=

e —————

SERIA L=
SPSTORY

BLINJFOLDED

A Mystery Story
of San Francisco

BY
EARLE ASHLEY WALCOTT

)
\ K J

(Lopyright im0, the Hobbs Merrill Uo.)

SYNOPSIS.

Glles Dudley arrived In 8an Francisco
to joln his friend and distant relative
Henry Wilton, whom he was to nsslst
In an important and mysterlous task,
und who accompanied Dudley on the
ferry boat trip into the city. The re-
muarkable resemblunee of the two men
is noted and commented on by passen-
gers on the ferry, They see a man with
snuke eyes, whicli sends a thrill through
Dudley, Wilton postpones an explanation
of the strange errund Dudley is to per-
form, but ocourrences cause him 1o
know It is one of no ordinary meaning.
Wilton leayves Giles in their room, with
instruction to await his return and shoot
any one who tries to enter. Outside there
is heard shouts and curses and the nolse
of a quarrel, Henry rushes in and at
his request the roommates gquickly ex-
change clothes, and he hurrles out agaln.
Hardly has he gone than Giles I8
startled by a cry of “Help,” and he runs
out to find some one being assaulted by
A half dozen men. He summons & D'-'“*"'-.
man but they are unable to find any
trace of a erime. Giles returns to his
room and hunts for some evidence tllnlu
might explain his strange mission. |.u
finde a map which he endeavors to ‘l"
cipher, Dudley {8 summoned to il‘;
morgue and there finds the dead hml&ﬂ
hig friend, Henry Wilton. And thus \1 It-
on dies without ever explaining to Dud-
ley the puzzling work he was to perform
in Ban Francisco, In order to -'lim_'u\‘pr
the secret mission his friend had --ntrurl—l
ed to him, Dudley continues his disguise
and permits himsell to be known #as
Henry Wilton,  Dudley,  mistaken for
Wilton, Is employed by Knapp to nusist
In a stock brokerage deal, “DIicky “‘»“::‘
the supposed Wilton to Mother Borton =,
Mother RBorton discovers that he is not
Wilton. The lights are turned out and w
free for all fight follows, Glles Dudley
finds himself closeted in a room with
Mother Borton who makes a confidant
of him, He can learn nothing ahout the
mysterious boy further than that It iH
Tim Terrill and Darby Meeker Wil e
after him. He is told that “'Dicky” Nahl
is a traitor, playing both hands in the
game. Giles finds himself locked in a
room, He escapes through a window.
The supposed Wilton currles out his dead
friend’s work with Doddridge Knapp. He
has his first experlence as a capltalist in
the Board Room of the Stock Exchange,
Dudley receives a fictitious note purport-
ing to be from Knapp, the forgery of
which he readily detects, Dudley gets his
first knowledge of Decker, who 15
Knapp's envmy on the Board, The forg-
ed note mystifles Knapp. Dudley visits
the home of Knapp and s stricken by
the beauty of Luella, his daughter. Mora
mystery about *“the boy.” Luella pri-
vately informs Dudley that she has dis-
covercd his deception and knows he 18
not Wilton.

CHAPTER XIll.—Continued.
The sight that met my eyes was as-

tonishing. Clothes, books, papers,
were scattered over the floor and bed
and chairs, The carpet had been
partly ripped up, the mattress torn
apart, the closet cleared out, and
every corner of the room had been

ransacked,

It was clear to my eye that this
was no ordinary case of robbery. The
search, it was evident, was not for
money and jewelry alone, and bulkier
property had been despised. The men
who had torn the place to pleces must,
I surmised, have been after papers of
some kind.

I came at once to the conclusion
that I had been favored by a visit

from my friends, the enemy. As they
had failed to find me In, they had
looked for some written memoranda

ol the object of their search.

I knew well that they had found
nothing among the clothing or papers
that Henry had left behind. I had
searched through these myself, and
the sole document that could bear on
the mystery was at that moment fast
in my inside pocket. I was inclined to
gcout the idea that Henry Wilton had
hidden anything under the carpet or
in the mattress, or in any secret place
The threads of the mystery were car-
ried in his head, and the correspond.
ence, if there had been any, was de
stroyed.

As | was engaged in putting the
room to rights the door swung back,
and I jumped to my feet to face a
muan who stood on the threshold.

