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SYNOPSIS.

Giles Dudley arrived in San Franeisco
to join his friend and distant relative
Henry Wilton, whom he was to assist

“Black Dick—curse his soul. And he's
roasting in hell for it this minute,”
cried Mother Borton, savagely.

“Hush!™ I said. “You mustn't ex-

silent for a moment. Then she con-
tinued: ’,
“I'll be to blame if I don't tell you—
I must tell you. Are you listening?
Her voice came thick and strange,

with a look of growing fear.
“I am listening,” 1 replied.

“Step quietly,” I cautioned my men,
as we neared the dark and forbidding
entrance. “Keep close to the shadow
of the buildings. Our best chance is
in a surprise.”

There was no guard at the door that
stood open to the street, and we halted
a moment before it to make sure of
our plans.

“It's a bad hole,” whispered Corson.

“A fine place for an ambush” I re-
turned dubiously. '

“Well, there's no help for it.,” said
the policeman. “Come on!™ And
drawing his club and revolver he stole
noiselessly up the stairs.

We were not two-thirds the way up
the flight before a voice shot out of
the darkness.

“Who's there?”

There was no more need for silence,
and Corson and I reached the landing
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There was nore of the sounds of
riot 1 had expected to hear as we drgw
up before it. The lantern blinked out-
side with its invitation to manifold
cheer within. Lights streamed through
the window and half-opened door, and
quiet and order reigned.

I found the explanation of the
change in the person of a policeman,
who stood at the door.

“Huas there been trouble
ficer?” 1 asked.

“Oh, is it you, sor?” said Corson’s
hearty voice. *'1 was wondering about
ye. Well, there has been a bit of a
row here, and there’'s a power of
broken heads to be mended. There’s
wan man cut to pieces, and good rid-
dance, for it's Black Dick. I'm think-
jngz it's the morgue they’ll be taking
him to, though it was for the receiving
hospital they started with him. It was
a dandy row, and it was siventeen ar-

here, of-
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time, I'm a-thinking. Whist, 1 forgot
she was a friend of yours, sor.”

“Where is she—at the receiving hos-
pital? What is the matter with her?”

“Aisy, aisy, sor. It may be nothing.
She's upstairs. A bit of a cut, they
say. Here, Shaughnessy, look out for
this door! T'll take ve up, sor.”

We mounted the creaking stairs in
the light of the smoky lamp that stood
on the bracket, and Corson opened a
door for me.

A flickering candle played fantastic
tricks with the furniture, sent shad-
ows dancing over the dingy walls, and
gave a weird touch to the two figures
that bent over the bed in the cormer.
The figures straightened up at our en-
trance, and | knew them for the doctor
and his assistant.

“A friend of the lady, sor,” whisper-
ed Corson.

The doctor looked at me in some
surprize, but merely bowed.

Mother Borton tarned her head on
the pillow, and her gaunt face lighted
up at the sight of me.

“Eh, dearie, 1 Kknew
come,” she cried.

The doctor pushed his way to the
bedside.

“] must insist that the patient be
quiet,” he said with authority.

“Be quiet?” cried Mother

vou would

Borton.

. CAgZerness. !
“It was Black Dick—the cursed

*“Is it for the likes of you that I'd be

death before you. Do you hear? Mur-
der and death.”

She sank back on her pillow and
gazed at me with a wearied light In
her eves and a sibyl look on her face.

“I think I understand,” I said gently.
“I have faced them and I ought to
know them.”

“Then vou'll—you’ll quit your job
—you'll be yourself?”

“I can not. I must go on.”

“And why?"

“My friend—his work—his murder-
o

“Have you got the man who mur-
dered Henry Wilton?”

“No.”

“Have you got a man who will give
a word againsi—against—you know
who?”

“lI have not a scrap of evidence
against any one but the testimony of
my own eves,” I was compelled to
confess.

“And vou can't use it—you dare not
use it. Now Il tell vou, dearie, 1
know the man as killed Henry Wil-
ton.” ’

“Who was it?" I cried, startled into

scoundrel that’s done for me. Oh!™
she groaned in pain.
“Maybe Black Dick struck the blow,

but 1 know the man that stood behind

I closed her eves and composed her
limbs.

“She was a rare old bird,” said Cor-
son when 1 had done, “but there was
some good in her, after all.”

“She has been a good friend to
me,” 1 said. and we called a servant
from below and left the grewsome
room to his guardianship.

“And now, there's another little job
to be done. There’s one of my men a
prisoner down on Davis street. I must
get him out.”

