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he-comt. When she-coul not pick up eponghi
barges to make i pay, why, she’d go galavans-
ing down to Cuba for bules of tubmeco or over
to the Bermudas for tne heaven smelling
onion. Today an onfon ship; which
any

£
H
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be was one of his kisd. A grimy dime novel
protruded rakishly from his hip pocket, and
his right cheek was swollen g8 with the tooth-
ache, due, proba®ly, to.a generous “ chaw ” of
Beammn'q Delight He was a real tobacco
chewer, for he rarely spat. He was as peace-
ful as a back bay in ; nom-
arpamentative and passive, e stood his watch
in fair weather and foul.

No one gave the anchor any more atten
tion after it came to rest. The great city
over the way was fairy-like in fts haziness

having this feature as soom as it is pos-
sible to produce the same. El"he story corre-
sponding to these motion nf:tq)‘a cc_;'ll ap-

and rity. It was the poetry of angles,
of shafts and spars of stome; and Steve
Blossom, having a moment to himself, leaned

pear in the papers or
as soon after the appearence of the pie-
tures as practicable. With the last two
reels will be shown the pictures of the v.-.ln-
ner, his or her home, and other interesting
features. It is understocd that the ncws-
papers, so far as practicable, in printing
the last two chapters of the story _by Har-
old MacGrath, will also show @ picture of
the successful contestant.

Selutiens 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—Wha becomes of the millionaire?

No, 2—What becomes of the $1,000,0007

No. 3—Whom does Florence marry?

No. j—What becomes of the Russion
countess?

Nobody connected cither directly or in-
directly with * The Million Dollar Mys-
tery " will be considored as o contestant.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOU CHAPTERS.

Stanley Hargreave, millionaire, after a
miraculous escape from the dem of the
sang of brilliant thieves known as the
Biack Hundred, lives the life of a re-

4] the rail and stared regretfully. He
bhad been generously drunk the night before,
and it was a pleasant recoflection. Change
led his glance to teafl down the cutwater. His
neck stretched from his collar like u turtle's
from its shell.

“Well, I'll be hornswagiled!” he mur
mured, shifting his cuod from starboard to port.

Caught on the fluke of the anchor was the
strangest looking box he had ever Iid eyes on.
There was leather and steel bands and dia-
mond-shaped ivory and mother of pearl, and it
hung jauntily on the point of the rusty fluke.

T'reasure !

And Steve was destined never to be passive
apnin. His first impulse was to call his com-
panions ; his second:impulse was to say moth-
i.g at all, and wait for an opportunity to get
the box to his bunk without being detected.
Troasure! Diamonds and rubies and pearls
aud old Spanish gold; all hanging to the fluke
of the anchor.

* Hornswoggled!” in a kind of awesome
whisper thistine. “ An’ we a-headin’ for &

h !" For under his Yeet he could hear

eluse for clg years. ac-
eidentally mcets Braine, Icader of the
Black Hupdred. Kuowing Braine will
try to get him, he escapes from hiy own
home by m balloon. Before escaping he
writes a letter to the girls’ school where
eizhteen years before ke mysteriously
left on the doorstep his baby daughter,
Florence Gray. That day Hargreave
alyo draws $1,000,000 from the bank, but
it is reported that this dropped into the
mea when the balloon he eseaped in was
punctured.

Florence arrives from the girle’ schook
@Coubtess Olga, Braine's companion, vis-
its her and claims to be a relative. Twe
bogus detectives ecall, but their plot in
foiled by Norton, a mewspaper man.

By bribing the captain of the Orient
Norton Inys a trgp for Braipe and his
sang. Countess Olga zino visits the Ori-
ent’s eaptain, and she chwsily falls into
the reporter’s snare, The plan proves
abortive through Braine’s good luck and
only hirelings fall into the hands of the
police.

After falling iu their first attempt the
Black Hundred trap Florence. They ask
her for money, but she escapes, again
folling them.

Norton and the countess call on Flor-
ence the next day, once more safe at
home. The visitors having gone, Jones
removes a section of flooring and from
® cavity takes a box. Pursued by mem-
bers of the Black Hundred, he roshes to
the water front and succeegls in drap-
ping the box into the sea.

C Olga in
the Flor-
ence Hargreave and Nertom.

A of Braine in kid-

maping Florence while she is shopping
and hurry her off to sea. She leaps into
the sea and is picked Gp in & dased com-
dition by a party of fishermen. The
Black Hundred locate her and Braine,
disguifed as her father, sueceeds in tak-
ing her back to sea with him. Florence
mets fire to the boat and is rescued by a
whip on which Nerton has beem shang-
hajed.

