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SYNOPSIS.
Cilles Dudley arrived In San Franclsco
1 ioin hils  friend and distant relative
Henry Wilton, whom he was to assist
i an important and mysterious task,
and  who accompanied Dudley on  the
ferey bont teip Inco the city, The re-
farkable yesemblance of the two men
1= noted and commented on by passen-

gors on the ferry. They see a man with
shinke oves, which sends a thrill through
Dvidley, Wilton postpones an explanation
of the strange errand Dudley I8 to per-
form, but ooourrences  Causs him to
Enow it 18 one of no ordindary meaning.
Wilton leayves Glles in thelr room, with

instruction to awnlt his return and shoot
any one who tries to enter, Outside there
Is heard shouts and curges and the noise
of u quarrel Henry rushes in and at
his requeat the roommates guickly ox-
change clothes, and he hurries out again,
Hardly huas he gone than Glles |8
aturtled by 4 ery of “"Help and he runs

oul to find some one belng assaunlted by
a half dozen men, He summons a police-
tnn but they are upable to find any
trave of a erime, Giles returns to his
rootw and hunts for some evidence that
night explain his strange mission, He
fids & map which he endeavors to de-
vipher. Dudley I8 summoned to  the

viorgue and there finds the dead body of
lis friend, Henry Wilton, And thus Wilt-
divs without ever explaining to Dud-
Iy the puzzilng work he was to perform
in San Francisco. In order to discover
thie secret mission his friend had entrust-
el to him, Dudley continues his disgulse
and permits himself 1o bhe Known as
Henry Wilton madioy,  mistaken  for
Wilton, Is employed by Knapp to assist
in u stock bhrokernge deal, “Dicky” lulc_-‘.-;
the supposed Wilton 1o Mother Borton s,
Mother Borton digcovers that he ds not
Wilton, The Mehits are turned out and o
free for all fight fallows. Giles Dudley
fads himself closeted in o room  with
Mot hop orton who makes @ confidant
of Lim., He can learn nothing about the

mysterious hoy further than that it Is
Py Terrill and Darby Meeker who are
after him. He i2 told that “Dicky” Nall
f= n tradtor. plaving both hands in the
Kainge, Glles finds himself Jocked In o
PR He escapes through a window,

e suppoged Wilton carries out hig dewd
feiend's work with Doddridge Knapp., He
Vs his fiest experdence as o capitalist in
thie Board Room of the Stock Exchiange,

CHAPTER X.
A Tangle of Schemes.

Doddridge Knapp was seated calmly
in myv office when I opened the door.
There was a grim smile about the firm
jaws, and a satisfied glitter In the
keen eyes. The Wolf had found his
prey, and the dismay of the sheep at
the sight of his fangs gave him satis-
faction instead of distress.

The King of the Street honored me
with a royal nod.

“There seems to have been a little
surprise for somebody on the Board
this morning,” he suggested.

“l heard something about it on the
sireet,” 1 admitted.

“It was a good plan and worked
well, Let me see your memoranda of
purchases.”

I gave him my slips.

He looked over them with growing
perplexity in his face.

“Here's twelve thousand five hun-
dred shares of Omega.”

“Yes."

“You paid too much for that first
lot.” He was still poring over the list.

“It’s easier to see that now than
then,” 1 suggested dryly.

“Humph! yes. But there's some-
thing wrong here.,” He was compar-
inz my list with another in his hand.

“There!” I thought; “my confound-
ed ignorance has made a mess of it.,”
But 1 spoke with all the confidence 1
could assume: *“What's the matter,
now?" .

“Eleven thousand and twelve thou-
sand five hundred make twenty-three
thousand five hundred; and here are
gales of Omega this morning of thirty-
three thousand eight hundred and
thirty.” He seemed to be talking
more to himself than to me, and to be
far from pleaged,

“How's that? 1 don't understand.’
I was all in the dark over his musings.

“I pleked up eleven thousand shares
in the other Boards this morning, and
twelve thousand five hundred thwough
vou, but somebody has taken in the
other ten thousand."” The King of the
Street seemed puzzled and, I thought,
a little worried,

“Waell, vou got over twenty-three
thousand shares,” 1 suggested congol-
inzly, “That's a pretty good morning's
worl,"

The King of the Street gave me a
contemptuous glance,

“PDon’t be a foul, Wilton. 1 sold'ten
thonsand of those shares to myself."”

A new light broke upon me. | was
getting lessons one of the many
wivs in which the market was manipu
lated,

“Then
elgp—"

The King of the
with a grim =mile,

0l

von think that somehods

Street broke o

“Never mind what [ think, ['ve got
the contract for dolnz the thinking
for this job, and I reckon 1 ean ‘tend
to i."

