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A chase after a fair face leads 
Overton Brill, a wealthy man 
about town, into assisting in the 
defeat of the most astounding 
act of piracy ever attempted on 
the high seas. 
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PROLOGUE. 
The action of the story has its real 

beginning on an ocean liner bound for 
Europe and just leaving New York. It 
has been boarded in haste on a winter 
day by Overton Brill, a wealthy young 
bachelor, who, attracted by a pretty 
girl accompanied by an elderly gentle
man, has followed them aboard. Brill 
was on his way uptown with Aristides 
Stebbins, his valet, known as Jay, 
when he saw the girl, just after pur
chasing a valuable bracelet as a gift 
for a Miss Carstairs. The passenger 
list reveals the names of the pursued 
as Mr. Andrew Jennison and daughter. 
Brill finds himself without money and 
negotiates with a dark individual 
named Benedict for the sale of the 
bracelet, receiving $500 for it, with 
which he secures a de luxe cabin. At 
dinner the conversation turns to the 
weather, and a Professor Penny-
thorpe's storm prediction is placed be
fore Captain Humphries for judgment. 
Brill makes the acquaintance of Mr. 
Jennison, and the two proceed to the 
captain's cabin to inspect a phenom
enal, wonderfully trained canary. At 
luncheon a jovial person, Christopher 
C. Marsh, introduces himself to Brill. 
Starting from a sound sleep Brill hears 
through the window Benedict, the pro
fessor and Jennison discussing the 
large shipment of gold aboard. Soon 
after this he is rewarded by a smile 
from Marion Jennison for a small 
courtesy. Icebergs and fog are report
ed. Jennison, worrying about the gold, 
becomes sick. Professor Pennythorpe 
observes that the ship is off its course. 
Marsh notices that the captain hasn't 
been at the dinner table for several 
days. Brill meets Marsh on deck. 
Hearing a noise in a supposedly unoc
cupied stateroom, they investigate with 
the captain, but find nothing. The al
tered course of the vessel frightens the 
passengers, who protest. Brill and 
Marsh look to Jay to assist in a secret 
search of the mysterious stateroom. 
A wireless reports that Russia has de
clared war against Great Britain. 
Marsh suspects Benedict of having 
manufactured the message. Professor 
Pennythorpe armed with a marine 
glass watches.a strange craft approach 
astern. At the Christmas feast Brill 
becomes jealous of Benedict's atten
tions to Miss Jennison. Marsh, still 
suspicious, continues his investigations 
of the mysterious noises. Another war 
notice-is posted up. Jennison confides 
to Brill that $50,000,000 in gold is be
ing shipped to Russia secretly. Jen
nison wires his partner for instruc
tions and is told to transfer, the gold 
to a Russian ship. Marsh and Brill sus
pect that the dispatches were tampered 
with. The two visit the captain, but 
quickly leave on Brill seeing a note 
addressed to the captain from Bene
dict, which arouses suspicion that the 
captain is in league with the con
spirators. Brill tells Miss Jennison 
about himself. 

Brill Becomes u Prisoner. 

DEEP interest was written on the 
girl's face, but no shock, no 
look of displeasure, he was de
lighted to find. 

"Neither my companion nor myself 
had any money," he continued rapidly. 
"I came aborird the Olympiad on—on 
Impulse, Miss Jennison." 

He spoke proudly as h6 looked fairly 
at the exquisite cause of that impulse, 
but he did not delay his story. 

"Fortunately a.^piece of jewelry in
tended as a gift was in my friend's 
possession," he went on. "This I gave 
as security for a loan from—a passen
ger." 

Another swift observation to see what 
this delicate part of the narration had 
made. Mtirion was smiling..^ 

"I wanted you to know the truth," 
be declared. "The deception .lia^,trou
bled me as it applied to you." 

"You certainly were in what we used 
to call at school "a fix,' " she said smil
ingly. "How sorry you must have' tiee'n 
for jtour—your impulse, as you call it." 