Norton and Florence, safely ashore
and with no longer any misundecstand.
ing between them, take the train gor
home. The train is wrecked and wailting
members of the Black Humndred ecarry

the ¥ te a hrut.
Nortop, whe tries to rescoe her, s tied
to the teacks. ¥ anves

him and finally Jowes comes to the res-

the rhythm of the engines. “ WLat'll I do? If
I leave it, some one else'll see it.” He scratched
hig chin perplexedly; and the cud went back
to starbourd. “1 got it!”\

He took off his coat and carefully dropped
it down over the mysterious box. It was
growing darker and darker all the time, and
shortly neither coat nor anchor would be vis-
ible without close scrutiny. Treasure: greed,
cupidity, erime. Steve saw only the treasure
and not its camp followers. What did they
call them?—doubloons and pieces-of-eight?

He ate his supper with liis messmates, and
Le ate heartily as usual. It would have taken
something more vital than mere treasure to
disturb Steve Blossom's appetite. He was
one of those enviable individuals whose imagi-
nation and gastric juices work at the same
time. And while he ate he planned. In the
first place, he would buy that home at Bed-
ford; then he would take over the Gilson
house and live like a lord. If he wanted a
drink, all he would have to do would b: te
turn the' spigot or tip a bottle; and more
thsn that, he’d have a bartender to do it.
Onicns! He swore be would not have an
onion within a mile of the Gilsom house.
“Onions!” Quite unconsciousty he spoke
this word alond.

“Hyh? Well, if ye don't like ondons, find
a hooker that packs violets in her hold,” was
the cheerful advice of the man at Steve's
elbow.

“Who's tafkin® ' you?” grunted Steve.
“ Whe' &id ¥ may?”

* Onjons, ye dubber! Don't we know whut
emions is? Aln"t we smelt 'em so long that
ye could stigk yer nose in th' starboard Ilight
an’ never smell no kerosene? Onmions! Pass
th' cawffy.”

Steve belped himeel® first. The man who
spoke bunked over lriw, and they were not on
the best of terms. There was no real reason
for fhin frank antagonism; simply, they did
nct splice any more effectually than cotton
rape and hemp splice. Suilors are moody and
superstitious ; at least they generally are on
hookers of the * Captsin Manners” breed.
Steve was it

cue of both. and Jim Dimkers was

— moody and had no thumb on his left hand.

[Copyright: 1014: By Harold J Spanish doub and pearls gusd diamonds
CHAPTER XW. and rubles!

DIPSY-CHANTY, if you please; of

sailormen in jerseys and tarry caps, of

rolling gaits, strong tobacco amd di-

verse profanity; ef cutters, and hiunt-

nose schooners, and tramps, carugeand
steam, some of them homest, some of thess
shady, and some of them piretes of the first
water who did not find it mecessary to hoist
aloft the skull and bones. The seas are dotted
with them, They remind you of the once pros-
perous merchant, run down at the heel, who
slinks along the side streets, ashbamed to meet
those he knew in the past. You never hear
them mnientioned in the maritime news, which
i3 the society eolumn of the shipss you know
of their existence only hy the bleached homes
of them, strewn song the coast.

An homest ship, but run down at the heel,
rode at anchorin-the sound, a fourth-rater of
the hooker breeds that is, her principal Bine
of buginess was bauling barges: up-and down

It was mighty bard not to say
these words out loud, tco; blare them into
the sullem faces grouped sbout the table. He
was off watch till midnight : and be was won-
dering if he eould get the box without attract-
h‘&nmﬂmdﬂ!emgihnhel;
devilish keen eye for ewerything that stirred
on deck or on water. Well, he wemld hdve to
risk it; but he wonld wait till full darkness
had fallen over the sea and the lookont would
be compelled to keep his eyes off the deck.
The boys wanted him to play cards.

“Not for me. Busted. How long d' y
think $40 Il last in New York, anyhow?”
And he stalked out of the forecastle and went
down into the waist to enjoy his-evening pipe,
all the while keeping « westher eye forward,
at-the raity old pilot house.

