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CHAPTER XIX, |

A Blank Sheet of Paper.
Florence was a fortnight in recov
erimg from the shock of her experi
_ence at the masked ball of the Prin-|
cesg Parlova, who, by the way, dlsap|
peared: from New York shortly after
the fire, no doubt because of her fear
of the Black Hundred. The fire did
not destroy the house, but most ol |
the furnishinge were so thoroughly |
drenched by water that they were
practicully ruined Her coming and
going were a nine days' wonder, and
then the public found something else
to talk about |
Norton was a constant visitor at the |
Hargreave place There was to him a
new interest in that mysterlious house, !
with its hidden panels, its false floors;
its seerel tunnels: but he treated
Jones upon the same busis as hitherto.
One thing, however: He felt a sense |
“ol gecurity in regard to Florénce such
as be had not felt befor= So. between
asslgnments he rar out io Riverdale |
and did what bhe could to amuse his
eweetheart. Later, they took short
rides in the runaboul, and at length |-
she became as lively as she had ever

been.

But often she would catch Norton |
brooding [
“What makes you frown like that?"
“Wa I frowniug?  innocently

enougl
“I fited vou this way a dozen tinves
in an alterocon. What is the matier?

Are they after vou again?”
“Heavons, no!' Umoonly a vague is-
gne. They will not bother me =o long
45 | do not bother them. It has
dwindled into a game of truce”
‘Do veu think so?" eylng him curi-

Farm Loans|
. Wanted

We desire to get in touch with re-
Hable farmers who wish to borrow
money and who can offer good farm
security, We haveplaced loansfor
thousands ‘of farmers, and have
plenty of money to loan. Write
us for full informstion.

CORN BELT MORTGAGE CO.
Jumes L. Lombard, President
1104 Commerce Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.
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" _Wedo all kinds of general black-
ithing and carriage work.
Seientific horseshoeing, all lame-
ness of the feet: treated by scien-
fific horseshosing,
If your horse don!k travel right
give us a irial,

Hiustrated from Scemes in the Photo Drama of the
Sar!‘c Name by ihe Thonhouser Film cout’w =

| me, Jim?

_ | afternoon.”

manded impatiently.

ously.

uwhyl "Gl."

“What's the use of trying to fool
If they haven't been after
vou, you are sensing a presage of evil.
I'm not a child any longer. Haven't
I been through enough to make me &
woman? Bometimes I feel very old.”

“"To me you are the most charming
in all this wide world, No, you're not
a child any longer. You &re a woman,
brave and patient; and I know that I
could trust you with any secret I have
or own. But sometimes a person may
have a-secret which is not his and
which he hasn't any right to dis-
close."

She became gilent for awhile. “I
hate money," she said. “I hate It
hate ft!"

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

“As in my case, for instance. If I
were poor and had to work no one
would bother me," :

“I would!"” he declared, laughing.
“Come; let's throw off moods and go
into town for tea at the Rose Garden;
and if you feel strong enough we'll
trip the light fantastie.”

They had been gone from the house
less than an hour when 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-
eer asked. :

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

"Do yeu know where I can find
her?"

The maid eyed him with covert keen-
ness; then, remembering that thg re-
porter was with Floreace, said: I
believe she is at the Rose Garden this

"That it in town?"

“Yes."

“Thanks." The man turned abruptly
and ran down the steps.

The maid rap back to Jones.

“Why didn't you call me?" he de-

“There wasu't time."

“Did you tell him where she was?"'

"Yes. But I shouldn't have told him
If Mr. Norton had not been with Miss
Florence,"

ing any particular objective point Iz
view.

Y8h!" whispered Jim.

“What 1s 1t7” <

“Olga Perigoff is yonder in & box.”

“Very well; let us go and sit with
her. 1Is shé alone?” :

“Apparently. But don’t you think
we'd better go elsewhere?” 2

“My dear young man” sald Flor
efice with mock loftiness, “Olga Perl-
BOoff has written me down as a sim-
ple young fool, and that is why, sooner
or'later, I'm going to put the shoe
on the other—foot. You and’Jonmes
have coddled me long enough: Inas-
much as I am the stake they are play-
Ing for, 1 intend to have something
more than a spesking part in the
play.”

“All right; you're the admiral,” he
sald with pretended lightiess.

Bo the two of them jolned thelr
subtle enemy, consclous of a tingle
of zest as they did so. On her part,
the countess was always suspiclous of
this sleepy-eyed reporter. She never
could tell how much he knew. But
of Florenoe she was reasonably ocer-
taln; and so long as she could fool
the pretty Infant the suspicions of the
reporter were a negligible quan-

Florence Was Thrust Into a Room &n¢
Made Prisoner.

tity. She greected them effusively and
offered them chairs. For balf an hour
they sat there, chatting inanities, all
the while each mind busy with deepe:r
concerns.

