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" dcor, opaued It and stood - upon the
threshold for a space. ~Across’ the |’

F

CHAPTER V.,
The Problem of the Soaled Box.
Iﬂ°n°|

Jones kept saylng to himself that he
must strive to be calm, to think, taink.
Desplte all his warnings, the warnings
of Norton, she had tricked them and
run away. It was maddenlng. He
wanted to rave, tear his hair, break
things. He tramped Uie hall. - It would
be wasting time to send for the pollce.
They would only putter mbout fruit-
lessly. The Black Hundred knew how
to arrange these abductions.

How had they succeeded in dolng t*
No one bad cutered the house that day
without his being present. There had
been oo telephone call he had not
heard the gist of, nor any letters’ he
had net firet glanced over. How had
they done It? Suddesly into his mind
fNached the remembrance of the candle-
1ght under Florence's door the night
before. In a dozen bounds he was in
hér room, searching drawers, paper
boxes, baskets. He found nothing, He
returned In despilr to Susap, who,
dyring all thia turniofl, bad sat as If
frozen In ber chair,

“Bpeak!" he cried. “For God's sake,
say sometbing, think something! Those
deviis are likely to torture her, hurt
heg!” He leaned ogainst-the wall, his
head on his erm.

When he turned again ht was calm.
He walked with bent head toward the

#ireet & ahadow stirred; but Jones did
not see it. His gare was attractéd by
sométhing witich shone djmlrﬂtln on
the walk just beyond the steps.. He
ran to’ it. A crumpled letter, unad-
dressed. He carried it ‘back to the
house, smoothed it ouf and read its
contents. Florence in her }uﬂo had
drapprd the letter.

He clulched at his hat, put it on ..'nd
ran (o Susan.

“Here!™ he cried, holding odt an z oy
¥

tomatic# “If anyone comes'in that
don't kuow, shoot! Don't ut ques,
tions, shoot!™

“T'zreleaid!” Bhe brtalhad with G-
fienity.

“Afrald?" he roared it her. He put
the weapon In ber hamd.” 1f alipped
and thudded to the floor. He stooped
, for it nnd slammed it into her Inp.
" “¥ou love your ilte and hopor.. You'll
know ‘how (5 shoot wheb e time
comes.  Now, attendl to me Il I'm
not back hiere by tew o'clock, turn this
Boto dver o the police.  If, you can't |,
do.that, thon God help us S111”  And |!
wilh that bie ran from the m i 9

Bugan cyed the revelver wilh grow-
ing terror. For what had/she left the
peace and quict of Misk Farlaw's: as|
saesinatiop, robbery, thieves and kid.)
ngpers? Ehe wanted to shriek, but

. her throat was as dry as paver.. Gin- |

gerly the tovched the plstol, * The cold

steel went & thrill of fear over Her, . He

badn't told her how, to shoot 1Ll .
Two Hlocks down thom“u

allo#,‘wan_the gorage whersin Har-|. -

gTeavy bid hoan wout tokeep his car,
Toward thiy Jones ram with the:

of & track ‘athlete. There m

half a dozen taxicabs abous, but hl
would not run the 'risk of eagaging |
any ooe of them. The Black Handred
wii capable of antielpating his n-'r
movement.

The shkadow nicross the street stobd
undecided. At length he concluded to
give Jones ten micutes in whidh to re-
torn. It he did not retarn 'within that
"time, the wateher would go up to the
drug store and uhphm l!nf instruc-
tions,

But Jones did not mu back.
“Where's Howard?" he m
"Hello, Jones; what's’ ur' ol vt

*Howard, got that bar out’ u once.”

"Out she comes.. Walt till T give her|
-mdiator & bugket ot s ,onl"
whispered Howard.

‘ often used as hluw "got on tp
‘his oiba!  Fint tine I Sver saw him
awake, 1 wonder w , Xou
oever know whits back'‘of
mammy-faced um

"o

i

Jones!” v

chauffeur jumped into t.li oar
apd Jones look the lﬂl III-
“Where to?”
" *Numbaer 78 "anlﬂ o

it tralled awny, smothered in the vio-

"lent thunder of the big six's ‘engines. |

1

During the ear's filght several police:

'-.unu hatled it withont sugnees. ‘Down | M6R

1lils street, up that, ronnd this corner,

u,nnu #n hour; and all tha while |

‘uhouted: “Faster, faster]”

—Wl-lk!n iwalve misutes from the timé

Atlent the garage, ks car
, posite No, 78 Grove m
tot out.

By HAROLD MAC GRATH - .
[l ——————— |
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LAl Wi EEE Witk B SUSHEUT he HAl
uutdmmﬂm hul.limbod;

“Florence, 1 am Jones!"

