CHAPTER 1.
A Dangerous Errand.

A city of hills with a fringe of
houses crowning the lower heights;
half-mountains rising bare- in the
Packground and becoming real moun-
tains as they stretched away in the
distance to right and left; a confused
mass of buildings coming to the
water's edge on the flat; a forest of
masts, ships swinging in the stream,
and the strecaked, yellow, gray-green
water of the bay taking a cold light
from the setting sun as it struggled
through the wisps of fog that flut-
tered above the serrated sky-line of
the city—these were my first impres-
sions of San Francisco.

The wind blew fresh and chill from
the west with the damp and salt of
the Pacific heavy upon it, as |
breasted it from the forward deck of
the ferry stezamer, El Capitan. As |
drank in the mir and was silent with
admiration of the beautiful panorama
that was spread before me, my com-
panion touched me on the arm.

“Come into my cabin” he said.
“You'll be one of those fellows who
can’'t come to 8San Francisco without
catching his death of cold, and then
lays it on to the climate instead of
his own lack of common sense. Come,
I can't spare you, now I've got you
here at last. 1 wouldn't lose you for
a million dollars.”

“I'l come for half the money,” I
returned, as he took me by the arm
and led me into the close cabin.

My companion, I should explain,
was Henry Wilton, the son of my
father's cousin, who had the advan-
tages of a few vears of residence in
California, and sported all the airs
of a pioneer. We had been close
{riends through boyhood and youth,
and it was on his offer of employment
that 1 had come to the city by the
Golden Gate.

“What a resemblance!™ I heard a
woman exclaim, as we entered the
cabin. “They must be twins.”

“There, Henry,” 1 whispered with
a laugh: “you see we are discovered.”
Though our relationship was mnot
¢lose we had been cast in the mold
of some common ancestor. We were
<o neariv alike in form and feature as
to perplex all but our intimate ac-
quaintances, and we had made the
resemiblance the occasion of many
tricks in our boyhood days.

Henry had heard the exclamation |

as well as 1. To my surprise, it ap-
peared to bring him annoyance or ap-
prehension rather than amusement.

] had forgotten that it would make
us conspicuous,” he said, more to
bhimself than to me, 1 thought: and
he glanced through the cabin as
though he looked for some peril.

“We were used to that long ago,”
1 said, as we found a seal. “Is the
business ready for me? You wrote
that you thought it would be in hand
by the time 1 got here.”

“We can't talk about it here,” he
eaid in a low tone. “There is plenty
of work to be done. It's not hard, but,
as 1 wrote vou, it needs a man of
pluck. and discretion. it's delicate
business, vou understand, and dan-
zerons if vou can’t keep your head.
But the danger won't be yours. I've
zot that end of it.”

“Of course vou're not trying to do

anvthing against the law?” 1 sald.

+Oh. it has nothing to do with the
lJaw.” he replied with an odd smile.
“In fact, it's a little matter in which
we are—well, you might say—outside
the law.”

I gave a gasp at this distressing
suggestion, and Henry chuckled as he
saw the consternation written on my
face. Then he rose and said:

“Come, -the boat is getting in.”

“But | want to know—" 1 began.

“Oh, bother your ‘want-to-knows.'
It's not against the law— just outside
it, vou understand. I'll tell you more
of it when we get to my room. Give
me that valise. Come along now.”
And as the boat entered the slip we
found ourselves at the fromt of the
pressing crowd that is always surging
in and out of San Francisco by the
gateway of the Market Street ferry.

As we pushed our way through the
clamoring hack-drivers and hotel-run-
pers who blocked the entrance to the
city, 1 was roused by a sudden thrill
of the instinct of danger that warms
one when he meets the eve of a
snake. It was gone in an instant, but
1 had time to trace effect to cause.
The warning came this time from
the eves of a man, a lithe, keen-faced
man who flashed a look of triumphant
malice on us as he disappeared in the
waitingroom of the ferry-shed. Bat
the keen face and the basilisk glance
were burned into my mind in that
moment as deeply as though I had
known then what evil was behind
them.

My companion swore softiy to him-
self.

“What's the matter? I asked.

