By Howard

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAP-
| TERS.
Thé miorning after a dinner given
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me too Tear or to talk to us, stmp-
Iy give them the slip. Have you a
wireless operator on board?”

“Yes."”
“Well sec that he doesn't use the
except to Msten to other

at his club by Lord Harcourt, an En-
glis] bl t his en-
gagement
of his
i found,dead, evidently
sitting. at a table in
rooms. .Later the old door man is
found back ‘of thgTlub strangled
death. 'The onl¢ strangers at t
dinrter ‘were Kandwabr, an Indian
gt i , an American.
rcourt, having been intoxicated,
remembered_nothing of what ke did
after dinner, and his valet, having
fouad a stiletto in his pocket and
blogd on his clothes, is afraid he might
be guilty of the murder. .
_O‘D,the stiletto is carved a strange

monogram, which Hareourt finds later
_ en u cigardtte stub on the table by
dead man and another in the

n’s drawing room and still an-
x near Miss Mars-
ténjat the Cornish reception.
Returning home early, Harcourt finds
Kandwabr has broken open his vabinet
and’is taking the stiletto from t. Har-
court realizes it is best not to call the
police but later Kandwahr is arrested
while attempting to throw the knife
. 'Dte the rver.

Hareonet nearly distracted with
wofry Over -the affair receives a new
surpride . when he finds 2 pengdent with
- the mysterious monogram carved in
- kilvey which. Grace claims is”hers. A

warrant is issued for Harconet's arrest
“put -his friénds cleyerly contrive to

get: him away and aboard Cornish's

yacht, . .

He rebels at being kidnaped but can-
not escape, McBee has discoveved that
Kahdwahr was a hali-brother of
Townsende. Later-he finds by the
roadside near Southhampton an un-
marked suitcase containing a man’s
evening clothes.

THE CRUISE OF THE MURITA.

Meanwhilo /the Murits was stewm-
A rapidly out to ses, and immediate-
Yy upen leaving Harcourt in bis cabin,
AQarnish joined the yucht's captain on
the bridge.

“Any signs.of pursuit?” Cornish

ed.

“None,” the captain said. “I've
taken a northerly. course to keep out
«f the path of the big liners—just’ far
enough out to aveld being sighted
from shore.”

iCornish nodded with satisfaction
a3 he Tegarded the bluft New England
captain, & man who knew the Atlantic
aa well as he did the parrow path lead-
ing down from his home on Cape Cod
to the village tavern nearby. Capt.
Whittord was a man of few words—
and of fewer words that were suited
o the ears of pelite soclety. He was
reputed to have the gift of swearing
‘for a longer period without repetition
ulmn could any seaman afloat, and to

Hls crew be was Master bOM TEATTIY
lPVed and cordlally feared. Whitford
was absolute ruler of his yacht, and
1} its owner had ordered him to attack
battleship or scuttle a steam yacht
he would have donesfo without ques:
tion If tha thing were possible.
| When, two days before, Whitford
had received a telegram {rom Cornlsh,
instructing bim to be in readinéss to
fail at & minute’s notice, With fuel
dnd provisfons for an extended cruise,
e had followed his instructions to the
letter. The notice bad been brief, but
Whitford had overlooked mothing,
aven'to the laying In of a. complete
wardrote for the mysteriois guest
fhose measurements the yacht’s
owner had sent him.
[ “Bee here,” sald Cornish, lighting &
elgar and leaning against the bridge
rail »T'm going to tell you & few
things. Do you know who this Eng-
Mshman is?" -
. *No and I dom't care!” snapped
Whitford. *He locks lke 2 damned
fool and probably‘ls. Whatever else
Te may be is none of my business.”
, “Yowre a man of sense,” Cornish
. ‘congratulated him. “This‘much, how-
ever, T want you to know. There are &
“:great many peeple In England whko
1“ Xnow bim, and who are wondering
iwhere he is at this minute. I don’t
intend that they shall find ont. While
26 is on this yucht they are not Ukely
o do &0. How.lofg do you think we
‘can cruise without touching port for
supplies?” -
“gi¥ wesks If Decessary—or even
longel 1f we rough it a bit” [
“Gdod! 1 dan’t care where you go,
.but keep
mi

out ef sight and don't com-
E with any ship we pass.
There may be a-mean-o'-waror & cut-
ter or two on the lockout for us, put
' don't pay. ary attefition to’ thelr aig-
. mals. If wayons' -hciq- s disposition