She stopped, rtuoxnind him, and
without & wohl ran' across the strest
to the automobile and climbed into the
tonneaw. Jones followed immediately,

“Homol"

- The car shot up the dimly lighted
street, shone palely for a second under
the corner lamp, and vanished. ™  °

“Ah, child, child!™ groaned the' man
at her gide, mll the tenseness gono
from his body. He was Jopes again.

Still she did not speak Lut stared
ahead with unseelng eyes.

Ng further reproach fell from the
butler's lips. It wus enough that God
had gulded him to her at the uppolaud
moment, He felt assured that never
ogain would she be drawn into any
trap. Poor child! What had they said
to her, done to her? How, In God's
name hag she escaped from thém who
never let anybody escape? Presently
she would becdme nermal, and them
she wopld tell him.

“I found the lying nolg. You dropped
i =t
“Horrible, horrible!" ahe sxid Rimost
inaudibly.

+ “"What did they do ta you?". .

“He eald he wae my father. . . .
He put his arma around me. -, ., .
And 1 knew!”

"Knew what?"

“That be lied. 1 can't explaln” -

“Don’t tryi”

Suddenly she lald her head agalnst
the ‘butler's shoulder and cried. It
<was terrible to hear youth weep in'
this fashlon. Jones put 'his arm about
her, and tried to console her.

"Hurrlm"' she murmured between
m violent hiccoughs. *1 was mu.
wrong! Rorglve mel”

lfw Eo arm lunlnlng

“Never mind," he consoled. ":“ 6o
‘what has bappened. Go about as
usual. Don't lot even Susan know,
Whatever your poor father did was for
your' sake. He wanted you to bo
happy, withont a carein the w

eﬂu'a. “But 1 feel 80 old, Joncs, so

threw a chair the wipndow,
They thnunt that it was/ I =ho hid'

iwidey time. 1 don't understand how I
did it lwunltri;hlw.od at all el
'l galned the street.”
- They found Busan still peated In the
, the automatic {n her lgp. .
m sot. moved fn:all this time!
-
MM uced uu lphrumm!
Prifitess 'l;crl:uu. From ke
Mh & botidolr and back,
twenty tlmu. From the dlmw

ﬂ_‘

her; seven of uh; doors locked, and|;
allthat. No weeping, no 3-1'-

pot urfderatand then,

¢ It's in the blood. Hl.r:r:pm
ﬂ mcttul as & Bt. Bernard dog, £l
mm ,and then he wis's
bbon, O, the devill  Elipped out of our
fingers an e¢l.  And across the
stroet, Jones in g racor! . I never pald
uny particular attdition to Jooes, but
from now on I gl . The girlunay

* mValt bere, Bowiad., If s
come ryshing caul, jor 1@
within , {ed ‘mivhje

-1 promise.” And gradually the sobs |
‘very ‘old. 1 threw over the lamp. 1}

Jumped out.  ‘That gave me the heoss- |
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Ul ecourse; Miorence read uo- “per
sonal" . Sle 'took the paper at
once to Jonea, who silled 1y.

““¥ou see, T trust you.”

“Abd. w0 long as you continue to
trust mio no harm will befpll you. You
‘wore Jelt in' my eare by your father. 1
am to guard you at the expense of my
life. Last night's affalr was & miracle,
The " next time you will not dnd 1t so
casy Lo escape.”

Nor did she.

“There will be 5o next time” grave.
‘ly. . “But I am golug to ask you a di-
rect guestion. ')s my father alive?”

Tho butler's brow puckered. “] have
mhdtommtuu.ouwnyor
the other.” - . ’

+ Bhe laughed. .

"Whr do you laught"

I lAugh becadse if he were dead
there would be #o earthly reason for
your not saying so at once. But 1 hate
money, the name of it, the sound of It,
the sight of It. 1t.s al the bottom of
ail wars and cHmes, 1 desplse it!"”

“The root of all wvil. Yet it per-
forms many noble deeds. But never
mind the money. Let us give our at-
tention to this personisl. Doubtless it
originated in the same mind which
concelved the  letler. 'Your father
would never have inseried such a per-
songl. What! Give lls coemies o
change Lo léarn his secret? No. On
tha other hand I want you to show this
personal to all you mect today, Busan,
the reporter, to everybody. Talk about
it. - Bay that you wopder what you
shall do. Trust no one with your real
thoughts.”

“Not evén you, l-u-. Jones,” thought
the girl as ehe nodded.

“And tell them that you showed it
to me and that I appeared worrled.”

