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CHAPTER XIX,
A Blank Sheet of Paper.

Florence wns a fortnight in_recov.
ering from the shock of her experi- |
ence at the masked ball of the Prin.|
cess Parlova, who, by the way, dizap-|
peared from New York shortly after
the fire, no doubt becauge of her fear
of the Plack Hundred. The fire did|
not destroy the house, but most of |
the furnishings were so thoroughly
drenched by water that they were!
practically ruined Her coming and
going were a nine dava' wonder, and|
then the nublic found something else
to talk about |

Norton was a constant visitor at the |
Hargreave place There,was to him l|
new interest in that mysterious houss,
with it# hidden panels, it false floors. |
Itz secret tunnels; but he (reated
Jones upon the same basis as hitherto. [
One thing, however: He felt a sense |
f security in regard to Florence such
a3 he had not felt before So, between
assignments he rap out to Rlverdale |
and did what be could to amuse his |
sweetheart. Later, they took short
rides in the runabout, and at length
she becume as lively as she had ever |
bean,

But often she would catch Norton

brooding.
“What makes yvou frown like that?”
“"Was | frowning?’ lunocently
enough.
“I find you this way a dozen times

in an afternoon. What is the matter
Are they after you again?”

“Heavens, no! [I'm only a vague is
fie. They will not bother me so long
88 [ do not bother them. It hasa
dwindled into a game of truce"

“Do you think so?" eying him curi-
ously,

“Why, yes."

“What's the use of trying to fool
me, Jim? 1If they haven't been after
You, you are sensing a presage of evil.
I'm not a child any longer. Haven't
] been through enough to make me o
woman? Sometimes 1 feel very old.’

“To ma you are the most charming
in all this wide world. No, you're not
a child any longer. You are a woman,
hrave and patient; and 1 know that I
could trust you with any secret | have
or own. But sometimes a person may
have a secret which 18 not hig and
which he hasn’'t any right to dis-
close.”

She became silent for awhile.

i
hate money,” she egaid. *I hate it,
hate Jt!™

“It's mighty comfortable to have it
around sometimes,” he countered

“As In my case, for instance, 1If 1
were poor and had to work no one
would bother me.”

3 would!' .i'u— declared, laughing.
“Come; let's throw off moods and go

into town for tea at the Rose Gurden)
and If you fesl strong enough we'll
trip the light fantastic.”

They had been gone from the house
légs than an hour wheén a man ran
up the steps of the veranda and rang

the bell. Jones being busy at the rear
of the house the maid came to the
door.

“1s Miss Hargreave in?' the stran-
ger asked,

“No," abruptly. The door began to
close ever so slowly.

“Do you know where 1
her?

The mald eved him with covert keen-
ness; then, remembering that the re-
poner was with Florence, said: “I
belleve she i at the Rose Garden this
afternoon.”

“That is In town?"

“Yes"

“Thanks.” The man turned abruptly
und ran down the steps.

The maid ran back to Jones

“Why didn't vou call me?”
manded impatiently,

“There wasn't time ™

“Did you tell him where she was?"'

“Yed, But I shouldn't have told him
iIf Mr. Norton had not been with Miss
Florence.”

Jones ran to the front, dashed out,
eved the back of the man hastening |
down the street, smiled, and returned |
to bis work, or, rather, to the mald, |
He took her by the shoulder, whirled |
her about, and shot a look Into her
eyes that guailed her. :

“Always call me hereafter, no nmr.-|
ter what I'm doing. That man has
never lald eyes on Florence and tmu!
no idea what she looks like. Why did
you drug my coffee the night of that |
ball®”

Bhe stepped back.

“And how much did they pay you
for letting that doctor send Florence
to Atlantle City? 1 know everything.
Hereafter walk straight. If you play
another trick I'll kill you with these

two hands. And Usten and tell this
to your confederates; [ always know
avery move they make; that ls why no
one Is nissing from this houss. There
is & traitor. Let them find bhim It they
can. Will you walk straight, or will
you leave?”

“I—I will walk straight” sghe fal-
tered. “The money was too blg &
temptation.”

“Did they give It to you?”

can find
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| ever did ™

| Florence Was Thrust Into a Room and

| that if there was no trap it might be

i “Yea. And more to stay here. But

this is the first bit of dishonest work

“Well, remember what 1 have said.
Another misstep and I''l make an end

to you Don’t think 'm trying to
scare you  You've witnessed enough
to Irnow that it's life and death in
thi /M oyse Now run along.”