“Don’t look around,” he said. “We
are watcked.”

“The snakeeved man?”

“Did vou see him, too?’ His man-
ner was carelesg, but his tone was
troubled. “I thought 1 had given him
the slip,” he continued. “Well, there's
po help for it mow.”

“Are we to hunt for a hiding-place?”
1 asked doubtfully.

“Oh, no; not now. 1 was going to
iake you direct to my room. Now
we are goinz to a hotel with all the
publicity we can get. Here we are.”

In another moment we were in a
Jumbering coach, and were whirling
over the rough pavement, through a
confusing maze of streets, past long
rows of dingy, ugly buildings, to the
hotel.

“A room for the night,” ordered
Henry, as we entered the hotel of-
fice and saluted the clerk.

“Your brother will sleep with you?”
inquired the clerk.
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Henry paid the bill, took the key,
and we were shown to our room. Af-
ter removing the travel-stains, I de-
clared myself quite ready to dine.

“We won't need this again,” said
Henry, tossing the key on the bu-
reau as we left. “Or no, on second
thought,” he continued, “it's just as
well to leave the door tocked. There
might be some inquisitive callers.”
And we betook ourselves to a hasty
meal that was not of a nature to
raise my opinion of San Francisco.

“Are you through?" asked my com-
panion, as 1 shook my head over a
melancholy piece of pie, and laid down
my fork. “Well, take your bag. This
door—look pleasant and say nothing.”

He led the way to the bar and then
through a back room or two, until
with a turn we were in a blind alley.
After a pause to observe the street
before we ventured forth, Henry
said: y

“] guess we're all right now. We
must chance it, anyhow.” So we
dodged along in the shadow till we
came to Montgomery Street, and after
a brief walk, turned into a gloomy
doorway and mounted a worn pair of
stairs.

The house was three stories in
height. It stood on the corner of an
alley, and the lower floor was in-
tended for a store or saloon; but a
renting agent’s sign and a collection
|ol‘ old show-bills ornamenting the
dirty windows testified that it was
vacant.

“This isn’t just the place I'd choose

for entertaining friends,” said Henry,

DavT
with a visible relief from his uneasi-
ness, as we climbed the wormn and
dirty stair.

“Oh, that’s all right.,”
nanimously accepting his apology.

“It doesn't have all the modern con-

I said, mag-

veniences,” admitied Henry as we
stumbled up the second flight, “but
it's suitable to the business we have
in hand, and—"

“What's that?" 1 exclaimed, as a
creaking, rasping sound came from
the hall below.

We stopped and listened, peering
into obscurity beneatk.

“It must have been outside,” said

Henry, and opened the door of the
last room on the right of the hall.
+ The room was at the rear corner
of the building. There were twq win-
dows, one looking to the west, the
other to the north and opening on the
narrow alley.

“Not so bad after you get in,” said
Henry, half as an introduction, half
as an apology. .

“It's luxury after six days of rail-
roading,” I replied.

“Well, lie down there, and make
the most of it, then,” he said, “for
there may be trouble ahead.” And he
listened again at the crack of the
door.

“In Heaven’s name, Henry, what's
up?” 1 exclaimed with some temper.
“Youre as full of mysteries as a
dime novel.”

Heury smiled grimly.

“Maybe you dom’t recognize that
this is serious business,” he said.

1 was about to protest that 1 could
not know too much, when Henry
raised his hand with a warning to si-
lence. 1 heard the sound of a cau-
tious ‘step outsidee Then Henry
sprang to the door, flung it open, and
bolted down the passage. There was
the gleam of a revolver in his hand.
|,l hurried after him, but as I crossed
the threshold he v:s coming softly
back, with finger cu his lips.

*] must see to the guards again. 1
can have them together by midnight.”

“Can I help?”

“No. Just wait here till I get back.
Bolt the door, and let nobody in bat
me. It isn’t llkely that they will try
to do anything before midnight. If
they do—well, here’'s a revolver.
Shoot through the door if anybody
tries to break it down.”

I stood in the door, revolver in

badpd. washed him down the hall, and

a tall, broad-shouldered figure leaped

“These aren’t the papers,” it hissed.
“Curse you, you've got the wrong-
man'!”

