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SYNOPSIS.

Gilea Dudley arrived in S8an Franclaco
to join his friend and distant relative
Henry Wilton, whom he was to assist
in an important and mysterious task,
and who accompanied Dudley on the
ferry boat trip Into the city, The re-
markable resemblancee of the two men
is noted and commented on by passen-
gersa on the ferry, They see a man with
nnitke eves, which sends a thrill through
Dudley. Wilton postpones an explanation
of the strange errand Dudley is to per-
form, but neCurrences CRUsHS him to
know it I8 one of no ordinary meaning.
Wilton leaves Giles In their room, with
fnstruction to await his return and shoot
any one who tries to enter, Outslde thers
is heard shouts and curses and the nolse
of a quarrel, Henry rushes In and at
Nis request the roommates quickly ex-
change clothes, and he hurries out again,
Hardly has he gone than Glles is
startled by a cry of “Help,'” and he runs
out to find some one belng assaulted by
a half dozen men. He summons o police-
man but they are unable to find any
trace of a crime. Giles returns to his
room and hunts for some evidence that
might explain his strange mission, He
finds & map which he endeavors to de-
clpher. Dudley {8 swmmoned to the
morgue and there finds the dead body of
his friend, Henry Wilton. And thus Wilt-
on dies without ever explaining to Dud-
ley the {mlelm: work he was to perform
in San Franclgco,

CHAPTER V.
Doddridge i(napp.

It was past ten o'clock of the morn-
fng when the remembrance of the
mysterious note 1 had received the
preceding night came on me. 1 took
the slip from my pocket, and read its
contents once more. It was perplex
ing enough, but it furnished me with
an idea. Of course 1 could not take
money intended for Henry Wilton.
But here was the first chance to get
at the heart of this dreadful business.
The writer of the note, 1 must sup-
pose, was the mysterious employer.
If 1 could see her I could find the way
of escape from the dangerous burden
of Henry Wilton's personality and
mission. |

But which bank could be meant?
The only names I knew were the
Bank of California, whose failure in
the previous year had sent echoes
even into my New England home, and
the Anglo-Californian Bank, on which
I held a draft. The former struck
me as the more likely place of ap-
pointment, and after some skilful
navigating 1 found myself at the cor-
ner of California and Sansome streets,
before the building through which the
wealth of an empire had flowed.

I watched closely the crowd that
passed in and out of the treasure-
house, and assumed what [ hoped was
an air of prosperous indifference to
my surroundings.

No one appeared to notice me.
There were eager men and cautious
men, and men who looked secure and
men who looked anxious, but neither
man nor woman was looking for me.

Plainly 1 had made a bad guess. A
hasty walk through several other
banks that I could see In the neigh-
borhood gave no better result, and 1
had to acknowledge that this chance
of penetrating the mystery was gone,
1 speculated for the moment on what
the effects might be. To neglect an or-
der of this kind might result in the
with-drawal of the protection that had
gaved my life, and in turning me over
to the mercies of the bandittl who
thought I knew something of the
whereabouts of a boy.

As | reflected thus, I came upon a
crowd massed about the steps of a
great granite building in Pine Street;
& whirlpool of men, it seemed, with
cross-currents and eddles, and from
the whole rose the murmur of excited
voices.

It was the Stock £xchange, the
gambler's paradise, in which millions
were staked, won and lost, and ruin
and afluence walked side by side.

As I watched the swaying, shout-
ing mass with wonder and amuse-
ment, a thrill shot through me,

Upon the steps of the buiiding,
amid the crowd of brokers and specu-
lators, 1 saw a tall, broad-shouldered
man of fifty or fifty-five, his face
keen, shrewd and hard, broad at the
temples and tapering to a strong jaw,
a vellow-gray mustache and imperial
half-hiding and half-revealing the
firm lines of the mouth, with the
mark of the woll gtrong upon the
whole. It was a face never to be for-
gotten as long as I should hold mem-
ory at all. It was the face 1 had seen
twelve hours before in the lantern
flash In the dreadful alley, with the
¢ry of murder ringing in my ears.
Then it was lighted by the figrce fires

of rage and hatred, and marked wiah
the chagrin of baMed plans. Now it
was cool, good-humored, alert for the
battle of the Exchange that had al
ready begun. But I knew it for the
game, and was near erying aloud (hat
here was a murderer,

I clutched my nearest netghbor by
the arm, and demanded to know who
it was.

