5
A

-

CEETEEEEEEY,
EI.INDFO[DEQ

A Mystery Story
of San Francisco

BY
EARLE ASHLEY WALCOTT

.

(Copyright 1906, the Robbs Merrill Co, )

CHAPTER |
A Dangerous Errand.

A city of hills with a fringe of
houses erowning the lower heights;
half-mountainsg rising bare in the
hackground and becoming real moun-
tains as they stretched away in the
distance to right and left; a confused
mass  of bulldings coming to the
water's edge on the flat; a forest of
masts, ships swinging in the stream,
antl the streaked, vellow, gray-green
water of the bay taking a cold light
from the setting sun as it struggled
throngh the wisps of fog that fut-
tered above the serrated sky-line of
the city—these were my first lmpres-
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 1
hreasted it from the forward deck of
the ferry steamer, El Capitan. As 1
drank in the air and was silent with
admiration of the beautiful panorama
thut was gpread before me, my com-
panion touched me on the arm.

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

“I'll come for half the money,” 1
retnrned, as he took me by the arm
and led me into the close cabin.

My companion, 1 should explain,
was Henry Wilton, the son of my
father's cousin, who had the advan-
tages of a few years of residence in
(‘alifornia, and sported all the airs
of a pioneer. We had been close
friends 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!”™ 1 heard a
woman exclaim, as we entered the
eabfn, “They must be twins.”

“There, Henry,” 1 whispered with
a laugh; “you see we are discovered.”
Though our relationship was not
c¢lose we had been cast in the mold
of some common ancestor. We were
so nearly alike in form and feature as
to perplex all but our intimate ac-
quaintances, and we had made the
resemblance the oceasion 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,

“I had forgotten that it would make
ns conspicuous,” he sald, more to
himself 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 seat. “Is the
business ready for me? You wrote
that you thought it would be in hand
by the time I got here.”

“We ecan't talk about it here,” he
suid {in a low tone. “There s plenty
of work to be done. It's not hard, but,
as | wrote you, it needs a man of
pluek and discretion. It's delicate
business, vou understand, and dan-
gerous if you can't keep your head.
But the danger won't be yours. ['ve
got that end of it.”

“Of course you're not trying to do
anvthing against the law?" 1 said.

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

| gave a gasp al this distressing
suggestion, and Henry chuckled as he

. saw the consternation written on my

face, Then he rose and sald:
“Come, the boat is getting in."
“PBut I want to know—" I began.
“Oh, bother your ‘want-to-knows.
It's not against the law— just outside
it, you 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 front of the
preg@dng frowd tnat is always surging
in and out of San Franclsco by the
gateway of the Market Street ferry.
As we pushed our way through tha
¢lamoring hack-drivers and hotel-run.
ners who blocked the entrance to the
eity, I was roused by a sudden thrill
of the ins inet of danger that warns
one when he meets the eye of a

| had time to trace effect to cause,
The warning came this time from
the eyves of a man, a lithe, keen-faced
man who flagshed a look of triumphant
malice on us a8 he disappeared in the
walting-room of the ferrv.shed, Buat
the keen face and the basilisk glance
were burned into my mind in that
moment as deeply as though 1 had
known then what evil was behind
them.

My companion swore softiy to him
self.

“What's the matter? 1 asked.

“Don’t look around,” ghe said. “We
are watched.”

“The snake-eyed man?”’

“Did you see him, too?’ His man-
ner was careless, but his tone was
troubled. 1 thought 1 had given him

the slip,” he continued. “Well, there's
noe help for it now."”

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

“Oh, no; not now. 1 was going to
take you direet to my room. Now
we are going to a hotel with all the
publieity we can get. Here we are,”

In another moment we were in a
lumbering 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.

“Yes."

Henry paid the bill, took the key,
and we were shown to our room. Af-
ter removing the travel-stains, 1 de-
clared myself quite ready to dine.

“We won't need this again,” sald
Henry, tossing the key on the bu-
rean 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-
panfon, as | shook my head over a
melancholy piece of ple, and laid down
my fork. “"Well, take your bag. This
door—look pleasant and sauy nothing."”

He led the way @ the bar and then
through a back room or two, until

POV T IO ACOKPD /D WE A W TR0 A

with a turn we were in a blind alley.
After a paunse to obhserve the street
before we ventured forth, Henry
said:

“I guess we're all right now. We
must chance it, anyvhow.” So we
dodged along in the shadow till we
came to Montgomery Street, and after
& 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
of 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,
with a visible relief from his uneasi-
ness, as we climbed the worn and
dirty stair.

“Oh, that's all right,” 1 said, mag-
nanimously accepting his apology.