K was 10 oclock, land time, when he
remmed his cutty into a pocket smd:resatute .
ly walked forward. If any one wetched him
they would think he was only looking down

¥

the cutwater, The thought of money and the
pleasures it will buy makes cunning the sto-
pidest of dolts; and Steve was ordinarily a
dolt. But tonight his brain was keen enough
for all purposes. It was a basardous job to
get the box off the fluke without letting it slip
back into the sea. Steve, however, accom-
plished the feat, climbed back on the rail and
sat down, waiting. A quarter of an hour
passed. No one had seen him. With his coat
securely wrapped about his precious find he
made for the forecastle. . His mates, save those
who were doing their watch, were all in their
bunks. An oil lamp dimly illuminated the
forward partition. Steve’s bunk was almost
in darkness. Very deftly he rolled back the
bedding and secreted the box under his pil
Jows, and then stretched himself out with the
pretense of anoozing till the bell called him to
duty.

He was rich; and the moment a man has
money le has troubles: there is always some
one who wants to take it away from yom.
His bunk was on the port side, and there was
plenty of hiding space between the iron plates
and the wooden partition. He intended to
loosen three or four planks, and then when
the time came, slip the box behind them.
Some time during the morning the forecastle
would be empty, and then would be his time.

But he suffered the agonies of damnatiom
during his four hours’ watch. Supposing some
foel should go rummaging about his bunk and
di the box? 8 . . Bat he
dared not suppose. There was nothing to do
but wait. If he croated any curiosity on the
part of his mates he was lost. He would hMave
to divide with them all, from the captain down
to the cook's boy. It'was a heart-rending
thought. From being the most open and frank
man aboard, he became the most cunning.
From being 2 man without ememies, he saw
an cnemy even in his shadow.

At 4 o'clock he turned in and slept like a
log.

Ir the morning he found his opportunity.
For half an hour the forecastle was empty of
all save himself. Feverishly he pried back the
boards, found the brace beam, and gently kil
the box there. It was a mighty curious look-
ing box. Omnce he had stoked up the Chinese
eoast from the Philippines, an® he judged it
to be Chinese in origin. He tried to pry open
the cover and feast his ey®¥s upon the treasure ;
but under the leather and ivory and mother
of pearl was impervious steel. It would take
an ax or a crowbar to stir that lid. He sighed.
He replaced the boards, and became to ull
appearances his stolid self again.

Bat all the way down to the Bahamas he
was moody, and when he answered any ques-
tion it was with words spoken testily and
Jerkily.

“1 know whut’s th’ matter,” said Dunkers,
“ He's in love.”

“ Shut your mouth!”

“ Didn’t I tell yuh? " laughed the tantalizer,
ing toward the jonway. * Steve's

in love, r he didn't git drunk enough on shore

t’ satisfy his whale’s belly!”

A boot thudded spitefully against the door
Jamb.

“ You fellahs let me alone, ’r I'll bash in a
couple o’ heads! "™

“0, yuh will, will yuh?” cried Dunkers
from the deck. “If yuh want a little exer-
cise, yuh can_begin on me, yuh moonsick
swab! Whbut's th’ matter with yuh, anyhow?
Where'd yuh git this grouch? Whut've we
dode t' yuh? Huh?” *

“You keep out o’ my way, that’s all. I's
mindin’ my watches, an’ don't ask no odds of
you duffers. What if I have a grouch? Is it
any o' your blame business? All right. When
we step ashore at th’ Bahams, Mister Jim
Dunkers, I'll tear the ropes out o' your pulley
blocks. But till we git there, you t' th’ upper
bunk an’ me t’ mine.”

“Leave th’ ol’ grouch alone, Jim. Th'
mate won't stand for no serappin’ asboard.
We'll bave th’ thing done right in th’ custom
sbads. We'll have a finish fight, Queensberry
rules, an’ may th’ best man win.”

“I'm willin’,” seid Jim.

“8o'm I,” agreed Steve. Baut his-intentions
were not honorable. He proposed to desert

a

‘*YOU LEMME BY!* BREATHED STEVE.

AND THAT S WHY THE ORIGINAL BOX WAS ABLE TO BE HIDDEN ONCE AGAIN.,

before any fight took place. Not that he was
physically airaid; no; he wanted to dig his
bands deep into those doubloons and pieces-of-
eight. ;

So the four days down passed otherwise un-
eventfully, amid paint pots and iron rust and
three meals @ day of pork, onion soup, pota-
toes, and strong, bitter coffee. The winds be-
eame light and balmy and the sea blue and
gentle. The men went about in their under-
shirts and dungarees, barefooted. Of course
the coming fight was the main topic of conver-
sation. It promised to be a rattling good
scrap, for both men were evenly matched, and
both had a “kick ” in either hand. Even the
captain took a mild interest in the affair. He
was an old sailor. He knew that there was no
stch word as arbitration in a emnilor’s vocab-
ulary; Lis disputes could be settled omly in
one manner, by Lis calloused fists.

