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I The Mitfion Dollar Mystery 
By HAROLD MAC GRATH 

Illustrated from Scenes Hi the Photo Drama of the 
Name t& the Thonhouser Film Compaq? 

(Oop/rlght. UK by Harold MMOrilt) 

"Nonsense! Leave It to me. We 
•han't «tick Mir heads Inside the Han 
greave house till we are dead certain 
that it Is absolutely empty. Olga, 
you're a gem. I don't think Russia 
will bother us for awhile. Eh? Payoff 
will not dare tell how he w«a flim-
flammed. The least h« do to save 
his own skin 1» 10 say that we are 
fully cap»*'« of taking care of our-
•elv«~>- ' 

Olga laughed. "To think of his 
writing a note like that! Florence 
would bave recognised—and no doubt 
did—a palpable attempt to play aa 
old game twice." 

"How does she act towards you?" 
"Cordial as ever; and yet . . ." 
"Yet what?" 
"I thought her an ordinary school 

girl, and yet every once in a while she 
makes what you billiard players call 
a professional shot.. What matter? 
So long as they do not shut the door 
in my face, I ask nothing more. Rut 
do you want my opinion? I feel it in 
my bones that something will go 
wrong tomorrow." 

"Hood lord, are you losing your 
nerve?" cried Braine impatiently. "The 
Beeret service has the warning; they 
find the green stuff, and Jones & Co. 
will mog off to the police station. And 
there'll be a week of red tape before 
they are turned loose again. They'll 
dig into Hargreave's finances and all 
that. We'll have all the security in 
the world to And out if the money 
Is in the house or not. Why worry?" 

"It's only the way I feel. There 
is something uncanny in the regular
ity of that girl's good luck." 

"Ah. but we're not after her this 
lime; it's the whole family." 
' '.ne oerrallts too?" 
"Everyb;;üy in the house will be 

énder suspicioti." 
"And can you cru3t Beggs?" 
"His life is in the hollo* of my 

hand. You can always trust a man 
when you hold the rope that's around 
his neck." 

Still the frown did not leave Olga's 
brow. With all her soul she longed 
to be out of this tangle. It had all 
looked so easy at the start; yet here 
they were, weeks later, 110 further 
forward than at the beginning, and 
added to this they had paid mucn iu 

The affair went smoothly,' without 
a hitch. Norton and his men gained 
the house through the tunnel without 
attracting the least attention. The 
Black Hundred, watching the front 
and rear of the house, never dreamed 
that there existed another mode of 
entrance or that there was a secret 
cabinet room. 

Half an hour later the head of the 
secret service, accompanied by bis 
men, together with "Spider" Beggs. 
who was in high feather over his suc
cess, arrived, demanded admittance, 
and went at the front of the business 
at once. 

"Your name It Jones," began the 
chief. 

The butler nodded, though his face 
evinced no little bewilderment at the 
appearance of these men. 

"What is it you wish, sir?" 
"I am from the secret service and 

1 have it from a pretty good source 
that there is counterfeit money hidden 
in this house. More than that, 1 can 
put my hand on the very place it is 
hidden." 

"That is impossible, sir," declared 
Jones indignantly. 

"I'm an old hand. Mr. Jones. It 
will not do you a bit of good to put 
on that bold front." 

Beggs smiled. How was he to know 
that this was a comedy set especially 
for his benefit? 

"1 should like to see that money," 
said Jones, not quite so bravely. 

"Come with me," said the secret 
service man. "Where's the library?" 

"Beyond that door, sir." 
The chief beckoning to his nten 

entered the library, went directly tc 
a certain shelf, extracted three vol 
urnes, and there lay the money in 
three neat packages. 