"Oh, no, Miss JeniiSson. no." ho re
plied,. with ringing voice and face 
lighted with the enthusiasm of adora
tion. "I have never for an instant re
gretted that ij-HKilse. It was the first of 
my life to prove completely satisfying," 

He wondered, if she understood, and 
he gazed with all a lover's fervor at ber 
face. Perhaps there_was a little deep-
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have been a touch of the electric light 
as she shifted her position. At any 
rate she was not angry, and that was 
happiness in fullest measure. 

"You will pardon me this deception?" 
he asked gently. 

"Pardon you?" she repeated, a little 
bewilderment in her eyes. Then he 
knew that she blushed. "I—I think it 
decidedly romantic." 

The enraptured man felt that here, if 
ever, was the time for love to assert 
itself. They were alone in the beauti
ful room. /The girl had penetrated his 
secret and had not scorned it. Her 
eyes even now fell under the intensity 
of his passionate gaze, and his words 
came fast and full of meaning. 

"I am glad I have cleared away the 
shadows," he said, "and I feel that I 
now have a right to"— 

He saw her raise her eyes over and 
past his shoulder, and something in 
their expression stopped the torrent of 
his avowal. He turned and found the 
Olympiad's purser at a little distance 
behind him. 

"Pardon lr s^id the officer, "but it 
is important that I speak to Mr. Over
ton." 

Brill excused himself, and with that 
graciousness his internal revolt against 
tlie interruption permitted, went close 
to the man. 

"Please come into the corridor," said 
the latter, quietly, but with a certain 
odd tone of command in his voice. Brill 
resented it, but went. 

"I regret this exceedingly, Mr. Over
ton," began the purser as soon as they 
were outside, "but you will realize my 
helplessness. A complaint has been 
made against you." 

"Benedict, of course," thought Brill, 
with a smile of contempt. 

"Well, of what nature?" he asked. 
"Considerable property has been lost 

during the voyage," explained the 
officer, "and among the articles that 
have disappeared have been Professor 
Pennythorpe's compass and sextant." 

BriTs face flamed with indignation. 
This was preposterous, and yet he saw 
that Benedict had used some plausible 
means of persuading the professor that 
he had taken his beloved instruments. 
Of course the whole thing was a plot 
to separate him from the Jennisons 
until they left the Olympiad. 

"This is utterly absurd," he said 
earnestly. 

"I trust so, indeed, Mr. Overton," re
turned the purser, "but I believe you 
will be asked to explain how the in
struments were found underneath your 
berth with some bits of twisted wire 
that might be used to pick a lock." 

So? The Mexican's plot was no su
perficial affair, to be brushed aside 
with a mere denial and a demand for 
evidence. The burden of proof had 
been cunningly shifted to Brill's own 
side while he and Marsh were so com
placently setting snares for the enemy. 
But he would investigate a little. 

"Professor Pennythorpe has made a 
complaint against me?" he asked. 

"No, but the instruments were found, 
as I have said, when your rooih was 
searched. 

"Searched? By what right?" 
"There was another complaint. Did 

Mr. Benedict have a ruby bracelet from 
you as security for a loan?" 

Brill nodded an affirmative. 
"He charges that you—you regained 

possession of it and gave it to a young 
lady who is one of the passengers. You 
would not wish, of course, to cause her 
annoyance? Let us go, then. I must 
ask you to remain in your cabin until 
Captain Humphries can find time for 
an investigation." 

Here were all his surmises proved 
true. He was to be kept a prisoner un
til after the transfer of the gold and 
the girl. He admitted the diabolical 
cleverness of the scheme, even as he 
raged against its execution. 

Outwardly he was calm enough, how
ever, a"d when he asked permission to 
return to t|ie library for a moment the 
purser readily granted it. 

"Seems a likely chap," muttered the 
officer, as the tall, well set figure dis
appeared. "Hard to believe, but the old 
Nick seems in things this-trip." 

Brill's. interview with Marion Jenni
son was brief, and Ills portion of it was 
devoted to giving her what courage he 
could and a measure of, hope for the 
safety of her father's treasure. 

In a few moments he was again, with 
t h e  - p u r s e y ,  w h o ; :  e s c o r t e d  ' h i m  t o h i s  
ropm. -gbp door was not locked, but he 

was told significantly that . a steward 
would be.on. call immediately <}Utside If 
he desired anything; ' ' ~ * 

"I have no doubt this is all an error," 
said the officer as he took his leave, 
"but'we can only do as we are told." 
; Brill had scarcely time to sit down 
and think the situation over before 
Marsh came bustling in, his face radi
ating gladness. 

