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2 MILLION

810,000 FOR 100 WORDS.

The “dilion Dollar Myatery” story will
run for twenty-fwo condecutive weeks in
thit poper. By an arrangement with the
Thanhouaar Film company it has been
made posstble not oniy to read the atory
in this paper, buf aleo (o are it each weck
in the various moving pictire theaters.
For the solution of thia mystery atory
£10,000 sweill be given,

CONDITIONS GOVERNING THE
CONTEST.

The prize of $10.040 sl be won by the
man, woman, or ohidd who wriies the moat
acceptabile aoldtion of the myatery, from
which the last two reels of mation pioftra
drama il be made and the loat tiro
chapters of the atory twritten by Harold
Mactrath,

Solutiona may e aent fo the Than-
houser Film corporation. esther at (Chi-
c¢agn or New York, any time up to mid-
wight, Dee, 1. They must bear poatoffice
mark not later than that date. This aliows
four weeka after the firnt appearance of
the last film veleoses ond thrve tweeks
after the last chepter 1 published tn this
paper in which to submit sclutionas,

A boord of three judgra will determine
which of the many solufions received ia
the most acceptable, The judgment of thus ™
bogrd will be abrolute and final. Nothing
of a Iiterary nature will be connidered in
the decinion, nor piven any preference in
the selection of the winner of the 10,0660
prize. 1he laat two reels, which will give
the moat accepiable solution to the mys-
tery, will be presented in the theaters hav-
ing this featvure aa gonn g it ig practical
ta produce name. The story correaponding
to theae motion piclures will appear in the
netcapapera coincidentally, or as soon ofter
tke appearance of the picturca as practical.
With the last tico reels wili be shown the
pictures of the winner, his or her home,
and other interesting featurrs. It is un-
devatood that the newapapers, ao far as
practical. in gprinting the «last two chap-
tera of the atory by Harold Mactirath,
will also thow @ picture of the suceeasful
confeafant.

Nolutions te the mystery must not be
more than 100 tcorda long. Here are some
questions fa be Lept in mind in connee-
fion with the mystery ax an sid (o g solu-
ffom :

No. I—TWhat becomes of the millionaire?

Na.2—What becomes of the S1.000,0007

No.3—Whom docs Florence marry?

No. |—What becomes of the Russian
oountesal

Nobody connected either directly or in
directly with “ The Million Dollar Mya-
fery™ will be considered ae @ conteatant

SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTER.

StAnley Hargreave, millionaire, after a
miraculons escnpe from the den of the Eang
of brilliant thieven known as the Black
Hundred, lives the Iife of a recluse for
clgbteen yeara. Hagreave one night enters
a Broadway restaurant and there comes
face to face with (he gang's leader, Braine.

After the meeting, during which mcither
man apparently recogalzeas t(he other, Har-
Breave hurries to bhin magaificent Riverdale
bome and lays plans for maklng his encape
from the country. He writes a letter to the
giris® wcbool In New Jersey where elghteen
years before be had mysterliously left on
the doorstep his baby daughter, I“lorence
Gray. He also pays s vialt to the hangur of
e daredevil aviator.

Braine and members of hls band surround
Hargreave's home at might, but as they
enter the house the watcheras outalde
see a balloom leave the roof. The anfe is
foand empty—the milllon which Hargreave
was knows to have drawn that day Eone.

[Copgright: 1014: By Harold MaeGrath.]
CHAPTER 11.
THE MABTER'SE MAKN,

ROON faced Hargreave's butler som-
berly.” The one reason why Braioe
made this man his lieutenant was ba-
cavse Vroon nlways followed the letter

o! his instructions to the final period . he
never gidestepped or adled aoy frills or iuno-
vations of Lis own, and because of this very
nutomntism be rarely blundered into a trap.
1f he failed, It was for the simple fact that
the master wind bad orerlooked gome essential
detail. The organisation of the Black Hun-
dred was mimost totally unknown to eithear
the public or the police. 1t is only when you
fail that you are found out.

“The patrolnmn has been trussed up like
you," ‘began Vroon. “1If they find bim they
will probably fibd you, But before that you
will prow thirety and bungry. Where did your
waster put that money?”

“He carried it with him."

“Why don't you call for belp? ™

“The houses on either side are too far
away. 1 might yell #ll doomsday withovt
being beard. They will Lave heard the pistal
shots : but Mr. Hargreave wne always prac-
ticing in the backyard.