There was a momenat of confusion,
ané the light flashed on the man whe
had spoken and was gone. But the
fash had shown me the face of a man
I could never forget. It was a strong,
cruel, wolfish face—the face of a man
near sixty, with a fierce yellow-gray
mustache and imperial—a face broad
at the temples and tapering down into
thu'lvel.lmtnomnchexettﬂl.' unylelding h".lna .
then with all the lines of rage, hatred,
and chagrin at the failure of his plans.

it took not a second for me to see
and hear and know all this, for the
vision came and was gome in the
drooping of an eyelid. And then there
echced through the alley loud cries of
“police! Murder! Help!” 1 was con-
scious that there was 2 man running
through the hall and down the rickety
stairs, making the building ring to
the same cries.

it was thus with a feeling of sur-
prise that I found myself in the street,
and came to know that the cries for
help had come from me, and
was the man who had run through the
hall and down the stairs shouting for
the police. The street was empty.

Fortunately the policeman oa the
beat was at hand, and I hailed him
excitedly.

“Only rolling a drunk,” he said
lightly, as I told of what I had seen.

“No, it's worse than that I Insisted.
“There was murder done, and I'm
| afraid it’s my friend.”

He listened more attentively as 1
told him how Henry had left the
house just before the cry for help had
risen.

“It's a nasty place,” he continued.
“It's lucky I've got a light.” He
brought up a dark lantern from his
overcoat pocket, and stood In the
sheiter of the building as he lighted
it. “There's not many as carries 'em,”
he continued, “but theyre mighty
handy at times.”

We made our way to the point be
neath the window, where the men had
stood.

There was nothing to be seen—no
sign of stroggle, no shred of torn
clothing, no drop of blood. Body,
traces and all had disappeared.

CHAPTCR 1L
A Quection in the Night.

1 was stricken dumb at this end to
the investigation, and half doubted
the evidence of my eves.

“Well,” said the pcliceman, with a
sigh of relief, “there’s nothing here.

1 suspected that his doubts cf my
sanity were returning.

“Here is where it was done,” I as
serted stoutly, pecinting to the spot
where I had seen the struggling group
from the window. “There were surely
five or six mean in it.”

“It’'s hard to make sure of things
from above in this light,” sald the
policeman, hinting once more his sus
picion that 1 was confusing dreams
with reality.

“There was no mistaking that job.”
I s2id. *“See here, the alley leads
farther back. Bring your light.”

A few paces farther the alley turned
at a right angle to the north. We
looked narrowly for a bedy, and then
for traces that might give hint of the
passage of a party.

“Nothinz hcre,” said the policeman,
is we came out on the other street
“Maybe they've carried him into one
of these back-door dens, and maybe
they whisked him into a hack here
and are a mile or two away by now.”

“But we must follow them. He may
be only wounded and can be rescued
And these men can be caught” 1}
was almost hysterical in my eager
NESS,

“Aisy, aisy, now,” said the police
man. “Go back to your room, Dow.
That's the safest place for yoi, and
| you can’t do nothin’ at all out here
I'll report the case to the head office,
an’ we'll send out the alarm to the
force. Now, here's your door. Just
rest aisy, and they'll let you know if
anything's found.”

And he passed on, leaving me dazed
with dread and despair in the en-
trance of the fateful house.

Once more in the room to wait till
morning should give me a chance to
work, 1 looked about the dingy place
with a heart sunk to the lowest
depths. 1 was alone in the face of
this mystery. I had not ome friend
in the city to whom I could appeal
for sympathy, advice or money. Yet
I should need all of these to follow
this business to the end—to learn the
fate of my cousin, to rescue him, it
alive and to avenge him, if dead.

Then, in the hope that I might find
something among Henry's effects tc
give me a clue to the men who had
attacked him, 1 went carefully
through his clothes and papers. Baut
1 found that he did not leave memo-
randa of his business lying about.
't'he only scrap that could have a pos
sible bearing on it was a sheet of
paper in the coat he had changed
with me. It bore a rough map, show-
ing a road branching thrice, with
crosses marked here and there upon
it. .Underneath was written:

*“Third road—cockneyed barm—iron
cow.”