{ B

o

to Miss Grace Marston, one | ship's conversations. T don’tgsuppose
ests, Townehende “by” name, | there would be any trouble even it
stabbed while | the crew dtd know who [ huve aboard,
one of thé card | or hy he is wanted ashore, but it's
to ) Just as weil that they don't know any+
ho | thing about it”

| *They won't—and if they should
{fnd out, 't answer for them. I'm
{capl:ﬂn of this ship and my orders
I are obeyed!” sald Whitford flatly.
“You tell me what you want, and I'll
; see that you get it. If that wireless
1 tellow tries to monkey with his keys,
1 Tl throw him overboard

“Don't,” Cornish advised. *“We may
need him later on. If we can keep
hidden we'd better remain out for a
month at least. Then I'll firure out
what is best 1o be done. Evemtually.
when it is safe to try, [ want to make
New Orleans and zo home from there

itford nodded. “In case we are
overhauled?” he asked abruptly.

“In that event keep safely abesd
until you can run close eanough to
ghore to enable us to make a quick
landlog in the launch. Once U get my
guest on land turn the yacht about
and give our pursuer the longest
chase you can.”

Making his way down from the
bridge, Cornish walked slowly aft to
! find Harcourt talklog quletly with
| Adele under the deck awning. Adele,
i in her neat yachting costume, fooked
, the picture of Eenllh, and she was
| 1aughing at Harcdurt when her father
+ joined them.

* 7 Mr. Cavendish is trying to convert
| me to his cause,” she said laughingly.
i “Cavendish?” Cornish said. “Oh, so
| that's the mew name you've selected
: ft? Uil not have you plotticg
| treason. sir!" he added with a grin.
| “Isn't he ungallant!” Adele said.
. "He really. prefers the interior of an
i English prison to sitting here with
| me. If he was.not engaged I should
| never forgive him!"
Cornish smiled. “Sorry you're &0
restless,” he said to Harcourt. “But

I'm afraid you'll have to put up with

our soctety for a little while longer.
| We won't see lanu again until some
| time, next month—I bope.”

“I cannot make you out, AMr. Cor-
! pish,” said Harcourt in perplexity.
*Yoy have been kindness itself to me
since you brought me on board this
morning, and under other circumstan-
ces I should enjoy the trip immensely,
but 1 simply cannot understand your
! forced detentlon of me here. It is &n
{ interference with my personal liberty
| which 13 absolutely unwarranted, and

1 assure you that at the first oppor-
tunity presenting itself, I shall make
good my eacape.””

“Fire abead!” Cornish chuckled.
“] haven't heard of anyone walking on
the sea recently, and that’s about the
only way youre likely to get back to
England for a long time to come.
You've a dificult proposition ahead of
you, and what is more, I meant ex-
actly what 1 said when I told you ra
put you in irons if you try any mon-
key business”

“You don't

really?”  Harcourt
ped.

“I most certainly do, and don’t you

| forget it.” came the prompt response.
| “Have a clgar?”
| Realizing that he could nat move
| Cornish, Harcourt gave up trying, but
| for the remainder of the day the
| American’s attitude rankled in bis
i breast. Nothing that would add to his
i comfort was left undone, and both the
| millionaire and his daughter exerted
| themselves to the utmost to make
\ days pass pleasantly for Harcourt,
i whenever he brought up the subjec!
of returning to London ‘his sugges-
tion was flatly and unceremoniously
yetoed by Cornieh.

And as the days passed Harcourt
trled to content himself with his slt-
uation. But he could pot help think-
ing of his fiancee, and wondering what
T&d -TEppencd since TIs disappear-
ancé.: The thought that Grace might
now be deeply Involved in tbe affair,
troubled bim. Times without number
he told himself that it was absurd to
connect her with the murder, yet ber
wearing of the mysterfous and con-
stantly recurring monogram, fed his
susbicions until he could not lose
them.