"Good heavens!" Kasjed Joue». 

i Its entrance was Identical with that 
! which had the trap door through which 
1 he had been flung that memorable 

day when he had been shanghaied. 
When they reached the building he 

warned the men to hug the wall to the 
stairs. The trap yawned, but no one 
was hurt. They scampered up the 
stairs like a lot of eager boys; broke 
the door in—to find the weird execu
tive chamber dark and empty and an 
acrid smoke in their nostrilB. Thla 
Hitter grew stifling as they blundered 
about In the dark. By luck Norton 
found the exit and called to the men 
to follow. They saw Beggs at the top 
of the stairway and called out to him 
to surrender. He held up his hands 
and the stairs collapsed. Real fire 
burst out and Norton and his compan
ion had a desperate battle with flame 
and smoke to gain the street. 

The fire waB put out finally, but 
there was nothing in the ruins to prove 
that there had been a counterfeiting 
den there. There was, however, at 
least one consoling feature: in the fu
ture the Black Hundred would have 
to hold their star-chamber elsewhere. 

It was checkmate; or, rather, it was 
a draw. 

CHAPTER XV. 

Another Trap Set. 
If the truth is to be told, Jones was 

aa deenlv chagrined over the outcome 

of the counterfeit deal as was Braine. 
They had both failed signally to reach 
the goal sought. But this time the or 
ganization had broken even with Jones, 
and this fact disturbed the butler. It 
might signify that the turning point 
had been reached, and that in the fu
ture the good luck might swing over to 
the side of the Black Hundred. JcKiesi 
redoubled his cautions, reiterated his 
warnings, and slept less than ever. 
Indeed, as he went over the ground 
he conceded a point to the Black Hun
dred. He would no longer be able 
to keep tab on the organization. They 
had deserted their former quarters 
absolutely. The agent of whom they 
had leased the building knew nothing 
except that he would have to repair 
the place. The rent had been paid a 
year in advance, as it had been these 
last eight years. He had dealt through 
an attorney who knew no more of his 
clients than the agent. So it will be 
seen that Jones had in reality received 
a check. 

More than all this, it would give his 
enemies renewed confidence; and this 
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BO A Ford Car Did It 
THE article published below was printed in this paper 

last week as a matter of important news. The paper ne
glected to mention that each and every one of these 

miles were made in a Ford car and the same car made them 
all. What greater or more forceful example of the stability 
and all around greatness of this popular car could be given 
We leave it to the reader to decide. 
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*1 Shall Have to Request You and the Family to Accompany Me to thi 
Station." 

The Dictagraph Registered Every 
Word. 

lives and money. Well, if she would 
be fool enough to love this man she 
must abide with the consequences. 
She wanted him all by herself, out of 
danger, in a far country, lie might 
tire, but she knew in her heart that 
she never would. This was her one 
great passion, and while her mode 
of living was not as honest as might 
be. her love was honest enough and un
swerving, though it was 110t gilded 
by the pleasant fancies of youth. 

"Of what are you thinking"" he 
asked when he concluded that the 
pause had been long enough. 

"You." 
"H'm. Complimentary?'' 
"No; just ordinary everyday love." 
"Ah, Olga, why the deuce must you 

go and fall in love with a bundle of 
ashes like myself? Ashes and bitter 
ashes, too. Sometimes I regret. But 
the regretting only seems to make 
me all the more Bavage. What opiuiu 
and dope are to other men, danger 
and excitement are to me. It is not 
written that I shall die in bed. I have 
told you that already. There la no 
other woman—now. And 1 do love you 
after a fashion, as a man loves a com
rade. Wait till this dancing bout is 
over and I may talk otherwise. And 
now I am going to shake hands and 
hobnob with the elite—beautiful word! 
And while I bow and smirk and crack 
witticisms, I and the devil will be 
chuckling in our sleeves. But this 
I'll tell you, while there's a drop of 
blood In my veins, a breath in my 
body, I'll stick to this fight if only 
to prove that I'm not a quitter." 

He caught her suddenly in his arms, 
kissed her, ran lightly to the door, 
and was gone before she could re-

- from her astonishment. 

"I fhall have to request you and the 
'amily to accompany me to the sta
tion." 

"But it is all utterly impossible, 
sir! I know nothing of that money, 
aor how it got there. It's a plot. I 
declare 011 my oath, sir, that 1 am 
Innocent, that Miss Florence and her 
companion know nothing about it." 