"Your friend Stebbins is the coolest 
cluss I ever saw outside of a refriger
ating plant," he cried. "You should 
have seen him"— 

He stopped suddenly as he beheld'his 
comrade's rueful countenance. 

"Hel-lo!" he said. "What's up with 
you? Sick or anything'? I saw a stew
ard standing outside your door." 

To the accompaniment of the stout 
man's p^cirg Brill told what had hap
pened briefly, but with the fire of an 
indignation that was not yet-cool. 

"Benedict wants you out of the 
way," growled Marsh. "That's obvi
ous. Hope it's only a personal matter 
and that he's not bottled you up be
cause ho knows you've had a peep at 
his cards. Miss Jennison hasn't let 
anything drop to him, has she?" 

"No, not that. But the scoundrel 
presumed to question my right to Miss 
Jennison's acquaintance, and I—well, I 
made him stand aside."** 

"Had it out with him? Bully for 
you!" roared hia friend. "Of course 
you didn't give any inkling that any 
one's on to his game—in the excite
ment, you know." 

"No. I was very careful. In fact, I 
said nothing." 

"He thinks you're safely cooped up 
till he's left the boat." 

At this the young man's anger, given 
fuel by his recital, flamed up again, 
and he rose and extended his hand to
ward the doorknob. 

"I shall demand instant investiga
tion," he exclaimed. "I was so stag
gered by the outrage that I've just be
gun to think. You'll go with me at 
once, will you not?" 

"To the captain? For an investiga
tion?" queried Marsh mildly. "What 
kind would you get? Do you want 
Benedict to be judge as well as ac
cuser?" 

Brill recalled that they already knew 
Captain Humphries to be but a lump 
of putty in the clever Mexican's fin
gers. Just now he was certainly being 
molded into the shape of a rascal. 
There was no hope in that quarter 
truly, and meantime Marsh had gone 
to work on his nails with that almost 
insolently careless manner of his, while 
he—and the gold—and the girl— 

"By Jove!" shouted the man. of com
missions, leaping to his feet, "the 
greaser's played into our hands. Your 
imprisonment is the best thing that 
could have happened." 

The prisoner wondered under what 
particular light that became evident-
His eyes questioned the other. * 

"Let me tell what I started to tell 
when I first came in," said Marsh. 
"Thanks to Stebbins, they won't get 
into that specie room for hours." 

He laughed a queer little, half buried, 
chuckling laugh, that finally came 
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They Were Alone In 
Room. 

the Beautiful 

forth and shook his fat cheeks. To 
Brill this was most unseemly; it was 
not the time for mirth. 

"Our scheme worked like yeast," he 
went on. "Stebbins, you remember, 
was to call on the second officer with 
the chief engineer. He did, and hap
pened to be there when the captain 
sent for the second officer to bring him 
his set of keys of the .specie room. The 
officer dug up the keys from his stroug 
box or wherever he kept; them and"— 

The narrative was interrupted rather 
curiously at this point. Stebbins open
ed the door in his usual cautious man
ner and entered quietly, when Marsh 
rushed at him, seized his ll®d 
worked it vigorously up auij down. 
Then he gave the lad a trerppudous 
'thump-on the shoulder and shouted: 

"You're a wonder, Stebbins! You 
nigh': to be an actor. Tell us how you 
did it." 

"I did just as you told me—that's all." 
"Yes. I know, but Overton doewi't. 

Tell him." , 
"Well*" began Aristides, looking at 

his patron; carefully, "Mr, 
you wanted thelTeys to b# ]Qflt.'' 

This particular feature ffjf tlfte page 
had slipped Brill's memory, but ^ |||d 
nothing.*-v.V' - x.vn- '• 

/'So when Mr. Guthbert"—, 
"t] "The seebnd officejr," put inc Marsh. 

—"left his room 1 went along, too, 
and on the next deck I stubbed my 
toe"— 

"Over a steamer chair!"' fcried the 
chief plotter, with a-roar of laughter. 