“The people In those twa honuss have heen
called out of town. The aervants are off for
“the might.”

“Yery Interesting,” replied Jones, staring
at the rug.

“Your master is deal.”

Jones' chin sunk upon his breast. His
heart was heavy, heavier than It bad ever
been beiore. ‘

“Your nmster left a will?®

“lodeed. T could not say.”

“We can say. He has still three or four
millions in stocks and bonds. What he took
ty the bottom of the sea with Lim was his
avallable cash.”

“1 know mnothlng sbout his finances. [
wae his butler and valet.”

Vroon modded. * Come, men: It is time
we ook ourselves off. TPut things in order;
close the safe. You poor jacluls, | always

lia
have to watch von for onthreaks of vandalism,

Of with you!"
He was the last to leave. He stared long
aod searchingly at Jones, who felt the burn-

ing gnze but refused to meet it lest the plotter

per the fire in his. The door closed For
fulls an hour Jones listened but did not stir
They were really gone. e pressod his oot
ta the fivor and bezan to hiteh the clmir 1o-
ward the table. Tlalf woy across the inters
vening gpace s erumpled in the chair, aloinst
completely exhnuated. He let a auorter of an
bour pasgs. then made the final attack upon
the rep=ininz distaners He sgreasdeld in
reaching the desk, but he coull not have stirreqd
an inch farther. The bhair on his Lead was

“Let us horey to the taxieah, e must

not stand here,’

-

“ My mother?

" She is.dead [ believae she died shortly

after vour birth, I have been with somp
father but Tourteen vears. 1 know but little
of his life prior to that.'”

* Why did he leave me all these years with-
out ever eoming to see ma® Why?™

“It 1= pot for me, Miss Florence, ta in-
quire inta rour father's act. But I do know
that whatever he did was meant for the best,

Your welfare was eversthing to him."”
snid the girl, be-

“11 is all very sirabge,”
wilderedly., * Why Jidn't be come to meet me
lestead of sou?"

found none. More, there ware no photographs
of any kind to be fouml in Stanley Har-
greave’'s home.

When Norton awoke, he naturally went to
the door for the morning papers which were
nlwars placed in g neat pile hefore the sill,
He yawned, gathered up the bundle,
to climb back into bed, when a headline caught
his dull eve. Twenty-one minutes later. th
he precise, he ran up the steps of the Har-
greave home and rang the bell. He was ad-
witted by the taciturn Jones, to whom the
reporter had never paid any particular atten-
tinh Somehow Jones always managed to
staond in shadows

“1 can add nothing to what has already

wns about

IKNEW HIM BUT SLIGHTLY.

damp with sweat and his hande were clammy.
When lie feit strength returning, he liftad
the telephone off the hook with his teeth.
“Uentral, Central! Call the police to come
to this number at once; Ilargreave's house,
Riverdale, Tell them to breuk in.”
" Where's your gag?™
“There wasn't any.”
“Tlen why diln’t you gell for help? ™
“The thieves lured our
from town

neighbors away
The potrolman who wulks this

beat is bound und gagged and is probably re-
posing back of tke billbonrd in the next block.”
“ Murphy, you watch this man while 1 make

a call on the neighhors.” said the officer who
seemed to be in authority. When be returned
be was frowning seriously. “ We'd better

teleplione to the precinet to search for Den-

nlsen.  There's nobody at home in either
house nnd there's pobady buck of the bill-
bearde.  Untie the man. When this was Jone,
the officer soid: “ Now, tell us wimt's hop-

peoed: and don’t forget apy of the details”

Joneg told o simple and convineing story &
it was e simple and convincinz that the
police believed it without question.

“Well, if that ain't the limit! Did von
benr any autos autside? " i

“1 don't reepllect,” said Jones, gtretehing
his legs gratefully. * Why2"

“The auto bandits held up a lmnk mes-
senger today and got anay with twenty thou-
sand. Whenever a mwan draws down a big
sum they seem to koow abont it And wAT,
Murpliy, call up and have the river police look
out for n new fangled mirship. Your master
may have been reseued,” torning to Jones.

“TE T were only sure of that, sir' "

Wheo the police took (hemsolves off, Jonea
proceeded lo act upon those plons lnid down
by Hargreave carly that nisli When this
¥as done he mought his bed and fell n=leep,
the sleep of the cxhnusted. When Hargreave
picked up Jones to share his fortunes, he trod
put his trust io no ordinary mun

A dozén feporters trooped out to the Har-
greave home. only (6 6ud it deserted.  And
while ther were riogine bells and tapping
windows, the man they sopsht was tramping
up nud Jdown the prtform of (he railway sta-
tion.