When the old mudhook (and some day Steve
was going to buy it and hang it over the en-
trance of the Gilson house) slithered down
into the smiling waters of the bay, Steve con-
cluded that discretion was the better part of
valor. He would steal ashore on the quaran-
time tug which lay alangside. He was willing
to fight under ordinary circumstances, but he
must get his treasure in safety first They
could call him a welcher if they wanted to;
devil a bit did he care. So he pried back the
boards of his bunk wall, took out the box,
eyed it fondly, and noted for the first time
the lettering on it:

STANLEY HARGREAVE.

He wrinkled his brow in the effort to recall
a pirate by this name, but was unsuccessful.
No matter. He hugged the box under his coat
and made for the gungway, and inadvertently
ran into his enem

Dunkers caught u bit of the box peeping
out from under tle coat.

“What 'a’ yuh got there?”
truculently.

“None o’ your damn business!" You lemme
by ; hear me?”

“ Ain’t none o' my business, huh? Where'd
yuh git a box like that? Steal it? By cripes,
I'm goin' t’ have a look at that box, my
hearty. It don’t smell like honest onions.”

“Yon lemme by!? breathed Steve, with
murder in his heart.

Suddenly the two men closed, surged back
and forth, one determined to take and the
other to hold this mysterious box. Dunkers
stroggled to uphold his word: not that he
really wanted the box but to prove the® e
was strong enough to take it if he wanted to.

he demanded

-

The name on the box flashed and disappeared.
It was a kind of shock to him. He and Blos-
som went battering against the rail. Dunk-
ers’ grip slipped and so did Blossom’s. The
result was that the box was catapulted into
the sea. With an agonizing cry, Blossom
leaned far oveg. He saw the box oscillate for
& moment, then sink ‘gruoefully in a zigzag
course, down through the blue waters. Fainter
and fainter it grew, and at last wanished.

“I'm sorry, Steve; but yuh wouldn't let
me look at it,” said Dunkers, contritely.

“Damn you; I'm goin’ t' kill 3’ for that!”

It became a real fight this time, fist and
foot, tooth and nail; one mad with the lust
to kill and the other desperately intent on liv-
ing. It was one of those contests in which
honor and fair play have no part. But for
the timely arrival of the captain and some of
the crew Dunkers would have been badly in-
jured, perhaps fatally. They hauled back
Blossom, roaring out his oaths at the top of
his lungs. It took half an hour’s acguing to
calm him down. Then the captnin demanded
to know what it was all about. And blubber-
ing, Steve told him.

* Six hundred feet of water, if I've got my
reckoning right. The anehor lies in sixty feet,
but the starboatd side drops sheer six hun-
dred. You swab! Why dido’t you bring the
box to me? A man Ims a right to what he
finds. I'd have taken care of it for you till
we got back to port. I know; you were
greedy ; you thought I might want to stick my
fist into your treasure. And you'll never find
it in 600 feet of water and tangled, porous
coral. That's what you get for being a blamed
hog. As for you,” and the captain turned to
Dunkers, “get your dunmage and your pay
and hunt for another boat back. I won’t have
no murder on board ‘ Captain Manners.” And
the sooner you go, the better.™

“I'll go, sir,” said Dunkers, readily enough.
Had the misfortune happened to him and had
Blossom been the aggressor, he would want
his life. He understood. Like the valet in
“ Olivette,” it was the time for disappearing.

“An’ keep out o’ my way. I'll git y° yet,”
growled Blossom.

“Keep your mouth shut,” said the mate,
“or I'll have you put in irons, you pig! "

“All right, sir. I've said all I'm goin’ t’
say t'day " ; and Blossom strode off.

“ What was the box like?” asked @e cap-
tain of Dunkers.

“Chinese contraption, siry leastwise it
Jooked that way to me. Didu't ook as if it'd

been in ti’ water long, eir. Somethin”
overboard by some private yacht, ¢
thinkin’. I'll keep out o’ Steve's way
lay low on shore, sir.” - .
_And though Steve made a perfort rangeeof:
the spot, he never came back to fim} the-mps
terious box, never gaw the Gilson house back
home, nor did he ~ver see Dunkers sgein. On
the voyage home he brooded contimuslly,.snd
was fri tly found blubb - snd ome
night he skipped his watch and went to- Devg,
Jomes’ locker.