"As I tried to saye" myself I struck 
Mr. Cuthbert's arm"— j? 

"And overboard went ;tlie keys. 
Your look./of horror double discounted 
anything I ever saw on the stage," 
was Marsh's heartfelt encojtnium. He 
owed much to; this rustic; and he 
knew it. . •' j i 

As for Aristides, he cast sheep's eyes 
at "Mr. Overtop/' . It jiist occurred to 
him that he might*have gone a bit too 
far in doing everything the funny Mr. 
Marsh told him. But the sqiile on his 
patron's face reassured him, and he 
went into his cabin with a light heart 
after1 Marsh had said to him: 

"Here's my key. Bettefc get your 
tools into my room. Be sure no one 
sees you." ,-i w 

"And now," observed the portly 
schemer, turning to lirill, "I'll prove 
to you that your confinement is provi
dential. I'll make a fuss for appear
ances, btrt' you won't be' released. 
They'll think you safe, but I'll find a 
way to slip y6tf into my roojfc tonight." 

But- his- companion' rebeH^d at this 
wasting of his energies when there 
was so mnch'lo ;be 4Ptte. He intimat
ed this .strongly to his friend. 

"Npwy see here,", returned the latter, 
with a smile of "indulgence for the 
ebuliifenCe' df 3'duth, "if we're to re
lease Thurston we'Ve got io get the 
Benedict crOWd 'dut of th^ way. To 
do that I must be outside, while you 
and Stebbins are in my room ready to 
work when the time comes. You'll 
have to work fast." 

"But I don't see how this proves me 
of more valye a prisoner than at liber
ty," persisted Brill. 

"This way: Now Benedict knows you 
can't see Miss Jennison, he'll give all 
his attention to the gold business. 
That counts him out as far as my plan 
goes. All I've got to deal with is the 
man in charge of the prisoner." 

The logic of the situation dawned on 
the young man, but it was no less un
pleasant because it looked sensible. 

"How long must I submit?" he ask
ed, with ill concealed discontent. 

"Till we prove Benedict a scoundrel 
or he leaves the Olympiad." 

"You say you will get me into your 
room. How?" 

"By the usual lever." 
Saying which, the corpulent Cam

paigner took off his coat and waist
coat, opened his shirt and displayed a 
handsome leather belt of necessarily 
unusual length and provided with va
rious pockets, each fastened by little 
gilt snaps. This article of intimate 
wear he tapped significantly. 

"With money, my boy," he resumed 
gayly. "It may cost a pretty penny, 
but if we save Some fifty millions it's 
worth it. Bank of England, my boy. 
I'll count 'em out till your steward-
jailer's eyes drop on the floor if he 
doesn't give in before. After all, it's not 
much to ask. He knows you can't get 
away. I'm going to dinner. What'll 
I send you?" 

"Nothing," replied Brill glumly. "I 
can't eat." 

Marsh laughed at him scornfully. 
"Of course you can," he said. "A 

good soldier always wants a good meal 
before going into action." 

He saw clearly enough that his hot 
blooded ally was not reconciled to his 
ignominious position. He knew that 
if things were to go well Brill must be 
restored to his ordinary calmness. He 
turned just as he reached the door. 

"If you say so," he observed coolly, 
"I can secure your liberty in half an 
hour. I'll tell Miss Jennison you're ac
cused of stealing from Benedict a 
bracelet her father bought at Tif
fany's." 

Brill smiled at this. 
"That would scarcely settle the mat

ter of Pennythorpe's instruments," -he 
said. 

"I'll bet the old cuss knows nothing 
of this charge and that it was not his 
instruments that were found. I'll set
tle the bracelet affair and then"— 

"I—I think I'd rather she didn't 
know, at least not now," returned Brill, 
willing at last to remain in durance 
under the condition of Marsh's silence. 
The man who had won his point 
chuckled. 

"As you please," he said, calling for 
Stebbins aiid leading him away to din
ner. "Thought that would fetch him," 
he muttered as he closed the door. 