"Hello!™ he cried. “House-cleaning
usnin?”

It was Dicky Nahl, and he paused
with a smile on his face,

“Ah, Dicky!"” I said with an effort
to heep out of my face and voice the

suspicions 1 had gained from the in-
cidents of the visit to the Borton
place, “Entirely unpremeditated, 1 as-
sure you,"

“Well, you're making a thorough |
job of it,” he said with a laugh,

“Fact is,” said [ ruefully, "I've been
entertaining angels—of the black kind
—unawares, |1 was from home last|
night, and I find that somebody has
made himself free with wmy property
while 1 was away.”

“Whew!" whistied
they weére alter yvou

| gnve Dicky a sldelong glance in a
vain ellort to eatech more of his wean: |

]

IHeky,

“LGuess

ing than was conveyed by his words,

“Shouldn’t be surprised,” [ replied
drvly, pleking up an armful of hooks.
“1'd expeet them to be looking for me
in the boolk-shelf or fnslde the mat
iress-cover, or under the carpet.”

Dickly lnughed joyously.

“Well, they did rather turn things
down,” he chuekled, “Did they
And he fell to helping

npside
get anyvthing?"
me zoplonsly,

“Not that T ean find out,” I replied,
“Nothing of value, anyhow."

“Not any paper, or anything of that
sort 7 asked Dieky anxiously,

“Dicky, my boy,"” sald I; “there are
two Kinds of fools, The other is the
man who writes his business on a
gheet of paper and forgets to burn it,”

Dicky grinned merrily.

“Gad, you're getting a turn for epl
gram! You'll be writing for the Argo-
nanut fras wr iy

“Well, yeu'll allow me a shade of

comnon sense, won't yon?"

“I don't know,"” sald Dicky, consid.
ering the proposition doubtfully. “It
might have been awkward if you had
left anything lying about. DBut if you
had real good sense you'd have had
the guards here., What are you pay-
ing them for, anvhow?"

I saw difficulties in the way of ex-
plaining to Dicky why I had not or
dered the guards on duty,

“Oh, by the way,"” said Dicky sud-

denly, before a sultable reply had
come to me; “how about the scads—
spondulicks—you know? Yesterday

was pay-day, but you didn’t show up.”

I don't know whether my jaw
dropped or not. My spirits certalnly
tid.

“By Jove, Dicky!" 1 exclaimed,
catching my breath. “It slipped my
miud, clear. 1 haven't got at our—=
ahem—Dbanker, either.”

1 sdw now what that mysterious
money was for—or a part of it, at all
events, What I did not see was how
I was to get it, and how to pay it to
my men.

“That's rough,” said Dicky sympa-
thetieally, “I'm dead broke.”

It would appear then that Dicky
looked to me for pay, whether or not
he felt bound to me in service.

“There's one thing 1'd like explained
before a settlement,” said I grimly, as
I straightened out the carpet; “and
that is the little performance for my
henefit the other night”

Dicky cocked his head on one side,
and gave me an uneasy glance,

“Explanation?” he said in affected
surprise,

“Yes," said 1 sternly. “It looked
like a plant, 1 was within one of get-
ting a knife in me.”

“What became of you?" inquired
Dicky. "We looked around for you for
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an hour, and were afrald you had been
curried off.”

“That's all right, Dieky,” I said. *I
know how I got out. What I want to
know Is how I got in—taken in.”

“I don’t know,” sald Dicky anxious-
Iy. “I was regularly fooled, myself. 1
thought they were fishermen, all right
enough, and I never thought that Ter-
rill had the nerve to come in there. 1
wag fooled by his disguise, and he
gave the word, and I thought sure that
Richmond had sent him."” Dicky had
dropped all banter and was speaking
with the tone of sincerity.

“Well, it's all right now, but | don't
want any more slips of that sort,
Who was hurt?"

“Trent got a bad eut in the slde.
One of the Terrill gang was shot. |
heard it was only through the arm or
leg, I forgot which."

I was consumed with the desire to
ask what had become of Horton's, but
I suspected that T was supposed to
know, and prudeatly kept the gquestion
to myself.

“Well, come along,” sald I, *“The
room will do well enough now. Oh,
here's a ten, and I'll let you know as
soon as 1 get the rest, Where can 1
find vou?"