What was it she had done that sbe
would not tell him about? What did
she knaw ot it all he wondered. And
sometimes—still ‘doubtful as to his
own part In the crime, be thought he
could go mad. Since the first day out
he bad eagerly watcbed the horizon
for signs of other craft. Whenever
Whitford observed a sail or the smoke
from & steamers stack, however, the
Facht’s course was promptly altered,
and soon all of them were left far
astern.

For more than a week now there
‘had been nothing on eny side but
the broad expanss of sea, and the
Murita, with all on board, was as com-
pletely isclated from the rest of the
world as if the yscht had left it
Yot Harcourt was surs that England
lay not far away to the esst. He ro-

alized, too, that he was but seldom
left alone, and that during the long
daylight bours, elther Cornish or his
daughter wgge constantly near him.
He was free to do as he liked, but at
all times he felt keenly the fact that
he was a prisoner.

At night, after the others had e’
tred, he frequently paced the deck
alone, smoking and wondering what
was belng said of him ashote. He
wondered, too, how Kandwabr fared,
and then he would recall the dagger
with Its strange marking, undl the
curious monogram, fashing through
his brain, brought back again the har-
ror it bad first atruck into him. There
was a weird sense of terror for h'm
in the thing, and he asked himself 2
thousand times what the symbol
might represent. To bim it weant
only baunting doubts “and strange
fears, yet he knew that the character
held n meaning thet would solve the
whole problem it he coutd only dis-
cover it.

Gradually he struck up a {riendship
with Benson, the sccond offices, Who
always stayed nearby when Harcourt
walked on the deck at nigbt. He was
a young man of good looks and pleas-
ant manners, and be scemed ready
enough to talk when Harcourt ap-
proached him. Often as the yacht
plowed through the swellingseas, the
two talked for bours, and frequently’
‘Benson told Harcourt of the country
that he and Cornish claimed a8 home.

Sometimes Harcourt wondered how
much Benson knew CODCErDing him,
but as Cornish had warned him not
to reveal his identity, he refrained
from questioning the man on the sub-
ject. Talking to him seemed to relieve
the strain of the long nights when he
could not rest alone in his cabin, and
gradually, after several extended con- |
versations, Harcourt wondered 1t he !
could not make use of Denson. !

He considered the idea carefully !
and at least resolved to try jt. 1f the
Murita would put in at any port, Har-
court knew he could reach Scotland
Yard by telegraph within a few hours
and advise MacBee of the reason for
his disappearance as well as his de-
gire to return. So, when they wero
alone again on the deck the followlng
night, be made his first attempt.

“Benson,” he began, as he leaned
sgainst the rall, “what would you con-
sider n great geal of money?”

“j—I don't knOw—W

officer.
“I mean what do you consider your
prospects worth—what do you expect ©
to have when you go back home and i
ask sdue girl to marry you?”

Benson laughed. “I'm Dot likely to
mArT: he suid. “There's only one
woman I'd care ta have, and ['ll gever
win ber.”

“perhaps you would—if your career
offered greater opportunities,” Iar-
court suggested.

d need a fortune greater than 'L
ever get at sea,” Benson told him,

Harcourt stood silently looking out |
through the darkness at the great
blsck waves rolling as far as the eye ¢
could see. “Benson,” he said at last. |
“There is a woman back in England |
who is wondering where I am—why 1
do not come back at & time when she
peeds me. For reasons that I need
not explain, Mr. Cornish s determined
that 1 shall not go to her. 1am a very
rich man—a man of some infuence
in the kingdom—and if I could do so,
[ would return to that woman.”

He stopped and felt Benson look-
ing at hi . “What do you
mean, sir

“] mean that if I could be put ashore
anywhere 1 would willingly pay
£50,000 to the man Who made that pos-
sible.” B

Benson stared at him in astonish-
ment. “Fifty thousand pounds!” he
sal

|
|
i

d.