"You will have to tell that to the 
federal judge, sir. My duty is to take 
you all to the station. It would be 
lust as well not to say anything more, 
sir." 

"Very well; but some one shall 
smart for this outrage." 

"That remains to ba seen," was the 
terse comment of the secret service 
man. 

He led his prisoners away directly. 
Norton and his men had to wait far 

Into the night. The Black Hundred 
did not intend to make any mistake 
this time by a hasty move. At quarter 
ifter ten they descended. Braine was 
not with them. This was due to the 
urgent request of Olga, who still had 
her doubts. The men rioted about the 
house, searching nooks and corners, 
examining floors and walls, opening 
books, pulling out drawer?, but they 
found nothing. They talked freely, 
however, and the dictagraph regis
tered every word. The printing plant, 
which had so long defied discovery, 
was in the cellar of the house occu
pied by the Black Hundred. Norton 
and bis men determined to follow and 
raid the building. And the reporter 
promised himself a good front page 
story without in any way conflicting 
with his promises to Jones. 

Events came to pass as they expected. 
The trailing was not the easiest thing. 
Norton knew about where the build
ing was, but he could not go to It di
rectly. He was quite confident that 

was a deeper menaoe than he cared 
to face. But he went about his af
fairs as usual, giving no hint to any 
one of the mental turmoil which had 
possession of him. 

It is needless to state Norton did 
not scoop Iiis rivals on the counter
feit story. But he set to work explor
ing the cellar of the gutted building, 
and in one corner he found a battered 
die. He turned this over to the secret 
service men. There was one man he 
wanted to find—Yroon. This man, 
could he find him, should be made to 
lead him, Norton, to the new strong
hold. Ile saw the futility of trying to 
trap Braine by shadowing him. He 
desired Braine to believe that Ms es
cape from the freighter had been a 
bit of wild luck and not a precon
ceived plan. Braine was out of reach 
for the present, so he began the search 
for the man Vroon. He haunted the 
water front saloons for a week with
out success. 

He did not know that it was the 
policy of the Black Hundred to lay low 
for a month after a raid of such a 
serious character. So the Hargreave 

; menage had thirty days of peace; 
always watched, however. For Braine 
never relaxed his viligance in that 
part of the game. He did not care to 
lose sight of Jones, who he was posi
tive was ready for flight if the slight
est opportunity offered itself. 

Norton went back to the primrose 
paths of love; and sometimes he would 
forget all about- such a thing as the 
Black Hundred. So the summer days 
went by, with the lilacs and the roses 
embowering the Hargreave home. But 
Norton took note of the fact that 
Florence was no longer the light-
hearted .schoolgirl he had first ipçt. 

(Continued on page 5) 
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AROUND THE WORLD 
Around the world and two thousand 

one hundred and seventy miles more 
is the distance traveled by George 
Sawyer, the popular auto liveryman, 
who operates his line between Glas
gow and Opheim. And this great 
total of 27,170 miles has been covered 
between April first and December 
fourteenth of this year. 

Mr. Sawyer has made regular trips 
from Glasgow to Opheim and Glen-
tana every day rain or shine, snow 
or mud, without having missed one 
trip during the period of the last eight 
and one-half months, excepting for 
a few days during the first of April 
when heavy snows held him in Op
heim. The snow which covered the 
ground 12 inches deep oi> a level made 
travel impossible for two days. 

Beginning April 10th and continu
ing up to December sixth, Mr. Sawyer 
made regular round trips for 281 con
secutive days.,Not only a regular trip 
each day being made but 011 some days 
two round trips were made, on others 
the route was covered two and one 
half times, a total distance of 275 
miles without stopping except to load 
and unload passengers. It was simp
ly going, going, gone for Sawyer from 
early morn until the wee sma' hours 
of the next morn.. A few hours sleep 
and then off again with usually heavi
ly loaded car. 