A Cry for Help.

Then 1 rallied my spirits with some-

and turned to a study of my surround-

The room was on the corner, as 1
have said, and I threw up the sash of
the west window and looked out over
a tangle of old buildings, ramshackle
sheds, and an alley that appeared to
lead nowhere.

Some sound of a drunken quarrel
drew my attention to the north win-
dow, and 1 looked out imto the alley.
There were shouts and curses, and
one protesting, struggling inebriate
was hurled out from the front door
and left, with threats and foul lan-
guage, to collect himeelf from the
pavement.

This edifying incident, which was
explained to me solely by sound, had
scarcely come to an end when a noise
of creaking boards drew my eyes to
the other window. The shutter sud-
denly flew around, and a human figure
swung in at the open casing.

“S-h-h'” came the warning whisper,
and 1 recognized my supposed robber.
It was Henry.

“pon’t speak out loud,” he said in
suppressed tones. “Wait till 1 fasten
this shutter.”

“Shall I shut the window?" 1 asked,
thoroughly impressed by his manner.

“No, you'll make too much noise,”
he said, stripping off his coat and
vest. “Here, change clothes with me.
Quick! It's a case of life and death.
I must be out of here in two minutes.
Do as | say, now. Don’t ask ques-
tions. I'll tell you about it in a day
or two. No, just the coat and vest.

There—give me that coilar and tie.
Whev's vour hat?”

The changes were completed, or
rather his were, and he stood looking
as much like me as could be imag-
ined.

“Don’t stir from this room till 1
come back,” he whispered. “You can
dress in anything of mine you like.
Il be in before twelve, or send a
messenger if 'm not coming. By-by.”’

He was gone before I could say a
werd, and only an occasional creaking
board told me of his progress down
the stairs. He had evidently had
some practice in getting about quiet-
ly. 1 could only wonder, as I closed
and locked the door, whether it was
the police or a private enemy that he
was trying to avoid.

I had small time to speculate on
the possibilities, for outside the win-
dow 1 heard the single word, “Help!”

I rushed to the window and looked
out. A band of half a dozen men was
struggling and pushing away from
Montgomery Street into the darker
end of the alley. They were nearly
under the window.

“Give It to him,” said a voice.

In an instant there came a scream
of agony. Then a light showed and

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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AUTOS AT A COYOTE DRIVE.

X foned top buggy to the latest in au-
California Hunt Not as Successful as | tomobiles, were in evidency. and many
Had Been Hoped For.

men appeared on horsebact: and join-

e ed the chase. One drive wis made in

A large crowd of San Joaquin coun- | the forenoon and another in the aft-

ty residents assembled at the Bol- |ernoon, lunch being served between

linger ranch, in the eastern part of | the two trips. Later another effort will

the county, and enjoyed a coyote |be made to exterminate the trouble-
drive, which was not as destructive

some animals.

as the people of that distriet hoped

for, as the animals kept out of sight Cause and Efiect
and only a few were killed. Of late
the coyotes have been killing sheep,
pigs snd chickens. The secarcity of
dead animals has caused thc coyotes
to invade the renches*tand give the
farmer a lot of trouble. As a general
rule, these animasils seldom attack
stock, but when driven to starvation
they become bold.

It was with the hope that a large
number would be killed that a general
invitation was extended to the people
to assembie and make a roundup. Al
kinds of vehicles, from the old fash-

“Yes, my son.”

“] think our hen is going to lay az
egg.”

“What makes you think sc, my
boy?”

“'Cause I saw her eating the egg
plant in the garden today!"—Yonkers
Statesman.

Girls Wanted. v
Since the beginning of this year five
male immigrants have landed in New
York city to two female imm grants

STOPPED TO SALUTE HOGS.

One Man at Least Grateful to the
Source of His Wealth.