At the Garden Jim and Florenes

| meant for Hargreave."

alive; this letter mettled all doudbt in |
her mind on this question. Allve!
And not only that, but the girl and
Johes were evidently in communica-
tlon with him. S8he summoned a
walter, made a secret sign, and he |
bowed and approached
the letter fnto hig hand and whis-
pered: “Show that at the cave to-
morrow. It is in Invisible ink and

“He's alive™

“Positively.”

"Very well." The walter bowed and
strolled away nonchalantly.

Braine wasa in Boston over night,
otherwise the countess would have
taken the mysterious note at once to
him, She remained for perhaps &
quarter of an hour longer and then left
the garden. She would have taken the
letter to her own apartment but for
the fact that the chemicals needed
were hidden in the cave,

Now it happened that Florence went
out for her early ride the next morn-
ing, and crossing a field she saw a
man with a bundle under his arm.

siauntered among the crowd, not hav-

|

Princess Parlova Attired for the Ball.
Ing auy particular ohjective point In
Vi
'Shi” whispered Jim
“What is 1t?
“Olee Verigeff |8 vonder in a box."
“Very well; let ug go and =it with
r. s she ulone™
‘Apparently Itut don't
wed better go elsewhera?”
“My dear voung maen” said Flor-
ence with mock loftiness, "Olga Perd
gofl has written me dovwn as a sim-
file young fool, and that is why, sooner

}I
von think

«r lnter, I'm going to put the shoe
on the other loot Yon and Jones !
hove coddled me long epough. Inas-

much a8 | am the stake they are play- !

ng for, I intend to have something
more than a speaking part in the
play.”

‘All rizght; you're the admiral,” he
Fald with pretended lightnoess

So the two of them joined thelir '
subtle enemy, eonsclous of a tingle |
of zest as they did so. On her part,
he conntess was always suspicious of |
thig sleepy-eved reporter he never
could tell how much he koew But
of Florenee she was reasopably eer
tain: and so long as she could fool

the pretty infant the suspicions of the
reporter  were a negligible quan- ¢

|

Made Prisoner. :
tity. She greeted them effusively and
offered them chalre. For half an hour
they sat there, chatting inanities, all
the while each mind busy with deeper |
COnCerns.,
When the man in search of F'lul'—!
ence eventually arrived and asked the
manager of the garden {f he knew |
Miss Hargreave by sight the manager |
pointed toward the box The wman
wound his way in and out of the |diers |
and by the time he reached the box
Jim and Florence had made their de-
parturé. The man bowed, approached, |
and asked if she was Misa Hargreave.
For a moment the countess suspected
& trap. Then It appealed to her mind

well to pose a8 Florence, if only to
learn what the outcome might be.
“Yes. What is wanted?” she asked.
The man took a letter from hls
pocket and handed it to Olga, saying:
"Give this to your father. He knows
how to read t"
Before she could reply the man had
turned and was hurrying away.
Olga opened the mnote, her heart
beating furfously, It was utterly
blank. At first she thought it was &
hoax. Then she happened to remem-

| horse, tethered it to a tree, and started

| foolha rdy.

She slipped | -

The sun struck his profile and lHmned
it plainly, and Florence uttered a’ low
ery, The man had not observed her.
So, very quietly, she slipped from the

after the man to learn what he was
dolng so far from the city. She would
never forget that face. She had seen
it that dreadful night when the note
had lured her into the hands of her
enemies. The face belonged to the
man who had impersonated her father.

It occurred to her that she might
Just as well do a little detective work
on her own hook. She had passed
through 20 many terrifving episodes
that she waa beginning to crave for
the excitement, strange as this may
seem. Like a gambler who has once
played for high stakes, she no longer
found pleasure in thimbles and needles
and pin=, She followed the man with
no Httle skill and at length saw him
approach a knoll, stoop. apparently
press a spring, and a hole suddenly
vawned. The man vanished quickly,
and the spot took on again its vir-

ginal appearance. A cave, Florence
had the patience to walt By and by
the man appeared again and slunk
awny

When she was sure that he was be-
yond range. <he ecame put from the
piace of concealment crept up the |
knoll, and searched about for the maglo
wtdle of this strange door. Dilizence
vwaitde © her, and she soon tound |
wrsell n a lurge, musty, earth-smell- |
ing cave Loot was scattered about,
ind thore were poxes und chairs and |
a large chest. Men evidently met !
here, possibly after some desperate |

wlventure against socicty. She found
notiing to reward her hardihood, and
A% =he was In the act of moving to- |

iward the cave's door she beheld with |

terror that it was moving! |
She was near the chest ut thut mo-

ment  The cave was nol g deep one.

There was no tunnel, ouly a wall.