Through all this time Norton, the reporter,
Huorgreave's only friend, glept the sleep of the
just and uwojust. He rarely opened hils eves
before noon.

Group after group of passensers Jones eyed
eazerls. Often, just s he was in the ect of
approaching a couple of young women, wome
man would hurry up, and there would - he
kisses 6r bandshakes At length the erowd
thinned, and then it was that he discoversd
& young girl perhaps 18, recompanied by a
Foung womnn in the early thirties, They had
the appearappe of euge r'l_\' AWaiting sotme ane,
Jones stepped forward with a good deal of
diffidence,

" You are waiting for some one? "

“Yeu" mid the elder woman, coldly,

“A broken bracelst? "

The distrust on both faces vanished in-
stantly. The roung girl's face brightened, her
eyes sparkied with suppreased excitement,

“You are my father? ™

" No, miss,” very gravely.  “T am the
butler.”

“Let me mpe rour part of the bracejet™
gaid the young girl's gnardian, a tescher who
had Leen mxsigned to this deliate task by
Miss Farlow, who could pot bring herseif 1o
#ay good-by to Florence anywhere sxcopt ot
the schoal gates,

The balves were produced and examiped.

“1 believe we may trust him, Florence.”

~ Busan followed her closely.

MY CHEEKS.

Jones stared at his hands, miserably.

“Why? " she demanded. *“ 1 have thought
of him, thought of him, He has burt me with
oll this neglect. 1 expected to see him at the
station, to throw my arms around his neck
aod . . . forgive him!™ Tears swam in
ber oyes as she spoke.

* Everyvtlhing will be explained to you when
we veach the house. But alwars remember
this, Miss Florence: You were everythiog ia
this wide world to vour father. You will
never kngw the misery and lonelness he suf-
Terel that you mizbt not Lave one hour of
unrest. « What are your plans?' he wusked
abruptly of the teacher from Miss Farlow s

"Thot depends,” she answered, laring ber
band protectingls over the girl's.

*You could leave Miss Farlow's on the mo-
ment? "

* Yen."

“Then you will stay and be Miss Florsnee's
companion? "

“ Gladly.”

“What is my father's pame: "™

“Ierrcreave, Stanley Hargreave"

The girl’s eyes widened in terror. Suddenly
she burst into a wild frenzy of sobbing, her
head aszminst the =zhoulder of her erstwhile
teacher.

Jones dappeared visibly shocked. * What is
{

“We read the storr in the newspaper,"”
said the elder womap. her own eyes filling
with tears. “ The poor child! To have all
her castles-ip-air tumble down like this! But
whit authority lmve you to engage me?"™
sensibly.

Jones produced a doenment, duly signed
by Ilargeeave, and witnessed and sealed by
a notary, in which it was set forth that Heory
Jones, butler and valet to Stanley Hargreave,
hal full powers of attorney in the event of
his (Hnrzreave’s) disappearance; in the eveat
of his death, till Florence became of legul
nge.

Snid Jones as he put the document back
in his pocket: * What is your name?™

*8usan Wanpe.”

“Do you love this child?™

“With all my heart, the poor unbappy
bahe! ™

“Thank you!"”

Tugide the home he conducted them througn
the various rooms, at the same time telling
them what had taken, place during the pre-
cediog night.

“They have not found his body ¥ " asked
Florence.  “ My poor, poor father!™

L] .\'o-"

“Then e may be alical ™

" Please God that he moy " egid the butler,
with genuine plety, for be had lnved the man
who had gone forth into the night 80 bravely
and so straogely. * This is ¥our room. Your
father spent many happy hours here prepar-
kog it for you™

Téars came into the girl's oyes again, and
discreetly Jones left the two alone.

“What shall T do, Susan? Whatever shall
I do?"™

“ Be brave us you always are. 1 will never
Irave yoo till you find your {ather,*

Florence Kissed her fervently, * YWhat is
¥our opibion of the butler?”