The great speculator was silent for
a few moments,

“1 might as well be frank with you,"
he sald at last. "You'll have to know
gsomething to work intelligently. |
[ must get control of the Omega Com-
pany, and to do it I've got to have
more stoeck, I've been afraid of a com-
bination against me, and | guess 've
strueck it, 1 ecan't be sure yet, but
when those ten thonsand shares were
zobbled up on a panfeky market, I'll
bet there's something up.”

"“Who is In it?" 1 asked politely.

“Thev've kept themselves covered,”
sald the King of the Street., “but I'll
have them out in the open before the
end. And then, my boy, vou'll see the
fur fly.”

“I've got a few men staked out,” he
continued slowly, “and 1 peckon I'll
know something about it by this time
to-morrow,’”

There was the growl of the Wolf
in his voice.

“Now for this afternoon,” he con-
tinued. “There's got to be some sharp
work done, I reckon the falling move.
ment Is over. We've got to pay for
what we get from now on. ['ve got a
man looking after the between-Board
trading. With the scare that's on In
the chipper crowd out there, I look to

pick up a thousand shares or so al
about forty."”
“Well, what's the programme?" 1

asked cheerfully.

“"Buy,” he said briefiy. “Take every-
thing that's offered this side of seven-
ty-five.”

“Um—there's a half-million wanted

already to settle for what T bought
this morning.”
The bushy brows drew down, but

the the King of the Street answered
lightly:

“Your check is good for a million,
my boy, as long as it goes to settle
for what you're ordered to buy.” Then
he added grimly: I don't think vou'd

find it worth much for anvthing else.”

There was a knock at
yvoud and he hastily rose,
the two-thirty
Wolf,

the door be-

“"He
sion,"”

after
said, And

here
he
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and masterful, disappeared with a
stealthy tread, and the door closed
softly behind him.

1 wondered idly who Doddridge
Knapp's visitor might be, but as I
could see no way of finding out, and
felt no special concern over his identi-
ty or purposes, | roge and left the of-
fice. As I stepped Into the hall I dis-
covered that somebody had a deeper
curiosity than I. A man was stoop-
ing to the keyhole of Doddridge
Knapp's room in the endeavor to see
or hear. As he heard the sound of
my opening the door he started up,
and with a bound, was around the turn
of the hall and pattering down the
stalirs.

In another bound I was after him. |
had seen his form for but a second,
and his face not at all. But in that
second I knew him for Tim Terrill of
the snake-eyes and the murderous pur-
pose,

When 1 reached the head of the
stairs he was nowhere to be seen, but
I heard the patter of his feet below
and plunged down three steps at a
time and into Clay street, nearly ujp
sefting a stout gentleman In my haste,
The street was busy with people, but
no sign of the snake-eyed man greeted
e,

Much distu.*.2 ' In mind at this ap-
parition of my enemy, | sought in vain
for some explanation of his presence,
Was he spying on Doddridge Knapp?
What treachery was he shaping in his
fdesigns on the man whose bread he
was eating and whose plans of crime
he was the chief agent to assist or
execute? [ was roused by a man
bumping into me roughly. 1 suspected
that he had done it on purpose, and
started by him briskly, whea he spoke
in & low tone:

“You'd better go to vour roocm. My,
Wilton." He said somethineg more thit
| did not cateh, and, reeling on,
[ peared In the crowd hefore |
l turn to mark or guestion him

I thought at fivst that he meant the
room 1 had just left
to mée that it was

disug
could

|

'r and the

Then it ocenrred | clanm
the room Henry had ! over the street at woon,

ocenpied—the room in which
spent my first dreadful night in San
Francigeo, and had not revisited in
the thirty hours sinee | had left it.

The adviee sulted inclination,
and In a few minutes 1 was entering
the dingy building and elimbing the
wom and ereaking stairs. The place
lost ite afr of mystery in the broad
sunshine and penetrating  daylight,
and though its interior was as gloomy
as ever, It lacked the haunting sug-
gostlons it had borrowed from dark
ness and the night,

Slipped under the door | found two
notes, One was from Detective (oo
gan, and read:

“Inquest this afternoon
yvou. Have another
want the body "

The other wasg in a women's hand,

T had

Iy

Don't want
story, Do yon

and the faint perfume of the frst
note I had received rose from the
sheet. It read:

“1 do not understand vour silence.
The money s ready. \What is the
matter?"”

The officer’'s note wis easy enough
to answer. [ found paper, and, assur-
ing Detective Coogan of my gratitude
at escaping the inquest, | asked him
to turn the body over to the under-
taker to be buried at my order.

