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SYNOPSIS 
Stan ley  Ih t ru tvnv t ' .  mi t l ionvr ,  a  mi ia ru l -

ous  vsva i i c  f rom Ihv  t l cn  o f  t l i v  u . tnn  " I  b r i l l i an t  
Ihv ives  known as  thv  Black  Ihmdtvd ,  l i v t s  thv  
l i f e  o l  a  rvc ln« .v  lo t -  e igh teen  y ra t  - .  Harn ivaw 

.nccu lcn t lv  mcc t r .  Bran i f .  l eade r  o f  t he  Black  
Hundred .  Knowing  tha t  Bra i l l e  wi l l  t ry  tu  i ; e t  
h im,  he  escapes  I rom h i>  own  home  hy  a  ba l 
loon .  Be l  o re  e scap ing  l i e  wr i t e s  a  l e t t e r  t o  t  he  
Kl i ' l s*  s choo l ,  where  e igh teen  vea i 'M be fo re  h i :  
mys te r ious ly  l e f t  on  t in -  doors t ep  h i s  hab \  

. daugh te r .  Moreno« -  <•rav .  Tha t  day  l l a iv reav«-
a l so  d raws  one  mi l l ion  do l l a r s  f rom the  h . tnk ,  
bu t  i t  i s  r epor t ed  tha t  t h i s  d topped  in to  the  sea ,  
when  the  ba l loon  he  escaped  in  wa>  punc tu red .  
Morence  a r r ive . - *  f rom the  « i r i s*  schoo l .  Coun
t e s s  Olu i i ,  B lame  «.  compan ion .  v i> i lhe r  and  
c l a ims  to  be  a  re l a t ive .  Two bonus  de tec t ives  
ca l l ,  bu t  the i r  p lo t  l o l l ed  b>  Nor ton ,  a  news  
paper  man .  Al t e r  l a ihn«  in  the i r  l i i  > t  a t t empt  
the  Black  Hundred  t r ap  Moreno  .  They  a sk  he i  
l o r  money ,  bu t  she  escapes .  Nor ton  and  the  
coun tess  ca l l  on  Moreuee  the  nex t  da> .  on«  e  
more  sa t e  a t  home .  Jones  r emoves  a  sec t ion  o f  
t he  wa l l ,  and  I rom a  cav i t  \  l akv>  a  box  .  Pu r sued  
b .v  members  o f  t he  Black  Hundred ,  he  rushes  to  
t he  wa te r  f ron t  and  succce i l - i i i  d i  opp iny ;  t lx -  box  
in to  the  sen .  Jones  and  Nor ton  save  Morence  
f ron i  be ing  mip l  i sone i l  i n  a  coun t ry  hou-e  to  
wh ich  she  i s  lu red .  Murcncc  voes  Imrsehaok  
ru l ing  and  i s  cap tu red  bv  one  o f  Bra ined  men  
a long  the  roads ide .  Nor ton  rescue . - ,  he r .  Conn  
l e s s  Olga ,  s chemmw to  b reak  the  engagement  
now ex i s t ing  be tween  Moreuee  Harureave  and  
Nor ton ,  inv i t e s  them bo th  to  he r  apa r tmen t s  and  
p re tends  to  f run t  m  the  r epor t e r ' s  a rms .  Moreuee  
appea r s  l t i  t he  doorway  jus t  a t  t he  p lanned  
moment ,  and  ns  a  re su l t  v ives  Nor ton  back  h i s  
r ing .  Whi le  go ing  shopp ing  Morence  i s  cap tu r 
ed  by  l l r a ine ' s  men ,  who  have  a  bogus  ce r t i f i ca t e  
s t a t ing  tha t  Moreuee  vs  i n sane  and  tha t  they  a rc  
he r  keeper .  They  p roceed  to  t ake  he r  to  Russ ia .  
Whi le  ou t  n t  sea  F lo rence  e scapes  by  jumping  in 
to  the  sea ,  and  i s  r e scued  by  f i she rmen .  Morence  
loses  he r  mind  f rom the  exposure  and  i s  
unab le  to  inden t i fv  he r se l f .  Morencs  i s  r e  cap-
cap tu red  by  Bra ine ,  ami  i s  aga in  r e scued  by  
Nor ton .  F lo rence  has  recovered  f rom the  shock  
and  has  he r  r igh t  mind  aga in .  F lo rence  rece ives  
a  no te  sen t  by  Bra ine .  wh ich  was  supposed  to  be  
sen t  by  he r  f a the r ,  t e l l ing  he r  to  mee t  h im in  the  
woodshed .  Olga  r eades  the  no te  and  p lans  to  
ine r t  l i nn  he r se l f  and  i s  t aken  by  Bla ine ' s  man ,  
who  supposes  she  i s  Molene i - ,  t o  where  the  Black  
Hundred  i s  ho ld ing  a  mee t ing  and  the re  he  d i s 
cover s  h i s  mis t ake .  
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Norton Makes a Discovery. 
Perhaps the most amusing phase of 