“Doddridge Knapp,” replied the
man clivilly. “He's running the Chol
lar deal now, and if I could only, guess
which slde he's on, I'd make a for-
tune in the next few days. He's the
King of Pine Street.”

While 1 was looking at
of the Street and listening to my
neighbor's tales of his operations,
Doddridge Knapp's eyes met mine,
To my amazement there was a look
of recognition in them, Yet he made
no sign, and in &8 moment was gone.

This, then, was the enemy [ was
to meet! This was the explanation of
Detective Coogan's hint that [ should
be safer in jail than free on the
streets to face this man's hatred or
revenge.

I must have stood in a daze on the
busy street, for 1 was roused by some
one shakinT my arm with vigor.

“Come! are you asleep?” sald the
man, speaking in my ear. “Can't you
hear?"”

“Yes, yes,” said I, rousing my at-
tention.

“The chief wants you."
was low, almost a whisper.

“The chief? Yho? Where?' I asked.
“At the Cliy Hall?" | jumped to the
conclusion that It was, of course, the
chief of police, on the scent of the
murder,

“No. Of course not.
office, vou know."

This was scarcely enlig tening.
Doubtless, however, it was a summons
from my unknown employer.

“I'll follow you,” I said promptly.

“I don't think I'd better go,” sald
the messenger dubiously. “He didn't
say anything about it, and you know
he's rather—"

“Well, 1 order it," 1 cut in decisive-
ly. “I may need you."

I certainly needed him at that mo-
ment if I was to find my way.

the King

His volce

In the second

“Go ahead a few steps,” | sald.
My tone and manner impressed
him, and he went without another
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word. I sauntered after him with as
careless an alr as 1 could assume.
My heart was beating fast. I felt
that I was close to the mystery and
that the next half hour would deter-
mine whether 1 was to take up Henry
Wilton's work or to find my way In
safety back to my ow: namec and per-
son.

My unconscious gulde led the way
along Montgomery Street into an of-
fice bullding, up a flight of stairs, and
into & back hallway.

“Stay a moment,” I sald, as he had
his hand on the door knob. "On sec-
ond thoughts you can walt down
stairs."”

He tur ~d back, and as his foot-
steps echoed down the stair I opened
the door and entered the office.

As I crossed the threshold my heart
gave a great bound, and I stopped
short. Before me sat Doddridge
Knapp, the King of the Street, the
man for whom above all others In
the world 1 felt a loathing and fear.

Doddridge Knapp finished signing
his name to a paper on ui: desk be.
fore he looked up.

“Come In and sit down,” he said.
The voice was alert and business like
—the voice of A& man accustomed to
command. But I could find no trace
of feeling in it, nothing that could tell
me of the hatred or desperate purpose
that would Inspire such a tragedy us
I had witnessed, or warn me of dan-
ger to ceme,

“Do you hear?” he sald impatiently;
“ghut the door and sit _own. Just
spring that lock, will you? We might
be interrupted.”

I was n t at all certain that | showu
not wish very earnestly ‘hat he might
be interrupted In vhat Bre. Harte
would call the "subseguent procesd-
ings.” DBut I followed his directions.

Doddridge Knapp was not less fm-
pressive at close view than at long
range, The strong face grev stronger
when seen from the near distance,

“My dear Wilton,” he sald, “I've
come to a place where I've got to
trust somebody, so I've come back Lo
you! The volce was olly and per-

anasive, but the keen gray eyes shot
out a glance from under the bushing
evebrows that thrilled me as a warn-
Ing.

“1t's very kind of you," I sald, swal-

lowing my astonishment with an ef-
fort.
“Well," said Knapp, "the way you

hondled that Ophir matler was per:
fectly satisfactory; but I'll tell you
that it's on Mrs, Knapp's sav-80, as
much as on yvour own doings, that 1
gelected you for this job"

“I'm much obliged to Myra. Knapp,”
I said politely., 1 was in deep waters,
It was plainly unsafe to do anything
but drift.

