk if you don t want to,
Here,"” to one of the men, ‘' take her to the
cabin and keep hLer there. But don’'t you
touch her. I'l break you if you do. Put
her in her cabin and guard the door; at
least keep an ¢ye on it. She may take it
into her head tc¢ jump overboard.” .7

Even the temporarily demented are not
without a species of cunning. Florence lhad
vever seen Braice till he appeared at the
Barnes cottage. Yet she revolted at the
touch of his kand; hated him with a violence
which would bave stirred the scientific in-
terest of an aliealst. She wanted to hurt
Lim, torture him, beat him down and trample
on him. But as this was a physical impos-
sibility, slie did the next most agreeable
thing to her disordered mind. On the second
day out toward New York, she found & borx
of matches and blithely set fire to lier cabin,
wa'ked out into the corridor aud thence to
the deek. When the tire was discovered it
had gained too much headway to he stopped.
“he yacht was doomed. Thay put off in the
boats and for half a day drifted heiplessly.

Iate has everything mappeé out like a
game of chess. You meve 2 pawn, and bang
goes your bisliop, e peur knight, or your
king; er she lete you almost 'win a gams,
and then checkmates you. But there is ons
thing to be sald ia her Pves—mil at hes
how we will, she i» always gtving odds to the
Innocent. 7

. * L L] L .

Mike Bannock was in the pfiotheuse, look-
fng over his charts, whem the lokout in the
erow's nest sang out: * Two boats adrift
off the port bow, Mr!” And Bannock, who
was a first class sallor, although a rough
one, shouted down the tube to the ergino
room. The freighter came to ‘a balt in
about ten minutes. The castaways eaw that
they had been noted, and pulled gll‘nntly at

the oars

There are some things which science, well
advanced as it is, cannot explain. Among
them is the shock which cuts off the past
and the countershock which reawakens mem-
ory. They may write treatise after treatise
and expound, but they never succeed in truly
getting beyond that dark wall of mystery.

At the sound of Jim Norton's voice and at
the sight of his face—for subconsciously sho
must have been thinking of him all the
while—~a great blinding heat-wave seemed to
burn across her eyes, and when the effect
passed away she was herself again. A wild
glance at. her surroundings convinced her
that both she und her lover were in_danger.

*Keep back,” whispered Jim. * Don't
racognize me.” (&

““They belleve that 1've lost my mind, and
I'll keep that idea in their heads. Some
time tonight I'll find a chance to talk to
you."

Jim kept in the background. It {s doubtful
it Braine would have recognized him. He
was grimy with coal dust, for he had been
put in the bottomless pit as a stoker; and
there was three days' growth of beard on
his face.

it took a good deal of cautious maneuver
ing to bring about the meeting.

“They shanghaied me. And I thought you
dend! It was all wrong. It was a trick of
that Parigoff woman, and it sucoeeded. Girk
girl, T love you better than life!”

“1 know it now,” she said; and she kised
him. *‘ Hae my father appeared yot?"”

“ No.

“Do you know anything at all abont
him?" sadly.

“1 thought I did. It's l|| a4 jumble to
me. But beware of the man who brought
you here. He is the head of all our trou-
bles; and if he knew 1 was on board he'd
kill me ont of hand. He'd have to.”

Braine offered Bannock a thousand doliare
to ture back as far s Boston; and as Bam
nock had all the time in the world, earrviog
no perishable goods, lie consented. But he
naver conld «uite nnderstand what tollowed.
He had put Florence and Braine in the bost
and landed them; but when he went dewo
to see if Braipe had left saytbiog behind,

hie found that individual bound and mni la

his bunk. k
TO BE CONTINUED, x' !
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