“Nensense!” I thought to myself; “it
was a trick of the imagination.”
- T raised my hand once more to the
lock, when the sound broke again,
Mwuder, unmistakable. It was the voice
of one in disiress of body or mind.
"1 listened with all my ears. Then
tlere came through the door the low,
_sern tones of a man’s voice speak-
img earnestly, pleadingly, threatening-
h but in a suppressed manotone.
.« Then the groan burst ferth again,
" amd it was followed by sebs and
‘choked ‘sounds, as of one who protest-
ed, yet, strangely, the voice was the
. smme. There was one man, not two. It

wms eelf-actusation, self-excuse, and
e sobs seemed to come in answer to |
‘self-reproaches.

"' Then there was sound as of a man
praying, and the prayer was broken |
by sobs; and again F thought there
were two men. And then there was
& noise of a man moving about, and |
& long smothered grean, as of one ip !
agony of, spirit. Fearful that the doo:
might be flung open in my face, I tip-
toed badk to my room, and silently |
turned the key, as thoroughly mysti- |
fled as'ever I had been in the strange
events that had crowded my
Mfe since I had entered the city.

# CHAPTER XVIL.
In a Foreign Land.

The groans and prayers, if they con-
tinued, could be heard no longer |
through the double doors, and I seated |
myself by the desk and ‘took account |

&f the events that had brought me to |
my present position.

Where did I stand? What had I ac-
esmplished? What had I learned? !
How was I to reach the end for which |
K struggled and bring justice to the
slayer of my murdered friend? As I
passed 'in review the eccurrences that
had crowded tht few weeks since my
axrival, I was compelled to confess
that I knew little more of the mys-
teries that surrounded me than on the
‘might I arrived. I kmew that 1 was
tessed between two epposing forces.
I knew that a mysterious boy was sup-
posed to be under my protection, and
that to gain and keep possession of
him my life was sought and defended.
I. knew that Doddridge Knapp had
caused the murder of Henry Wilton,
and yet for some unfathomable reason
gve me his confidemce and employ-
ment under the belief that T was Hen-
¥ Wilton. But I had been able to get
"me hint of ‘who the boy might be, or
‘where he was concealed, or who was
the hidden woman who employed me
‘t® protect him, or why he was sought
¥y Poddridge Knapp. |

How long I sat by the desk waiting, l
thinking, planning, I knew not. One !

. scheme of action after another I had
econsidered and rejected, when a sound
breke on' my listening ears. I started
up in feverish anxiety. It was from |

" the room beyond, and I stole toward |

the door to learn what it might mean.

Birning with impatience, I thrust

aside the fears of the evil that might
follow hasty action. I had drawn the |

Xey and raised it to the slot, when I |

heard a step in the middle room. I
Bad but time to retreat to my desk
when a key was fitted in the lock, the |
door was flung open, and Doddridge
Knapp stepped calmly into the room. |
*“Ah, 'Wilton,” said the King of the |
Street aftably, “I was wondering if 1
should find you here.”

There Was no trace of surprise or
agitation“in- the face before me. If
this was/the man whose prayers and
groansand sobs had come to me
Shrouzh™ the locked door, if he haa
wrestled with his conscience or even
Bad been the accusing conscience of
another, his face was a mask that
. showed no trace ofy-the agony of

thoughts that might comtort the spirit |

beneath it.

“l was attending to a little work of |

my own,” I answered, after greeting.
M 1 felt much like a disconcerted pick-

pocket I was careful to conceal the cir- |

eumsiance, and spoke with easy indif-
ference. “You hawve come back be-

fore I expected you,” I continued care- |

lessly.

“Yes,”

_k affairs called me home sooner than
I had thought to come.”

“Mrs. Knapp is not iil, T trust?” 1 |

ventured.

“Qh, no.”

“Nor Miss Knapp?”

“@h. all are well at the house, but
semetimes you know women-folks

‘mervous.”

Was it possible that Mrs.
bad sent for her husband? What
aother meaning could I put on these
‘wards? But before I could pursue m3y
imvestigations further along this line.
the wolf came to the surface, and he
waved the subject aside with a gro

“But this is nothing to you. Yha
you want to know is that I won’t need
Yyou before Wednesday, if then.” *

“Does the campaign reopen?”’ I
asked.

“If you don’t mind, Wiiten,” saic
the Wolf with another growl, “I'll kegj
my plans till 'm ready to use them.”