“Why, sir, that Is a quarter of a mil-
ifon dollarst”

“It is,” Harcourt said quletly. “And
1 meen exactly what 1 say.”

Benson laughed. “That's funny,”
he sald. “Are you trying to kid me’
- o don't think 1 understand?” said
Harcourt.

“[mean you're surely mot in earn-
est—you're joking?”

#] was pever more serieus in my
life. 1f you can win over emough of
the crew to secure command of this
yacht, and make the nearest port at
once, 1 will pay you £50,000 the day
you set me ashore.”

w1t couldn’t be done, sir,” Denson
said, at first doubting the sanity of
the man beside him.

“A great many things canr be done
with ‘that much money, Benson.”
Harcourt urged.

“] know it, sir, but what you sug
gest means mutlny and you couid not
turn this cfew agiidst Captain Whit-
ford even if you promigéd every man
of them a reserved seat in Heaven.”

“You might suggest the thing to
Captain Whitford himself,” Harcourt
suggested.

“Bribe Whitford!” Benson threw
back his head and laughed heartily.
uand be knocked flat for my pains.
You don't know what you're saying.
If he even knew I had let you talk to
me like this, he would have me in the
Jug!”

“You believe him absolutely loyal
to Cornish, then?”
am sure of it
Mr. Cornfeh is & very rich man,
Benson, but I am richer than he.”

“Jt~yisn't moneyy With Whitford,
gir,” Benson explained. “He I8
rough man and not & saint by a long
shot, but he has the good old New
England idess of right and Wrong
tighty strongly developed in him, and
 he wouldn't do & disloyal thing no
-uatter what you offered him.”

* Then he will do what I wish”
Harcourt said. “That is, his very
gense of honor will win him over. A
great wrong is being done to me and

* the two did know a

to persons‘ashore. A crime has been

i

committed there and—well, I am con-
cerned in {t. If I do not return speed-
ily, an innocent person may be made
to suffer for my absence.”

Benson gave 2 little exclamation of
surprise, and stared sbharply at Har-
court, *He had been ashore the night
before the Murita safled, and had
heard o great deal of comment on the
mysterious crime that everyone was
interested jn. “Why are you?” he de-
manded suspiciously. *“Not. "

“I am the Earl of Harcourt.

“Good Lord!" Benson exclaimed.

“Now you understand tny wish to
return—as a man of honor, who gave
his word not, to Jeave the country, In
tact, there may even be a warrant
for my arrest.” .

“What is Mr. Cornisl's object in
keeping you here against your will?”

“Ile has reasons of his own, op-
posed to mine,” said Harcourt. “It

i

up to the police

Benson repeated dukiously.
are a queer onel”

“My offer still stands” si
court. “Think it over careful

Benson stocd there silently
Ing out over the yacht's side. Tie wa
thinking, formulating a plar in his
own mind—one that appealed: to him
strotigly. The =lip’s bell clanged
sharply, intertupting his thouzht, and
he turned to Harcourt with a start.

“I ‘don't kmow,” he said slowly.
“There's almost no chance, and I'm

‘taking my life in my hands when [ do

1t—but I'll see what can be done.”

“Yowll have to take your chances
while you're on the yacht,” Harcourt
told him. “But onee you are on shore
I can guarantee that your work will
cause no trouble.”

“Remember, I'm not promising any-
said Denson, “but if there is
n ce of putting this over I'll
let ydu know. Don’'t question me.
When\the time comes—if it does
come atall—I will let you know.”
said Harcourt. “Good-

night.’
He threw his cigar into the sea and
went to his cabin, leaving- Benson
alone with bis temptation on the deck.

MUTINY ON BOARD.

At breakfast the mext morning,

| Harcourt watched Cornish and Adele

carcfully. 1t had occurred to him
that Benson might repent and report
their conversation to his chief. but if
rthing of the mat-
ter they save no sizns of it. The
thought that the success of his plan
might " implicate Cornish when his
action should come to MacBee's at-
tention, also disturbed Harcourt, and
angry as he was at being “held a
prisoner, he appreciated his abductors’
motive, and wished no harm to come
to them.