Had lie but known it he would have 
been glad that his friend ate with 
relish the excellent dinner brought him 
by the steward1. Youth and confidence 
conquered, and again Brill felt that 
Marsh was on the right trail. If Thurs
ton' could be unearthed just at this 
time the colossal scheme of rascality 
would fall at once, as he could commu
nicate with the officials of the compa
ny. This thought paved the way for 
another and another. Suddenly he 
brought his fist down upon his dinner 
tray with a thump that set the dishes 
rattling. 

"What n fool I am that I didn't think 
of that before!" lie exclaimed, getting 
up and pacing the narrow confines of 
his house of detention with impatient 
steps. He looked from his port and 
could see the lights of the black steam
er shining as serenely as if villainy 
were unknown on all the seas. 

The minutes dragged along into the 
likeness of hours, and yet no Marsh. 
To be sure, Stebbins had come noise
lessly and gone again mysteriously, 
taking his newly fashioned implements 
with him. 

"Where are yp« going, Jay?" Brill 
asked mildly. In his present humilia
tion he. seemed the man, the youth, the 
master-

"To Mr. Marsh's room, sir," replied 
Aristides; "I.believe Vm to do.a little 
work'ftr- him -

Before long Marsh himself came bus
tling in, chuckling with suppressed 
glee. 

"There's the devil to pay over the 
precious gang's inability to get into 
the specie room," he announced. "Ben
edict showed his hand. I saw him, 
and he's lost all his nonchalance.' 
While they're drilling the steel door, 
they're trying to gain time by unload
ing the cargo from the fotward hold. 
They're dumping some of it over
board." 

"Did you see anything of the Jenni
son?" asked Brill. 

"Oh, yes. The old man's watching 
every move," returned the exasperat
ing fellow. "Now I'll see liow strong I 
am as a tempter." 

Marsh went outside the door, and 
Brill knew from the immediate cessa-
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Silently They Left the Cabin. 

tion of his footsteps that he remained 
close at hand. In a few minutes he 
was in the room again, a look of great 
complacency illuminating his round 
face. 

"Easy!" he proclaimed. "Didn't cost 
much more than .the tip he'd have ex
pected at the end of the voyage. He's 
a conscientious duck. He's not to let 
you go. You're simply to walk by 
when his back is turned. It's turned 
now, so come on. Thurston mustn't 
be kept waiting. Waiting long enough 
already." 

"Thurston? You still believe 3*ou'll 
find him?" 

"I do," was the earnest reply. "The 
jig's up if we don't." 

"You won't find him. I'm certain of 
it. Ill lay you a good dinner at the 
Carleton for the Jennisons and our
selves that you don't." 

"And Stebbins?" 
"Yes, and Stebbins." 
"Done!" cried Marsh. "But if you 

win the Jennisons may not be able to 
accept my invitation." 

"Oh, I don't know about that," re
turned Brill, smiling so significantly 
that his friend was puzzled. But he 
returned to the urgent matter in hand. 

"Come on," he said tensely. "The 
campaign is about to get to business." 

Silently they left the cabin, passed 
the British back of the steward-jailer, 
who seemed as motionless as a lay fig
ure,' and crossed to Marsh's room with
out encountering any one. 

After a final consultation as to the 
details of their next move Stebbins as
sured the others that he was ready to 
begin operations at an instant's notice. 

"I've oiled this lock so there'll be no 
noise," he informed them. 

"Of all the thoughtful young men!" 
cried Marsh admiringly. "Now you 
two just sit here a bit while I go out 
to reconnoiter. When you hear a whis
tle like this"—he sounded two soft 
notes like a seamew's pipe—"you. Steb
bins, set to work like the very devil. 
You, Overton, "will know what to do. 
I'm off. Here s luck to the scheme." 

Brill's heart glowed toward this 
hearty, sincere and altogether fascinat
ing fellow who had taken so much 
upon himself for friendship's sake. 
Whatever the result of this night's 
work, he made a vow that lie would 
never lose sight of Marsh again and 
that if the stout man of commerce 
wished to give up his jogging around 
the world something else would be pro
vided for him near the house of Brill. 

[To be continued.] 