the secret agent's discomfiture was the 
fact that neither Jones nor Florence 
liad the least idea what had happened. 
Florence regretted a hundred times 
during the evening that she had not 
gone out to the summer house. It 
might really have been her father. Her 
regret grew so deep in her that just j 
before going to bed she confessed to j 
Jones. j 

"You received a letter of that sort I 
and did not show it to mo?" said ' 
Jones, astonished. > |  

"You warned me never to pay any I 
attention to them." I 

"No; I warned you never to act > 
upon them without first, consulting ! 

- me. And we might, have jnade a cap- : 
- ture! My child, always show mo those 

tilings. I will advise you whether to 
: tear them up or not." 

"Jones, I believe you are going a 
little too far," said Florence haughtily. 
"It might have been my father." 

"Never in this world, Miss Florence. 
Still, I beg your pardon for raising 
my voice. What 1 do and have done 
is only for your own sake. There are 
two things I wish to impress upon your 
mind before I go. This can be made 

•/-, a comedy or a terrible tragedy. You 
• have already had a taste of the latter: 

... and each time you escaped because 
;,Ood was good to us. But he is rarely 

kind to thoughtless people. They have 
to look out for themselves. I am act- | 

; ing under orders; always remember i 
:•! that." j 

"Forgive me; I acted wrongly. But '• 
I 'm bo weary and tired of this eternal j 

• suspicion of everybody and every- ' 
/ thing. Can't I go somewhere, some 

place where I can have rest?" i 
"If I thought for a single moment I 

It. was possible to take you thousands 1 

of miles from this spot, it would be ! 
done this very night. But this is our I 

. fortress. So far it has been lmpreg-
-i: nable. The police are watching it; ! 

and that prevents a general assault I 
by the scoundrels. If we tried to 

•: leave we would be followed; and they 
play that game exceedingly well Now, 
good-night. We'll have you out of all 
this doubt and suspicion one of these 
days. There will not be any past; 

; a that will be lopped off as you'd lop a 
, limb from a tree." 

"Please let It be quick. I want to 
see my father." 

si Jones' eyes sparkled. "And you. 
^ have my word that he wants to see 
sv you. But I dare not tell you." 
iji "Do you think he would object to 
: Mr. Norton?" she asked, studying the 

rug. 
"In what capacity?" he countered, 

forcing iter hand. 
"As—as a husband?" bravely. 
Jones in turn studied the patterns 

In the rug. "It is only natural for a 
father to look high for his daughter's 

• husband. But, after all, an honest 
man Is worth as much as anything I 
know of. And Norton Is honest and 
loyal and brav«." 

"Thank you, Jones. 1 intend to 
marry him when the time comes; so 
you may as well prepare father for 
this eventuality." t 

"There is an old adage—" 
But ehe interrupted him. "If you 

have a new adage, Jones, I shouldn't 
mind hearing it. But I'm only just 

•out of school, where old adages are 
'ir served from soup to pudding. Good

night" 
And Jones went to the' rear of the 

. ; house, chuckling. 
In the passing It might well be oh-

served that the Hargreave house had 
a remarkable menage. There was a 
pHmn.ß. QXJfaJWflAJiatf; and the 
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Hirer-  of  t l iem reported to  nones each 
night ,  before  going to  bed.  They were 
al l  three defect ives  f rom one of  the 
greatest ,  organizat ions in  America.  

