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By HAROLD MAC GRATH

Illustrated from Scemes in the Photo Drama of the
Same Name by the Thonhouser Film Company '

CHAPTER VI.

“Did you got the range?” asked the
countess, when lato that night Bralne
recounted his adventure.

“Range!" he " snarled. “My girl,
haven't 1 just told you that I had to
fight for my WWle? My boat weas In
flames. We had to swim for it till
wo were plcked up by a Long Island
barge tug, 1 don't know what me
of the motorman,. He must have
hcaded stralght for shore. And I'm
glad he did. Otherwise he'd be howl-
Ing for the price of ancther boat.
Olga, for the first time I've had to
let one of the boys have o look at
iy foce. Doesn't know the name;
but ope of these days he'll stumbls
eoroszs It, and the result will be black-
mell, unlces I push him off into the
dark. It was sccidental.”

The countess Icaned forward, her
Eands tightly clinched.

“But the box!"

Eralne made o grsture of despalr.

‘“Leo, arc you using any drug these
daya?”

“Don't maka fun of me, Olga,” Im-
patiently. “Did you ever see me drink
more than o pint of wine or mmoke
more (han two clgars in an eovenlng?
Poor fools! What! let my brain go
Into the wastebasket for the sake of
ch hour or so of exhilaratlon? No,
and never will 1! I'm keen nbout the
gray matter I've got. and by the Lord
Harry, I'm going to keep it There's
only one dope flend In the Hundred,
and he's one of the best decoys we
bave; so we let.him have his coke
whenover he really needs (t. But this
man Fplton has secn my face. Bome
day Le'll soe it pgaln, ask questions,
and them , . "

“Then what?" A

“A burial at sea,” he Janghed. Tho
laughter died swiftly as it came,
“Threw it Into elght hundred feet of
water, on. A bar where the sands are
always slifting. Holl never fnd It
even if he took the range. Ho could
not have got.a decent one. The sun
was drépping and the shadows were
long. He threw the chest Into the
water and then began pegging away
at us, cool as you please, and fired
our tank."”

“It looks to mu ne if he had wasted
his time."

“That depends. Between you and
me and the gate-post, I've a sneaking
idea that this man Jones, whom no-
body bas given any particular atten.
ticn, s a deep, clever man. Hes may
bhave been honestly attempting to fad
a’'new hiding place; the ddvertieoment
in the nsewspaper may have drawn
him., Fle may have thrown the box
over in pure rage at secing himself
chockmatad. Agein, the whole thing
may have been worked up for our
benefit, m blind. Bot it that's  the
case, Jones han us on the hip, for we
can't tell. But wo can do what In all
probabllity ho expeets we'll ceasé to
do—watch him just as shrewdly as
before.”

Olgn caught his hand and drew him
down beside her. “I wasn't golng to
bother you tonight, but ¥ nay mean
something vital.” :

“What?" alertly. s

For reply she rose and walked over
to the light button. She pressed it
and the apartment becamo dark.

“Come over'to the window, quick!”
She drakged him acrops the room.

© A man emerged, Mt & elgarette, and
walked lelsurely down the utreet. -
“Nol" she ecried, as Blaine turned
to make for the door, doubtiess with
the intentlon of finding c:t who this

man was.  “Every hight after you |’

- “Does he foHow me?"
“No. And that's what bothered me
at firat. 1 bellaved be was

! watehing |
come apartment above. But regularly |

when I turn oot the lights he comes
forth. Bo there's no doubt (hat he
walches you enter and takes mote of
your Aopariore™
“But dposit’t follow me. That's odd.
hat the devil s his {dea?”
“T'd givo a good deal to learn™
nam.ua-mmm

"Tomorrow night you might leave
by the jJanitor's entrance. I'll keep
the lights on till you're outside. Then
I'll turn them off and you can follow
and learn who he is."

“It's mighty fonortant,” il
“Don’t scowl. At ¥our age a wrink
s apt to remaln i{f you onmce get it

started.”

, He laughed. “Wrinkles!” Bhe could

talk of wrinkles!

“They are more important than you
think. Every morning [ rub out the
wrinkle I go to bed with.”

“l1 wish you could Tub out the gen-
eral stupldity which {s wrinkllag my
braln. I've made three moves and
fafled In ecmch. What's come over
me?™

“Perhaps you've had too many suc
cesses, The wheel of chance Is al
ways turning around.” —

“May 1 smoke?

“Thanks. At least it proves you mtill
have come consideration for me. You
wouid smolte whether it was agreeable
or not. But I like the odor of & good
clgar: And it always helps you to
think."

Uiraine lit the cigar and began his
custemary pacing. At léngth he
paused.

“Suppose we have a real old-fash-

lened coaching party out to the oldl

mansion we know about?"

