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CHAPTER XIiV.—Continued.
I suppose so,” said 1 dryly.
woman has done me service
4 my life, I may say—and I'm
to forget the bad in her.”

«'s not for me to say, sor; but
quare things happens, no
note,” 1 continued, *“is writ-

e vor her mame. 1 don't know
¢r it came from her or not; but
eut it I must see her. It may
cass of life or death for me.”
vn’ if it didn't come from her?”
1 the policeman shrewdly.
«u,” said 1 grimly, “it's likely to
cu=e of death if 1 venture alone.”
tell vou what, Mr. Wilton,” said
after a pause. “If yvou’ll wait
I'll go with you—that is, if
=n't somebody else you'd like
© to have by your side to-night.
v don’t look to have any of your
about.”
the thing,” 1 said heartily.
Yi.0¢'s no one I'd rather have. We'll
r Wn a4s sSgon as we can get a bite

have to wait a bit, sor, till my
He'll be along soon. As
~t1ing a bite, vou can't do better
wiit till you get to lAother Bor-
It’s a rough place, but it's got a

vae for good cooking.”

vas bewildered.

I zuess there's not much to be got
i - way of eating in the house.
I + was nothing left in it yester-

comes,

. wrning but the rats.” 1 spoke
w. i eonsiderable emphasis.
1's guare, now,” he said, look-

:o¢ if there was a jest behind
“But ‘twas all there when

son and I put a elub to a drunk
raising the Ould Nick in the

++ amd smashing the bottles, not
rs ago. When we took him

1 the ixpress wagon the ould
wits rowling out those long
curses in a way that would
tie heart of the foul fiend him-

was some fresh mystery

1 this. 1 held my tonzue with the
reotion that 1 had Dbetler let it
: Liten itself out than risk a stum-
*+ asking about things 1 ought to
n's relief soon appeared. “It's
nizht,” he said, buttoning up

¢reoat closely, as Corson gave
brief report of the situation on

zood for them as likes it dark,”
Lurson.
= iust such a night as we had
wion Donaldson was murdered. Do
mind it?”
1 mind 1t? Am 1 likely to forgit
\Wwell, a pleasant time to you, me
Come along, sor. We'd better
ving. You won't mind steppicg
the hall with me, will ye, while
1
tainly not,” I said with a shiver,
21 ut the grim suggestion of mur-
and half at the chill of the fog
‘ ihe cutting wind that blew the
vapor through to the skin.
‘uu've mo overcoat,” said Corson.
il stop and get one. I'll have mine
the station.™
silence of the house of mystery
1o iess threatening now than on
nizht when Henry Wilton was
- iz through the halls on the way
< death, But the stout-hearted
man by my side gave me con-
¢, and no sign showed the pres-
“an enemy as 1 secured Henry's
overcoat and the large revolver
il given me, and we took our
down the stairs.
hort visit to the grimy. foul-
+ hasement of the City Hall, a
walk with the cutting wind at
cks and I felt rather than saw
ve were in the neighborhood of
"« “iene of my adventures of a night
' a1 come so near costing me my
:nd then 1 saw the lantern sigm
{orth its promise of the varied en-
sment that could be had at Bor-

‘lsre we are,” sald Corson.

pushed open the door and en- | help

®ouse the other night like a cop in)
plain clothes? Didn't I go bail you
were safe? Do you want any better
word than mine?” she had begun al-
most softly, but the voice grew high-
er and harsher as she went on.

“Why,” 1 said, bewildered again,
“the house sneaked away from me—
or, at least you left me alone in it.”

“How was that?” she asked grimly.
And I described graphically my ex-
perience in the deserted building.

Ag I proceeded with my tale an
amused look replaced the harsh lines
of suspicion on Mother Borton's face.

“Oh, my lud!” she cried with a
chuckle. “Oh, my lud! how very green
vou are, my boy. Oh ho! ho ho!” And

The effect on the hag's features was
marvelous. The black scowl lighten-
ed, the tightdrawn lips relaxed, and
there was a sign of pleasure in the
bright eves that had flashed hatred
at the policeman.