When the meal was over he walked
on the deck with Adele for more than
an’ hour, trying hard to conceal the
impatience he felt. At last, however,
sbe left him, and shortly, to his in-
tense satisfaction, Benson approached
and nodded pleasantly. They were
standing apart on the after deck, and
although striving to comvey the lm-
pression that their conversation was
purely a casual one, Benson signslled
to Hgreourt that he bad something
{mportant to say.

One of the seamen passed and MHar-
court commented upon the weather,
but as soon as he had gonme, Benson
stepped closer, and pretending to
point out sometning off ‘the port bow,
said “I think what you wish may be
possible.”

Harcourt's pulse leaped.
have you done?” he asked.

“Found five of the crew who will

“What

help “ Benson sald in” a low
tone. “With you and me that is seven.
1t everything goes well we should be

able to overpower the others, even
though they are three to our one.
They will be surprlsed and I think it
can be done. The five who are with
us will be on watch with me at 11
tonight. The others will be asleep be-
low. We will simply fasten down the
hatches and handle the yacht our-
selves. The captain will be in his
cabin, and Plerce, the third officer. on
the bridge. Two of us can easliy
handle them, while you must see that
Ar. Cornislt does not leave Lis cabin.
Have you arms?”

“Take tuis then.'" Benson slipped
a big revolver into his hand and Har-
court slipped it inte his pocket quick-
Iy. “I bope this won't be necessary,”
be said.

“So do 1 Benscn tgreed. “But
Whitford wouldn™ Hésiiate to shoot
and we can’t afford to take chances.
‘The moral effect of & gun Is good, you
know.” R

“How soon can we 1dnd?” Harcourt
asked. N

“In a few hours we can make the
coast of Scotland,” Benson replied.
“My plan is to run In as close &s I8
necessary for the seven of us to 80
ashore In the launch, (leaving: the
others on board. I don’t want to rua
the yacht {nto port under thé circum-
stances, but I figure that in view of
the whole sftuation, Cornish won't
dare to make any troublé after we
have gone.”

“Once on shore the police Wwill be
with you, naturaily,’ Harcourt as-
sured him.

“That is what I told the boys,” sald
Benson. “Now, until you hear the sig-
nal, don’t come near me. Remain in
your cabin until 11 o'clock, then go
right to Cornish’s door and see that
he doesn’t get on deck. When we
have done  our part I will come to
your -
To Harcourt, hoping earnestly for
success, the day seemed endless. He
spent the afternoon in his cabin,
telgning & headache because be wish-

i
ed to be alone with his thoughts—to
plan his course once he was free to
return to MacBee. :

In the evening, after dinder, he
Joined Adele on deck and for the first
time, she told him of the phrt she
bad played in his abduction. Harcourt
looked in admiration at the 'girl by
his side, doubting. in spite [of her
words, that she could have pl
1ole of v she told I

“You don’t know what an actress [
am,” she said laughing. “I've always
wanted to ko on the Stage.|but, of
course, dad wouldn't hear of it Oh,
it was glorious, and my only difficulty
was pot to laugh in the man's face—
he was so completely decelved. It
was a chance of fortune that he bad
never seen you.”

“But I can’t imagine you masquerad-

ing as myself!” Harcourt protested.

“Oh, 1 say, can't you reall

wied in perfect imitation
4

of his

d;
voi

stared at her for @ moment, and
then he laughed outright. |

“Now are you satisfied that 1 did
1t?” she demanded. f

with enthusiasm. “Really, Miss Cor-
nish, you and your father have done
too much for me I wish I could ap-
preciate it as 1 shonld, but I'm afraid
can’l'” ‘
“You dow't imazine we're doing all
this for your sake do .you?" she re-

doing it for my sgke?” he
asked in a puzzied ohe. “Then why
on carthi are you doing it?";