“1 think we may both trust him absolute-
Iy

Then Florence began exploring the house.
Floreace peered
behind the mirrors, the pictures, in the draw-
ers of the desk, in the bookcases

“What are you buntinz for, child?*

“4 photograph of my fatber.” Buat she

I WAS AMERE CHILD MYSELF WHEN HE USED TO PINCH'

appeared in the newsprpers,” replied Jones, as
Norton opened his batteriss of inquiriss.

“Mr. Jopes, I bave known your master
several years, as you will recollect. There
bever was & woman in this house, not even
among the servants. There are two lo the
otlier room. Who are they? ApAd what are
they duing bere? "

Jooes shook his head.

“Well, I can essily find ont.”

Jones barred his path, and for the first
time Norton gazed into the ryes of the man
servant. They were as bord as gun metal,

“My dear Mr. Jones, you ought to know
that souner or later we reporters find out
what we seek.”

Jones appeared to reflect. * Mr. Norton,
you claim to be a friend of Mr. Harzreave,"

“1 do not elaim. 1 am, More than that
1 do not believe he is dead. He was deep.
He had some relentless enemies—I don't know
wherefrom or what kind—and he is prelending
be's Jead till this blows over and is forgot-
ten.”

“You are not going to sar that in your
Dewspaper " Jones was visibly agitated.

“Not till T can prove it."”

“If T tell you who those young ladies are,
will you give me your word of honor not ta
write about them till I give my permisslon?”

Norton, baving in mind the hig story at
the rnd of this mysterious tangle, agread.

“The elder is a teacher from a private
schoal: the other is Stanley Hargreave's
daughter."

“Good Lord!"™ gasped the astonished re-
porter. * He never mentioned the fact to me,
and we've been together in some tight places.”

" He never mentioned it to any ome but
me." Jones again seemed to reflect. At last
he ralsed his glance to the reporter. * Ara
yon willing to wait for a great story, the real
story %"

“1f there is one,” answersd Norton with
his usual caution.

“On mr word of honor, you shall have
such a story as you never dreamt of, if you
#will promise pot to divulge it till the ap-
poioted time."”

"1 agree'”

"The peace and happiness of that child de-
pend upon bow you keep your-word"

That was sufficient for Norton. * Your
master koew me.. He knew also that I am
not a man who promises lightly. Now intro-
duce me to the daughter.”

With plain reluctance Jones went about
the affair. Norton put a dozen perfunctory
questions to the girl. What he was in search
of was not news but the sound of her volce.
In that quarter of an hour be falt his heart
disturbed as It had pever before been dis-
turbed.

* Now, Mr. Norton.” sald Jones gloomily,
“ will rou be so kind as to follow me? "

Norton was led to Jones' bedroom. The
butler-valet closed the door and drew the win-
dow shade. Always secking shadows. This
did pot impress the reporter at the time: he
had po other thonmght but the story. Jones
then sat down beside the reporter gand talked
in an undertone. When be had done he took
Norton by the elbow and gentls but forcibly
Ted bim down to the front door and ushered
bim forth. Norton jumped into his taxicab and
returned to bis rooms, which were at the top
of the huge apartment hatel. He immediately
called op bls managing editor.

“Hrllo! This is Norton. ' Pat Griffin on
the Hargreave yarn. I'm off an another deal.”

“But Hargreave was a friend of vours,”
protested the managing editor.

“1 kpnow it. But you koow me well enough,

Mr. Blair. T sbould not ask the transfer if it
was not vitally importaot.,”

“ 0, very well,™

“We gha'n’t be seconped.*

“1f you can promise that, I don't eare who
worke on the job, Will you be in the office
tonight? ™

* If nothing prevents me.”

* Well, good-hy."

Norton filled bis pipe, drew bis chair to the
window, and stared at the great liner going
down to aea.

“lord, Tord!™ he murmured. Then h=
smiled and chuckled. Some hrizht morning
he would hate all New York by the ears, the
police running round in circles, and the chiefs
of the rival sheets tearing their hair. What
a stors! Four columns on the first page, and
twn whole pages Sunday. And all
of a sudden he ceased to smil® and chuckle.

In the living room of the Princess Olga
Perigoff's apartment the milstress Iay reading
on the divan. There was no cigaret hetween
her well shaped lips, for she was not the ac-
cepted type of adventuress, 1n fact, she wan
not an adventuress: she was really the Prin-
cvss Perigoff.  Her maiden name had heen
Olga Pushkin ; but more of that later.

When Braine came in be found her dream-
ing with half closed eses. Nle fourished an
evening newspaper.