Finding themselves  unable  to  lure  
Florence away from the environs of  
the  Hargreave home,  the I Slack Hun
dred set  some new machinery in  mo
t ion.  Thep proposed to  r id  the house 
of  every one in  i t .  by a  perfect ly  logi
cal  device,  l int  the  l i rs l  s tep in this  
new move was going to  be extremely 
del icate  and r isky.  I t  was no small  
adventure  to  enter  the Hargreave 
home;  and yet  this  must  be done.  So 
f inal ly  "Spider"  !*egg: j  was selected 
for  the work.  The man could pract ic
al ly  walk over  crockery without  caus
ing a  soii ik I  ;  he  could c l imb a  house 
by the window ledges;  and he could 
hold his  breath l ike those professional  
tank swimmers.  

Three or  four  nights  af ter  the par-
off  f iasco,  Jones s tar ted the rounds,  
put t ing out  the l ights .  l ie  lef t  the.  
one in the hal l  t i l l  the  las t ,  for  i t  was 
his  habi t ,  af ter  having turned off  that  
l ight ,  to  s tand by the door  for  several  
minutes ,  watching.  One never  could 
te l l .  

On the other  hand,  "Spider"  Heggs 
never  approached a  house t i l l  an hour  
af ter  the l ighis  went  out .  Persons 
were l ikely to  move about  for  some 
minutes  la ter ;  they might  want  some
thing to  eat ,  a  dr ink of  water .  So he 
remained hidden behind the summer 
house t i l l  long af ter  midnight .  When 
a t  las t  he fel t  assured that  a l l  In  the 
Hargreave house were asleep,  he  
moved out  caut iously.  Both his  future  
and his  pocketbook depended upon 

Here Was an Operation That Needed 
All His Care and Skill. 

the success of this venture. It took 
him ten minutes to crawl from the 
summer house to the veranda, and to 
have detected this approach Jones, 
had he been watching, would hp.ve 
needed a searchlight. Beggs hugged 
the lattice work for another ten min
utes and then drew himself up and 
wriggled to one of the windows. Here 
was an operation that needed all his 
care and skill; to lift this window with
out sound. But he was an old hand 
and windowsMvith ordinary locks were 
playthings under his deft touch. He 
raised the window, stepped over the 
sill into the library, and crouched 
down. He did not close the. window; 
house thieves never do. They leave 
windows and doors open, because 
sooner or later they have to make 
their escape that way. 

Presently he stood up, flashed his 
torch, found the library shelves, and 
•iptoed toward them. He then selected 
three or four volumes, opened them 
at. random and laid neat packages of 
money between the leaves. It was 
not real money, hut only a bank clerk 
could have told that. This done, he 
moved toward the window again. 

"Stop!" said Jones quietly. 
"Spider" Beggs gasped. It was eo 

unexpected: but at the same time al
most instinctively he plunged head
long through the window, and the bul
let which followed snipped a lock of 
his hair. He threw himself off the 
veranda and scurried across the lawn, 
zigzag fashion. But no more bullets 
followed. 

Jones turned on the lights and in
vestigated the room, but he could not 
find anything disturbed, and naturally 

• came to the conclusion that the in
truder had been interrupted before he 
had begun his work. He turned off 
the lights and sat up the major part 
of the nght. Nothing more happened. 
Florence came down, but he sent her 
back to bed, explaining that some one 
had attempted to enter the house and 
he had taken a shot at him. 

"Spider" Beggs had a letter to write. 
He' was In high feather. He had 
tackled a difficult job and had come 
away without » soratoh. .Aut he had 
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the misfortune to Write n.t> ,CLir-
the secret service officials in a hotel 
often frequented by Norton. And so 
•lim, on finishing his own letter, blotted 
it and casually glanced at the blotter. 
A single word caught his eye. Being 
an alert, newspaper man, always on the 
hunt for stories, he examined the blot
ter with care. It was an easy matter 
for him to read writing backward, 
having fooled away many an hour in 
the composing rooms. The word which 
had awakened the reportorial sense 
in him was "counterfeit." He held 
the blotter toward the mirror and 
read enough to satisfy himself that 
file Black Hundred had become active 
once more. And this was one of the 
best ideas they had yet conceived. 

