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$10,000 for 100 Words. 
less. 

$10,000 for an idea, which you must tell in 100 words or 

There will be no second prize. 
Only one first prize of $10,000 for the man, woman or child 

who gives the best idea to finish "The Million Dollar Mystery"! 
$10,000 for an idea. 
$10,000 for 100 words. 
READ THE CONDITIONS. 
THE SUNDAY TRIBUNE prints today an-

other installment of " The Million Dollar 
Mystery," a mystery story for the solu-
tion of which a prize of $10,000 will be 
give» by the Thanhouser Film corpora-
tion. The story will run twenty-two con-
secutive weeks in THE SUNDAY TRIBUNE. 
As each chapter appears in THE TRIBUNE 
a two reel film corresponding with it may 
be seen in the various moving picture the-
aters. By this arrangement with the 
Thanhouser Film corporation it will be 
possible for TRIBUNE readers both to read 
the story and see the moving picture of it 
as it progresses from week to week. The 
first film was released on June 22. Each 
week another will be released until Mon-
day, Nov. 16. The last chapter of the 
story will appear in THE TRIBUNE on 
Sunday, Nov. 22. 

CONDITIONS GOVERNING THE CON-
TEST. 

The prize of $10,000 will be won by the 
man, woman, or child who writes the most 
acceptable solution of the mystery, from 
which the last two reels of motion picture 
drama will be made and the last two 
chapters of the story written by Harold 
MacGrath. 

Solutions may be sent to the Thanhouser 
Film corporation, either at Chicago or 
New York, any time up to midnight, Jan. 
14. They must be received not later than 
that date. This allows eight weeks cutter 
the first appearance of the last film re-
leases and seven weeks after the last 
chapter is published in THE SUNDAY TRIB-
UNE in which to submit solutions. The 

Chicago address of the Thanhouser com-
pany is 166 West Washington street and 
the New York City address is 71 West 
Twenty-third street. 

A {>oard of three judges will determine 
whicih of the many solutions received is 
the most acceptable. 

The judges are to be Harold MacGrath, 
Lloyd Lonergan, author of the scenario, 
and Miss Mae Tinee of THE CHICAGO 
TRIBUNE. 

The judgment of this board will be ab-
solute and final. Nothing of a liiterary 
nature will be considered in the decision ' 
nor given any preference in the selection 
of the winner of the $10,000 prize. The 
last two reels, which will give the most 
acceptable solution to the mystery, will 
be presented in the theaters having this 
feature as soon as it is possible to produce 
same. The story corresponding to these 
motion pictures will appear in this news-
paper coincidentally, or as soon after the 
appearance of the pictures as practicable. 
With the last two reels will be shown the 
pictures of the winner, his or her home, 
and other interesting features. 

Solutions to the mystery must not be 
more than 100 words long. Here are some 
questions to be kept in mind in connection 
with the mystery as an aid to a solution: 

No. 1—What becomes of the millionaire? 
No. 2—What becomes of the $1,000,000? 
No. 3—Whom does Florence marry? 
No. 4—What becomes of the Russian 

countess? 
Nobody connected either directly or in-

directly with " The Million Dollar Mys-
tery " will be considered as & contestant. 

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

Stanley Hargreare , mill ionaire, l iaving 
joined what he believed to be a great social 
movement, finds that in real ity he has been 
trapped by the Black Hundred. A f t e r a 
miraculous escape f rom the den of the bri l-
l iant thieves he l ives the l i f e of a recluse 
f o r eighteen years. One night, surrender-
ing to a restless spirit of rebellion, Har -
g reave enters a Broadway restaurant and 
there comes face to face wi th the Black 
Hundred's leader, Bralne. 

A f t e r the meeting, during which neither 
man openly recognizes the other. Har-
greave hurries to his magnificent it i vertíale 
home and lays plans for making his escape 
f rom the country. He writes a letter to 
the g ir ls ' school in New Jersey where s ix-
teen years before he had mysteriously l e f t 
on the doorstep of the institution his t iny 
baby daughter—named " Florence 'Gray 99 by 
the note attached to the basket—and ar-
ranges that she be sent htm at once. He 
also pays a visit to the hangar of a dare-
devil aviator. 