Resolutely she raised the lid of the :

chest, stepped Inside, and drew the
l‘d down. She was just in *ime, The
door opened and three men entered, |
Mtalkiing volubly, They felt perfectly |
secure in talking as londly as they |
eased. To Florence it seemed al- |
,most lmpossible that they did not

heur the thunder of her heart? Strain
Ler eurs a8 she might, she could gath-
€r hut Iittle of what they sald, except:

Il Hargreave had thie paper we
might all be put on the defensive. To |
an ontsider it is a blunk paper But
the boss will be able to read it “@ |
The speaker moved away {rom the !
vicipity of the chest and she heard |
o mors,

Veary deitly Florence raised the lid |
fust enough to peep out. The man |
who had been talking was putting the |
note in his hip pocket. As he turned
toward the chest he sat down on the
goapbox Immediately in front of the
chest. An Inspiration came to the girl,
an exceedingly daring one. She took
heér Hberty in her hands as she ex-
oented the deed. Put the dimness of
the epve alded her. When she crouch-
ed down again the magic paper was
hers,

It seemed hours to her before the
men left the cave. As she heard the
hidden door jar In closing she raised
the Iid and stepped “out, breathing
deeply. The paper she had purloined
wae indeed blank, but Jones or Jim
woild know what to do with it. And
wouldn't they be surprised when she
told them what she had accomplished
ril alone? Her exultation was of short
durntfon She heard the whine of the
door on its hinges. - The men were re-
turning. Why? |

They were returning because they |
had discovered a woman’s shoeprint
outside. It pointed toward the cave,
freshly, and there was none coming ,
away. To reenter the chest would be |
It would be the first place
the men would look. She glanced
about desperately. She saw but one
chance, the well. And even while the |
door was swinging inward, letting the {
brilliant sunshine enter, she sum-
moned. up the courage and let herself
down into the well, which proved tn|

|
|

be nothing more nor less than an un-
derground river!

The men came in with a rush. They !
upset boxes, looked Into the chest, and |
the man who was evidently in com:
mand gazed down the well, shaking
his head. Thair search was thorough, |
but they found no one. And gt length |
they began to reason that perhaps a
woman had got as far as the door and
then turned away, walking on the'
turf,

Meantime Florence was borne along
by the swift eurrent of the river, which
gained In swiftness every moment
From time to time she bumped along
the rooky walls, but she clung to life
valiantly.
swept to the other side of the hill, in-

ber that there was such a thing as in-
visible Ink. At last! Hargresve was

averhead, she was out in the familiar

| Braine's trail till he found something

to. the raplds: but the blue sky was
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TheMillion Dollar Mystery

For a Moment the Countess Suspected
a Trap.

world again. On, on she was carried.

Even though she was half dead. she

could hear the roar of a falls some- |

where In advance,
L] L L

- . L]

Braine thought he really had a clue
to the treasure, and with his usual
promptoness he set about to learn if it
was worth anything. He procured a
leunch and began to prowi about, us-
ing a pole as a feeler. All the while
he was being closely watched by Nor
ton, who had concluded to hang onto

worthy of noté. Bralne was disguised, |
but this time Jim was not to be fooled |
But what was he looking for, wondered |
the reporter? Braine continued to
pole along, sometimes pausing to look
over the gunwale down into the wa-
ter. In raising his head after the last
investgation be discerned something

strugeling in the water, about three
hundred yurds away The current
leisurely brought the object into full
view It was a young woman with
Just power enough to keep hersolf
aflout. The golden head roused some-
thing in him strouger than curlosity.
It might be!

Bralne proceeded to move the latineh
in the direction of the grl. It was
this movemoent that turned the report-

er's gaze, He, too, now saw the wom- ¥
an in the water and wondered how
she had come there, When Braine

réached the girl and pulled her into
the layneh Jim saw her face plainly.

He flew from his wvantage point,
found a skiff, and started after Braine.

“By the Lord Harry!" murmured
the rogue. “Well they can talk of
manna from heaven, but this ie what
I call luek. Florence Hargreave, out
of nowhere, into my arms! The god
of luck has cast another horseshoe
and it's mine"™

He had : flask in his pocket, and
he forced some of the biting spirits

Found Herself In a Large, Musty t'.:woI

down the giri's throat She opened
her eayes,

“Well, my beauty?"’ |

Florence eyed him wildly, not quite
understanding where he hbad come
from.

“l don't know how you got here,”
he suid: “and | don't care. But hege
we are together at last. Where is
your father?"

“I—1 don’t know." dazedly.

