
TRE LONDON ADVERTISER, SATURDAY, AUGUST 22, 1914.

HAROS

GRM
this moment. The chair went true. "' 
crash followed.- 
"She has thrown herself out of the

turned then and there and flown but for let you go Thev may wish to hold you she knew that he lied, that her father| 
the swift picture she had of a well- as hostage." ’ was atill free.
dressed man at a table. He lay with his When he was gone she tried the room became filled with masked 1 window! veiled a voice. hPrather: -be wilipered. crossed % ■window and looked men. -,Fiornice *Fondy mshe I someon 2 ETO pel for the lamp. It ItN

The man raised his careworn face: so out. A leap from there would kill her.
very well done that only the closest She turned her gaze toward the lamb.

being alone scrutiny would have betrayed the paste wondering.
He rose and staggered | The false father returned, dejectedis. She Cast lie lasup she caught hold of a L

"It is as I said. They insist upon chair, remembering the direction of the a child.
Write down the direc- window. She was superhumanly strong

- - -___ I am very weak.
child!" murmured the broken "Write down the directions yourself.

"They caught me when I was father; you know them better than
saw no escape, she was de- 

termined to keep up the tragic farce no

min- 
But

hall thisJones is out there in the was still free.
Grange blew the whistle.it is born in woman to act, as it 

born in man to fight, and Florence wasonly hirelings fall into the hands of the 
1 police.

sake.*10,000 Füx 100 WORDS

The publication of "The Million- 
Dollar Mystery" began Aug. 1 In 
The Advertiser. The story will run 
for twenty-two consecutive weeks 
in this paper. By an arrangement, 
with the Thanhouser Film Company 
it has been made possible not only 
to read the story in this paper, but 
also to see it each week In the 
Advertiser district. For the solu- 
tion of this mystery story $10,000 
will be given.

ute. I know; it is all for my Instantly
it bothers me." 1.

Jones was indeed in the ha3 
the when he sensed the petulance 

voice, his shoulders sank despon 
and he sighed deeply if silently.

no exception to the rule.
She was going to save her father. 
She read with Susan, played

and 
her

men. But Florence was ready. She Someone groped for the lamp. 3
seized the lamp and hurled it to the and turned in time to see Florence pass
floor, quite indifferent whether it ex- out of the room into that from which
ploded or went out. Happily for her 4 they had come. The door slammed. The 
was extinguished. At the same moment surprised men heard the key click. • 41 

She was free. But she was no longer

CHAPTER IV.
(Continued.)

"She has never seen a scrap of it. All 
that Miss Farlow ever received was 
money. The original note left on the 

Idoorstep with Florence has been lost. 
Trust me to make all these inquiries.

"Another good point. I’m going 
after dinner, a taxicab will await her 
just around the corner. Grange is the 
best man I can think of. He’s an artist 
when it comes to playing the old man 
Not, too old, remember. Hargreave 
isn’t over 45."
she could drop to sleep like that. Very 
stretch out here on the divan and 
snooze for a while. Had a devil of a

piano, sewed a little, laughed, hummed.! 
and did a thousand and one things 
young girls do when they have the de- 
ception of their elders in view.

All day long Jones went about like

• Florence.8 a veil and stuf- of the theatre. He rose and staggered| 
|toward her with outstretched arms. But
the moment they closed about her Flor- |sending someone, 
ence experienced a peculiar shiver, tions I gave to you.

"My child!" murmured the broken —* 
man._
about to come to you. I have given up Since she 
tne fight." A sob choked him. 1

,At quarter to
for a minute, set fire to a 
fed it down the register.

"Jones," she called excitedly, "I smell 
something burning!

Jones dashed into the room, sniffed, 
and dashed out again. heading for the 
cellar door. His first thought was natur- 
ally that the devils incarnate had set fire 
to the house. When he returned, hav- 
ing, of course, discovered no fire, the 

Ifound Florence gone. He rushed into 
Her hat was missing, lie 

hall door with a speed

(To Be Continued.)
an old hound with his nose to the 
wind. There was something in the air: 
but he could not tell what it was. Some-

Take Your Entries Forhow or other no matter which room 
Florence went into, there was Jones 
within earshot. And she dared not show 
the least impatience or restiveness. It 
was a large order for so young a girl,|

--

What was it? wondered the child, her 
heart burning with the misery of the 
thought that she was sad instead of 
glad. Over his shoulder she sent a 
glance about the room. There was a

longer.
"I am not your father."
"So I see,’ she replied, still with the 

amazing calm.
Braine, in the other room, shook his

CONDITIONS GOVERNING THE 
CONTEST.