Braine and members of his band surround 
Hargreave 's home at night, but as they 
enter the house the watchers outside see a 
balloon leave the roof. The safe Is found 
empty—the million which Hargreave wa® 
known to have drawn that day gone. Then 
one of the men outside announced that he 
had punctured the balloon and sent It to 

the bottom of the oeean. 
The next day Florence arrives f rom the 

g ir ls ' school and is greeted by the butler, 
Jones, whom Hargreave has taken into ful l 
confidence. She Is later visited by Countess 
Oiga, Braine's companion, who claims to be 
a relative. T w o bogus detectives also call, 
but they find themselves thwarted by Nor-
ton, a newspaper man, who happens to be 
on the scene at the r ight moment. 

Later Florence is lured f rom home by 
the band, but succeeds In f ree ing herself 
f r om their clutchos. The next day Jones 
remove«* a box f rom its hiding place and, 
l»ur <i by Braine's men, rushes to the 
wat front. A race in motor boats ensues. 
Jones drops the box into the sea and with 
an automatic sets fire to the pursuing boat. 

Florence is lured to attend a coaching 
party and escapes being imprisoned in a 
country house when Norton comes to her 
aid. Norton also saves her f rom members 
of the Black Hundred who capture her 
whi le she is horseback riding. 

Countess Oiga schemes to break the en-
gagement now existing between Florence 
Hargreave and Norton, and succeeds. 

Accomplices of Braine kidnap Florence 
While she Is shopping and hurry her off to 
sea. Norton receives a wireless later in-
fo rming him that the g i r l had leaped into 
the sea and been drowned. 

(Copyright: 1914: by Harold MacGrath.) 

C H A P T E R X. 

4X was perfectly true that Florence had cast 
herself into the sea. It had not been an 
act of despair, however. On the contrary, 
hope and courage had prompted her to leap, 

with only a moderate sea running. At the time 
the great ship was passing the Banl^s, and al-
most within hail she saw a fishing schooner 
riding gracefully at anchor. She quite readily 
believed that if she remained on board the 
George Washington she was lost. She naturally 
forgot the marvel of wireless telegraphy. No 
longer may a man hide at sea. 

So, with that quick thought which was a 
part of her inheritance, she seized the life huoy, 
climbed the rail, and leaped far out. As the 
great dark tossing sea swooped up to meet 
her she noted a block of wood bobbing up and 
down. She tried to avoid it, but could not, 
and struck it head on. Despite the blow and 
the shock of the chill water she instinctively 
clung to the buoy. The wash from the mighty 
propellers tossed her about, hither and yon, 
from one swirl to another, like a chip of wood. 
Then everything grew blank. 

Fortunately for her the master of the fishing 
schooner was at the time standing on his quarter 

- deck by the wheel, squinting through his glass 
at the liner and envying the ease and comfort 
of those on board her. The mate, sitting on 
the steps and smoking his turning-in pipe, saw 
the master lean forward suddenly, lower the 

Vrlass, then raise it again. 
"Lord a'mighty!" 
u What's tlie matter, Cap'n?" 
"Jake, in God's name come 'ere an' take a 

peek through this glass. I'm dreamin'!" 
The mate jumped and took the glass. " Where 

away, sir?" 
" A p'int off th' sta*board bow. See some-

thin' white bobbin' up?" 
" Yessir! Looks like some one dropped a 

bcflster 'r a piller overboard. . . . Cod's 
whiskers!" he broke off. 

" Then I ain't seein' things." cried' the master. 
" Hi, y' lubbers! " he yelled to the crew; " lower 
th' dory. Tliey's a woman in th' water out there. 
I seen her le?{p th' rail. Look alive! Sharp's 
th' word! Mate, you go 'I6ng." 

The crew drop-pel their tasks and sprang for 
the davits, and the starboard dory was lowered 
in shipshape style. 

It takes a good bit of seamanship to haul a 
body out of the sea into a dancing bobtailed' 
dory, when»one moment it is climbing frantically 
heavenward and the next heading for the bot 
tomless pit. They were very tender with her. 
They laid her out in the bottom of the boat, 
with the life buoy as a pillow, and pulled ener-
getieally for the schooner. She was alive, be-
cause she breathed; but she did not stir so much 
as an eyelid. I t was a stiff bit of work, too , 

, to land her aboard without adding to her in-

juries. The master ordered the men to put 
her in his own bunk, where he nearly strangled 
her by forcing raw brandy down her throat. 