“At the old place,”
“throee twenty-six."

"Clay ?" 1 asked in desperation,

Dicky gave me a wondering look as
though he suspected my mind was go- |
ing ‘

"No—CGeary
with you

sald Dlcky;

What's the martter|

|

{ nimor

“Oh, to be gure. QGeary
course, Well, let me
thing turns up.
on things."

Dicky looked at me in some appar-
ent perplexity as I walked up the staly |
to my Clay street office, but gave only

stroet,
know |if Iln_\'-!
Keep a elose watch

|

some laughing answer as he turned
back, |
But 1 was in far from a 1-|m:hin_u_|

mysell. The problem of pay-
ing the men ralsed fresh prospects of |
trouble, and 1 reflected grimly that it
the money was. not found I might lw!
in more danger from my unpaid mer-
cenaries than from the enemy,

Ten o'clock passed, and eleven,
with no sign from Doddridge Knapp,
and | wondered if the news I had ear-
rled him of the activitices of Terrill

and of Decker had dizarranged his
plans.
I trie? th2 door into Room 16, 1t

wias Jocked, and no soind
my ears from behind it

“1 should really like to know,” |
thought to mygelf, “whether Mr. Dodd-
ridge Knapp has left any papers in his
desk that might bear on the Wilton
mystery,

I tried my keys, but none of them
fitted the lock. 1 gave up the attempt
—indeed, my mind shrank from the
idea of going through my employver's
papers—but the desire of getting a
key that would open the door was
planted In my brain,

Twelve o'clock came, No Doddridge
Kuapp had appeared, and | sauntered
down to the Exchange to pick up any
ftems of news, It behooved me to be

cape Lo

looking out for Doddridge Knapp's
movements., If he had got another
agent to earry out his schemes, |

should have to prepare my lines for
attack from another direction.

Wallbridge was just coming rapidly
out of the Exchange.

“No,” sald the little man, mopping
the perspiration from his ¢hining head,
“quiet as lambs to-day. Thelr own
mothers wouldn't bave known the
Board from a Sunday school."

I inquired about Omega,

“Flat as a pancake,” sald the little

man, “Nothing doing."

“What! Is it down?' 1 exclaimed
with some astonishment.

“Lord bless you, no!” said Wall

bridge, sinvprised in his turn. “Strong
and steady at elghty, but we didn't sell
a hundred shares to-day., Well, I'm
in a rush, Good-by, if you don't want
to buy or sell.” And he hurried off
without waiting for a reply.

So I was now assured that Dodd-
ridge Knapp had not displaced me in
the Omega deal. It was a recess to
prepare another surprise for the
Street, and I had time to attend to a
neglected duty.

The undertaker's shop that held the
morgue looked hardly less gloomy In
the afternoon sun than in the light of
breaking day in which I had left it
when I parted from Detective Coogan,
The office was decorated mournfully
to accord with the grief of friends
who ordered the coffins, or the feelings
of the surviving relatives on settling
the bills,

“I am Henry Wilton,”" I explained to
the man in charge. “There was a body
left here by Detective Coogan to my
order, 1 helieve.”

“Oh, yes,"” he sald.
want done with 17"

I explained that 1 wished to arrange
to have it deposited in a vault for a
time, as I might carry it east,

“That's easy done,” he said: and he
explalned the detalls. “Would you like
to see the body?” he concluded. “We
embalmed it on the strength of Coog:
an's order.”

I shrank from another look at the
battered form. The awfulness of the
tragedy came upon me with hardly
less force than in the moment when
I had first faced the mangled and
bleeding body on the slab in the dead-
room.

The undertaker was talking, but |
knew not what he sald, 1 was shaking
with the horror and grief of the situa-
tion, and in that moment 1 renewed
my vow to have blood for blood and
life for life, if law and justice were to
be had,

“We'll take it out
the undertaker, with a decorous re
flection of my griel upon his face.
“"Would you like to accompany the re
mains 7"

I deecided that I would,

“"Well, there's nothing doing
We ecan start as soon as we
sealed the casket.”

“Ag soon as you oaun,
ing to walit for.”