Hargreave had always been some
thing of a mystery to his neighbors. 
Where he had lived in other days was 
unknown: neither had any one the re
motest idea from what source his 
riches had been obtaineu. And noth
ing was known of Jones or the daugh
ter. It was a very shrewd method 
of clearing every one out of the house 
and leaving II to be examined at leis
ure. And In had fallen upon this 
tiling; lie, Norton, all because his 

j tailor had written him a sharp note 
about his bill and he had been pro
voked to reply in kind! Counterfeit 
money. There was quite a flurry these 
days over certain issues of spurious 
paner. It was so good that, only ex
perts could detect it. There were two 
plates, one for a ten and another for a 
twenty. For a while he was pulled be
tween duty and love. Well, it would 
only add another interesting chapter 
to the general story when he published 
it. He started out to Riverdale to ac
quaint Jones with the discovery. 

"Humph!" said Jones; "not a bad 
idea this. So that's what the sneak 
was doing here last night. I've been 
wondering and wondering. Let's have 
a look." 

He went through the books and at 
length came across the three volumes. 
These held a thousand in excellent 
counterfeit. 

"Mighty good work that. What 
are you going to do?" asked the re
porter. 

Jones rubbed his chin reflectively. 
"How long may a counterfeiter be 
sent up?" 

"Anywhere from ten to twenty 
years." 

"That will serve. My boy, this time 
we'll go and take Mr. Black Hun
dred right in his cubby hole. 

"You know where it is?" 
"Every nook and corner of it. Now 

you go at once to the chief of the local 
branch of the secret service and put 
the matter to him frankly. I, Flor
ence, Susan, and the rest, of us must 
be arrested. The wretches must be
lieve that, the house is empty. They'll 
rove about fruitlessly and will return 
to their den to report the success of 
the coup. All the while you and 
some detectives will be in hiding up
stairs, dictagraph and all that. When 
the time comes you will follow. This 
will not reach the heads, perhaps, but 
it will demoralize the organization in 
such a way as to make it helpless for 
several months to come. There Is a 
tunnel from the staples to this house." 

"What, a tunnel?" 
"Yes, Mr. Hargreave had it built 

several years ago. I den't know what 
his idea was; possibly he anticipated 
an event, like this. You and your men 
will find entrance by this method. 
It can be done without exciting the 
suspicions of the watchers." 

"Ivooks as If my yam wasn't going 
to be delayed so long after all. Jones, 
you ought to have been in the secret 
service yourself'." admiringly. 

Jones smilvd and shrugged. "I am 
perfectly satisfied with my lot—or 
would be if the Black Hundred could 
be wiped out of existence" 

"I'll see the secret service people at 
once. I stand in well with them all." 

"And good luck to you. We'll need 
good luck." 

Norton was welcomed cordially by 
the chief. The secret service men 
trusted him and told him lots of tales 
that never saw light on the printed 
page. The reporter went directly to 
the point of his story, without elabora
tion, and the chief smiled and handed 
him the original letter. 

'Norton, I've been after this gang 
of counterfeiters for months and they 
are clever beyond words. I've never 
been able to get anywhere near their 
presses. And for a moment I thought 
this note was from a squealer. I've 
a dozen men scouring the country. 
They find the bogus notes, but never 
"he men who pass them. You see, 
it's new stuff. I know what all the 
old timers are at; but none of them 
has had a hand In this issue. Some 
foreigners, I take it. under the leader
ship of a man I'd very much like to 
know. Now, what's your scheme?" 

Jim outlined it briefly. 

"It all depends," »aid the chief, 
"upon the fact that they will be im
patient. If they have the ability to 
wait, we lose. But we can afford to 
risk the chance. The man who wrote 
this letter is not a counterfeiter. He's 
an old yeggman. We haven't heard 
anything of him lately. We tried to 
corner him on a post office job, but 
he slipped by. He may be a stool. 
Anyhow, I'll draw him in somehow." 

"There'll be some excitement." 
"We're used to that; you too. All 

we've got to do is to locate this man 
Beggs. There are signs of spite in this 
letter. Very well played, if you want 
my opinion. What's this Black Hun
dred ?" 

"I'm not at liberty to tell just yet 
It's a strange game; half political, 
half blackmail. It's a pretty strong 
organization. But it they're back of 
this counterfeiting, there's a fine 
chance of landing them all." 

Here the chiefs assistant came in. 
"Oofc Bjig|« on thy_w[re, Say» he'll 

« 
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"Stop!" Said Jones Quietly. 

promise him immunity for some other 
offenses." 