"Well, she's alive, anyhow!" 
When Florence finally opened her eyes the 

gray dawn lay on the sea, dotted here and there 
by the schooners of the fleet, which seemed to 
be hanging in midair, as at the moment there 
was visible to the eye no horizon. 

" Don't seem t' recognize nothin'." 
" Mebbe' she's got a fever," suggested the 

mate, rubbing his bristly chin. 
"Fever nothin'! Not after bein' in th' water 

half an hour. Mebbe she hit one o' them wooden 
floats we left. Them dinged liners keep on 
crowdin' us," growled Barnes with a fisherman's 
hate for the floating hotels. Went by with 
never a toot. See' er, jes' like th' banker's wife 
goin' t' church on Sunday? A mile a minute; 
fog or no fog, it's all the same t' tbem. They 
run us down an' never stop. What th' tarna-
tion we goin' to do? She'll haff t' stay aboard 
till th* run is over. I can't afford t' yank up 
my mudhook this time o' day." 

" Guess she can stand three 'r four days in 
our company, sinellin' oilcloths, «fish, kerosene, 
an' punk t'bacco." 

" If y' don't like th' kind o* t'bacco I buy, 
buv your own. I ain't objectin' none." 

The mate stepped over to the bunk and gin-
gerly ran his hand over the girl's head.* "Cod 's 
whiskers, Cap'n, they's a bump as big's a cork 
on th' back o' her head. She's struck one o' 
them floats all right. Where's th' arnica?" 

Barnes turned to his locker and rummaged 
about, finally producing an ancient bottle and 
some passably clean cloth used frequently for 
bandages. Sometimes a man grew careless with 
his knife or got in the way of a pulley block. 
With blundering kindness the two men bound 
up the girl's head, and then went about their 
duties. 

For three days Florence evinced not the 
slightest inclination to leave the bunk. She lay 
on her back either asleep or with her eyes 
staring at the beams above her head. She ate 
just enough to keep her alive; and the strong 
black coffee did nothing more than to make her 
wakeful. No one knew what the matter was. 
There was the bump, now diminished; but that 
It should leave her in this comatose state vastly 
puzzled the men. The truth is she had- suffered 
a slight concussion of the brain, and this, atop 
of all the worry she had had for the list few 
weeks, was sufficient to cause this blankness 
of the mind. 

The final cod was cleaned and packed away 
in salt, the mudhook raised, and the schoone^ 
Betty set her sails for the southwest. Barnes 
realized that to save the girl she must have tf 
doctor who knew his business. Mrs. Barnes 
would know how to care for the girl, once she 
know what the trouble was. There would be 
some news in the papers. A young and beauti-
ful woman did not jump from a big Atlantic 

liner without the newspapers getting hold of 
the facts. 

Av fair wind carried the Betty into her haven, 
and shortly after.Florence was sleeping peace-
fully in a feather bed, ancient, it is true, but 
none the less soft and inviting. In all this tkne 
she had not spoken a single word. 

" T h e poor young thing!" murmured the 
motherly Mrs. Barnes. " What beautiful haM 
0, John, I wish you would give up the sea. I 
hate it. It is terrible. I am always watching 
you in my mind's eye, in calm weather, in 
storms. Pieces of wrecks come ashore, and i 
always wonder over the death and terror back 
of them." 

" Don't y' worry none about me, Betty. I 
never take no chances. Now, I'm goin' int' th' 
village an* bring back th' sawbones. He'll tell 
us what t' do." 

The village doctor shook his grizzled head 
gravely. 

" She's been hurt and shocked at the same 
time. It will be many days before she comes 
around to herself. Just let her do as she 
pleases. Only keep an eye on her so that she 
doesn't wander off and get lost. I'll watch the 
newspapers, and if I come across anything which 
bears upon the case I'll notify you." 

But he searched the newspapers in vain, for 
the simple fact that he did not think to glance 
over the old ones. 