“It doesn't have all the modern con-
veniences,” admitted Henry as we
stumbled up the second flight, “but
it's suitable to the business we have
in hand, and—"

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

We stopped and listened, peoring
Into obscurity beneatk.

“It must have been outside,” sald

Henry, and opened the door of the
last room on the right of the hall,

The room was at the rear corner
of the bullding. There were two win-
dows, one looking to the west, the
other to the north and opening on the
narrow alley.

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

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

“Well, lie down there, and mauke
the most of it, then,” he said, “for
there may be trouble abead.” And he
listened again at the ¢rack of the
door,

snake, It was gone in an instant, lmt‘

|
|

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

Henry smiled grimly.

“Maybe vou don't recognlze
this Is serious business,” he gaid.

1 was about to protest that I could
not know too much, when Henry
raised his hand with a warning to si-
lence, 1 heard the sound of a cau-
tiong step outside. Then Henry
sprang to the door, lung it open, and
bolted down the passage. There was
the gleam of & revolver in hig hand.
I hurried after him, but as 1 crossed
the threshold he was coming softly
back, with finger on his lips,

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

“Can [ help?”

“No. Just wait here till 1 get baek.
lHolt the door, and let nobody in bat
me, It isn't likely 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
hand, watched him down the hall, and
lstened to his footsteps ax they de.
scended the sgtairs and ot last faded
away into the murmur of life that
came up from the open sireet,

that

CHAPTER |1
A Cry for Help,

I hastily cloged and locked the door.
Then 1 rallied my spirits with some-
thing of resolution, and shamed my-
self with the reproach that I should
fear to share any danger that Henry
was ready to face, Wearied as | was
with travel, I was too much excited
for sleep. Reading was equally im-
poseible, 1 scarcely glanced at the
shelf of books that hung on the wall,
and turned to a study of my surround-
ings.

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

Some sound of a drunken quarrel
drew my attention to the north win-
dow, and I looked out into 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-
gunage, to colleet himself 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 I recognized my supposed robber.
It was Henry.

“Don't speak out loud,” he said in
suppressed tones. “Walt till 1 fasten
this shutter.”

“Shall 1 shut the window?" I 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 I 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—glve me that collar and tie.
Where's your hat?”

The changes were completed, or
rather his were, and he stood looking
a8 much Jike me as could be Imag-
ined.

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

He was gone before I could say a
word, and only an occaslonal ereaking
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 1 closed
and locked the door, whether It was
the police or a private enemy that he
was trylng to avoid

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

1 rushed (o 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,” suild a voice,

In an instant there came a seream
of agony. Then a light showed and
a tall, broadshouldered figure leaped
back.

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

There was a moment of confusion,
and the light flashed on the man who
had spoken and was gone, But the
flash 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
# firm, unylelding jaw, and marked
then with all the lines of rage, hatred,
and chagrin at the fallure of his plans,

It took not a second for me to see
and hear and know ull this, for the
vigion came and was gone o the
drooping of an eyelid. And then there

echoed through the alley lond eriesd of
“Police! Murder! Help!™ I was eon-
sclous that there wis a man running
through the hall and down the rickety
atafrs, making the building ring to
the. same crles,

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

Fortunately the policeman on the
beat was at hand, and 1 hailed him
excitedly.

“Only rolling a drunk,” he said
lightly, as I told of what 1 had seen.

“No, it's worse than that [ inslisted.
“There was murder done, and I'm
afrald it's my friend.”

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

“M's a nasty place,” he continned,
“It's Tueky I've got a light” He
brought up a dark lantern from his
overcont pocket, and stood in the
shelter of the building as he lighted
it. “There's not many as carries 'em,"”
he continued, “but they're 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
slgn of struggle, no shred of torn
clothing, no drop of blood. Body,
traces and all had disappeared.

CHAPTZCR 111,
A Question in the Night.

I was stricken dumb at thig end to
the Investigation, and half doubted
the evidence of my eyes

“Well,” sald the policeman, with a
sigh of rellef, "there's nothing here.

1 suspected that his doubts of my
sanity were returning.

“Here is where It was done,” I as-
serted stoutly, pointing to the spot
where | had seen the struggllng group
from the window. “There were surely
five or six men in it."”

“It's hard to make sure of things
from above In this light,” saild the
policeman, hinting once more his sus-
pielon that I was confusing dreams
with reality,

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

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

“Nothing here,” said the policeman,
as 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,

“Alsy. aisy, now,” said the police:
man. “"Go back to your room, now,
That's the safest place for you, 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
foree. Now, here's your door. Just
rest alsy, and they'll let you know it
anything's found."”

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

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

Then, in the hope that [ might find
something among Henry's effects to
give me a clue to the men who had
attacked him, [ went carefully
through his clothes and papers. But
I found that he did not leave memo-
randa of his business lying about.
The 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 bhore a rough map, show-
ing a road branching thrice, with
crosses marked here and there upon
it, Underneath was written:

“I'hird road——cockneyed barn--iron
Cow.