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 chap, 
term of the story written by Harold 
MacGrath.

Solutions may be sent to the 
Thanhouser Film Company, either 
at Chicago or New York, two weeks 
after the last installment is publish- 
od In this paper. Advertiser readers 
would have to submit their solutions 
on or before January 14.

A board of three judges will de- 
termine which of the many solutions 
received is the most acceptable. 
The judgment of this board will be 
absolute and final. Nothing of a 
literary nature will be considered 
In the decision, nor given any prefer- 
ence in the selection of the winner 
of the $10,000 prize. The last two 
reels, which will give the most ac- 
ceptable solution to the mystery, will 
be presented in the theatres having 
this feature as soon as It is prac- 
tical to produce same. The story 
corresponding to three motion pic- 
tures will appear in The Advertiser 
coincidentally, or as soon after the 
appearance of the pictures of the 
winner, his or her home, and other 
Interesting features. It is under-

HE WESTERN FAIRbut she filled it.
She rather expected that the reporter 

would appear some time during the af- the hall, 
ternoon; and sure enough he did. He made for the

time last night."
"When shall I wake you?"
"At 6. We’ll have an early dinner 

sent in. I want to keep out of every- 
body’s way. By-by!

In less than three minutes he was 
sound asleep. The woman gazed down 
at him in wonder and envy. only 
she could drop to sleep like that. Very 
softly she pressed her lips to his hair.

At 11 o’clock the following night the 
hall light in the Hargreave house was 
turned off and the whole interior be- 
came dark. A shadow crept through 
the lilac bushes without any more sound 
than a cat would have made. Florence’s 
window was open, as the arch-conspi- 
rator had expected it would be. W ith a 
small string and stone as a sling he sent the letter whirling skillfully 
through the air. It sailed into the girl S 
room. The man below heard no sound 
of the stone hitting anything, and con- 
cluded that it had struck the bed

He waited patiently. Presently a 
wavering, light could be distinguished 
over the sill of the window. The girl 
was awake and had lit the cande. This 
knowledge was sufficient for his .need. 
The tragic letter would do the rest, 
that is, if the girl came from the same 
pattern as her father and mother— 
strong willed and adventurous.

He tiptoed back to the lilacs, when 
a noise sent him close to the ground. 
Half a dozen feet away he. saw a 
shadow creeping along toward the front

The
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door. Presently the shadow stood up 
as if listening. He stooped and ran 
lightly to the steps, up these to the 
door, which he hugged.

Who was this? wondered Braine. 
Patiently he waited, arranging his vos- 
ture so that he could keep a lookout 
at the door. By and by the door 
opened cautiously. A man, holding a 
candle, appeared. Braine vaguely rec- 
ognized Olga’s description of the butler. 
The man on the veranda suddenly blew

stood that the newspapers, so far 
as practical, in printing the last two 
chapters of the story by Harold 
MacGrath, will also show a picture 
of the successful contestant.

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 mil- 
lionaire?.

No. 2—What Becomes of the
$1,000,000?

No. 3—Whom does Florence mar- 
ry?

No. 4—What becomes of the Rus- 
slan countess?

Nobobdy connected either directly 
or indirectly with "The Million- 
Dollar Mystery" will be considered 
as a contestant.

I
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out the light
the low murmurBraine could hear

of voices, but nothing more. The. con-. 
versation lasted scarcely a minute. The. 
door closed and the man ran down the| 
steps, across the lawn, with Braine 
close at his heels.

"Just a moment. Mr. Hargreave." he| 
called ironically; "just a moment!"

The man he addressed as Hargreave 
turned with lightning rapidity and 
struck. The blow caught Braine above 
the ear, knocking him flat. When he 
regained his feet the rumble of a motor 
told him the rest of the story.