The other note was more perplexing.
I could make nothing of it. It was
evidently from my unknown employer,
and her anxiety was plain to see. But
I was no nearer to filnding her than
before, and if 1 knew how to reach
her 1 knew not what to say, As 1 was
contemplating thiz state of affairs
with some dejection, and sealing my
melancholy note to Detective Coogan,
there was a quick step in the hall and
a rap at the panel. It was a single
person, go I had no hesitation in open-
ing the door, but it gave me a passing
satisfaction to have my hand on the
revolver in my poecket as | turned the
knob,

It was a boy, who thrust a letter In-
to my hand.

“Yer name Wilton?” he inguired,
still holding on to the envelope.

“Yes,"

“That’s yourn, then.”
prepared to make a bolt,

“Hold on,” I sald. “Mayvhe there's
an answer,

“No, there ain’t. The bloke as gave
it to me said there weren't,”

“Well, here's something 1 want vou
to deliver,” said I, taking up my note
to Detective Coogan. Do you know
where the City Hall is”"

“Does 1 know—what are yer givin'
us?" said the boy with infinite scorn
in his voice,

And he was

“A qguarter,”” I returned with a
langh, tossing him the coin.  “Wait
a minute."”

“Yer ain't bad stuff,” sald the boy

with a grin.

I tore open the envelope and read
on the sheet that came from it:

“Sell evervthing you bought—never
mind the price. Other orders off.

D. K."
I gasped with amazement., Had
Doddridge Knapp gone mad? To sell

twelve thousand five hundred shares
of Omega was sure to smash the mar-
ket, and the half-million dollars that
had been put into them would prob-
ably shrink by two hundred thousand
or more if the order was carrvied out,

I read the note again.

Then a suspicion large cnough to
overshadow the universe grew up In
my mind, 1 recalled that Doddridge
Knapp had given me a cipher with
which he would communicate with me,
and I belleved, moreover, that he had
no idea where I might be at the pres-
ent moment.

“It's all right, sonny,"” I sald,
along."”

“Where's yer letter?"-asked the boy,
loyally anxious to earn his quarter,

“It won't have to go now,” | said
coolly. 1 believed that the boy meant
no harm to me, but I was not taking
any risks. The boy sauntered down
the hall.

“*Well, I must look like a sucler if
they think | can be taken in by a trick
like that,” was my mental comment,
I charged the scheme up to my snake-
eyed frlend and had a poorer opinion
of his Intelligence than | had hitherto
entertained. Yet | was astonished
that he should, even with the most
hearty wish to bring about my down-
fall, contrive a plan that would inflict
a heavy loss on his employer and pos-
gibly ruin him altogether, There was
more beneath than | could fathom. My
brain refused to work in the maze of
contradictions and mysteries, plots
and counterplots, in which 1 wag in-
volved,

[ took my way last toward the
market, and, hailing a boy to whom
[ intrusted my letter to Detective Coo-
gan, wilked briskly to Pine strect,

“Trot

CHAPTER XI.
The Den of the Wolf.

The street had changed its appear-
ance in the two or three
I had made my way from
change through pallid, panic
There were still thon
sands of people between the corner of
Street and  Leidesdorfr
Hetle alley

the Ex-
the
stricken moab,

Maontaeamery

full of shouting, strugeling traders
at there was an alr of confidence, al
most of bhuoyancy, In place of the
and terror that had loweresd
Plainly ue

hours since |

itsell was packed | had

over, and men weres In.
belief that “"stocks were

panle was
gpfred by u
going np.”

I made a few dispositions according:
ly. Taking Doddridge Knapp's hint
I engaged another hroker ns a relief
to Eppner, a short fat man, with the
haldest head | ever saw, a black beard
and o hooknose, remarkable
activity and scattering charges had
attracted my attention in the morning
r-'.!‘ri?-tlnn

Wallbridge was his name, [ found,
and he proved to be as Intellig .t as
I conld wish—a mevrry Httle man, with
a joke for all things, and a flow of
words that was almost overwhelming

“Omeea? Yes" chueckled the stout
Hittle broker, after he had assured him-
self of my financial standing.  “Dut
you onght to have bought this morn:
ing, if that's what you want. It was
hell popping and the roof giving ‘way
all at onee”  The lttle man had an
abundant stoek of profanity which he
nsed  unconsclously and with such
original variations that one almost for-
got the blasphemy of it while Hsten.
ing to him. “You ought to have been
there," he continued, “and watched
the bovs shell ‘"em out!”

“Yes, | heard youn had lively times.”

“Boiling,” he said with coruscating
additions in the way of speech and
gesture, I it hadn't been for Deck-
er and some fellow we havo't had a
chance to make out yet the bottom of
the market wonld have been resting
on the roof of the lower regions"
The little man's remark was slightly
more direct and foreible, but this will
do for a revised version,

“Decker!”™ 1 exelalmed, pricking up
my ears. I thought he had quit the
market."”