“Oh, you can settle that with her at

vour next call,” he said good hu-
moredly,
The jnded nerves of surprige re.

fused to respond further. If I had re.
ceived a telegram informing me that
the dispute over the presidency had
been settled by shelving both Hayes
and Tilden and giving the unanimous
vote of the electors to me, 1 should
have accepted It as a matter of
course. | took my place unguestion-
Ingly as a valued acquaintance of
Doddridge Knapp's and a particular
friend of Mrs. Knapp's.

Yet it struck me as strange that
the keen-oyed King of the Street had
failed to discover that he was not
talking to Henry Wilton, but to some
one else v ho resembled him. There
were enough differences in features
and volece to distlnguish us among
intimate friends, though there were
not enough to be seen Ly casual ac-
quaintances. I had the key in the
next sentence he spoke

“I have decided that it is better
this time to do our business face to
face. I don't want to frust messen-
gers on this affair, and even cipher

notes are dangerous,—confoundedly
dangerous."”

Then we had not been close ac-
quaintances

“Oh, by the way, you have that
other cipher yet, haven't you?" he
asked.

“No, burnt it,” 1 sald unblush-
ingly.

“That's right,” he sald, "It was

best not to take risks. Of course you
understand that It won't do for us to
be seen together.”

“Certainly not,” 1 assented.

“1 have arranged for another office.
Here's the address. Yours is Room
15. 1 have th: key to 17, and 16 is
vacant between with a “T'o Let' sign
on it. They open into each other.
You understand?”

“Perfectly,” 1 said.

“You will be there by nine o'clock
for your orders. If you get none by

twelve, there will be none for the
day.”

“If T can't be there, I'll let you
know." 1 was off my guc:sd for a mo-
ment, thinking of the possible de-
mands of Henry's unknown em-
ployer.

“You will do nothing of the kind,”
sald Doddridge Knapp shortly., His
volce, so smooth and businesslike a
moment before, changed suddenly to
a growl., His heavy eyebrows came
down, and from under them flagshed
a dangerous light. “You will be there
when I tell you, young man, or you'll
have to reckon with another sort of
customer than the one you've been
dealing with. This matter requires
prompt and strict obedience to or-
ders. Omne slip may ruin the whole
plan.”

“You can depend on me,” 1 sald
with assumed confidence. “Am I to
have any discretion?”

“None whatever."

1 had thus far been able to get no
hint of his purpose. If I had not
known what I knew, I should have
supposed that his mind was concen-
trated on the apparent objeet before
him—to secure the zeal and fidelity
of an employe in some important
business operation.

“And what am [ to do?" I asked.

‘“Be a capltalist,” he sald with an
ironical smile. “Buy and sell what 1
tell you to buy and sell, Keep under
cover, but not too much under cover.
You can pick your own brokers, Bet-
ter begin with Bockstein and Eppner,
though. Your checks will be honored
at the Nevada BHBank. Oh, here's a
cipher in case I want to write you.
I suppose you'll want some ready
money."” .

Doddridge Knapp was certainly a
liberal provider, for he shoved a hand-
ful of twenty-dollar gold pleces across
the desk in a way that made my eyes
apen,

“"Hy the way,"” he continued, "1 don't
think I have your signature, have 17"

“No, sir,” [ replied with prompt
confidence,

“Well, just write it on this slip
then, I'll turn it into the bank for

vour identification. You can take the
check-book with you.”

“anything more?”

“That's all,” he replied with a nod
of dismissal, “Mayhe it's to-morrow
—1gaybe it's next month.”

And [ walked out into Montgomery
Street, bewlldersd among the con-
flicting mysteries in whieh I had been
entangled,

CHAPTER VI,
A Night at Borton's.

Room 15 was a plain, comfortable
office in & plain, comtortable building

on Cla® Street, not far from the heart
of the business district., It was on
the second floor, and its one window
opened to the rear, and faced a deso-

late assortment of back vards, rear
walls, and rickety staliways. Tha
floor had a worn carpet, and there

was a desk, a few chalrs and a shelf
of law books, ‘The place looked as
though it haa belonged to a lawyer
in reduced clrenmstanees, and 1 ecould
but wonder how It had come into the
possession of Doddridee Kuapp, and
what had become ol the former occus
pant.