A Favorite 
in every Home

[II"

ZES! at breakfast time, lunchIN IT SHE SAWSHE CHANCED TOLOOK INTO T-C CRACKED DURROR.
SEVERAL FACES-___________________________

(Copyright, 1914, By Harold MacGrath.)

time—you’llI time, supper time—any 
find there’s always a place on the table for

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS
Stanley Hargreave, millionaire, after 

a miraculous escape from the den of the
• * *

By the dim light of her bedroom 
candle Florence read the note which had 
found entrance so strangely and mys- 
teriously into her room. Her father! 
He lived, he needed her! Alive, but 
in dread peril, and only she could save 
him! She longed to fly to him at once, 
then and there. How could she wait 
till tomorrow night at 82 Immediately 
she began to plan how to circumvent 
the watchful Jones and the careful

head savagely. Father and daughter; 
the same steel in the nerves. Could 
they bend her? Would they have to 
break her? He did not wish to injure

sofa, a table, some chairs, and an enor- 
mous clock, the face of which was dent- 
ed and the hands hopelessly tangled. 
Why, at such a moment, she should note 
such details disturbed her. Then she 
chanced to look into the cracked mirror. 
In it she sa w several faces, all masked. 
These men were peering at her through 
the half-closed door behind her.

gang of brilliant thieves known as the 
Black Hundred, lives the life of a re- 
cluse for eighteen years. Hargreave one 
night enters a Broadway restaurant and 
there comes face to face with the gang’s 
leader, Braine.

After the meeting, during which 
neither man apparently recognizes the 
other, Hargreave hurries to his mag- 
nificent Riverdale home and lays plans 
for making his escape from the coun- 
try. He writes a letter to the girls’ 
school in New Jersey where eighteen 
years before he had mysteriously left 
on the doorstep his baby daughter, 
Florence Gray. He also pays a visit 
to the hangar of a daredevil aviator.

Braine and members of his band sur. 
round Hargreave’s home at night, but 
as they enter the house the watchers 
outside see the balloon leave the roof. 
The safe is found empty—the million 
which Hargreave was known to have 
drawn that day was gone. Then some 
one announced the balloon had been 
punctured and dropped into the sea.

Florence arrives from the girls’ school. 
Princess Olga, Braine’s companion, vis- 
its her and claims to be a relative. Two 
bogus detectives call, but their plot is 
foiled by Norton, a newspaperman.

By bribing the captain of the Orient 
Norton lays a trap for Braine and his 
gang. Princess Olga also visits the Ori- 
ent’s captain and she easily falls into the 
reporter’s snare. The plan proves abor. 
tive through Braine’s good luck and

could no more resist the desire to see 
and talk to her than he could resist 
breathing. There was no use denying 
it; the world had suddenly turned at 
a new angle, presenting a new face, 
a roseate vision. It rather subdued his 
easy banter.

"What news?" she asked.
"None," rather despondently. I’m 

sorry. I had hope by this time to get 
somewhere. But it appears that I 
can’t get any further than this house."

She did not ask him what he meant 
by that.

"Shall I play something for you?" 
she said.
"Please.
He drew a chair beside the piano 

and watched her fingers, white as the

ARIS 
PARIS

LIThe Million-Dollar Mystery in 
moving pictures will be run in 
London at the Majestic Theatre 
on Monday and Tuesday, and in 
theatres in Brantford, Chatham, 
Woodstock, Guelph, Windsor, 
Sarnia, Stratford, Owen Sound 
and other Western Ontario points. 
Read the story in The Adver- 
tiser, then see the pictures.

Lmillion was always aher bodily, but a whichmillion, and there was revenge
was worth more to him than the money 
itself. He listened, motioning to the 
other to be silent.

"Write the directions," commanded 
the scoundrel who discarded the broken

MEAT PATTY
"You must return home and bring me 

the money," went on the wretch who 
dared to perpetrate such mockery. "It is |° 
all that stands between me and death."

Her father! She slept no more Everybody likes it so much. It’s so good—so appetizing 
—so pure and nutritious. Nothing to cook either.