"And what shall we do there?™

“Make the mansion an enchanted
cagtle where sometimes people who
enter ean't get out. Do you taink you
could get her to go?™

“I can try." .
."Olgs, | must have that girl; and 1
must have her soon. Bometimes I find
mysell ‘mightily puzzled  over the
whole thing. If Hargreave is alive,
why doesn’t he turn up now that it's
practically known that his daughter
presides over his household? 1 might
upderstand 1t If 1 didn't know that
Hargraave is really afrald of nothing.
Whero {s the man with the five thou-
sand, pickod up at sea? Yhat was
the reason for Jones carrying that box
out in broad daylight? Who is the
chep  watching across the street?

Bometimes I belleve tn my soul—if I

have one!—that Hargreave is playing
with us, playing! Well” fiinging the
holf consumed clgar into the ‘grate,
“the Black Hundred always goes for-
ward, win or lose, and nover forgets."

“We are a flne pair!” sald the wo-
man bitterly, . 3

“Weo are exactly what fate intended
us to be. They wrote you down in the
book as a beautiful body with »
crooked mind. Thay wrols me down
as the devll, doomed to rosm ecarth's
top till I'm killed.” ,

“Killed 1 AL

“Why, yes. I'm mot the kind ot
chay who dies in bed, surrvunded by

the weeping moembers of the family,

doctor,” murse, End priest. I'm =a
scoundrel; but it has  this saving
grace, 1 enfoy being o scoundrel. Now,
I'm golng up to the club, There's
nothing lke a game of billiards. or
chess to smooth that wrinkls which
geems to worry you.*

In the great newupaper office there

was & mighty racket. Midnight al-

ways means pandemonium {n the
cliy room of a metropolitan daily.
Copy boys were rushing to and fro,
messengers and printers with. stioky
galleys in their hands; reporters were

graph room. !

The managing editor came out of
his office and m!udlh_dut_.d !

the night city editor. 7
“Editorial page gone down
“Twenty minutes ago,” sald. the

TN

- "Afiythirig §ood ? aakcd the mansg | el }

Ing editar, :

“The 1id Kea boan fammed on tight. | gr
No wine io any restaucant after one |
o'dlock. Thero'll be a roundup of eve n

ery guvman in town” -
“Good work! Go to it."” !

It was one o'clock when Nortom |

turned in bls last sheet of copy and
started for home. Just outside the

evtrance to the bullding a man with a *
slouch hat drawn down over hls eyes |m

stopped forward. .
“Mr. Norton?"

“Yen.” Norton atepped back l'al-l

plelously,
Tho other chuekied, ralsed and low-
ered his hat awliftly.

“Good Lord!" murmured the ve
porter.

“WIill you take & ride with me In a
taxi?” : A

“All the way to Byracuge, if you say
so. Well, I'll be tinker d—d!"

“No names, please!™ :

What took place in that taxlcab was
never generally known. But at ten
o'clock the next moraing Norton sur
prised the elevator boy by going out.
Norton proceeded downtown to the

netional  bank, where he deposited | Party

$56,000 in bills of large denominations.
The teller hed some difficully In count,
ing them. They stuck together and re-
tained the sodden appearance of
money recently submerged in water.

] . - L - -

Florence wan delighted at the idea
of a coaching party. Often during hor
echoolgit] days she bad secn the fash
fonable conches go careening along the
road, with the sharp, clear note of the
bugle rising about the thunder of hools
and rattling of wheels. Joncs was not
enthusiastic; nelther was bhe a killjoy

.“But you are to go nlong, too,” sald

nee.,

“l, Mias Florence?" ]

“The countess Invited you especially.
You will go with & hamper.”

“Ab, In my capucity as butler; very
good, Miss Florence.”  To her he gave
no elgn of his wecret satisfaction. :

The hour arrived; and the gay party

‘bowled away. They wound in and out

of the streets toward the country to
the crack of the whip and the blars of
the horn. Florance's enjoyment would

. : |
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that  turned.
them ™

Norton  Inspected the
fully, atowing away in.his

detall.  [He might be worrylng
nothihg:  but ‘w0 many strange
had happened that it was better

on the:slds of caution: than

elde of careclessness. He
houks and ran acroes J
& basket of wine. _

_ “Here, Norton; take this to
-1 want to recounoiter’t -

Job?" comleally.
-"Get ‘along. with you, Mr. N
may be the time to laugh, an

may not." v
' “I'm golug back into the
hide behind a secret panel.
my. rovolver. You go to
and take a try st my ea
works ymoothly. Wo may
somo. hiking. Whera is
in this?" . I
"Leave that to mey Mr. N

thg butler with his gitm amile.
(off; !_l:y-uo moving back toward

B0 Norton caried the bs

to thb lawn, where it was taken from
his hands by the lar servant.

sighed as ho saw
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|YOUR ATTENTION IS IN-

E! 3

1o the quality, variefy, and ﬂ'ioca
BEST GROCERIES IN TOWN
Coflees, Teas, Flour, fruits, etc

winning * prices. We're
the goods, ;lh_owlﬁg the
7552 Lot time,  Don't delay—be

# | GROCERIES TO-DAY. " You'll
1o morrow. |/
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Buld by Drue~izly, Prico Tho por bottls
Take Hall's Vomiy Pila /o7 cosatation.
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