*Certainly,” I retorted. “But maybe
you would feel a little interest to

“now that Rosenheim and Bashford
- mave gathered in about a thousand
shares of Omega in the last four or

e ?ald “]1*“ King O‘f‘ the S;”‘”vt | of Portsmouth Square and up Wash-: |
Saund carelegsnesa. “Some fami- | ington street, the eye could catch a

'V eried Mrs.

| invisible

get |

Knapyp |

fva days.”

Doddridge Knapp gave me a keen
glance.

“There were no-sales of above a
hundred shares,” he*said.

“No—most of them ran from ten to
fifty shares.”

“Well,” he continued, looking fixedly
at me, “you know something about
Rosenheim ?”

“If it won’t interfere with your
plans,” I suggested apologetically.

The Wolf drew back his lips over
his fangs, and then turned the snarl
into a smile.

“Go on,” he said, waving amends
for the snub he had administered.

“Well, T don't know mush about

Rosenheim, but I caught him talking |

with Decker.

“Were the stocks transferred to

Decker?”

“No; they stand
trustee.’ 3

“Well, Wilton, they’'ve stolen a
march on us, but I reckon we’ll give
‘'em a surprise before they're quite
awake.”

“And,” I continued coolly, “Decker's
working up a deal in Crown Diamond
and toying a little with Confidence—
you gave me a week to find out, you
may remember.”

“Very good, Wilton,” said the King
of the Street with grudging approval.
“We'll sell old Decker quite a piece'of
Crown!/ Diamond before he gets
through. And now is there anything
more in your packet?”

“It's empty,” I confessed.

“Well, you may go then.”

Doddridge Knapp followed me to

to Rosenheim,

| the door, and stood on the threshold

as I walked down the hall. There was
no chance for spying or listening at
key-holes, if I were so inclined, and
it was not until I had reached the
bottom stair that I thought I heard
the sound of a closing door behind
me.

As I stood at the entrance, almost
oblivious of the throng that was hur
rying up and down Clay street, Porter
joined me.

“Did you see him?” he asked.

“Him? Who?”

“Why, Tom Terrill sneaked down
those stairs a little bit ago, and I
thought you might have found him up
there.”

Could it be possible that this man
had been with Doddridge Knapp, and
that it was his voice I had heard?
This in turn seemed improbable, hard-
ly possible. ¢

“There he is now,” whispered Por-
ter.

I turned my eyes in the direction he

| indicated, and a shock ran through

me; for my eye had met the eye of
a serpent. Yes, there again was the

| oirnetal

"telf you the truth, sor, no,” said
Corson. “It’s a trick of the eye with
you, sor. If you was to be here with
‘em for a month or two you'd niver
think there was two of ’em alike.
There’s as much difference betwixt
one. and another as with any two
white men. I was loike you at first.
1 says to meself that they’re as like
as two pease. But, now, look at those
two mugs there in that door. They're
no more alike than you and me, as
Mr. Wilson here can tell you, sor.”

The difference between the two
Chinese failed to impress me, but
I was mindful of my reputation as an
old resident.

“Oh, yes; a very marked contrast,”
I said promptly, just as I would have

sworn that they were twins if Corson
had suggested it.

“Very remarkable!” said Mr. Carter
dubiously.

In and out we wound through the
city—the fairy-land that

: stretched away, gay with lanterns and
busy with strange crowds, changing at

|

cruel, keen face, and the glittering, re- |
pulsive eye, filled with malice and |

hatred, that I -had beheld with loath-
ing and dread whenever it had come
in my path.
rill turned and made off in the crowd.

“Follow that man,

With an evil glance Ter |

times as we came nearer to a tawdry
reality, cheap, dirty, and heavy with
odors. Here was a shop where ivory
in delicate caryings, bronze work that
showed the patient handicraft and gro-
tesque fancy of the oriental artist, lay
side by side with porcelainé, fine and

-coarse, decorated with the barbaric

taste in form and color that rules the
art of the ancient empire. Next the
rich shop was a low den from whose
opeu door poured fumes of tobacco
and opium, and in whose misty depths
figures of bloused little men huddled
around tables and swayed hither and
thither. The click of dominoes, the
rattling of sticks and counters, and the

excited cries of men, rose from the
throng.

“They're the biggest gamblers the
Ould Nick iver had to his hand,” said
Corson; “there isn’t one of ’em down
there that wouldn't bet the coat off his
back.”

“Dear me, how dreadful!” said Mrs.
Bowser. “And do we have to go down
into that horrible hole, and how can
we ever get out with our lives?”