Open the tin and PARIS PATÉ is all ready to eat— 
the most delicious cooked-meat paste you ever 

tasted. There’s the expert service of a French 
Chef in every tin. Eat it every day.

Get a 10c. tin from your grocer.

Susan.
that night.

"My Darling Daughter—I must see 
you. Come at 8 o’clock tomorrow night 
to 78 Grove street, third floor. Confide 
in no one, or you seal my death war- 
rant.

.man style.
"I know of no hidden money."
"Then your father dies this night. 

Grange put a whistle to his lips. "Sign,Then she knew! The insistent daily
warnings came home to her. She un- 
derstood now. She had deliberately|

write!" 
now. one nau denverateiy "I refuse!"

walked into the spider’s net. But in- "Once more. The moment I blow this 
stead of terror, an extraordinary calm ‘whistle the men in the other room will 
fell upon her.| understand that your father is to die. Be 

Iwise. Money is nothing; life is every- 
thing."
I‘‘I refuse!" Even as she had known

which seemed incredible to the be- 
wildered Susan’s eyes. Out into the 
street, up and down which he looked. 
Far away he discovered a dwindling 
taxicab. The child was gone.

"Your unhappy 
"FATHER."

What child would refuse to obey a 
summons like this?

A light tap on the door startled 
her.

"Is anything the matter?" asked the 
mild voice of Jones.

"No. I got up to get a drink of 
water.".

She heard the footsteps die away down 
the corridor. She thrust the letter 
into the pocket of her dress, which lay 
neatly folded on the chair at the foot 
of the bed, then climbed back into the 
bed itself. She must not tell even Mr. 
Norton.

Was the child spinning a romance

ivory keys, flutter up and down the 
board. She played Chopin for him, 
Mendelssohn, Grieg, and Chaminade; 
and she played them in a surprisingly 
scholarly fashion. He had expected the|

"Very well, father. I will go and get 
it." Gently she released herself fromIn the house Susan was answering the 

i telephone, talking incoherently.
Good for everybody 

—young & old alikethose horrible arms.
"Wait, my child, till I see if they will this vile creature to be an impostor, so"Who is it?" Jones whispered, his lips 

white and dry.
"The princess. . . " began Susan.

—at all times. 99

usual schoolgirl choice and execution. 
Titania, the Moonlight Sonata (which 
not half a dozen great pianists ever 
played correctly), Monastery Bells, and 
the like. He had prepared to make a 
martyr of himself; instead, he was dis- 
tinctly and delightfully entertained.

"You don’t," he said whimsically, 
when she finally stopped, "you don t, by 
any chance, know ‘The Maiden s Pray- 
er’?"

She laughed. This piece was a stand- 
ing joke at school.

"I have never played it. It may, how- 
ever, be in the music cabinet. Would 
you like to hear it?" mischievously.

"Heaven forfend!" he murmured, 
raising his hands.
- All the while the letter burned against

Prepared by 
SOCIÉTÉ S.P.A

MONTREAL 
7 /

MONTREALHe took the receiver from her roughly.
"Hello! Who is it?"
"This is Olga Perigoff. Is Florence 

Ithere?"
"No, madam. She has just stepped 

out for a moment. Shall I tell her to 
call you when she returns?"

"Yes, please. I want her and Susan

OF OLD GARDENSAGICt: =
precise rows and climbing with well- 
trained precision. But once in a while 
one stumbles unconsciously upon a 
sacred little, haunt which is usually 
kept by some dear old body, with a 
delicious sense of "things past," and 
where just an honored few are al- 
lowed to enter. It seems like the 
fragrant borderland connecting the 
"Land of Memories" and that visionary 
"Never, Never Land."

With the Hollyhocks.
And what sweet suggestions there 

are of other days. Even a tiny fra-

and Mr. Norton to come to tea tomor- Did you ever have the good fortune 
to wander idly in an old-fashioned gar- 
den—one of those high-walled in. 
closures, with a blur of color tintings 
of those quaint old posies that were 
the pride and glory of colonial days: 
a garden running over with wild plant 
li with stately hollyhocks standing 
prim and trim in the shadowy back- 
ground, jassamine here, a tiny tuft of 
fragrant heather blowing there? In a 

always loved in dreams, yet never seen. word, every description of old-fashioned 
bloom, where every truant seed is wel- 
come to grow to suit its own sweet 
will. And sometimes, if it is a really 
truly old-fashioned garden, one may 
suddenly emerge upon a path

row. Good-bye."over the first young man she had ever 
met? In her heart of hearts she did 
not know.