“Ah, it's you, is it?” she said sharp-
Iy, but with a tone of kindness in her
greeting. “I didn't see ye. Now sit
down and find a table, and I'll be with
ye after a bit.”

“We want a dinner, and a good one.
I'm half-starved.”

“Are ye, honey?" said the woman
with delight. “Then it's the best din-
ner in town ye shall have. Here, Jim!
Put these gentlemen over there at the
corner table.”

“It’'s not the aristocracy of stoile ye
get here,” said Corson, lighting his
pipe after the coffee, “but it's prime
eating.”

I nodded in lazy contenment, and
then started up in remembrance of
the occasion of our being in this place
as the shadow of Mother Borton fell
across the table.

“If you will go upstairs,” she said

then she laughed an inward, self-con-
suming laugh that called up anything
but the feeling of sympathetic mirth.

“I'm glad it amuses you,” I said
with injured dignity.

“Oh, my liver! Don't you see it
yet? Don't you see that you climbed
into the next house back and went
thrcugh on to the other street?” And
she relapsed into her state of silent
merriment.

I felt foolish enough as the truth
flashed over me. | had lost my sense
of direction in the strange house, and
had been deceived by the resemblance
of the ground plan of the two build-
ings.

“But what about the plot?” I asked.
“I got your note. It's very interesting.
What about it?”

“What plot?”

“Why, I don't know.
wrote me about.”

Mother Borton bent forward and
searched my face with her Leen
glance.

“Oh,” she said at last, “the one 1
wrote you about. I'd forgotten it.”

The one you

SHow JIF YE'E]VUE' SHE SAD, SHARPLY”

sourly. “You know the way. I guess
vour friend can spare you.”

“Is there anything that can't be told
before Lim?” I asked.

“You’'ll be safer in my care than in
his,” she said, with warning in her
tone.

‘Yes, ves, I know 1 am safe here,

Hut how is it with my friend if 1 leave |

him here? We came together and
we'll go together.”

The crone nodded with a laugh that
ended in a snarl.

“If the gang knew he was here there
would be more fun than you saw the
other night.”

“Don’t worry about me, Mr. Wilton,”
said Corson with a grin. *“I've stood
her crowd off before, and I can do it
again if the need comes. But I'd rath-
er smoke a poipe in peace.”

“You can smoke in peace, but it's
not vourself you can thank for it,”
said Mother Borton sharply. “There'll
be no trouble here to-night. Come
along.” And the old woman startel
for the door.

“Are you sure you're all right?”
asked Corson in a low voice. “There’s
men gone up those stairs that came
down with a sheet over them.”

“It's all right—that is, unless
there's danger to you in leaving you
here.”

“No. Go ahead. I'll wait for ye. I'd
as liet sit here as anyvwheres.”

I hastened after Mother Borton, who
was glowering at me from the door-
way, and followed her footsteps in si-
lence to the floor above.

Mother Borton walked the passage
cautiously and in silence, an¢ I fol-
lowed her example until she pushed
open a door and was swallowed up in
the blackness. Then I paused on the
threshold while she lighted a candle;
and as | entered, she swiftly closed
and locked the door behind me.

“Qjt down,” she said in a harsh
voice, motioning me to a chair by the
stand that held the candle. Then this
strange creature seated herself in
front of me, and looked steadily and
sternly in my face for a full minute.

“What bave vou done that I should
vou?" she broke forth in a harsh

' i The place had the same ap-| voice, her eves still fixed on my face.

ace as the one to which I had
L' ‘w taken by Dicky Nahl
"% fine night, Mother Borton,” said
'n cheerily, as he was the first to
and then added under his
‘i, —“for the divil's business.”
ther Borton stared at him with
¢ ach look and muttered a curse.
icod evening,” 1 hastened to say.
thie liberty to bring a friend;
doesnt come as an officer to-
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“I realiv.couldn't say,” I replied po-
litely. “You have done me one or two
cervices already. That’s the best rea-
son | know why you should do me an-
other.”