The village took a good deal of interest in the 
affair. They gossiped about it and strolled out 
to the Barnes cottage to satisfy their curiosity. 
One thing was certain to their, simple minds; 
some day Barnes would get a great sura of 
money for his kindness. They had read about 
such things in the family story paper. She wag 
a rich man's daughter; the ring on the un-
known's finger would have fitted out a fleet. 

Florence was soon able to walk about. Or-
dinary conversation she seemed- to understand; 
but whenever the past was broached she would 
shake her head with frowning eyes. Her main 
diversion consisted of sitting on the sand dunes 
and gazing out to sea. 

One day a stranger came to town. He said 
he represented a life insurance company and 
was up here from Boston to take a little vaca-
tion. He sat on the hotel porch that evening, 
surrounded by an admiring audience. The 
stranger had been all over the world, so it 
seemed. He s p o k e familiarly of St. Petersburg, 
Vladivostok, Shanghai, as the villagers—some 
of them—might have spoken of Boston. There 
were one or two old timers among the audience. 
They had been to all these parts. The stranger 
knew what he was telling about. After telling 
of his many voyages he asked if there was a 
good bathing beach near by. He was told that 
he would find the most suitable spot near Capt. 
Barnes' cottage, J u s t outside the village. 

" A n ' say, Mister, seen anythin' in th' papers 
about a missin' young woman? " asked some one. 

"Missing young woman? What's that?" 
The man told the story of Florence's leap 

into the sea and her subsequent arrival at the 
ca pe. 

" That's funny," said the stranger. " I don't 
recollect reading about any young woman being 
lost at sea. But those big liners are alwi ys 
keeping such things under cover. Hoodoos the 
ship, they say, and turns prospective passengers 
to other lines. It hurts business. What's- the 
young girl look like?" 

Florence was described minutely. The 
stranger teetered in his chair and smoked. Fi-
nally he spoke. 

" She was probably insane. That's the way 
generally with insane people. They can't see 
water or look off a tall building without want-
ing to jump. My business is insurance, and 
we've got the thing figured pretty close to the 
ground. They used to get the best of us on the 
suicide game. A man would take out a large 
policy today and tomorrow he'd blow his head 
off, and we'd have to pay his wife. But now-
adays a policy is not worth the paper it's writ-
ten on if a man commits suicide under two 
years." 

" You ain't try in' t' insure anybody in town, 
a re you ? " 

" O, no. No work for me when I'm on my 
vacation. Well, I'm going to bed; and tomor-
row morning I'll go out to Capt. Barnes' beach 
and have a good swim. I'm no sailor, but I like 
water." 

He honestly enjoyed swimming. Early the 
next morning £se was in the water, frolicking 
about as playfully as a boy. He had all the 
time in the world. Over his shoulder he saw 
two women wandering down toward the beach. 
Deeper he went, farther ojrft. He was a bold 
swimmer, but that did not prevent a sudden 
and violent attack of cramps. And it was a rare 

£ee of irony that tie poor girl should save 

the life of that scoundrel who was without pity 
or mercy. As she saw his face a startled frowi 
marred her brow. But she could not figure out 
the puzzle. Had she ever seen the man be-
fore? She did not know, she could not tell. 
Why could not she remember? Why must her 
poor head ache so when she tried to pierce the 
wall of darkness which surrounded her men-
tally? 

The man thanked her feebly, but the grati-
tude was on his lips and not in his hearts When 
he had sufficiently recovered he returned to 
the village and sought the railway station, where 
the Western Union had its office. 

" I want to send a code message to my firm 
Do you think you can follow it?" 

" I can try," said the operator. 
The code was really Slav; and when the long 

message was signed it was signed by the name 
Yroon. 

The day after the news came that Florence 
had jumped overboard off the Banks, Vroon 
with a dozen other men« had started out to 
comb all the fishing villages along the New 
England coast. Somewhere along the way he 
felt confident that he would learn wThetlier the 
girl WAS dead or alive. If she was dead, then 
the game was a draw; but if she was alive there 
was still a fighting chance for the Black Hun-
dred. He had had some idea of remaining in 
the village and accomplishing the work himself; 
but after deliberation he concluded that it was 
important enough for Braine himself to take a 
hand in. So the following night he departed 
for Boston, from there to New York. He pro-
ceeded at once to the apartment of the countess, 
where Braine declared that he himself would 
go to the obscure village and claim Florence «s 
his own child. But fo insure absolute success 
they would charter Morse's yacht and steam 
right up into the primitive harbor. 