Her father!
It was all so terribly simple, to match 

a woman’s mind against a child’s. Both 
Norton and the sober Jones had ex- 
plicitly warned her never to go any- 
where, receive telephone calls, or let- 
ters, without first consulting one or the 
other of them. And now she had planned 
to deceive them with all the cunning of 
her sex.

The next morning at breakfast there 
was nothing unusual either in her ap- 
pearance or manners. Under the shrewd 
scrutiny of Jones she was just her every- 
day self, a fine bit of acting for one 

/ who had not yet seen the stage. But

Jones hung up the receiver. sank into 
a chair nearby and buried his face in 
his hands.

"What is it?" cried Susan, terrified by 
|the haggardness of his face.

"She’s gone! My God, those wretches 
have got her! They’ve got her!"

So 
Easy!

9.7

Batting Average
46

YourEBRA Florence was whirled away at top
her heart; and the smile on her face 
and the gayety on her tongue were 
forced. "Confide in no one. she re- 
peated mentally, "or you seal my death 
warrant."

"Why do you shake your head like 
that?” he asked...,

"Did I shake my head? Her heart 
fluttered wildly. "I was not conscious 
of it.’., |"Are you going to keep your promise?
|"What promise?"

"Never to leave this, house without 
Jones or myself being with you."

"I couldn’t if I wanted to. I’ll wager

speed. Her father! She was actuallyare can’t be kept up on foods that are deficient 1 
in muscle-making material, that heavily tax| 
the digestive organs. The effort to digest • 
high-proteid foods in Summer uses up vitality 
and lays the foundation for disease.

on the way to her father, whom she hadSTOVE POLISH
Number 78 Grove street was not an at- 

tractive place, but when she arrived she 
was too highly keyed to take note of its 
sordidness. She was rather out of breath 
when she reached the door of the third

At all Grocers 
and Hardware 

Dealers.
17 A

grant tuft of heather recalls some 
slender longloved incident, 

stalk, bursting
or the
here and there with

flaming hollyhocks, tall sentinels of the 
garden, stirs our brain to hosts of 
pleasant thoughts.

Dear old-fashioned garden, overrun 
with moss, where the lily of the valley 
is allowed to pursue its way unchal- 
lenged, and where wild plant life, such 
as a common weed, are held sacred by 
its owner, unmolested and welcome.
Close-nestling leaves and subtle-scent- 

ed flowers.
That deepen joy and soothe the sad- 

dened hour.
Of strenuous life with summer showers. 

Of fragrance, freely given.
Lend me you aid that I may find

Sweet solace for the troubled mind 
In thoughts soft-echoing that bind

Unhallowed earth to heaven.

flat. She knocked timidly. The door 
was instantly opened by a man who 
wore a black mask. She would have

"That leads where none may guess 
Save lovers to exchange unseen

Shy whispers and caress."
Then to make the scene idealistic and 
charming, at the end of this path, there 
is an old rustic seat, half hidden be- 
hind shady shrubs

"Just a place to sit and dream 
All your dreams over."

Surely such a garden as this was 
meant for moments of idleness and 
contemplation, just the place to dream 
of those things we strive so hard to 
attain, and which never come true, 
the place to build those wondrous air 
castles that surely never materialize 
in the prosaic humdrum of the work- 
a-day world. Foolish nonsense, you 
say, yet that is where the charm lies, 
just the luxury of dreaming them. And 
where better can these precious minutes 
be passed than in the garden, where 
the leaves rustle softly as the breeze 
tosses them to and fro, and the 
lengthening shadows across the green 
sward as the sun goes down, filling the 
garden with a strange and radiant 
glow, when imperfections are lost in 
the gathering dusk, and even the 
prosaic shrubbery seems a likely home 
for elves and faries?