“We’re not going down there,
ma’am,” interrupted Corson shortly.

“And where next?” asked Luella.

The question was addressed to the
policeman, not to me. Except for a
formal greeting when he had met, Lu-

| ella had spoken no word to me during

Wainwright,” ;

said I to the second guard, who was |

close at hand.
and report to me to-morrow.”

I wondered what could be the mean-
ing of Terrill’'s visit to the building.

get his orders? Or was it to follow

“Watch him to-night |

the evening.
“Here's the biggest
town,” said Corson.

joss-house in
“We might as

| well see it now as any time.” .

| Was it to see Doddridge Knapp and |

up some new plan to wrest from me |
the secret I was supposed to hold? |

But there
questions,
room to

answer to these
toward
the excursion

was no
and 1
prepare

turned
for

| that had been set for the evening.

It was with hope and fear that 1

my |

took my way to the Pine Street pal- |

ace. It was my fear that was realized.

| Mrs. Bowser fell to my lot, while Lu-
| ella joined Mr. Carter, and Mrs. Car-
| ter with

Mr. Horton followed.
was waiting for us at the

I had arranged with the

Corson
City Hall.

policeman that he should aet as our |

guide, and had given him Porter and

Barkhouse as assistants in case any |

should be needed.

“A fine night for it, sor,” said Cor- |

son in greeting. “There’'s a little cele-

| ‘bration goin’ on among the haythens

to-night, 'em -at their

Lest.”

Looking across the dark shrubbery

so you'll see

line of gay-colored lanterns, swaying

in the light wind, and casting a mel- |

low glow on buildings and walks. |
| So charming!” |
as we came into |

“Oh, isn't it sweet!
Bowser,
full view of the scene and crossed the
line that ecarries one

San Francisco into the
cient oriental eity, instinct
eign life, that goes by
Chinatown. Sordid and foul as it ap-

modern
with for-

| pears by daylight, there was a charm

romance to it under the lantern-
that softened the darkness.
s of Chinese hurried along the
loit at corners, gat

ind
liehts
W 1

streets, red hered

ibout points of interest, but it seemed |
| as though it was all one man repeated

over and over.

“Why, they're all alike!™ exclaimed
Mrs. Bowser. “How do they ever tell
each other apart?”

“Oh, that's aisy enough, ma'am,” re-
| plied Corson with a' twinkle in his

eye. “They tie a knot in their pig-
tails, and that's they way you know
‘em."”

“Laws! you don't say!” said Mrs.
Bowser, much impressed. “I ‘never

“Oh, do let us see those delightfally
horrible idols,” cried Mrs. Bowser.

The policeman Jed the way into the
dimly-lighted building that served as
a temple.

I lingered a moment by the door to
see that all my party passed in.

“There’s Wainwright,”
Porter, who closed the procession.

“Where?” I asked, a dim
brance of the mission on which I had
sent him in pursuit of the snake-eyed
man giving the information a sinister
twist.

Porter gave a chirrup
wright halted at the door.

“He's just passed up the alley here,”
said Wainwright in a low voice.

“Who? Terrill?” I asked.

“Yes,” said Wainwright. “I've kept
him in sight all the evening.”

“Hasn’t he seen you?” asked Porter.
“I spied you as soon as you turned'the

and Wain-

| corner.”

from |

an- |

!
the pame of |

| “but something’s
| now. 1
| Wainwright was off.

| name,”

“Don’t know,” said Wainwright;
up. There he goes

mustn’t miss him.” And

(To be continued.)

Couldn’t Remember His Star.

As illustrative of the fits of abstrac
tion to which some men are subject in
an extraordinary degree, Sir Henr;
Irving was fond of relating a story of
his former manager, Charles Dillon.
Some years after “The Bells” had
made Irving famous be chanced to

meet Dillon and was outspoken in his |

delight.
Dillon looked him over, finally re-

marking that he had no recollection of |
| him.
they had made together and mention- |

Irving reminded him of the tour

ed his name. '‘Dillon thoucht for
awhile, and, recognition appearing to

| dawn upon him, he extended his hand. |

“Irving? Obh, yes. /I remember the
he declared reminiscently.
“And what are you doing now, Ir-
ving?’—Chicago Record-Herald,

Sald by the Sage.

After some rather close observation
of the ways of promisers, one is con-
vinced that the best way for a man
to keep his word is not to give it.

| and lemon juice.

whispered ‘

remem- |

DESSERT DISHES ‘
WHO LIKE THE QUINCE.