The ride to the cemetery took me
through a part of San Franeisco that
[ had not yet seen. But I paid little
attention to the strects through which
we passed, My mind was on the friend
whose name I had taken, whose work
I was to do. I was back with him in
our boyhood days, and lived again for
the fleeting minutes the life we had
lived In common; and the resolve

“"What do you

any time,” said

now,
have

There's noth

of | 1 knew where we were,

grow stronger on me that his fate
should be avenged,

Arriving at the cemelery it was soon
over, The body of Henry Wilton was
committed to the vault with the single |
mourner looking on, and we l||'l!\'l"
rapldly back in the falling Hght

I had given my address at the
taker's shop, and the hack
front of my

under
dtopped in
house of mysts ry befor

Darkness had
come upon the place, and the street.
Inmps were alight and the gas was
blazing in the store-windows along the
thoronghfares. As 1 stepped out of
the carriage and grzed abowt me, 1
recognized the gloomy doorway and
ite neighborhood that bad greeted me
on my Hrst night in San Franclaeo.

AB L was pnying the fare a stout
fgure steppoed up to me
“Ah, Mr. Wilton, it's you agaln,

[ turned In surprise, It was the
policenian | had met on my first night
in San Franelseco,

“Oh, Corson, how are you?' I sald
heartily, recognizing him at last, .1
felt a sense of relief in the sight of
him. The place was not one to quiet
my mnerves after the errand from
which 1 had just come,

“All's well, sor, but I've a bit of
paper for ve." And after some hunt
ing he brought it forth. “1 was asked
to hand this to ye,”

I took It in wonder, Was there
something more from Detective Coog-
an? I tore open the envelope and
read on itg Inclosure:

“Kum tonite to the house,
youre life is wurth savelin.

“Muther Borton.”

Shure If

CHAPTER XIV.
Mother Borton's Advice.

I studied the note carvefully,
then mwned to Policeman Corson.,

“When did she give you this—and
where?"

“A lady?" sald Corson with a grin.
“Ah, Mr. Wilton, It's too sly she is to
give It to me. "I'was a boy askin’ for
ve. ‘Do you know him?' says he.
I do that,' says I. ‘Where s he?' says
he. ‘I don't know," says I. ‘Has 'e a
room? says he. ‘He has' says [,
‘Where 15 it?' says he. ‘What's that to
you? says I—"

“Yes, yes,” [ Interrupted.
where did he get the note?”

“1 was just tellin' ye, sor,” sald the
policeman amlably. *“He shoves the
note at me ag'in, an’ says he, ‘It's im-
portant," says he. ‘Go up there,’ says
I. ‘Last room, top floor, right-hand
side.” Before I comes to the corner up
here, he's after me ag'ln,. ‘He's gone,'
says he. ‘Like enough,’ says L
*‘When'll he be back? says he, ‘When
the cows come home, sonny,’ says I,
“Then there’ll be the divil to pay,’
says he, 1 pricks up my ears at this,
‘Why? says 1. 'Oh, he'll be killed,
says he, ‘and I'll git the derndest
lickin', says he, ‘What's up?' says I,
makin' a grab for him, But he ducks
an' Dblubbers. ‘Gimme that letter,
says I, 'and you just kite back to the
folks that sent you, and tell them
what's the matter. I'll glve your note
to your man If he comes while I'm on
the beat,” says I. I knows too much
to try to git anything more out of him.
I says to megelf that Mr., Wilton ain't
In the safest place In the world, and
this Kid's folks maybe means him
well, and might know some other
place to look for him. The kid jaws a
bit, an' then does as I tells him, an’
ents away. That's half an hour ago,
an’ here you are, an' here's your let-
ter."”

I hesitated for a little before saying
anything, It was with quick suspleion
that I wondered why Mother Borton
had secured again that gloomy and de-
serted house for the Interview she
was planning.

“That was very kind of you,
didn’t know what was in the
then ?"

“No, sor,” replied Corgon
touch of wounded pride. “It's not me
as would open another man’s letter
unless In the way of me duty.”

“Do you know Mother Horton?” 1
continued,

“Know her? know her?” returned
Corson In a tone scornful of doubt on
such a point, “Do I know the slickest
crook In San Franclsco? Ah, |It's
many a story I could tell vou, Mr. Wil-
ton, of the way that ould she-divil has
slipped through our fingers when we
thought our hands were on her throat.
And it's many of her brood we have
put safle in San Quentin.”