Where Flowers Slumber.
Let the idler, with flowers, fragrant 

: breath for greeting, go softly across 
: the grassy ways that lead between the 

roses. A magic door closes upon the

CASTORIA 
For Infants and Children

In Use For Over 30 Years 
Always bears z. |the CC-Z 
Signature of 2 *****

Sugar

does make 
the bread 
and butter

A Real Lever Simulation 

GOLD WATCH FREE.
A straightforward generous offer from an established 
firm. We are giving away 
Watches to thousands of 

people all over the 
world. as a huge 
advertisement. Now 
is your chance to 
obtain one. Write 
now. enclosing 25 
cents for one of our 
fashionable Ladies’ 
Long Guards, or 
Gents’ Alberts, sent 
carriage paid to wear 
with the watch, which 
will be given Free 
(these watches are 
guaranteed five years), 
should you take ad- 
vantage of our marvel- 

offer We expect you to tell your friends 
Lous offer. and show them the beautiful watch, 
about thini this offer too good to be true, but send Don t think to-day and gain a Free Watch. You Amared—WILLIAMS & LLOYD, Wholesale 
Jewellers (Dept. 42 ), 89, Cornwallis Road, London, N., 
England.
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A will keep the body at top-notch efficiency 
Ifor work or play. It is what you digest, not 
:what you eat, that supplies strength for body 
:and mind. Every particle of the whole 

wheat grain is digested and converted into
: sound muscle, bone and brain. Your grocer 
|sells it.

HOTEL 
POWHATAN 
WASHING TON.. 
D.C.

taste
good! 23

CL OF AMERICA Always heat the Biscuit in oven to restore crispness; 
then pour over it milk or cream, adding salt or sugar 
to suit the taste. Deliciously nourishing for any meal 
in combination with berries or other fruits of any kind. 
Try toasted Triscuit, the Shredded Wheat Wafer, for 
luncheon with butter, cheese or marmalades.

Made by

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited

20 ANDIO LB.BAGS. 5 AND 2LB.CARTONS
world of work and strife. The hurry 
and hustle, the strain of everyday 
grind are things of the past—a far off 
echo of a bad dream. Everything is 
peace. The soft sighing of the wind, 
the gentle flutter of some petal as it 
falls from a full-blown flower, the 
fragrance-laden air, fills you with a 
contentment that is beyond words to 
express, a content that is born of 
peace and perfect sympathy with sur- 
roundings. This you saw is a dream 
that never comes true. The garden is 
like some delightful picture book. The 
turning of the first page is the most. 
entrancing, since all the others lie 
hidden, and even as the garden slum- 
hers, so it will awake to give us greet- 
ing.ADAX Nowadays gardens are more or less x methodical affairs, the flowers set in

Pennsylvania Avenue, 
18th and H Streets

To seekers of a hotel where 
luxurious quarters may be se- 
cured, where charm and con- 
genial atmosphere prevail, and 
where excellence of service is 
paramount, the Hotel Powhatan 
offers just such inducements.

Rooms with detached bath 
may be obtained at $1.50, $2 00 
and up. Rooms with private 
bath, $2.50, $3.00 and up.

Ask for special itinerary for Bridal Couples, 
Conventions, Tourist Parties, and Schools.

Write for booklet with map.
CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, 

Manager

TT is when you spread it out on bread or 
1 pancakes, fruit or porridge, that you 

notice most the sweetness and perfect 
purity of Od6% Extra Granulated Sugar. 
Buy it in the 2 and 5-lb. Sealed Cartons, or in 
the 10, 20, 50 or 100-lb. Cloth Bags, and 
you’ll get the genuine OX, absolutely clean, 
just as it left the refinery. 72

KOBERTS ENGRAVING CO 
DESIGNERS & RETOUCHERS 
LINE C HALF TONE ENGRAVERS 
LONDON- CANADA

Niagara Falls, 
Ontario

I Toronto Office:
49 Wellington St. 

EastNTALMIDY
CANADA SUGAR REFINING CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL Standard remedy for Gleet, X 

Senerrhœa and Runnings (MTV 
IN 48 HOURS. Cures Kid- Le 

ney and Bladder Troubles..
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