Bweet Apples Mixed with the Fruit
Add Flavor—Chopped Preserved
Quinces Served with Boiled
Custard—Quince Tart.

Qﬁince chips are a thick preserve of
tender quinces and sugar syrup. A
little invention

may vary this by

adding fruit that

does not disturb

the flavor. When

cooked all alone

the quince flavor

is quite strong,

and sweet apples

seem created to

borrow an equal flavor from the
quince. A very few quince preserves
with ice cream is a dainty dish, and
a spoonful! served with a mound of
whipped cream and gelatin is delicious.
The Housekeeper suggests new ways
for the fruit, and one of these is a
trifie made with chopped preserved
qu'nces. Arrange them in a deep
glass dish with alternate layers of
p:acaroon or sponge cake crumbs, then
pour over a rich boiled custard made
viith the yolks of six eggs, three table-
spconfuls of sugar, three cupfuls of
milk and half a teaspoonful of almond
extract. - Pour the custard over while
it is still warm and set aside until very
cold. Just before serving heap over
the top the whites of two eggs whipped
to a very stiff snow with two table-

almonds. Garnish with candied orange
carpels or candied cherries.

A quince tart is either a pie or pud-
ding if one prefers it so called, but it

a colander, add to it one cupful of
granulated sugar, the beaten yolks of
four ezgs and one pint of milk. Line
a shallow pudding dish with puff paste
and pour in the quince mixture. Twist
a strip of the pastry around the edge
of the dish for a border, and bake in a
moderate oven for about half an hour
or until done. Whip the whites of the
eggs to a very stiff snow with four
tablespoonfuls of powdered sugar,
heap it over the top and let it brown
very delicately in a slow oven. Serve
cold with whipped cream.

fectly clear and thick to jelly makes
another pleasing foundation for a
quince dish. Sweeten the tapioca to
taste and flavor with a little nutmeg
Flace it in layers in
a buttered pudding dish with chopped
preserved quinces, cover the top with
the whites of two eggs whipped to a
stiff snow with two tablespoonfuls of
powdered sugar, and let it brown deli-
cately in a slow oven. The syrup
should be drained from the fruit and
used as a sauce. Whipped cream  is
also a delicious accompaniment. This
pudding is excellent either hot or cold.

Swiss Roast.
Take a round steak—from two to
! two and a half inches in thickness—
and pound into it as much flour as it
will take, using the edge of a heavy
piate for that purpose. When the
flour has been pounded into both
sides put the meat into an iron skil-

both sides.

tity of canned tomatoes when fresh
“V(*gr'tablf‘s are not in season.
| tightly and cook .two hours,
| more water as necessary during the
| time. Just before the meat is done,
| salt and pepper to taste. Delicious as
this dish is when served hot, it is also
jnicv when cold.

To Clean Aigrettes.
Make a soap suds from any pure

FOR THOS E

spoonfuls of powdered sugar and two |

tablespoonfuls of chopped blanched |

Tapioca cooked in water until per-

Then cover it with water, |
)adding onions enough to flavor and a |
whole ripe tomato, or an equal quan- |

is equally delicious under either name. ‘
Press one pint of quince pulp through |

1

let with some lard, and brown it on |

Cover |
adding |

| of London were directed to be lighted

| from nightfall to 9 o’clock, the hour of

soap and warm water; after fastening |

| the aigrette by tne wired end .to a

clean,” smooth taikle—an .oilcloth cov-
| ered table is good—take a fine fibered
| brush and clean by gently brushing
| with the soap suds. When thoroughly
| clean you will find that your feathers
!urc limp. Let them dry and dip in a
{ bit of cold starch, then hang up by
| the wired end to azain dry. You will

e ————

People’s State Bank

CAPITAL,

This bank began business less

Just in the beginning

ion. Notwithstanding the hard
‘he start,

: steady growth fro
depositors, and in the volu

enroll new names every week.
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times there has been
in the number of our
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J. M. HCLGKIN, Cashier.

J. L. QRO-{N President.

L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.

" AVERTED A DUEL. |

The Soft Answer That Was Returned |
to the Challenge. i

Mrs. Minnie Walter Myers, in her |
“Romance aund Realism of the South- |
ern Gulf Coast,” gives an account of |
one of the last challenges to a duel
which occurred in Louisiana. The af- |
fair was between M. Marigny, who be- |
longed to one of the oidest families of |
Louisiana, and a Mr. Humble, a sturdy |
ex-blacksmith of Georgia, who had be-
come a man of political consequence.