“Better think qulckly,” he warned.
1 want lucid answers to my ques
tions, or back you go Into the water,
I'm about at the end of my rope. I've
been beaten too many times, my girl,
o have any partieular love for you,
Now, where is your father?™

“l don't kmow; I bhuve never seep
him."

Bralpe laughed.

And Jim's poat ran afoul some rocks
and into the water he went. He had

He
launch.

tunately.
the drifting

| went under,

mos;r-

“f don't know.”
“Well, well; I've given you your

chance. You'll have to try your luck

! with the water again.”

Florence, weak as she was, set het
lipa

"You don't ask for merey? he sod
banteringly.

"1 should be wasting my breath (0
ask for mercy from guch a monster aa
you are,” she answered gquickly

“"That dumned Hargreave nerve!®
ha saarled,

He rolled up his sleeves and stepped
toward her. (The braced hereeil but
did not turn her eyes from his  Sud
denly, from nowhere at all, came a
pair of hands One clutched the gun.
wnle and the other lald hold of Braine.
A quick pull followed and Braine be.
gan to topple ut even an ne tell
he managed to fling himself atop his
assailant: and it wpe only when the
strugele began in the water that he
recognized the reporior. All the devil
in him ecame to the surface and ae
fought with the flerceness of a tiger
to kill, kill, kill In aearly every in-
stunce this meddline repdtier nad
checkmated him. This time one or the

other of them should stay in the
water,
Norton recognized that ne had a

large order before him to disable
Braine, The recogaition between
them was now frank and absolnte;
there could never again be anv diplo
matic sidestepping.

“You're a dend man Norton!"
panted Braine, as he reached for the
reporter’s throat

Norton said nothing, but struck the
hand aside. For a moment they both
They came up sputter
Ing, each tryving for a hold 1t was &
terribly enervating strnggle

Florence could do pothing
boat in which she sat continued
drift away from the fghting men
Once she tried to reach Braine with
the pole he had been using, but raned

From the shore came another poat
For awhile she could not tell whether
it contained friends or enemies It
was terrible to be forced to wait ab-
solutely helpless, When she heard (ne
newcomers call encouragingiv to
Braine she know then that the orave
fight of her sweetheart was going to
cume to naughi “he knew a littiae
about motors. She threw on the
power and headed siralsht toward the
rowboat. The men shouted at her,
but she did not alter her course. The
rowboat had jte sides crushed In and
the men went piling into the water,

"Jim,” she cried.

Norton suddenly flung off Braine and
began to swim madly for the motor
boat, which Florence had brought
about. Even then it was only by the
barest luck in the world that Norton
managed to catch the gunwale. The
rest of it was simple. When they
finally reached a haven, Florence, odd-

The

(1)

Iy enough, thought of the horse she,

had left tethered nine miles from the
stables. Sbhe lsughed hysterically.

“l guess he won't die. We can send
someone out for him. Now, for heav-

your invention, ana each ume your
Invention has resulted in touching
nothing but zero.”

“Thanks!"

“0, I'm not chiding you. Tve falled,
ton.”

“Are vou turming against me?™ he
demanded bitterly.

“Do my actlons point that way?”’
she countered. “No. But the more !
view what has passed, the more dis-
heartened T grow, 1t has been a serles
of blind alleys, and all we have sue-
ceaded in doing I8 knocking our heads.
I can see now that all our fallures
are due to one mistake.”

“And what the devil Is that?” he
arked, irritably.

“We were In too much of a hurry
at the heginning. Hargreave prepared
himgelf for quick actfon on your part.”

“And if T had not acted quickly he
would have started successfully on one
of his world tours again, and that
would have been the last of him, and
we should never have learned of the
girl's existence, So there's your argu-
ment.”

“Perhaps you are right. But for
all that we have not played the game
with any degres of finesse.”

“Bah!™ Braine 1t a clgaratte and
smoked nervously. “I can’t even get
rid of that meddling reporter, He has
been as much to blame for our fall-
ures 18 elther Jones or Hargreave.
I admit that In his case 1 Judged
hastily, I belleved him to be just an
ordinary newspaper man, and he was
clever enough to lull my susplelons.
But I'm golng to get him, Olgn, syen
if I have to resort to ordinary gun-
man tricks. If there’'s any final reck-

{

oning, by the Lord Harry, he shan't,

get a chance In the witness stand.” '

“And | begin to think that that Ht-
tle chit of a girl has been hoodwink-
ing me all along, By the way, dld
vou find out what that letter satd?
she asked after a pause.

“Letter? What letter?”

She sprang from her chair. “Do you
mean to say that they have not told
you about that?" Olga became great-
ly excited.