“For Grace,” Adele said simp!
“Lord Harcourt, father and I have
become very, very fond of Grace.
anything should Lappen 16 you, it
kil her.
to ber if not to ¥

d the

v!” she

it

Don’t you think ybu owe it ,

Parental
Vigilantes

ATHERS and mothers in Kanses
City, Mo., have organized a se-
eret soclety known as the “Parental
* Survelllance Assoclation of North
America,” tho object of which is 1o
determine the intentions and eligibil-
ity of the voung men who call on
their daughters, future action by the
parents to be based on what the as-
sociation regards as the girl's best in-
terests.
The plan on the surface 100ks easy
and wise. A young man ceils on &
He calls

girl once; no survelllance.

temperature of her daughter's dis-
pleasure by going into the parlor to
take a look at him through glasges
which rapidly get frost covered.

Th parental Surveillance Associa-

the second call; a report ou the young
man is asked for, and. if_he calls &
third time, he is handed the follow-
; ing letter:

i Dear Sir—We wish o have a
word with ¥qu ip regard to sour
courtship of Mr. ’s
daughter, Whether or not your
intentions toward her are serl-
ous, we have been in doubt for
gome time. You have told her
that vou love her, but do ¥ou
mean it? Young man, you have
already frequented his home,
and monopolized the company
of his daughbter, siulticiently
long to make a declaration of

the danger of this situatio: your intentions. If you mean

can ™ ! busizess, say 50. 1f you are not
Harcourt stood silently,” avoiding gerious, then gaze on some other

her searching gaze. He :wondered pasture. His daughter’s welfare

what the girl would say ifshe knew must be protected.

the grave suspicion in bis own mind— Yours truly,

it she realized that his greatest desire PARENTAL SURVEILLANCE

to return was prompted by the ASSOCIATION OF NORTH

thought that his absence might mean AMERICA. B

greater danger to the girl;for whom
the American felt so deeply.

“Miss Cornish,” he said, after a
moinent. “There are several phases
of this affair that you do hot under-
stand clearly. [ cannot discuss them
with you any more-than [ could with
Grace.” '

“What is the trouble bétween you
two?” she asked abruptly. “Oh, 1
knew there was something the mom-
ent I found Grace uncopscious b
your side the night of our reception

“Please don’t question nie,”.lie beg-
cay miore how. Some
u will understand—

ged. "I cannot
day, perbaps
although 1 hope you never;will!"

Poor boy!” Adele sai@ feelingly,
“tor, do you know, Lord Harcourt,
you are just a great overgrown boy.
We all admire your courage, your high
sense of honor, and your absolute in
difference to your own fate—yet we
cannot but feel that the strange situa-
tlon fn which you have fourd vour-
self has carried away your good judg-
ment. Try to content yourself here.
1 am sure no innocent person will suf-
fer through the fact that you are safe,

All of which may eeem, {n the
eyes of the P. 8. A, of N. A, an in-
surmountable ten-barred fence
around Daughter, but which, to her,
is a fence so low she can clear it
while wearing a hobble sxirt—if she
wants to!

1t alt depends on tke Kind of crea-
ture inside the femce. The P. 8. A,
of N. A. takes it for granted that her
views are ln perfect accord Wwith
those of the members above men-
tioned elice of the alphabet. They
expect her to say at breakfast, with
thic humility and downcast eyes that
characterize the kind of a wmaid they
think they have in the enclosure.

“1 wish to fnform my respected
parents that John Doe called on me
last evening, to return an umbrelin
he borrowed two weeks avo. As it
was his second call, I ask you to sub-
mit his name to the Paremtal Sur-
veillanceé Association of North Amerl-
ca. I feel highly honored at an op-
portunity to abide by aay decision
mede by that honorable body.”

But the modern daughter, be she

and by accepling your present: posi- | from Kansas City or Kalamazoo, I8

tion philosophicaily, you will“surely
happiness

preserve your own futur
and that of the woman yor

She spoke very serioug
her small band upor bis
leaned close to him. “Ci

love

Iy, and put
arm as she
n't you see

not the kind of a creature the mem-
bers of this great reform association
imagine. If its decision stamps ap-
proval on the Foung man, she-will
begin to regard him with suspicion.
and it it disapproves she will tell it

that we are right?” she {urged. *to go hang.”
»1 wish I could feel that you are,” If the gssociation gives a man the
Harcourt replied. “Witb all my heart | Eligibility medsl, he doesa’t marry

I do—but I am afraid T cannot.™

He saw the disappoint;
face as she withdrew |her touch.
“Please try,” she begged. “I know
that time will straighten
this horrible tangle.”