1 tried to thrast aside a apivit of
melancholy, and looked narrowly to
the opportunities offered by the room
for attack and defense, The walls
were solidly built,  The window-case-
ment showed an unusual depth for a
bullding of that helght. Tae wall had
been put in to withstaad an earth.
quake shoek. The door opening into
the hall, the door into Room 16, and
the window furnished the three ave
nues of possible attack or retreat.

The depression of spirits that pro
gressed with my survey of the room
deepened into gloom as [ flung myself
into the arm-chalr before the desk,
and tried to plan some way out of the

tangle in which 1 was involved. How
wng [, cingle-handed, to contend
against the power of the richest
man in the eity, and bring home

to him the murder of Henry Wilton?

I could look for no assistance
from the police. The words of
Detective Coogan  were conough to

show that only the most convineing
proof of gnilt, backed by fear of pub-
lle gsentiment, could bring the depart-
ment to raise a finger against him.
And how could 1 hope to rouse that
public sentiment? What would my
word count against that of the King
of the Street?

Where was the motive for the
cerime? Until that was made clear |
could not hope to plece together the
seraps of evidence into a solld strue-
ture of proof. And what motive
could there be that would reconclle
the Doddridge Knapp who sought the
Iife of Henry Wilton, with the Dodd-
ridge Knepp of this morning, who
was ready to engage him in his con-
fidential business? And had [ the
right to accept any part in his buslk
ness?

Fatigue and loss of s.eep deepened
the dejeetion of mind that oppressed
me with these insistent questions, and
as | valnly strugeled against it, car-
ried me at last Into the o"livion of
dreamless slumber.

The next I knew I was awaking to
the sound of breaking glass. It was
dark but for a feeble light that came
from the window, Ivery bone in my
body ached from {* cramped position
in which I had slopt, and it seemed
an age before I could rouse myself to
act. It was, however, but a second
before I was on my feet, revolver in
hand, with the desk belween me and
a posseible assallant.

Silence, threatening, oppressive,
surrounded me a. [ stood listening,
watching, for the next move,

“I thought the transom was open,”
said a low voice, which still seemed
to be struggling with suppressed
laughter,

“l guess it woke him up,” sald an-
other and harsher volce. “I heard a
noise in there.”

“You're certain he's there?” asked
the first voice with another chuckle.

“Sure, Dicky. 1 saw him go In,
and Porter and I have taken turns to
watch ever since.”

“Well' it's time he came out,” sald
Dicky. “He can't be asleep after that
racket, Say!" he called, Harry!
What's the matter with you? If you're
dead let us know,"

They appeared friendly, but I hes.
Itated In framing an answer.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

BEARS EXPECT HARD WINTER.

Besides, Trees Are Putting on Extra
Thick Bark.

Jim Tompkins, the Mt. Hood woods-
man whose prediction last fall of a
hard winter was verified, is again
out with a pronunciamento to the ef-
fect that the coming winter will dis-
count that of last vear and will in el
fect be a “peeler.”

Mr. Tompking again bases his pre
diction on the habits of the bears,
which he states are more numerous
in the lower valley than last year and
are foraging almost In the dooryarde
of ranchers to fatten up for a “pow-
erful spell of killin' weather.”

“Them snowstorms we had last win.
fer" says Mr. Tompkins, “won't be a
marker to what we'll keteh this wln-|
ter, Every sign known to natur' Ia|
hollerin' it out loud, and the beara'
comin' in cloge to town (8 a sure slgn.

“Another ig the bark on the trees,
Whenever it gits as thick as it {8 now
look out. Git plenty of wood, friends,”
concluded the woodsman, “and glt It
quick, fer you'll have use for it mighty
sudden.”—Portland Oregonlan, |

Fdwin, aged three, who fondled his
small cat overmuch and unwisely, ap-
peared belore his mothor day,
his little face gulltily and a
geratch upon his hand,

“What happened?” she asked,

“I bent the kitty a little,” he said,

ope
palned

briefly,

Disposing of the Baby.

Little Freddy was the only child in
the family. He had no little sisters or
brothers to play with him, so when
he was told that a baby sister had
come, he was very happy. But he soon
found that father and mother did not
pay so much attention to him as they
formeely had, and that baby seemed
to be considered of more account
than lie, This worried Freddy; but he
suddenly thought of something which
would help him ont of his trouble.
Some weeks before hig father had put
a sign up:  “Ashes to Givg Away;: In-
quire Within”  Freddy remembered
that a man had come and taken the
aghes away. Ho he got to work, and
one day surprised his father by dis
playing another sign, hung In a proml
nent place: “A Rally tO glve away,
INquire of Freldd¥."”