The hard lines on theg before
me relaxed at the sound of my voice,
and the old woman nodded approv-
ingly.

“Ay, reason enough, ¥ guess. Them
as wants better can find it themselves.

This was disheartening. How could
I depend on one whose memory was
thus capricious?

“Yes,” said I gloomily; “I supposed
you might know something about it."”

“Show me the note,” she said sharp-
Iy.

I fumbled through my pockets until
I found it. Mother Borton clutched it,
held it up to the candle, and studied
it for two or three minutes.

“Where did you get it?”

I described the circumstances in
which it had come Into my possession,
and repeated the essentials of Cor-
son’s story. Mother Borton’s sharp,
evil face was impassive during my re-
cital. When it was done she mut-
tered:

“Gimme a fool for luck.” Then she
appeared to consider for a minute or
more.

“Well?" said 1 inquiringly.
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WORLD CENSUS OF JEWS.

Only Two Countries Have Greater
Number Than America.

In the American Jewish Year Book,
just issued by the Jewish Publication
society of Philadelphia, the Jewish
population of the United States is giv-
en as 1777,185. Only two countries
have a greater Jewlsh population,
Russia, with 5215805, and Austria-
Hungary, with 2,076,287. The immi-
gration threcugh the ports of New
York, Philadelphia and Baltimore for
the year ended June 30, 1907, was
134.113. The Jewish population of the
United States is larger by 531 than the
combined Jewish population of the
British empire, Germany, France,
Italy, Morocco, Turkey, Spain, China,
Netherlands, Denmark, Norway, Peru
and Crete. The British empire has
only 361,639 Jews, of whom 17,403 are
in Australia, 18,225 in India, 48,820 in
South Africa and 40,000 inr Canada and
British Columbia. There are 463,656
Jews in Turkey, 30,578 in Egypt and
49500 in Persia. In these three
countriezs there are about 100,000
fewer than there are in New York
city. The Jewish population of the
vorld is given as 11,585,202..—Ameri-
can Jewish Year Book.
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“Well, honey, you're having a run
of the cards,” she said at last. “Be
tween having the message trusted tc
a fool boy, and having a cop for yom
friend, an’ maybe gitting this note be
fore you're expected to, you're setting
here genteelllike having agreeable
conversation alcng with me, instead
of being in company you niightn’t like
80 well—or maybe floating out toward
Fort Point.”

“So you didn’t write?” I said coolly
“I had an' idea of the kind. That’s
why my friend Corson is smoking hi¢
pipe down stairs.”

Mother Borton gave me a pleased
look and nodded. I hoped I had made
her regret the eruel insinuation in he:
application of the proverb to me as
the favorite of fortune.

“L see,” I sald. "I was to be way-
laid on the road here and killed.”

“Carried off, more likely. I don’
say as it wouldn't end in killin' ye
But, you see, you'd be of mighty smal.
use in tellin’ tales if yon was dead:
but you might be got to talk if they
had yve in a quiet place.”

“Good reasoning. But Henry Wil
ton was killed.”

“Yes,” admitted Mother Borton;
“they thought he carried papers, and
maybe they ain't got over the idea vyit
It's jest as well you're here instid of
having a little passear with Tom Ter
rill and Darby Meeker and their pals.”

“Well,” said 1, as cheerfully as )
could under the depressing circum
stances, “if they want to kill me, |
don’t see how I can keep them from
getting a chance sooner or later.”

Mother Pegrton looked anxious at
this, and shook her head.

“You must call on your men,”
said decidedly. "You must
Zuards.”

“By the way,” 1 said, “that reminds
me. The men haven't been paid, ano
they're looking to me for money.”

“Who's looking to you for monev?

D!cky Nahl—and the others, I sup
pose.’

“Dicky Nahl1?”