When Yroon left the apartment Norton saw 
him. He was a man of impulses, and lie. had 
found by experience that first impulses are gen-
erally the best. He did not know who Vr >n 
was. Any man who called on the Countess Peri-
goff while Braine was with her would be worth 
following. 

On the other ^ n d . Vroon recognized the re-
porter instantly, and with that every ready and 
i»iert mind of his set about to lure the young 
nan into a trap out of which he might not 

easily come. 
Norton decided to follow his man. He might 

be going on a wild goose chase, he reasoned; 
still his first impulses had hitherto served him 
well. He looked careworn. He was convinced 
that Florence was dead, despite the assertions 
of Jones to the contrary. He had gone over all 
the mishaps which had taken place and he was 
now absolutely convinced that his whilom friend 
Braine and the Countess Perigoff were directly 
concerned. Florence had either been going to 
or coming from the apartment And tliat mem-
orable day of the abduction the countess had 
been in the dry goods shop. 

Yroon took a downtown surface car, aftd 
Norton took the same. He sat huddled in a cor-
ner, never suspecting that Vroon was watching 
him from a corner of his eye. Norton was not 
keen today. The thought of Florence kept ruu-
ning through his head. 

The car stopped and Vroon got off. He led 
Norton a winding course which at length ended 
at the door of a tenement building. Vroon en 
tered. Norton paused,', wondering what next 
to do, now that his man had reached his desti-
nation. Well, since he had followed him all 
this distance he must make an effort to find out 
who he was and what he was going to do. Cau-
tiously he enter d the hallway. As he itois 
about to lay his hand on the newel post of the 
dilapidated stairs the floor dropped from under« 
his feet and he was precipitated into the cellar. 

This tenement belonged to the Black Hun-
dred; it concealed a thousand doors and a hun-
dred traps. Its history was as dark as its hall 
ways. 

When Vroon and his companion, who had 
been waiting for him, descended into the cellar 
they found the reporter insensible. They bound, 
blindfolded, and gagged him quickly. 

"Saunders," dfud Vroon, "you tell Corrigan 
that I've a sailor for him tonight, and that I 
want this sailor booked for somewhere south 
of the equator. Tell him to say to the master 
that this fellow is ugly and ^disobedient. A 
tramp freighter, whose captain is a bully. Do 
you understand me?" 

" I get you. But there's no need to go to 
Corrigan this trip. Bannock is in port and sails 
tonight for Norway. That's far enough." 

"Bannock? The very man. Well, Mr. Nor-
ton, reporter and amateur detective, I guess 
we've got you fast enough this time. You may 
or may not come back alive. Go and bring 

around a taxi; some one you can trust I'll 
dope the reporter while you're gone." 

Long hours afterward Norton opened his ach-
ing eyes. He could hardly move and his head 
buzzed abominably. What had happened? 
What was the meaning of this slow rise and fall 
of his bed? Shanghaied! 

" Come out o' that now, ye skulker!" roared 
a voice down the companion way. 

"Shanghaied!" the reporter murmured. H* 
sat up and ran through his pockets. Not a sou-
markee, not a match even; and a second glance 
told him that the clothes he wore were not 
his own. " They've landed me this time. Shang 
haied! What the devil am I going to do?*' 

" D ' ye hear me?" bawled the strident voice 
again. 

Norton looked about desperately for some 
weapon of defense. He saw an engineer's span-
ner on the floor by the bunk across the way, and 
with no small physical effort he succeeded in 
obtaining it. He stood up, his hand behind his 
back. 

" A l l right, me bucko! I'll come down an' git 
ye." 

A pair of enormous boots began to appear 
down the companion-way, and there gradually 
rose up from them a man as wride as a church 
door and as deep as a well. 

n Wait a moment," said Norton, gripping the 
spanner. " Let us have a perfect understand-
ing right off the ba t " 

" We*re goin' t' have it, matey. Don't ye 
worry none." 

Norton raised the spanner and, dizzy as he 
was, faced the seafaring Hercules courageously. 