As 1 had never heard of Mr. Decker
before that moment this was not ex-
actly the truth, but 1 thought it would
serve me better,

“Decker out of it!" gasped Wall
bridge, his bald head positively glist.
cning at the absurdity of the ldea.
“He'll be out of it when he's carried
out.” -

“I meant out of Omegu,
ting up a deal?”

The little broker
though it crossed
had sald too much

“Oh, no. Guess not,
is.” he said rapidiy, “Just wanted to
the maoarket, | guess.  If Omega
had gone five peints lower there would
have been the sickest times in the
Street that we've seen since the Bank
of California closed and the shop
neross the way”—pointing hig thumb

whose

Is he get-

loaked
his mind

vexed, as
that he

Don't think he

sive

at the Exchanze—"had to be shut up.
PBul maybe It wasn't  Decker, you
know. That's just what was rumored

on the Street, you know.”

I suspected that my little broker
knew wmore than he was willing to
iell, but 1 forbore to press him further,
and gave him the order to buy all the
Omega stock he could piek up under
firy.

In the Exchange all was excilement,
and the first call brought a roar of
struggling brokers. I could make
nothing of the clamor, but my nearest
neighbor shouted in my ear:

“A strong market!"”

“It looks that way,” I shounted back.
It certainly was strong in noise.

I made out at last that prices were
being held to the figures of the morn-
ing's session, and in some cases were
forced above them.

Forty-five— forty-seven —fifty-five—
Omega was going up by leaps. |
blessed the forethought that had sug-
gested to me to put a limit on Wall-
bridge at fifty. The contest grew
warmer. | could follow with difficulty
the course of the proceedings, but I
knew that Omega was bounding up
ward. -

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
A Paying Crop.

F. W. Burbridge, M. A., of Dublin,
in his opening address at the narcis-
sus conference, held in 1896, sald:
“An acre of wheat or potatoes may be
put down as worth from £20 to
L6560, according to locality, varlety,
ete,, but an acre of cholece daffodils or
parcissuses mav be worth anything
from L£060 to £500, or even more.”
The advisability of blending bulb-
growing with the culture of flowering
roots of all kinds is increasingly ap-
parent, and thus the chance of suc-
cess I8 widened. In addition, flower
production may be regarded as a very
natural aid to the enlargement of the
scope of the bulb grower. There is an
astonishing demand in large cities for
the very commonest kinds of blos-
soms, and many a grower is adding
substantially to his annual turnover
and profits by the production of these
ordinayy flowers. —Dundee Adver
tiser,
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After suffering for seven years,
this woman was restored tohealth
by Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound. Read her letter.

Mrs. Sallie French, of Paucaunla,
Ind. Ter., writes to Mrs. Pinkham:

“I had female troubles for seven
years— was all run-down, and so ner-
vous [ could not do anything. The
doctors treated me for different troubles
but did me no good. While in this con-
dition I wrote to Mra, Pinkham for ad-
vice and took Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound, and 1 am now strong
and well.”

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.

For thirty years Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable (‘omwund. made
from roots and herbs, has been the
standard remedy for female il
and has positively cured thousands o
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, ulcera-
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities,

riodie pains, backache, that bear-
ng-down feeling, flatulency, indiges-
tion,dizziness,ornervous prostration.
Why don’t you try it ?

Don’t hesitate to write to Mrs,
Pinkham if there is anythin
abtout your sickness you do n
understand. She will treat your
letterinconfidence andadvise tytm
free. No woman ever regretted
writing her, and because of her
vast experience she has helped
thousands. Address, Lynn, Mass.

EPILEPSY ITs

It you suffer from Fita, Falling Bickuoes oz
Bpasus, or have Chilldren that do so, my
New Discovery and Treatmont

will give them Immediate rellef, and
all you nre askod to do s tosend for
u Freo Hottle of Dr. May's

EPILEPTICIDE CURE

Compllenw!th Food and Drugs Aot of Congress
Juno St h 198, Complete lhl‘ﬂ'llﬂn.]nlmm
timoninis of OURES, ote., FREE by mail,
Express $'repatd, Givo AGE und tull address

W. W DAY, M, D, 548 Poarl Sireel, New York
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VYeal Loaf

is made of the best
selected meat;scientific-
ally prepared and even-
ly baked by damp heat
in Libby's Great White
Kiichen. The natural
flavor is all retained!
When removed from the

tin it's ready to serve!

It can be quickly pre-
pared in a variety of
stylesand nothing makes
a better summer meal!

In the home; at the
camp, and for the picnic
Libby’s Yeal Loal is a
satisfying dish, full of
food value that brings
contentment.

Libby, McNeill & Libby,
Chicage.
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e Thompson's Eye Water
DEFIANCE STARCH
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