And she turned to lea\':e him alone.

Harcourt watched her cross the deck
dnd enter her cabin, andwith a little
sigh began to pace up and down ner-
vously. Perhaps he was making a mis-
take in trying to outwit these good
triends who were determined to save
him in spite of bimself, and he won-
dered if he was justified {n attempt-
jng to carry out the plans for mol

mutiny. 'ln any event he resolved
that no harm réust comg to Cornish
and Adele—that if necesdary

tell MacBee that he had deliberately
run away, and lie as to his where:

abouts during his absen¢e. A change

of heart—repentance at laving broken

his word—would be sufficient explana-

tion of his return.

So . struggling with | himself, he
passed the remaining | hours unti'
pightfall. To avold all chance of su-

Plcion, e forced wimsell to dine with
bis hosts, and Was moré or less suc-
cessful in making Adele feel that he |
had at last become resigned to his

:en(nrced presence aboard the yacht.

" Slowly the early evening passed.
jAdele emused herself by
ithe salon, while Cornish,
smoked in silence, each
bis own thoughts. Now
‘court stole a glance at the great figure
of the American and marveled 2t his

great strength. Determinativn of pur-

pose was plain in every line of his
splendid physique, and: in the strong

lines of his face Harcourt observed
& strange mixture of |kindness and

\brutality, Unquestiopably Cornish
jwas a man of tremendous force, 2 man
'not to be trified with, and as he
\watched him, Harcourt knew that un-
less he succeeded In gaining control
of the yacht that night, Cornish wowld
certainly carry out bis threat to put
him in irons.

(To be Continued.)

ment in her

out all of

he would

playing
quietly at the plano in the corner of

and Harcourt
occupled with
and then Har-

the girl, for how long Is the medal
good? WIiil there have to be a
monthly auditing of his moral ae-
counts, or will an jnvestigation of his
supply of grace be asked oniy when
he looks at 8 girl?

If he ia & widower, will the num-
ber ot his children serve as & handi~
cap or an asset? How much cred-
ence will the association place on the
testimony of his first wife’s relatives?

Will the fathers and mothers agree
on the standard of eligibility? The
soup that is seasoned to suit Mother
is too tiat and insipid for Father.
The young man may have a soul that
|la always:on the hill-tops, and every
sentiment of his heart be garlanded
with postes; and Mother, reflecting
the glamour of romance and ToS¢
color from Dsaughter, will approve.
But Father will brush all sentiments
aside and demand to know the young
man’s income If he is afraid of work,
has he good horse sense, and, above
all, does he know how to be good to
& woman? N

One of the by-laws of the associa-
tion demands that, when 3 man tells
a girl he loves her, and she answers
that she loves him) they must marry.
But how many 'of our fathers and
mothers married their first loves?

Have the members of the associa-
tion taken into account What wil
happen when someo mnther-direc:&t
discovers that her own son is under
surveillance?

It parents want their daughters to

begin when, 88 bables, they cry To,
things that are not good for thew.
The mother and father who surren-
der good judgment to foolish senti-
ment, then, will find themselves. fac-
ing an estabiished precedent .when
Daughter wants the Wrong man, af-
ter she is grown. i

Alf of the decisions of the Paren~
tal Survelllance Association of North
Amerlca, If sustained with a whoop
by all the mothers and fathers in
the world, will not c.ange such a
daughter's decision.

The Parental ~arvelllance Assocla-
tion of North America should gather

KINDLY MENTION -THIS
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up its and reports and
adjourn from the parlor to the nurs.
ery. There is where the trouble be
gins. -

the second time. Mother puts on her:
arctics and furs and braves tho frigid |

marry wisely, their tralning shouid/
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