(LU BE CONTINUKD)

Cause and Effect.

“"Pop'™

“Yes, my son."”

“I think our hen is going to lay an
egR.’

“What
boy '

“"Cauxe | saw her ecating the egg
plant in the garvden today!'-——Yonkers
Statesman.

mukes you think  so, my

No Fiction,

The father—What is that
are reading, my son”

The son—It's a story of a man who
invested his money in a western gold
mine anmd lost every cont of it

“Oh, that's all right, my boy!

hock you

I was

afrald vou'd got a hold of & work of
figtion ! M"==Yonkers Statesmaon,

Coincldence In Birthe.

Here {s the tale of & most remark-
Able coineldenze as told by Blddeford
(Me) papers: Ben Coolbrith of
North Baco has two sons and two
daughters, all married and all living In
Magsachusetts. In one mall last week
he received four letters, one from
each of his four children, and in each
of the four was the announcement of
the arrival of a daughter in the fami.
Iy on Monday,

Above, Over and On.

The three words, above, over and
on are nearly synonymous, but there
Is & clear’ distinction between them
when they are used literally. The
stars are above us, but they ara not
always over us, as a cloud I8 over the
#ea; nor are they on us, As & man's
hat is on his head. The hat and the
clond are above, but the stars are not
over, nor are the clouds on us,

Nose an Index to Temper.

The nose s an expressive feature of
every one. Kspecially is 1t sensitive
to exhibitions of 1ll temper and bad
habits, and with its minute muscles
it writes in the clearest of characters
every snarling, discontented, or dis-
dainful feeling until at last, If much
indulged, they become plain and last.
ing Imprints upon the face.

Insured,

“1 suppose you will be very careful
not to make any mistakes during
your first term.” ‘“Mistakes!"” eschoed
the new member. "I should say not. 1
am so completely slighted that I don't
even get a chance to make mistakes.”
~—Washington Btar,

Polyglot Burely,

Hewitt—"Does your wife kmow more
than one lamnguage?’ Jewett—'She
certalnly does; she reads French nov-
els in the original, talks in her sleop
in English, discharges the servant in
(German and converses with our young
est in baby talk."

Five Generations Llving.

Five generations of the famlily of
Mr, Pettit, boot dealer of Mexborough,
England, are living, his owa child
being the youmgest member. The
reat-great-grandmother s 90 and the
child is 11 months old,

The season for destructive storms
{8 at hand. WIND and LIGHTNING
will destroy and damage bulldings and
kill ‘and wmaim stock In barns and
pastures. Protect yourself by insur-
Ing them in the Nebraska Mutual Ins.
Co.,, home office, 141 Bouth Twelt(h
street, Lincoln, Neb, Write us for
particulars,

An Appropriate Combinatien,
“The English ought to send a bare-
net as representative at the court of
Alglers.” “"Why so?’ "Because thea
they will strike the natural combina-
tion of & knight and a dey.”

Lincoln Directory
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HARDY’S

HE most attractive and up-to-

date Furniture and Carpet Store
in the State. One of theshow places
of Lincoln.
Make our stora your headquarters
when visiting the Capitol City.

Furniture, Carpots, Rugs, Curtains,
Stoves and Hardware,

NEW LOCATION: 1314-1320 0 STREEY
LINCOLN, NEBRASKA

HER"BERT E. GOOCH

ROKER AND DEALER
Grain., Provisions, Stocks, and Cotten.

Main Office, 205 Fraternity Bidg.
Lincoln, Nebraska.

Bell Phious 512 Auto Phone 2450
Largest Houss in State

USE TAR PAINT

To paint your poultey shed. It will prevent
liee, Preserve your fonce posts by painting
them with tar paint before setting, ip your
ahingles in tar paint -it preserves them, Sold
in oD-gullon barrels for
$5.00 PER BARREL

Bold In Bgallon eans for §1.50 per can.  Tar is
cheaper than puint is more effective and lasts
longer. Hest in the world tor corrugated iron

LINCOLN BAS & ELECTRIC LIGNT C0.

"GOOD AUTOS, CHEAP

On account of taking iw several machines
‘{30."' wecan SELL THEM AT BARGAINS

rite for list this weak. LINCOLN AUTO-
MOBILE C0,, Lincoin, Neb.

EDUCATIONAL
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THE UNIVERSITY SCHOOL OF MUSIC

AfMliated with the University of NobrTh at
Lincoln. Ureantest College of Musio In the
Weat. Bend for beautifu ulmom

WILLARD KIMBALL., Director, coln, Neb
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