“Why, yes. He aslked me for it.”

“And you gave it to him?” she asked
sharply. :

“No-o—that is, 1 gave him ten dol
lars and told him he'd have to wait
for the rest. I haven't got the mone)
from the one that's doing the hiring
vet, so I couldn’t pay him.”

Mother Borton gave an evil grin

she
have

“l reckon the money'll come all
rizht,” sald Mother HBorton, recovering
from her mirth, “There's one more
anxious than ycu to have ‘em paid
and if you air't found out you’ll have
it right away. Now for guards, take
Trent—no, he's hurt. Take Browr
and Porter and Barklhouse and Ritz
hugh. They're wide-awake, and domh
talk much. Take 'em two and two
and never go without ‘'em, night o
day. You stop here to-night, and 11
git 'em for you to-morrow.”

I declined the proffered hospitality
with thanks, and as a compromis«
agreed to call for my badyguard in the
early morning. Rejoining Corson,
explained Mother Borton's theory o
the plot that had brouzht me thither

“She’s like to be right,” said the po
liceman. “She knows the gang. Now
if vou’ll take my advice, vou'll let the
rats have your rocom for this night
and come along up to some foine ho
tel.”

The advice appeared good, and fif
teen minutes later Corson was drink
ing my health at the Lick House bar
and calling on the powers of light an¢
darkness to watch over my safety as
1 slept.

Whether due to his prayers or not
my sleep was undisturbed, even by
dreams of Doddridge Knapp and hiy
charming but scornful daughter; anc
with the full tide of life and business
flowing through the street in the
morning hours 1 found myself oncs
more in Mother Borton's dingy eating
room, orderips a breakfast.

Mother Borten ignored my entrance
and, perched on a high stool behinc
the bar and cash-drawer, reminded m¢
of the vulture guarding its preyv. Bu!
at last she fluttered over to my tablc
and took a seat opposite.

“Your men are here,” she said short:
Iv. And then, as | expressed m)
thanks, she warmed up ard gave m¢
a description by which I should know
each and led me to the room where
as she said, they were *“corralled.”

“By the way,” 1 said, halting out
side ‘the door, “they'll want some
money, I suppose. Do you know how
much?”

“They’re paid,” she said, and pushed
open the door before I could express
surprise or ask further questions. J
surmised that she had paid them her
self to save me from annoyance o1
possible danger, and my gratitude t¢
this strange creature rose still higher

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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A Hurdy-Gurdy Romance.

The day was sunny and warm. The
shade of an oak tree overhanging a
becard fence offered grateful shelter to
the old woman who wheeled a hurdy
gurdy slowly down tl» street. Leav.
fnz thé organ at the curbstone® the
woman seated herse!f on the ground
close to the fence, uttied a red ban-
danna, from which "¢ produced a
luncheon not over da :ty or appetiz-
ing in appearance, spr.ad out a news-
paper, and set forth th~ meal, evident.
1y expecting some one cise,

The old hurdy-gurdy inan soon join-
ed her, bringing with bkim the pail
of beer for which he had stopped on
the avenue, He was brewn and wrink:
led and grimy like herself; bat be-l
fore beginning the meal he bent down
and kissed the old woman, as if ob-
serving a sacrament.

And life seemed suddenly purer and
sweeter to the passerby.—N. Y. Press.

Both Old-Fashioned.

An old physician of the last genera-
tion was noted for his brusque man
ner and old-fashioned methods. One
time a lady called him in to treat her
baby who was lightly ailing, The doc
tor prescribed castor-oil. “But, dge
tor,” protested the young mother,
“castor oil is such an oll-fashioned
remedy.” “Madam.” replied the doe
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The Kind You Have Always

contains neither

in use for over 80 years, has borne the
and has becn made under his per-
sonal supervision sines its infancy.
Allow no one to deceive you in this.
All Counterfeits, Imitations and ‘¢ Just-as-good’® are bus
Experiments that trifie with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment.