Dunkers had not told sl out:fhe mwme e fml
seen on the box ; and Blossom had not thonght
to. The name Hargreave bhad instantly
brought back to Dunkers’ mind the newspaper
stories he had recently read. There was no
doubt in the world that this box belpmzefiitn
the missing millionaire, who had drasew aamil-
lion from his banks and vanished; and, mose-
aver, there was no doubt in Dunkers’ mind
that this million lay in the Bahsman waters.
It had been drawn up from the bottom oftthe
sound, under the path of the balloom. He
proceeded, then, to take a most minute ramge.
It would require money and partners; but half
a loaf would be far better than no loaf at all;
and he was determined to return to New York
to find backing. Finding is keeping, on land
or sea.

Now it happened that his favorfte grog shop
was a cheap saloon gcross the way from the
headquarters of The Black Hundred; aad
Vroon dropped in, for he often
picked up valuable bit of maritime news.
Dunkers was an old friend of the barkeeper,
and be groceeded to pour and gurzde down his
throat a very poor substitute for whisky. He
become micative. He'b d. He knew
where there was a million, and ait he needed
was a first cless diving bell. A year from
now he worid not be drinking cheap whisky;
he'd be steering a eourse up and down Broad-
way and buying wine when be was thirsty.
He was no miser. Bat he had to bave a dis~
ing bell; and wheve the Blve devil could be
get one with $12 and an Ingersoll watch im
his pocket?

From My tafils Vroon mafe a sign which
the bartender understood. Then be tose and
approached Dunkers.

“1 own a pretty good diving apparatos™
he snid “T¥ you've got the goods, N tufke
a chance on a fifty-ffty basie” Vroon didmot
befieve there was snything back of tiis-<uifks
but it always paid to dig deep enough tofind
out. “Have a drink; and, Bill, give us-a real
whisky and none of your soap-lye. Now, letw
hear your yarn.”

“I don’t know yuly™ exid Dunkers, with
drunken caution. “ How is it, Bill?* turning
to the bartender.

“He's the goods, Jim. You've heard of
Wryant & Co.?”

“Sure I've heard o’ them. Best divin®
app'ratus they in”

“ Well, this gent here is Mr. Brooks, gen-
eral manager for Wyant & Co. I e O. K.
him.”

Vroon threw an appreclative glance at the
bartender. He was not affiliated with The
Blgck Hundred, but he had often aided Vroon
in minor affairs.

“ All right, if yuh say so, BillL Well, here's
th’ yarn.”

And when he had done, Vroon smoked g 4
1y withont speaking.

“Don’t yuh believe it?" demandeddDunk
ers, truculently. 4

“ But 600 feet of water, in a corgll bottom,
and no way of tellipg just where it fell ovess
board. That’s a tough proposition.”

“0, it is, 8 it? I'm a sailor. I can lap
my hand right over th’ spot. Do yuh think
I'd be fool enough t' hunt for it without a
perfect range?” Dunkers tapped his coat
pocket suggestively.

And Vroon knew that the ome thing he
wanted was there, a plan or a drawing of ‘the
range. So there was another man shanghuied
that night, and his destination was Cape
Town, twenty-two days’ vayage hy the calem~
dar.

Vroon carried his information to the organ-
ization that same night. They would start
the expedition at once, and till this was ag~
complished, Hargreave’s daughter was to be
immune from attacks. Besides, it would give
Hargreave (wherever he was) and the others
the idea that The Black Hundred had com-
cluded to give up the chase.

Above, with his ear to a small bole, skil
fully bored through the ceiling without pes-
mitting the plaster to fall, knelt a man with
a bandaged arm. He could never see any
faces; no ome ever took of a mmsk in this
sinister chamber. But there were voices, and
he was never going to forget some of them.
After the meeting came to an end, he waited
an hour after, and then stole down into the
street by the aid of the fire escape. . Later, he
entered a telephone booth and called up Jones.

Then, one leathern und steel box, dotted
with bits of ivory and mother-of-pearl, became
two; and the second onme was soaked in mod
and salt water for two weeks till you could

not have told it from the original And that
is why Jones was able, some weeks later, to
hide once more the original box. As for the
substitite, just as Braine was about to use &
mallet and chisel upon it, the lights went out.
There was a wild scramble, a chair or twe
was overturned.

“The door, the door!™ shouted Braine, fu-
rious.

It slammed the moment the words left hin
lips. And as suddenly s they had gome out
the lights sprang wp. The box was gonme.
There were evidently trnitors wmong The
Black Hundred.
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