" Olga, even the best of ns make mistakes,
Here, just glance over this."

The Russian accepted the newspaper and
read the heading Indicated " Aeropant
picked up far out at sea. Slips ashore from
tramp steamer. Had five thousand in cash in
hiz pockets.”

“ Hargreave eacaped ! ™

* Not necessarily,” she replied. “If it was
Hargreave he would have had more than fire
thousand in his pockets. My friend, T helieve
it an attempt to fonl you; or it is another
man entirels."” She clicked her teeth with
the tops of her polished nnils.

“There are two young women in the house.
What the deuce can that mean?"

“Two young women? ! then
thing's as simp'e as darlight. Katrina Push-
kin, my cousin, had a child."”

“Child? Hargreave had a child? What

do you mean by keeping this fact from ma?"
he stormed.
, Tt was useless till this moment. He prob-
ably sent for her vesterday; buat In his «foke
to escape had to turn her over to his butler.
We shall soon learn whether Hargreave ia
dead or alive. We can use the child to bring
him back.”

The anger went out of his syes.
wonder, Olza.”

“But you should hare gone with Vroon
ast night. He does eversthing just as vou
tell him. When they reported that Hargreave
had visited Ort's hanzar you ought to have
prepared against such a coup as flight through
the air.”

“1 admit it. But a daughter! Well, I
can bring him back.," with a minister mugh.
“By the Lord Hnarry, I have him in my
hands this time, that is, if this girl turns out
to be his daughter. A million? Two, three,
ali he bas in the world. T want you to pay
a visit right away. Watch the butler, Jones,
He'll lie, of course: but mote how he treata
the girl; and if you get the chanece losk
around the walls for a secret panel. He
might not have carried away the cash at all,
only enough for his immediate needs, which
would account for that five thousand on the
man picked wp at sea. If T could only get
inside that house for an hour!”™

“T believe T'1l call at once. Ieo, was Har-
greave the man's real name? "

Braine laughed. “That is of no vital con-
sequence. He will be Hargreave till the end
of the chapter, dead or alive. You can tell
me the news at dinner tonight.” .

8o, later, when the butler accepted hor card
at the door, loath as he might be, there way
nothing for him to do but admit her.

“*Whom do you wish to ses, madam?"
stepping back Into the shadow,

" Miss Hargreave. I'm an old frirnd of
her mother's.”

““There is no such person here.”

“To whom, then, does this bat belong?”
she asked quistly. She waved her hand {o-
dolently taward the hall rack

Jones' lips tightened. * That belonge to
Miss Gray, a kind of protégé of Mr. Har
greave's."”

“Tndeed! You have no objections to my
seeing her? My maiden nam+ was Olga Push-
kin, cousin to Katrina, wife of Stanley Har
greave. 1 am, if you will veigh the matter
carefully, a kind of aunt.” -

To Jones It was as if lce had mddenly come
Intn contact with bis heart's blood. Rut as
be etill stood in the shadow, she did not oh-
werve the paller of his face.

“If you will state exactlyr why ron wish
to ge¢ her, madam,”

“You seem to possesn anthorlty? "

*Yes, madam, absolute authority.” Jones
produced his document and presented it to
her

* There is no flaw is that,” she agreed read.
ilx. “T wish to see the child. T have told
you why."

“Very well, madam.” Why had they not
telegraphed the child. even on the train, to re-
turn to Farlow’s. He knew nothing of this
woman, whether she was an enemiy or g friend.
He conducted biz unwelcome guest inty the
library.

“How did you know that she was here? ™
suddenly. '

But she was readr. “1 did not. B the
death of Mr. Hargreave bronght me. And
that youthful hat in the ball was a story all
its own. Later 1 shall show you some paprrs
of my own. You will have no cause to fdoubt
them. ‘Ther bave not the legal power of
yours, but ther would find standing in any
court."

ATeryY-
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Jon<s turned and went in scarch of Flor
enee. v o

The princess lost no time In beginning her
investigations, but she wasted her time. There
was no seeret panel in evidence.

“Who iz she*" asked Florence &s she
loaked at the card. * Did my father know
princessea? ™

“Yex." said Jones briefly. " Be verr care-
ful what you say to her. Admit nothing. She
claime to he a cousin of your mother. Per-
Hiogy

“ My mother?” Without waitiog for anr
further adyvice from Jones, whom Florence in
ber young vears thought presuming upon bis
anthority, she ran downstairs to the library.
Her mother, ta learn some fact abont the
mother of whom she kpew nothing!