What Is CASTORIA

Castoria is a harmiess substitute for Castor Ofl, Pare-
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is Pleasant. IS

Opium, Morphine mor other Nareootio
substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness. It cures Diarrhecea and Wind
eething Troubles, cures Constipation

-lml-h:

aENUINE CASTORIA ALwars

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always Bought

In Use For Over 30 Years

THE EFFECT OF WEALTH.

Billie—Who is that awfully freckled |
girl on the horse?

Tillie—Why, that’s Miss Gotrox. She
has several millions in her own name .

Billie—So? My! Aren't her freckles |
becoming?

CUTICURA CURED FOUR

Southern Woman Suffered with Itch- |
ing, Burning Rash—Three Llittle
Babies Had Skin Troubles.

“My baby had a running sore on his
neck and nothing that I did for it took |
effect until I used Cuticura. My face
was nearly full of tetter or gome sim-
flar skin disease. It would itch and
burn so that I could hardly stand it
Two cakes of Cuticura Soap and a box
of Cuticura Ointment cured me. Two
years after it broke out on my hands
and wristt Sometimes I would go
nearly crazy for it itched so badly. 1
went back to my old stand-by, that
had never failed me—one set of Cuti-
cura Remedies did the work. One
set also cured my uncle’s baby whose
head was a cake of sores, and another
baby who was in the same fix. Mrs.
Lillie Wilcher, 770 Eleventh St., Chat-
tancoga, Tenn., Feb. 16, 1907.”

Political Nou.

“l think,” said the old man, “Bill
was cut out fer on o' these 'lection-
eerin’ fellers.”

“How s0?”

“Well. he can't git it out his head
that twice one ain't ten!™—Atlanta
Constitution.

FITH, 8t. Vitus' Danes and Nervous Diseases per-
manentlyenred Ly br. Kline's Great Nerve Rulom
for FREE 2.9 trial bottie llld treatise. Dr.

H. Klive. Ld., %] Arch Sireet. Philadelphia, Pa.

The fear of dea.th is pever strong
in him who has learned how to live.

Lewis’ Single Binder cigar—richést, most
rmatisfying smocke on the market. Your
or Lewis' Factory, Peoria, Il

A two-faced woman is more danger
ous than a bare-faced lie.
Mre. % mm ﬁn::_ i

mmp pain, cures wind coilc. 3508 bottle.

When money begins to talk people
sit up and take notice.

Alien's Foot-Ease, a Powder
Forswollen, sweating feet. I-trnlnml relief. The
original powder for the fest. 35¢ at all Druggista

The right klnclotadocurmm
well enough alone.

Syrup fFigs
SFlixirSenna

acts en’tl e’t Proml)'t-
h‘ont cleanses
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SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS - 50¢ pe-80TTIL.

tor, “babies are old-fashion:d things.”

Politeness.

It was the last day of the term Im
one of our public kindergartens. The
children were all seated around the ta-
blea thoroughly enjoying the treat of
fce cream which the teacher always
provided on this occasion.

Glancing around the room at the
beaming faces of the children, the
kindergartner noticed one child pick
up his plate and lick it

She went up to him and said in a
low tone of voice: “Freddie, put down |
your plate; it is not polite to pick it
up and lick it”

Fred obeyed at once, quietly plac
ing his plate on the table. He then
put his head down to the plate and
| licked it.

Btarch, like everything else, is be
ing constantly improved, the patent

| Btarches put on the market 25 years

ago are very different and inferior to
those of the presemt day. In the lat-
est discovery—Deflance Starch—all in-
jurious chemicals are omitted, while
the addition of another ingredient, in-
vented by us, gives to the Starch a
strength and smoothness never ap-
proached by other brands.

The girl who can't cook should look
before leaping into the matrimonial
fying pan.
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Defiance
Starch

never crack mer be-
come brittle.
last twice as long as
thoss laundered with other
starches and give the wear-
you want your
brother or son to look
dreasy, to feel comfortable
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