“I'm with you, sor,” said Corson
heartily. “I'm hopin’ there's some
heads to be cracked.”

I had not counted on the police-
man's aid, but 1 was thankful to accept
the honest offer. In the restaurant I
found five of mv men, and with this
force I thought that I might safely at-
tempt an assault on the Den.

The Den was a low, two-story build-
ing of brick, with a warehouse below,
and the quarters of the enemy, ap-
proached by a narrow stairway above.

I replied, seizing eagerly upon the
papers that lay scattered about upon
the desk. “Look in the other room
while I run through these.”

A rude diagram on the topmost
paper caught my eye. It represented
a road branching thrice. On the third
branch was a cross, and then at in-
tervals four crosses, as if to mark
some features of the landscape. Un-
derneath was written: .

“From B—follow 115 m. Take third
road—3 or 5.”

The paper bore date of that day, and
I zuessed that it meant to show the
way to the supposed hiding-place of
the boy.

Then, as I looked again, the words
and lines touched a cord of memory.
Something I had seen or known be-
for was vaguely suggested. I groped
in the obscurity for a moment, vainly

There was no time to lose in spec-
ulating, and I turned to the work that
pressed before us. But as I thrust
the papers into my pocket to resume
the search for Barkhouse, the elusive
memory flashed on me. The diagram
of the enemy recalled the single slip
of paper I had found in the pocket of
Henry Wilton’s coat on the fatal night
of my arrival. 1 had kept it always
with me, for it was the sole memoran-
dum left by him of the business that
had brought him to his death. 1
brought it out and placed it side by
side with the map I had before me.
The resemblance was less close than
1 had thought, yet all the main fea-
tures were the same., There was the
road branching thrice; a cross in both
marked the junction of the third road
as though it gave sign of a building or
some natural landmark; and the other
features were indicated in the same
order. No—there was a difference in
this point; there were five crosses on
the third road in the enemy's diagram,
while there were but four in mine.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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“Goodness, sonny, are you in pain?”
“Naw, the pain's in me—boo-hoo!”

A Cure.

The sinner walked along the rocky
road, his bare feet torn and bleeding
from bruises and wounds. He met a
stranger.

“Friend,” he exclaimed, “I have
sinned and done wrong, I mast pa-
tiently suffer the most extreme agony
to save myself from eternal damna-

tion. Can you tell me some supreme !
test of repentance?” 1
“Certainly,” answered the other, !
with an air of experience. “Go to a
boarding house and live there for a
year.” |
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“Straw,” said Boss.
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framed in her gray and tangled hair,
was working with anger; and her eves
were almost lurid as she sent fierce
glances at one after another of the
men about her. She pointed a skinny
finger at the door, and each man as
she cast her look upon him went out
without a word.

“Shut the door. honey.,” she said
quietly, lying down once more with a
satisfied smile. *“That's it. Now me
and you can talk cozv-like.”

“You'd better not talk. Perhaps

The boy is nothing to you. Leave him
go. Take vour own name and get
away. This is no place for you. When

I'm gone there will be no one to warn
ve. You'll be killed. You'll be killed.”
Then she moaned, but whether from
pain of body or mind I could not guess.
“Never you fear. [I'll take care of
myself.” I said cheerily.
She locked at me mournfully.
killed for ye, dearie.”
I started, shocked at this news.
“There,” she continued slowlxr °7
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In a certain village of New Hamp-
shire there is a quaint old character
known as Boss Mellin, keenly alive to
the truth of the old saying, “Silence
is golden.” Mellin's gift in this re-
spect approaches gemnius, though he
was fully aware of what he deemed
his shortcomings therein.

Mell'n used to make mattresses for
a livinz, Onec diy a native cf the

"ive entered his shop and asked,
~Boss, what's the best kind of a mat-

Boss Mellin emitted a sigh. “I've
always ruined myself by talkin',” said
he.—Harper's Weekly.

Scarcity of Princesses.

By the birth of the little son and
heir to Prince and Princess Alexander
of Teck the number of unmarried Eng-
lish princes is now incroased to 11, and
if to these are added the two sons
of Prince and Princess Louis of Bat-
tenberg there may be said to be 13
princes for whom wives will have to

Starch necessary, with the result of
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Cheap Living in Japan.

A man can hire a horse in Japan,
keep two servants and live on the fat
of the land, all for a little over $20 a
month.
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. _Oloan’s
Liniment
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twinge of pain.
“Who did it?”
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“You'll make the third yourself,”

groaned Mother Borton, “unless they

the opinion of Mellin, was the best
kind of a mattress.

it is difficult to see how these little
princes are to be mated.
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