Constantinople^ Great Church. 
The mosque of Sancta Sophia, Con

stantinople, stands as the world's 
greatest monument of Christian archi
tecture.; Professor Paparrigopoulos, the 
Greek historian, whose estimate is re
garded as the most careful ever made, 
reckons the cost of ground, material, 
labor, ornaments and church utensils 
at about $04,000,000. The common 
estimate of the cost of St. Peter's in 
Home wifs something less than $48,-
000,000, says the Geographic Maga
zine. No other Christian church has 
at all approached Sancta Sophia in the 
variety and priceless value of its mar
bles, in the prodigal employment of 
gold, silver and precious stones, and in 
thp number and value of its sa<;r§<i 
vessels. The expenditure for Safictq 
Sophia was doubtless greater than for 
any other sanctuary ever reara# W 
any people to the glory of God. Ul : * 

A Minute or Two 

Law as She Is Worked. 
Prison Visitor—What terrible crim® 

has this man committed? . 
Jailer—He has done nothing. Ho 

merely happened to be passing when 
Tough Jim tried to kill a man, and he 
is held as a witness. 

"Where is Tough Jim?" 
"He is out on bail." — New York 

Weekly. 

It's Being Heard Every Day. 
"And what," asked the curiously in-* 

clined new arrival, "is the remark 
made by human beings that moves 
you oftenest to hearty laughter?" 

Satan answered promptly. 
"It's the stereotyped remark of thd? 

debtor, 'Oh, if I ever get out of debt 
Jhis time I'll never get' in again!' "— 
Judge. 

Dry. 
Romantic Old Maid—Tell me, have 

you ever picked up any bottles on the 
beach? 

Boatman—Werry often, miss. 
Romantic Old Maid—And have you 

found anything in them? 
Boatman—Not a blessed drop, miss!! 

—London Punch. 

Very Slow. j 
"Yes," said the young lady, "I spent-

the entire evening telling him that he 
had a terrible reputation for kissing, 
girls against their will." 

"And what did he do?" 
"He sat there like a boob and denied5 

it."—Kansas City Journal. 

As Usual. 
"I have an engagement to meet mjf 

husband and I'm an hour late. It has 
got me all flustered. It is annoying to. 
be late." 

"It is so. I'd lecture him good for; 
it.''—Louisville Courier-Journa 1. 

Her Idea. 
"The actress who is plaj-ing the role* 

of the laundry maid is entirely too 
realistic." 

"How is she?" 
"Don't you see how she mangles her 

part?"—Baltimore American. 

His Temper. 
"My dear," said a lady to her hus

band, "there must be a lot of iron in 
your system." 

"Why do you think so?" 
"Because you invariably lose your 

temper when you get hot'." 

Foot Notes. 
"Here's a fellow," said the answer to 

correspondents editor, "who wants to 
know what musical instrument pro
duces foot notes." 

"Tell him a shoe horn," suggested 
the sporting editor.—Judge. 

When She Begins. 

Dobbs—Does your wife ever go to 
the club for you when you are out 
late? 

Bobbs—No. but slio goes for me when 
I get home.—St. Lctuis Globe-Democrat. 

Continuous Performance. 
"That kid of mine is practically auto

matic." 
"What do you men?" 
"First he gets his face dirty; then he 

cries, and that washes it."—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 

Different Matter. 
He—They say that she is engaged to 

Bell. 
She—I thought that she detested 

noisy people. 
He—Oh. but she likes his ring!—Call-

fornia Pelican. 

The Explanation. 
Fred—There seems to be a lot more" 

fuss made of Miss A.'s singing than 
Miss K.'s, and I am sure Miss K.v has 
by far the richer voice. Jack—Ah, Ves, 
but Miss A. has by far the ritzier 
father. 

Expressive. 
"Don't you think that head waitei" 

has expressive features?" I 
"I do. To me his face looks exactli/ 

like a dollar mark."—Birmingham Age 
Herald. 

Up In the Air. 
"Which would you rathe, be — i 

chauffeur or an aviator?" " 
"Well, the latter is the higher posl 

tion."—Boston Transcript. 1 

Making Two One. 
Hf—Will you share my lot? Sb$rj 

when you have a house on it 
& 'paid for.—Exchange. 
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