“The Interpreter” in the American

Magazine says of a respectful father
he once knew:
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“Isn't it time we took off our hats
and thanked this pleasant land for the

ders, rectifying our mistakes, and re-

sponding cheerfully to our every in-|

telligent effoxt?
“] knew a man ont west who had

had made a great fortune in the pork
packing business. The heir was not
puffed up by his millions. Long after
he had rrown accustomed to the
money and might reasonably be ex-
pected to look down on butchers, if in
walking In the country with his chil-
dren they saw a drove of hogs on the
road, he would make his littfe boys
stand at attention and take off their
hats. ‘1 want them to respect the
sources of wealth,’ he sald.”

SEVERE HEMORRHOIDS

’
Sores, and Itching Eczema—Doctor
Thought an Operation Necessary
—Cuticura’s Efficacy Proven.

*] am now 80 years old, and three
years ago I was taken with an at-
tack of piles (hemorrhoids), bleeding
and protruding. The doctor said the
only help for me was to go to a
hospital and be operated on. I tried
several remedles for months but did
not get much help. During this time
sores appeared which changed to a
terrible itching eczema. Then I began
to use Cuticura Soap, Ointment, and
Pills, injecting a quantity of Cuticura
Ointment with a Cuticura Suppository
Syringe. It took a month of, this
treatment to get me in a fairly healthy
state and then § treated myself once
a day for three months and, after that,
once or twice a week. The treatments
I tried took a lot of money, and it is
fortunate that I used Cuticura. J. H.
Henderson, Hopkinton, N. Y. Apr.
26, 1907.”

HER PROTECTORB.

“Here, nurse! Who's that young
chap that's
around? 1 he a beau of yours?”

“Oh, no, sir. Dat’s Jimmie Hawk-
shaw, de detective. I hires him to pro-

tect me from kidnapers an’ things!”

fimportant to Mothers.
Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Bears the

Signature of

In Use For Over 30 Years,
The Kind You Have Always Bought

Immense Pig lron Production.

In the last eight years the three
great iron countries have produced
10,300,000 tons of pig iron, of which
over half has come out of the United
States.

To prevent that tired feeling om
froning day—Use Deflance Starch—
saves time—saves labor—saves annoy-
ance, will not stick to the iron.
big 16 oz. package for 10c, at your
grocer’s.

Every human being is intended to
have a character of his own, to be
what no other is, to do what no other
can.—Channing.

Some-one has said that happiness is
| but a habit. If it is, here’s hoping
that you may acquire the habit.

Lewis' Single Binder — the famous
straight 5¢ . always best quality.
Your dealer or "Faelory,l"eorin,lﬁ.

The butcher should be careful how
he steaks his reputation.
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the right idea about it. His father |
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don’t be unhappy, for, if you only stay |
to get it
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“] was not able to do
pg to the fcmale trouble {r:
saffered. Lydia E. Pinkbam's
helped me
I am so wcls that 1 can
s work ac Ieverdid. 1
voud
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do as
wish

The world belongs to thase
come the -last. They will find
and strength, as we have done.—
fellow. ;
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women to write her for advice.
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Electri'c signs are responsible for
some bright remarks. !

Mrs. Winglow's !
Por chbildrea 3 m.—thhmm -
Sammation, allays cures wind celic. Bca botile.
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always following .you

'l'!uzn'r

Do your duty and let the other fel-
| jow do the explaining. n

Cline

lup-_ the breath, teetn, mouth end body
i lyelmu_dl:uﬁm_-

SICK HEADACHE,

i Positively cured by
these Littlc Pills.

They also relieve Dis
tress from DyspepsiasIo
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating. A perfect rem
edy for Dizziness, Nau
ses, Drowsiness, Bad
Taste inthe Mouth, Coat
ed Toungue, Pain in the
Sld<z, TORPID LIVER
They regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE,
Genuvine Must Bear
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Recess School Shees for boys and girls.
Dressy, comfortabl for real hard wear.
Price, $1.75 to $2.50. 1f not at dealers ask us.

"PINK EYEFEi.

Cures the sick and acts for
- - tor --,nw:nll: ul.-.ulil.q.:’:.lv-;:
cenis aad §.00 » bottle; §5.00 and §19.0C dogen. Sold druggees
and horse goods houses, or sent express pald, by m‘-,n-lhcr_
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