Mr. Marigny took offense at some re-
marks of the Georgiau and sent him a,
challenge. The big ex-blacksmith was
nonplused. o

“I know nothing about this dueling
business,” he said. “I will not fight
him.” ]

“You must,” said his friend.
gentleman can refuse.”

“lI am not a gentleman,” replied the
honest son of Georgia. “I am only a
biacksmith.”

“But you will be ruined if you do not
fight,” urged his friends. “You will
have the choice of weapons, and you
can choose so as to give yourself an |
equal chance with your adversary.”

The giant asked time in which to
consider the question and ended by ac-
cepting. He sent the following reply
to M. Marigny:

“I accept, and in the exercise of my
privilege I stipulate that the duel shall
take place in Lake Pontchartrain, in
six feet of water, sledge hammers to
be used as weapons.” |

M. Marigny was about five feet
eight inches in height, and his adver-
sary was seven feet., The conceit of
the Georgian so pleased M. Marigny,
who could appreciate a joke as well as
perpetrate one, that he declared him-
self satisfied, and the duel did not take
place,

“No

STREET LIGHTS.

How Throughfares Were I[lluminated
In the Seventeenth Century.
Lighting the streets of a large city
in olden times was a far. different
thing from the illumination of our
thoroughfares now. In 1661 the streets

with candles or lanterns by every
householder fronting the main road

going to bed.

In the last year of King Charles I1.’s
reign one Edward Hening obtained the
right to light the streets with lanterns
placed over every tenth door from 6
o'clock on moonless evenings until
midnight between October and April.

During the reign of Queen Anne in
July, 1780, Mr. Michael Coke intro-

| duced globular glass lamps with oil

| mering lanterns.

| find them to be like new. if treated |

igem.ly and carefully as indicated.

| Concerning_Fish.

| When a fish is to be broiled, never
| bone it. If the bones are removed the
tissues are broken and the juices es-
cape. DBefore fryvingz fish dust it off
with salt and Never use fill-
ing or stuffing in a fat fish that is to
be baked. Fish fat is very strong
and, mingled with a stuffing, is most
{ unpleasant.

pepper.

Savory Breakfast Dish.

A tasty breakfast. or luncheon dish
for two people: ILarge cup of calves’
{ liver left from previous meal cut into

small pieces, half green pepper cut in
| ine pieces, piece of butter in frying
pan; stir liver and
{ until hot. Break in two eggs.
| together.

Stir all

Graham Pudding.
Two-thirds cup of molasses, one-
| fourth cup of butter, ome-half cup of
gour milk, one egg, one-half teaspoon
114 cups graham flour. Sauce:
| One cup of sugar, one tablespoonful
corn starch, one egg, and 'boiling
water; cook until as thick as cream;
bne teaspoonful of vanilla.

| soda,

Chestnut Pudding Sauce.
Add four tablespoons of maple sirup
to onc pint of whipped cream, remove

unmolded. Garnish with boiled chest-
nuts.

—

froth and arrange about pudding when !
o : i nized at last, and today we preuribe!

| holder to fifrnish a light before his

burners instead of the former glim- |
In 1716 an act was
passed which enjoined every house-

docr from 6 to 11 e’clock at night, ex-

cept on evenings between the seventh |

| till

night of each moon and the third after |
it reached its full. 1

In a few years a company was form-
ed to light the street from 6 ()‘clock‘
midnight, each householder who |
paid poor rates being required to con- |
tribute for this purpose 6 shillings a |

| year. |

Serve before eggs get dry.

Gaslight, at its introduction in the |
beginning of the last century, present-
ed such a novel spectacle to the eves
of foreign ambassadors that they were |
vain enough to imagine that the bril- |
liant lamps were a part of a general
illumination to celebrate their arrival.

pepper together | B b

Light and Pain.

“Light is good for toothache” said
the doctor. 1 bad for it
If you are a toothaclie sufprer, haven't
you often noticed how the pain in your
Jaw increases when late at night vou
turn off the lamp and try to sleep?
Light, you see, is good for the tooth-
ache. There are a number of diseases
it Is good for—asthma, cold in
head, earache. These diseases in thie
dark all grow worse.

“Darkness is good for a sick head- !

“Darkness i

the

! ache and for neuralgia and for nausea, |

Haven't you noticed it? Light and |
darkness—they are remedies recog

| them the same as we do guinine or

nux.”—New York Press, l
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ECONOMICAL !
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NELSON, The Transfer Man
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