That night there was a meeting of
the organfzation called the Black Hun-
dred. Braine ssked if anyone knew
what the Hargreave hutler looked like,

“I bad a gllmpse of L'm the other
night; but belng umpnnd. 1 ninn
not recogiilze bim agdin,”

Vroon described Jones niaul.ol:
Braine could almost see the portrait. -

“Vroop, that memory of yours s
mhslatolmq. ‘swas bis only:
comment. -

“1 hope It will be worth more soon.”

41 believe I h‘hlaurown.lu
Mr, it 1 nee him. ; W'luhh.lnll
what {s het™ .*

“He has been with !'hrlruu for 14
years.  Thefe was a:homicidal case in
which Jopes active  Hargreave
saved him. . He and wncom-
munlcative, Money will niot touch him.
nmmmmmunumu.
hot irons could pot mianke him ovwn up
to {t.. The only-way is to waleh him,
follow hish, wait for the mometit when
Aol grow caraless. No man {8 always
nhl.lnutue; hnlltaupmqrqr

"Ho is belng wm!nd a8 you know."

[ reat i1 be left to Felton.” .

= “Awd,” Pellon, - my

)

némh'-ﬂn alvoys spoke. -nmy
‘when

PR L

.Hlm ‘stole up, consalied Jades,
mmnmmrmw dovin.
next fallure will

shife.
wnull;" . i mm
olr: mo
I,":I.nmmm

?

Be

hwlhmbollu dlmaob\in
part..

My child, ml' father |a uau
then 1 nnlmul!;

“We don't Kpow," -IJ, ’

“Why, 1 amhl ey that this proves
i

“On the nontnn. h proves' nothing
of the sort, sfnce 1 have yet to dis
mernmnhlwhhmnn. 1 hav

JAb, 1f 1 only find ft!1":

;"And Weuid you'do with ;h'-

“Take ft at' ofon to some bank und
offer tha whole of it fof: the safe ro-
tarn of my father, every penny of it,
I don't know ‘what to do, which Way
ito turn,” tears galheriog in her. eyes
and ' they. ‘werg' genuine’ tears, 'too.|
“THore ‘are _millions In &locks and
bondis and I €afingt tduch's penny of it
tnum tho legal doguments haye not
beeri found. I can't.even pro that 1
am his dlnghtsr. except for. an old
bracelet, and, wy fulhier's lawvers gay.
that  that would “not hold ln &y
court.”

*You were born in Bt mM

_hunted in’ every ook, diawer: Tyel L
ssarched, for pachls, Iooked fn trunks %
for” false botloms. ~Nothing, nothing!

my dear, Have the cdhnu' there m
upthe hirth

“That would not. nl mo inlo puul-
slon.. Wathing But the return of my
fathes will avall me. And there's a'hor-

rible thought alw: ot-wrnut
hhnﬁlm -

"'l'hsrl) 1o ‘doubt’ n my
have -only, to.r ihlrlp.l:
know whose you nre But' wm

will you live oal?" - Hm
S R Mlllttullhlp
£ the child was:

bilton. T ek
eibilities, ;. The und oply
S oL
child’ A “prisoner, . Tt ulu yas' B
greavd's tine d-wmrh vqcid'
out of his biding. | " .
Bhe heard Florene. nnswmm
question: Is o oim of ten or
twelve thmna in'the Riverdale be

ler. mr that 48 gone, 1. don't K
wjm whl. happen 10 ‘us, Buspp

"'l'ht dnnr of Miss Farlow's =vill! ﬂ-
ways bo open’ o yas, Florence.” rei
plied Bugan. with lgrd (n ber

teked  the m under oy arm q.nd
mado his exil l

The man ut
heard o falnl whistle. / u o ol
S S
a en A i
bell "It Was only then that Plosence| |

missed the ever present butler. Bho

besitated, then sent Susan 1o the dogr,

‘1 must y dea upeu vilegly.

important ﬂ‘

“He hus gong put,” said Bnm. ne '
very seusibly the door ‘hefore
ﬂi.rmm faot lod I getting fu- |

ltmﬂm&onu Hamm---

to the rear. Tha ladder con
{hat Jones had fricked him. Heé
wild with rege:, ‘He was oyer nmn

MI

.s.nmu-t. Amr down m‘qu e

meuwpmmmt
Lare  you m into "
m 4 !

*Yeu.” Felton fired iiis revolver fnto

toe alr In nopcs of terrifying
‘pingurs ' b

Nm!" ]
areyoul? -
'r mads & sign vhleb Fel
, recoguized,

Jones' en-
5 thert, was five hundred

This Inl convaroation’ 'p'pl
intérruptéd by, the advent of
Ho wis alwoya druw-llt An
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