Laundry work at home would be
much more satisfactory if the right
Btarch were used. In order to get the
desired stiffness, it {s usually neces-
sary to use g0 much starch that the
beauty and fineness of the fabric is
hidden behind a paste of varying
thickness, which not only destroys the
appearance, but also affects the wear-
ing quality of the goods. This trou-
ble can be entirely overcome by using
Defiance Btarch, as (t can be applied
much rmore thinly because of its great:
er strength than other makes,

Selfish Etiquette,

Some rules in amn old book on etl
quette seem o encourage a practice
commonly ealled "looking out for num-
ber one.” Here are two of them:

“When cake ls passed, do not fin.
goer each plece, but with a qulck
glance select the best,

“Never refuse to taste of a dish be-
canse you are unfamiliar with It, or
you will lose the taste of many a del-
feacy while others profit by your ab-
atinence, to your Iasting regrel ' '—
Youth's Companlon.

Dealnéss éll;lot Be Cured

by 1ocal applications, se llll‘.‘{ osnnot reach the dis
onsnd puﬂron of the nar. Thera Is only one way
cure diafness, and that (s by constitutional remodies.
Deafrioss 18 caused by an Inflamed conditlon of the
mucous linlng of tha Eustackian Tubs. When this
tube (8 inflamed you bave a rombling sound or tme
perfect hearing, and when 18 Is satirely closed, Deat:
neas I8 the result, and aaless the [nfammation can be
taken out and thia tube rostored to (s porimgl condl-
tion, hearing will be destroyed forover; nifne cases
out of ten are caused by Catarrh, which ts nothlog
but an (nflamed condithon of the mucous surfacos.

We will give One Hundred Dollars for m{ onse of
Dearnena (cnused hy catareh) that eannot be oured
by Hall's Catarrh Cure. Rend !ur-ﬂrnlum froe,

F. . CHENEY & CO., Tolado, O

Bold by Druggista, 75¢,
Tako Hall's Family Flils for constipation.

Buccessful Demonstration,

Romulus was founding Rome.

“What I'm trying to do,” he ex-
plained, “ls to show that It is possible
to start a blg town without bullding
it around an oll well or a copper
mine."

At this fnopportune moment Remus
broke In with a remark that the new
city was a Butte, all right; and he got
it In the neck, as you find fully set
forth In your Latin reader.

The extraordinary popularity of fine
white goods this summer makes the
cholce of Starch a matter of great im-
portance. Deflance Starch, being free
from all injurious chemicals, {8 the
only one which Is safe to use on fine
fabrics. Its great streugth as a stiffen-
er makes half the usual quantity of
Starch necessary, with the result of
perfect finish, equal to that when the
goods were new,

Man falls to make his place good
in the world unless ha adds something
to the common wealth.—Emerson.

Truth and
Quality

appeal to the Well-Informed in every
walk of life and are essential to permanent
success and creditable standing. Accor-
ingly, it is not claimed that Syrup of Figs
and Mixir of Senna is the only remedy of
known value, but one of many reasons
why it is the best of personal and family
laxatives is the fact that it cleanses,
sweetens and relieves the internal organs
on which it acts without any debilitating
after effects and without having to increasa
the quantity from time to time.

It acts pleasantly and naturally and
truly as a laxative, and its component
parts are known to and approved by
physicians, as it is free from all objection-
able substances. To get its beneficial
efflects always purchase thes genuine—
manufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co., only, and for sale by all leading drug-

gista.

It yoa waffer from Fits, Falling Blckuses or
Epusma, or have Childron that do so, wmy

Mew Discovery and Trastment

T R' A L will give thom Immediate rellef, and
ull you are acked w do I to send for

s Froe Bottle of Dr, May's

EPILEPTICIDE CURE

QenrlaTit PestandDrpedstat Copean
imoniala of 'CUBI‘.K. ole. 'ﬂms Ly mall,
Express Prepaid, Give AGE and full wddress

W. B BAY, B, D, 548 Pearl Stresl, New York.
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