(‘I'0 BE CONTINUED,)
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Invitation to Franklin,

Soveral amusing Incidents in the
life of Benjamin Franklin have been
handed down to us, many of whiech
exhibit his rare wit and some few
indleate the humor of his contempo-
rarives,

During the course of an extended
journey Franklin was obliged to wait
an unusually long time for his stage.
The day was very warm and sultry
and not a lHttle dusty, but all this did
not rufle the philosophical Lemper.
The stage at last arrived, and ag the
door opened Franklin was  much
pleased (o see an old friend, whom
her cordially greeted, expressing  his
satisfaction at having secured & trav-
aling companion., His frlend, howewsr,
whose irritation was not decreased by
the eclosely ecrowded and the
Intolerable  weather, together with
Franklin's hesitation on noting the al-

sllpe

ready  overburdened coach, perhaps
nnconsclously exclaimaed
Come Bou-jam-in We are lale
now,"==Judge's Library.
Japs Learning English.
English I8 compulsory in all Jap
ancse schools,
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¢ Srrup Co.
m it is manufactured  printed on the

ont of every pachnge.
SOLD BYALL LEADING DRUGGISTS.

one size only, regular price 50¢per bottle.

The Grammar Clase,

The head mistress of a certaln pro-
vinelal school was one day examining
a few of her select puplls in grammar,

“Stand up, Juan, and make me a
sentence containing the word ‘sel-
dom,"” she sald, pointing to a small
urchin,

Junan pansed as if in thought; then,
with a flush of trlumph on his face,
replied: “Last week father had five
horses, but yesterday he seldom!™ -

TWO CURES OF ECZEMA

Baby Had Severe Attack—Grandfather

Suffered Torments with It—
Owe Recovery to Cuticura.

“In 1884 my grandson, a babe, had
an attack of eczema, and after trying
the doctors to the extent of heavy bills
and an increase of the disease and suf-
fering, 1 recommended Cutleura and
in a few weeks the child was well, He
is to-day a strong man and absolutely
free from the disease. A few yeoars
ago 1 contracted eczema, and became
an intense sufferer, A whole winter
passed without onee having on shoes,
nearly from the knees to the toes be-
Ing covered with virulent sores, 1 tried
many doctors to no purpose. Then 1
procured the Cutleura Remedies and
found immediate improvement and
finaleure. M. W. LaRue, 845 Seventh St.,
Loulsville, Ky., Apr. 23 and May 14, '07."”

Somy men decline to look upon the
wine when it Is red because they pre-
fer another color,

Try Murine Eye Remedy
For Red, Weak, Weary, Watery Eyea,
Murine Doesn't Smart—Soothes Eye Pain,
All Druggists Sell Murine at Hoets, The 48
Page Book in each Pkg. is worth Dollars
in every home. Ask your Druggist.
Murine Eye Remedy Co.. Chicago.

It's all right for a man to be a
dreamer of dreams providing he wakes
up occaslonally and gets busy.

Lewis’ Single Binder Cigar has a rich
taste, Your dealer or Lewis' Factory,
FPeoria, 111,

Take care of the minutes, for tke
hours will take care of themselves—
Lord Chesterfield.

Mrs, Winslow's Soothing Syrup.

For ellldren tut*l.hlnf. poftens the guie, raduces (ns
Oumimation, slisys pain, cures wind collu, 250 a bottle.

The prettiest flowers are not neces-
sarlly the most fragrant,
Uno Allen's Foot=Fase
Curostired, aching, swoating Toot. Y. Trisl pnokage
froe., A8, Olsted, La oy, N Y,
Musie isn't necessarily fragmentary
because it comes in pleces.

SICK HEADAGHE
ICARTER'S Positively cured by

these Little Pills.
ITTLE

They also relleve Dise
trens from Dyspepsia, Ins
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating., A perfect reins
edy for Dizglness, Naus
sy, Drowsiness, Bad
Tuste inthe Mouth, Coate
l od Tongue, Pain in the

Side, TORPID LIVEIR,
They regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegeiable.

SMALLPILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genuine Must Bear
Fac-Simile Signature
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| REFUSE SUBSTITUTES,
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PILLS,