" I've been shanghaied, and you know i t 
Where are we bound?" 

e,i Copenhagen." 
" Well, for a month or more^ou'll beat me up 

whenever the opportunity offers. But I merelv 
wish to warn you that if you do you'll find a 
heap of trouble waiting for you the next time 
you drop your mudhook in North river." 

" Is that so said the giant, eying the span-
ner and the shaking hand that held it aloft 

" It is. I'll take your orders and do the best 
I can, because you've got the upper hand. But, 
God is witness, you'll pay for every needless 
blow you strike. Now, what do you want me 
to do?" 

" Lay down that spanner an' come on deck. 
I'll tell ye what t' do. I was goin' t' whale th* 
daylights out o' ye; but ye're somethin' av a 
man. Drop th' spanner first." 

Norton hesitated. As lithe as a tiger the 
bulk of a man sprang at him. and crushed him 
to the floor, wrenching away the spanner. Then 
the giant took Norton by the scruff of his neck 
and banged him up the steps to the deck. 

" I ain't goin' t' hurt ye. I had t' show ye 
that no spanner ever bothered Mike Bannock 
Now, d' ye know what a cook's galley is?" 

" I do," said Norton, breathing hard. 
"WTell, hike there an' start in with peelin' 

spuds, an' don't waste 'em, neither. That'll 
be all for th' present. Ye were due for a wal-
lopin', but I kinda like yer spunk." 

So Jim stumbled down to the cook's galley 
and grimly set to work at the potatoes. It 
might havfc been far worse. But here he was, 
likely to be on high seas for months, and no 
way of notifying Jones wfyat had happened. 
The outlook was anything but cheerful. But a 
vague hope awoke in his heart If they weae 
still after him, might it not signify that Floi*-
ence lived. 

Meanwhile Braine had not been idle. Accord-
ing to Vroon the girl's memory was in bad 
shape; so he had not the least doubt of bring-
ing her back to New York without mishap. 
Once he had her there, the game would begin 
in earnest. He played his cards exceedingly we'1. 
Steaming up into the little fishing harbor with 
a handsome yacht in itself would allay any 
distrust. And he wore a capital disguise, too. 
Everything went well till he laid his hand on 
Florence's shoulder. She gave a startled cry 
and ran over to Barnes, clinging to him wildly. 

" N o , no ! " she said. 
" No what, my child? " asked the sailor. 
She shook her head. Her aversion was inex-

plicable. 
"Come, my dear; can't you see that it is your 

father?" Braine turned to the captain. " She 
has been like this for a year. Heaven knows 
if she'll ever be in her right mind again," sadly. 
" I was giving her an ocean voyage, with the 
kindest nurses possible, and yet she jumped 
overboard. Come Florence." 

The girl wrapped her arms all the tighter 
around Barnes* neck, 

An Idea came into the old sailor's head. " Of 
course, sir, y've goc proof thet she's your daugh-
ter? 

" P r o o f ? " Braine was taken aback. 
"Yes ; somethin' to' .prove thet you're her 

father. I got skinned out of a sloop once be-
cause I took a man's word at its face value. 
Black an' white, an' on paper, says I here-
after." 

" But I never thought of such a thing," pro-
tested Braine, beginning to lose his patience. " I 
can't risk sending to New York for documents. 
She is my daughter, and you will find it will 
not pay to take this peculiar stand. 

" In black an' white, 'r y' can't hav^ her." 
Braine thereupon rushed forward to seize 

Florence. Barnes swung Florence behind him. 
" I guess she'll stay here a leetle longer, sir." 
Time was vital, and this obstinacy made 

Braine furious. He reached again for Florence. 
"Clear out o' here, 'r show your authority," 

growled Barnes. 
" She goes with me, or you'll regret It." 
" All right. But I guess th' law won't hurt 

me none. I'm in my rights. . There's the door, 
Mister." 

" I refuse to go without her ! " 
Barnes sighed. He was on land a man of 

peace, but there was a limit to his patience. He 
seized Braine by the shoulders and hustled him 
out of the house. 

" Bring your proofs. Mister, an' nothin* more'll 
be said; but till y' bring 'em keep away from 
this cottage." 

And, simple minded sailor that he was, he 
thought this settled the matter. 