When the man in search of Flor
ence eventually arrived and asked the
manager of the garden If he knew
Miss Hargreave by sight the manage!
pointed toward the box. The man
wound his way in and out of the idlers
and by the time he reached the box
Jim and Florence had made their de
parture, The man bowed, approached
and asked if she was Misa Hargreave
For a moment the countess suspected
a trap. Then it appealed to her mind |
that if there was no trap it might b¢

bandle of thia strange door. Diligence.
rewarded her, and she soon found

herself in a large, musty, earth-smell-
Loct was scattered about,

ing cave
and there were boxes and chairs ang

adventure agalnst soclety. She found
nothing to reward her hardibood, and

ward the cave's door she beheld with
terror that it was moving!'

She was near the chest at that mo-
ment. The cave was not a deep one.
There was no tunnel, only a wall.
Resolutely she ralied the lid of the
chest, stepped inside, and drew the
lid down. Bhe was just in time. The
door opened and three men entered,

secure in talking as loudly as they
pleased. To Florence It seemed al-
most impossible that they did not
hear the thunder of her heart? Strain
her ears as she might. she could gath-
er but little of what they said, except:

“If Hargreave had this paper we
might all be put on the defensive. To
an outsider it Is a blank paper. But
the boss will be able to read it. . . "

vicinity of the chest and she heard
no more.

Very deftly Florence rafsed tlie lid
just 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
soapbox Immedliately In front of the
chegt. An inspiration came to the girl,
an exceedingly daring one. She took
her liberty in her hands as she éx-
ecuted the deed. Rut the dimness of
the cave aided her. \When she crouch-
ed down agaln 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 ralsed
the lid and stepped out, breathing
deeply. The paper she had purloined
was indeed blank, but Jones or Jim
would know what to do with it. And

' wouldn't they be surprised when she

telil them what she had accomplizhed
1!l 2lone? Her exultation was ol short
ltration. She heard the whine of the
tcor on {ts hinges. The men were re-
tarning. Why?

They were returning because. they
hid discovered a woman’s shoeprint
outside. It pointed toward the cave,
freshly, and there was none coming
avay. To reenter the chest would be
foolhardy. It would be the firat place
the men would look. She glanced
nhout 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 to
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

well to pose as Florence, if only tc

Jones ran to the front, dashed out,
eyed the back of the man hastening
down the street, smiled, and returned
to his work, or, rather, to the maid.
He took her by the shoulder, whirled
her about, and shot a look into her
eyes that quailed her. .

"Always call me hereafter, no mat
ter what I'm doing. That man has
never laid eyves on Florence and has
no idea what she looks like. Why did
you drug my coffce the night of that
hall?”

She stepped back.

“And how much did they pay you
for letting that doctor send Florence
to Atlantic C'ity? | know evervthing
Hereafter, walk straight. [f you play
another trick Il kil you with these

learn what the outcome might be.

“Yes. What is wanted?” she asked

The man took a letter from hie
pocket and handed it to Olga, saying:
"Give this to your father. He knowt
how to read it."

Before she could reply the man had
turned and was hurrying away.

Olga opened the note, her heart
beating furiously. It was utterly
blank. At first she thought it was #
hoax. Then she heppened te remem
ber that there was such a thing as in
vieible ink. At last! Hargreave wat
alive; ‘this letter settled all doubt in
her mind on this question. Alive!
And not only that, but the girl and
Jones were evidently in communica
tiom with him. She summoned 2
waiter, made a secret glgn, and he
bowed and approached She slipped
the letter into his hand amd whis-
pered: “Bhow that at the cave to
morrow. It i in invisible ik and
meant for Hargreave."

"He's alive?

“"Positively.”

“Very well.” The waiter bowed and
slrolled away monchalantly.

Braine was in Bostop over night,
otherwise the countess would have
taken the mysterious note at once to
him. She remained for perhaps a
quarter of an hodr 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 croesing a fleld she saw &
man with a bundle under his arm,
The sun struek his profile and limned

the man who was evidently in com-
mand gazed down the well,, shaking
his head. Their search was thorpugh,
but they found no one. And at length
they began to reasom 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 current of the river, which
salned in swiftness every moment.
From time to time she bumped along
the rocky walls, But she clung to life
vallantly. In ten minutes she was
swept to the other side of the hill, in-
o the rapids: but the blue sky was
averhead, she was out In the fathillar

a large chest Men evidently maet
bere, possibly after some desperste.

as she war In the act of moving to- |

talking volubly. They felt perfectly

The speaker moved away from the | '

| & quick pull followed, and Braine be

might be! ; ; T
" Braine procesded to move the launch
‘the direction of the girl. It was
this movement that turned the report-
er's gase. He, too; now saw the wom-
An in the water and wondered how
she had ocome there.’ When Braine.
reached the girl'and pulled her into
the launch Jim saw her face plainly.

He -flew. from his vantage point.
found » skiff, and started after Braine.

“By the Lord Harry!" murmured
the rogue. ‘Well, they can talk of
manna from heaven, but this {s what
I call luck. ¥orence Hargreave, out
of nowhere, into my arms!_The god
of luck has cast mthgrﬁnuuhoo
and It's mine.” 1

He had ; flask In his pocket, and

Found Herself in a Large, Musty Cave.

down the girl's throat. She opened
her eyes.

“Well, my beauty?