“Yon knew my mother? ™ she eried without
ceTemon§

He heard the princess say: "1 did, my
child; and heaven iz witness that you are the
exact picture of her at your age. And I knew
your father.”

Jones straightencd, his hands shut tightly.

“Tell me about my father!"

The princess smiled. It was Katripa Push-
kin come to life, the aame impulsireness.
“1 knew bim but slightly. T was s mers chlld
myself when he used to pinch my cheeks. 1
met him again the other night, but he did
not recognize me; and [ conld not find it in
&7 heart to awaken his memory in a publie
restaurant.’”

Presently Jones came in to annoupce that
twn detectives requested to see Florenes. The
two men entered, informing her that ther had
been Instritcted to investizate the disappesr
ance of Stanley Hargreava

“Who ars you. miss?"

“1 am his daughter.”

“Ah!"

One of the detectives questioned Flaréne.
minutely while the other wanderad abont the
roomy, feeling the walls, using ths magnifying
g'ass, turniog back the rugs. Even the girl's
pretty room did not escape hin serutiny. By
and by he returned to the librarr and beck-
ened to his companion. The twa conferred
for a moment. One chanced to look into the
mirror, He saw the bright eves of the prin-
cess gazlng intelligently inte hie.

“T'm afrald we'll have to ask rou to ae
company us to the station, miss,

T “‘b,"? "

“ Boms technicalities. We must have some
proof of yonr right te be in thip housze. 8o
far as we have learned, Hargrears was un-
married.

“And T will accompany you,” asaid ths
princess. ** We'll be back within half an hour.
I'll tell them what I know.”

Jones, in the ball, canght sight of the re
porter coming up the steps. Here was somr
one he could depend upon.

® Why, Mr. Norton!™

The reporter eyed the princess In amaze
ment.

“You look surprised. Naturalle. T am a
cousin of Mlss Florence's mother. Yon might
say that T am her sunt. It's & smnll world,
isn't it?" But if wisbing could poison, the
reporter would have died that moment.

*Who are you and what are yon doing
here?" one of the Jetectives demanded

“I nm going to ask that very qnestion of
you,” sald Norton, urbanely,

“We are from headquarters,” replied one,
showing his badge,

" What headquarters? What are they ask-
Ing you to do?" he aaid to Florence.

" Ther say I must go to the police slation
with them."

“ Not the least in tha world."” laughed the
reporter. “ You two clear out of here ss fast
&F your rascally legs can carry sou. T den't
know what your game is, but T do know avory
reputable detestive in New York, and you
don’t belong.”

“Good heavens!” exelaimed the princess ;
“\o you mean to say that these men are not
real detectives? ™

It will take but a few minutes.”

*This girl goes to the police statlon, Young
mon.  So much the worse for Fou i yov
meddle. Take sourself off! "

“All in good time."

“ Here, Jenner, you take charge of the gir].
I'll bandls this guy. He aball go to the sta
tion, ton.”

What followed would always be vividly re
membered by Florence, fresh from the peaca
and happiness of her school Ife. Norton
knocked his opponent down. He rose and for
& moment the room seemed full of lege and
Arms& sod paoting men. A foot tripped up
Norton and be went down under the bogus
detective. e never suspected thmt the trip.
ping foot waz not accidental. He was too
busy, i

The ather man dragged Florence toward
the hall, but there the peaceful butler g
tered into the field of actlon with & Yery up-
Attractive nutomatic. The detective thraw
up his hands.

The struggle went on in the tlibrary. A
trick of jiu-jitsn broughg nbout the downfgl)
of Norton's mun. and Norton ran out into
the ball to ald Jones, He searched tha de-
tective’s pockets and seciired the revolyer.
The result of all this was that.the two bogus
detectives soon fonnd themselves in charge of
two policemen, and they were marchad off
to the station.

" Your advent was most providential, Mg,

Norton," sald Jones in his usual colorlesy
tones.

“1 rather believe ga. Why d
up and clear ont for awhilas
“I am stromger jp this house thap
where,™ answered the butlep enigmatically,
“Well, sou know best,” said the rehorter

The princess wag breathing rapidly, \u.
ou sccond thought she had no wish to tl]l.:u‘:

her arms about the re ;
POTter's leek
bim wd ke

on't you pack
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