"Tell him he shall have immunity 
on the word of the chief. But also 
say that he must come to see me in 
person." 

" A M  right, sir." 
"I don't believe It would be wise 

for Beggs to see me here. I gave him 
a good send-off—Sing Sing—five years 
ago. He may recollect," said Norton. 

"Suit yourself about that. Only, 
keep in communication with me by 
telephone and I'll tip yon off as to 
when the raid shall take place. Lucky 
you came in. I should have honestly 
gone there and arrested innocent 
people, and they would have had a 
devil of a time explaining. It would 
have taken them at least a week to 
clear themselves. That would leave 
the house empty all that time." 

Norton did not reply, but. he put 
the blotter away carefully. There 
was no getting away from the fact, 
but the god of luck was with him. 

"Bo you know what's back rf it 
all ?" 

"I can't tell you any more than I 
have," said Norton. 

"Then I pass. 1 know you well 
enough. If you've made up your mind 
not to talk a man couldn't get anv-
thing out of you with a can-opener. 
And that's why we trust you, my boy. 
Don't forget the telephone.'' 

"I shan't. So long." 
That, samp night Braine paid the 

Russian woman a brief visit. 
"I think that here's where we go 

forward. The secret service will raid 
the house tomorrow and then for a 
few days we'll roam about as we bally 
please. I'm hanged if I don't have 
every plank torn up and all the walls 
pulled down. More and more I'm con
vinced that the money is in that 
house." 

"Don't ne too confident," warned 
Olga "So many times have we been 
tripped up when everything seemed in 
our hands. The house should be 
guarded but not entered for a day 
or two: at least not till after the raid 
is cold. I'm beginning to see traps 
everywhere." 

"Nonsense! Leave It to me. We 
shan't stick our heads inside the Har
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? Paroff 
will not dare tell how he was flim-
flammed. The least he can do to save 
his own skin is to say that we are 
fully capable of taking care of our
selves." 

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

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

gt"l, and yet every once in a while she 
m»kes what you billiard players call 
a professional shot. What matter? 
Bo long as they do not shut the door 
in my face,. I ask nothing more. But 
do you want my opinion? I feel it in 
my bones that something will go 
wrong tomorrow.- ' 

! "Good lord, are you losing your 
j nerve?" cried Braine impatiently. "The 
secret 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 find 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 
Itime; it's the whole family." 
! "The servants too?" 
! "Everybody in the house will be 
]under suspicion." 
J  "And can you trust Beggs?" 
I "His life is in the hollow 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'a 
'brow. With all her soul ehe longed 
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!they were, weeks later, no further 
forward than at the beginning, and 
added to this they had paid much in 

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. He 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 migtit 
be, her love was honest enough and un
swerving, though it was not 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." 
"Ali ,  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 savage. What opium 
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 is no 
other woman—now. And I 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 1 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
cover from her astonishment. 

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 his 

The Dictagraph Registered Every 
Word. 

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 is 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? " 
"1 am from the secret Service and 

I have it from a pretty good source 
that there is counterfeit money hidden 
in this house. More than that, I 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? 

"I 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 men, 

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

"Oood heavens!" gasped Jones. 
"I shall have to request you and the 

family to accompany me to the sta
tion " 

"But it is all utterly impossible, 
sir! I know nothing of that money, 
nor how it got there. It's a plot. I 
declare on my oath, sir, that I 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 
just as well not to say anything more, 
sir." 

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

"That remains to be 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 
after ten they descended. Braine was 
not with them. This was due to the 
urgent raquegt otjOJfa, who jtlll t^d 
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examining floors and walls, opening 
books, pulling out drawers, 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 his 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 
its entrance was identical with that 
which had the trap door through which 
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 nostrils. This 
latter 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 
3f the stairway and called out to him 
to surrender. He held up his hands 
ind the stairs collapsed. Real fire 
burst out and Norton and his compan
ion had a desperate battle with flame 
ind smoke to gain the street. 

The fire was put out finally, but 
here was nothing in the ruins to prove 
:hat there had been a counterfeiting 
ien there. There was, however, at 
east one consoling feature: in the fu-
-.ure the Black Hundred would have 
;o hold their star-chamber elsewhere. 

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

To be continued. 
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