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

"1 don’t know how you got hete,”
he sald; "and 1 don't care. But bere
Wwe are together at last. Where in
your father?" .

“I—I don't know,” dazedly.

“Better think quickly,” he warned.
“F 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,
to have any particular love for you.
Now, where Is your father?"

“l don’t know; I have never seen
him."” x

Braine laughed,

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

not attracted Braine's attention, for
tunately. He pegan to swim toward
the drifting launech,

“Where have they hidden
money 7"

“l don't know."

“Well, well; I've given you your
chance. You'll have to try your luc
with the water agein.” -

Florence, weak as she was, set her
lipss
. “You don't ask for mercy?" he said
banteringly.

"I should be wasting my breath to
‘ask for mercy from such a monster as
you are,” she answered quickly.

“That damned” Hargreave nerve!”
he snarled.

He rolled up his sleeves and stepped
toward her. She braced herself but
did not turn her eyes from his. Suod-]
denly, from nowhere at all, came a
pair of hands. One*clutched the gun:
wale and the other laid hold of Braine.

that

he forced some of the hiting spirits |

but sbie:did pot alter her course. The
rowboat hwd its sides orgsked fa and
the men went phing into’the witer.

“Hm,"'she orled. .

Norton gaddeniy flung oft Braine and
boat, whith Florence had bt
about. Even them it was ouly by the
barest luck In the world that Nortoa
managed to catch the gunwale. The
rest of. it was simple. When they
finally reached 8 haven, Florence, odd-
Iy enough, thought of the horse she
had left tethered nine miles from the
stables. She laughed Lysterically.

"I guess he won’t die. We can send
someone out for him. Now, for heav-
en's sake, how did you get into this?

The Magic Papor Was Mers. !

Where were you! What have yow
been up to?" with tender brusqueness.

“l wanted to do a little detective
work of my own," she faltered,

“It looks as If you had done #t.
You infant! Will you never learn to
keep outside thizs muddle? It's &
man's work.”

Florence, thoroughly weakened by
her long immersion in the water, be-
gan to weep silently.

* “You poor child, I'm a brute!” And
he comforted her. 1

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

“I stole this from one of the men
in the cave. He sald this blank pa<
per would probably save father.”

Jdlm took it. “Hm! Invisible ink.
and it's bad a fine washing.”

“But maybe it ls waterproof.”

“Maybe it {s. Anyhow, Miss Sher-
lock, we'll show it to' Jonew and' see
what he says)’ e

(To be Cortinued.;

GREAT STORM STRIKES SAMOA

Towns Destroyed, Food Source Gomey
and Natives Killed—MHelp
from U. 8, Gunboat.

Tutufla, American Samou, Feb. 13
—In No Man's Island of the Samoan-
group ° whole villages have' disap-
peedred and three persons were killed-
as & result of the terrific combination:
of earthquake, hurricane and- tidal
Wave two days ago. One person-was’
beheaded by a brick sailing thirough
the air from a wrecked buildlng; -

Three-fourths of the cocoa palms;:
on which the islands depend for pour-
ishment and their commerce In‘copra;
were leveled, and all the ‘remainder
injured. Some plantations were wiped "
out, It will be a year before any food
plants can bo brought into besring

again and three thousand Inhdbitants °

are destitute.

The American gunboat Princeton 48'°
conveying focd, clothing -and tempor"
ary assistance, but the need for fur-—
ther aid is urgent, as the food ‘supply
I8 g0 low that starvatioh ‘will set in "
before three weeks are ouit, The South *
Seas have known:. hurricanes ‘before;*
but the situation left in the ‘Wake of'
thig one Is described as unprecedéntgd’

At the heicht of the storm the fury”

/it plainly, and Florence uttered & low
ery. The man bad not observed her.
So, very quletly, she slipped from the
borse, tethered it to a tree, and started
after the man to learn what he was

enemfes. ; the
man who had impersonated her father.
Princess Pariova Attired for the Ball ".:.:“n.‘:mmum' L
two hands. And listen and tell this| °® owa ‘hook. - paseed
_to your confederates: 1 always kmow m*mmw:
every move they make; that is why mo| = “w'“g”
one is missing from thip house. There m“'a'."' m-h“
is & traltor. Let them fnd him if they | #09m. 8 gambler who has omce
can. Will you walk, straight, or will | Played  #he B
you leave?™ : )V -“‘m : :
“I—~1 will walk straight.” she fal

“Did they give it to you?™
“You. —And more to stay bere. . Bul_

of the winds was unbellevable. Irod

him came to the surface and ne \
fought with the flerceness of a tiger |Fools were torn off and blows Yhiwe'
to kill, kill, ¥ilt. In mearly every In- [Miles. The very soill was'toig' Srofn
stance this meddling reperter had | the coral rock and the coffizs 'in tew
E m__ ._--,mm.ﬂln.ﬂu. | ly made graves < ! .:...‘n_-.
i L"{‘a'h ~them should stay in the| San Frencisco,
| water. = dispatch irom T
.. Norten that be had a |predecessor cf
jarge’ order hios te the Manua
Bratne: '
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