“Explain,” he said.

"Why, 1 wae at the garden day be-
fore yesterday, and a man approgched

and asked if 1 was Miss Hargreave.
Becomung at once suspicioiis that
something very important was about
to happen, 1 signified that 1 was Miss
Hargreave, The man slipped a paper
Into my hand and hurried off. I took
a quick glance at it and was dum-
foundeds to find it utterly blank of
writing. At first I thought some joke
ha¢d been played on me, then I
chanced to remember the invisible Ink
letters you always wrote me. Under-
standing that you were to visit the
cave in the morning, I bad one man
at the garden take the wnot:, And
You never got it!"

“Some one shall pay for this care-
leseness, I'll call up Vroon and Jack-
son at once. Wait just a moment.”

He went to the telephone. A low
muttering conversation took pluce.
Olga could hear little or none of It

en's sake, how did you get Into this?, YWhen Braine put the recelver back

The Magic Paper Was Hers.

Where were you? What have you
been up to?’ with tender brusqueness,

“l1 wanted to do a lttle detective
work of my own,” she faltered.

“It ,looks as if you had done it.
You Infaut! Will you never learn to
keep outside this muddle? It's a
man's work."”

Florenee, thoroughly weakened by
her long immersion in the water, be-

Ean to weep sllently.

“You poor child. I'm a brute!" And
he comforted her,

Later that day, at home, she re
membered the blank paper.

“l stole this from one of the men

in the cave. He sald this blank pa-

| per would probably save father.”
Invigible ink, whispered Olga, paling,

Jim took it. “Hm!
and it's had a fine washing.”

“But maybe it is waterproof.”

“Maybe it 8. Anyhow, Miss Sher-
lock, we'll show it to Jones and see
what he says.”

CHAPTER XX.

Bralne Tries Another Weapon,

“What I want now,” sald Braine,
a8 he paced the living room of the
apartment of the countess, "ig re-
venge. I've been checkmated enough,
Olga: they're playing with us.”

“That {8 nothing new,” she replied,
shrugging. “At the begioning 1
wirned you. I never liked this affair

| after the first two or three failures.

But you would have your way. You
wanted revenge at that early date;

|

on the hook his face was not pleas-
ant to see.

“That girl!"

“What now?"

“It senms she had been out horse-
back riding that morning. She had
seen one of the boys cross the field
and suddenly disappsar; and she was
curious to learn what had become of
him. With ner usual luck she stum-
bled on the method of opening the
door of the cave and went in. She
must have been nosing about. She
didn’t have much time, though, as the
boys came up to awalt me. Evidently
she crawled into that old chest and in
some inexplicable manner purloined
the letter from Jackson's pocket. They
left to reconnoiter; and it was then
that Jackeon discovered his loss,
When Florence heard them returning
she jumped into the well. And lived
through that tunnel! The devil I8 in
it

“Or out of it, since we consider him
our friend.”

“And 1 had her in my haunds, note

- and alll”

|

“But with all that water thers will
not be any writing left on the letter.”

“Invisible Ink is generally indelible
and impervious to the action of wat-
er; at léast the kind [ use is. 1'd
give a thousand for a sight of that
letier.”

“And it might be worth a million,”
Olga suggested.

“Not the least doubt of it in my
mind. Olga, old girl, it does look as if
my star was growing dim, We'll naver
get our hands on that million, [ feel
it In my bones. «So let's settle down
to & campalgn of revenge, without any
furbelows. 1 want to twist Har-
greave's heart befors the game winds
up.”

|  “You wish really to Injure her?

In ten minutes she was not attracted Braine's attention, for but I cannot see that you've gone for- Mrs. 8. A. Keller, Eiida, Ohlo

“l do not wish to Injure her. PFar
from it," he replied, smiling evilly.

I "You want her . dead?

“Exunctly. 1 want her dead. And
g0 If all my efforts here come to noth-
ing, s0o shall Hargreave's. His mil-
lions will become waste paper to him,
That's revenge. The Perslan peach
method.”

“Poison? You shall not!
| not kill her!” vehemently.
| *“Tender bearted?”

“No. If | must in the end go
prison, so be it; but I refuse to die
the ehalr"” .

(Continued on Page Seven)

You shall

Sick Two Years With Indigestion.

“Two years ago.] waa greatly bene-
fited through using two or three bot-
tles of Chamberlain's Tablets,” wrltes
. lln..

began to swim toward ward, Has It ever occurred to you fore tuking them I:was sick for two
that the crganisation may be getting years with'indigestion,"
“Where bave they bhiddem that tired, too? They depend solely upon Deslers. '
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