Mr. Sawyer made one record during 
the summer which will stand without 
'?nr of being equalled for many a 
day when three complete road trips 
were made. This means a distance 
of 330 miles with but a short stop 
between trips. An unexpected call 
for a doctor made the third trip ne
cessary and Sawyer wa-i as usual 
•qual to the occasion. On this memor
able occasion two regular trips had 
been made the previous day, and Mr. 
Sawyer had stopped at his ranch near 
Opheim for the night. At a quarter 
to six the next morning a call was 
made upon him to get out his car and 
make a run to Glasgow for a physi
cian. It was a matter of life or death 
for a sick woman at Opheim and with
out a moments hesitation Sawyer 
jumped to meet the situation. Taking 
only time to see that the gas tank 
was full and all parts plentifully sup
plied with oil he was off with one 
man in the car besides himself. 

Into Glasgow the car rushed in 
the record time of one hour and 44 
minutes. Arriving at Glasgow, twelve 
minutes were consumed picking up a 
doctor and nurse, they they were off 
again, the return being made in one 
hour and 53 minutes, with four people 
in the car. The trip covering a dis
tance of 110 miles and the stop at 
Glasgow was. covered in three hours 
and 27 minutes. Not a mishap oc
curred to hinder the rush from Op
heim to Glasgow and return. The 

doctor arrived in time to alleviate the 
situation and a life was saved. Saw
yer made two more round trips that 
day, attending to his regular business 
in the same careful manner as though 
nothing unusual had occurred. His 
ever present modesty keeping the 
knowledge of his great race against 
death from becoming generally known 
about Glasgow for several days. 

This was not the attitude, how
ever, of his many friends in and about 
Opheim, Sawyer had become a hero 
and as such he was greeted by them, 
and given such an ovation as would 
have turned the head of many a man 
who is not so ably provided with that 
perquisite commonly called "horse 
sense." To Mr. Sawyer it was a case 
of his services being needed and he 
rendered that service as best he could. 

In this season of continued service 
covering a little over eight months, 
Mr. Sawyer has worn out 17 tire cas
ings. The route over which he has 
traveled comprises the ordinary coun
try roads, some places inas fine con
dition as can be desired while por
tions of it is rocky, full of deep em
brasures and by no means pleasant 
to travel over. Two streams must 
be forded, each at times running quite 
a volume of water with steep banks 
to surmount in crossing. 

The average life of the tires has 
been 6,500 miles quite a record in it
self. One other record worthy of 
comment in this continued list of re
markable showings is the fact that Mr. 
Sawyer made 24 M round trips dur
ing the month of August without a 
single blow-out or punctures of a 
tire, and during the entire time he 
did not use a pump. Not a tire 
required any attention whatsoever, 
while traveling a distance of 2695 
miles. This is some showing, for 
th" extreme wear put to the tires, 
tried t!em to thei»- limit. 

During all this time Mr. Sawyer 
has not had an accident either to him
self or any passengers, has always 
reached his destination and never dis
appointed a traveler. 

The car has always been right side-
up and going although mar.v, many 
times as Mr. Sawyer has pulled into 
Glasgow one or more flat tires have 
been in evidence and upon «ome oc
casions one wheel would be without 
any tire at all and traveling on the 
rim. "Get there" has been Mr. Saw
yer's motto and he has faithfully liv
ed up to it. 

This season of extremely hard us
age seemed almost impossible for one 
car yet this is the showing made by 
it. Mr. Sam Grossman of the Glas
gow Garage claims credit for this 
showing as Mr. Sawyer stables his 
car with him when at Glasgow. Sam 
says he waters and feeds the car very 
carefully.—From Glasgow Courier, 
December 25, 1914. 

TOURING CAR 

Price $544 
Delivered at Glasgow 

ROADSTER 

Price $494 
Delivered at Glasgow 

U 

The Ford is the car for every man and is the car you should 
own. Serviceable, Economical and always gets there. 

Glasgow Auto Company 
Distributors 
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•• SAN GROSSMAN, Prop. Glasgow, Montana 
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