That night he kept his ears open for unusual 
sounds, but he merely wasted his night's rest. 
Quite naturally, he reckoned that the stranger 
wtmld make his attempt at night. Indeed, he 
made it .in broad daylight, with Barnes not a 
hundred yards away, calking a dory whose 
seams had sprung a leak. Braine had Flor-
ence upon the chartered yacht before the old 
man realized what had happened. He never 
saw Florence again; but one day, months later, 
he read all about her in a newspaper. 

Florence fought; but she was weak, and so 
the conquest was easy. Braine was kind 
enough, now that he had her safe. He talked 
to her, but she merely stared at the receding 
coast. 

" A l l right; don't talk if you don't want to. 
Here," to one of the men, "take her to the 
cabin and keep her there. But don't you touch 
her. Ifll break you if you do. Put her in her 
cabin and guard the door; at least keep an eye 
on it She may take it into her head to jump 
overboard." 

Even the temporarily demented are not with-
out a species of cunning. Florence had never 
seen Braine till he appeared at the Barnes cot-
,«ge. Yet she revolted at the touch of Mb 
hand; hated him with a violence which would 
have stirred the scientific interest of an alien-
ist. She wanted to hurt him, torture him, beat 
him down and trample on him. But as this was 
a physical impossibility, she did the next most 
agreeable thing to her disordered mind. On the 
second day out toward New York she found a 
box of matches and* blithely set fire to her 
cabin, walked out into the corridor and thence 
to the deck. When the fire was discovered it 
had gained too much headway to be stopped. 
The yacht wras doomed. They put off in the 
boats and for half a day drifted helplessly. 

Fate has everything mapped out like a game 
of chess. You move a pawn, and bang goes 
your bishop, or your knight, or your king; or 
she lets you almost win a game and then check-
mates you. But there is one thing to be said to 
her favor—rail at her how we will, she is al-
ways giving odds to the innocent. 

* * * * * * 

Mike Bannock was in the pilothouse, looking 
over his charts, when the lookout in the crow's 
nest sang out " T w o boats adrift, off the port 
bow, sir!" And Bannock, who was a first class 
sailor, although a rough one, shouted down the 
tube to the engine room.« The freighter came 
to a halt in about ten minutes.. The castaways 
saw that they had been noted and pulled gal-
lantly at the oars. 

There are some things which science, well 
advanced as it is, cannot explain. Among 
them is the shock which cuts off the past and 
the countershock which reawakens memory. 
They may write treatise after treatise and ex-
pound, but they never succeed in truly getting 
beyond that dark wall of mystery. 

At the sound of Jim Norton's voice and at the 
sight of his face—for subconsciously she must 
have been thinking of him all the while—a great 
blinding heat-wave seemed to burn across her 
eyes, and when the effect passed away she 
was hersfclf again. A wild glance at her sur-
roundings convinced her that both she and lier 
lover were in danger. 

" Keep back," whispered Jim. " Don't rec-
ognize me." 

" They believe that I've lost my mind, and 
I'll keep that idea in their heads. Some time 
tonight I'll find a chance to talk to you." 

Jim kept in the background. It is doubtful 
if Braine would have recognized him. He was 
grimy with coal dust, for he had been put 
in the bottomless pit as a stoker, and there 
was a three days' growth of beard on his face. 

It took a good deal of cautious maneuvering 
to bring about the meeting. 

" They shanghaied me. And I thought you 
dead! It was all wrong. It was a trick of 
that Perigoff woman, and it succeeded. Ttirl, 
girl, I love you better than l i fe ! " 

" I know it now," she said; and she kissed 
him. " H a s my father appeared yet?" 

" No." 
" D o you know anything at all about him?" 

sa dly. 
" I thought I did. It's all a jumble to me. 

But beware of the man who brought you here. 
He is the head of all our troubles; and if he 
knew I was on board he'd kill me out of hand. 
He'd have to." 

Braine offered Bannock a thousand dollars to 
turn back ar far as Boston, and as Bannock 
had all the time in the world, carrying no per-
ishable goods, he consented. But he never 
could quite understand what followed. He had 
put Florence and Braine in the boat and landed 
them; but when he went down to see if Brains 
had left anything behind he found that indi-
vidual bound and gagged in his hunk. 

(TO BE C O N T I N U E D . ) 
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