


after him with as careless an air as I could assume. My heart was beating fast. I felt that I
was close to the mystery and that the next half-hour would determine whether I was to take
up Henry Wilton's work or to find my way in safety back to my own name and person.

My unconscious guide led the way along Montgomery Street into an office building, up
a flight of stairs, and into a back hallway.

“Stay a moment,” I said, as he had his hand on the door knob. “On second thoughts you
can wait down stairs.”

He turned back, and as his footsteps 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 I felt loathing and fear.

Doddridge Knapp finished signing his name to a paper on his desk before he looked up.
“Come in and sit down,” he said. The voice was alert and businesslike—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 should inspire such a tragedy as I had
witnessed, or warn me of danger to come.

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

I was not at all certain that I should not wish very earnestly that he might be interrupted
in what Bret Harte would call the “subsequent proceedings.” But I followed his directions.

Doddridge Knapp was not less impressive at close view than at long range. The strong
face grew stronger when seen from the near distance.

“My dear Wilton,” he said, “I've come to a place where I've got to trust somebody, so
I've come back to you.” The voice was oily and persuasive, but the keen gray eyes shot out
a glance from under the bushing eyebrows that thrilled me as a warning.

“It's very kind of you,” I said, swallowing my astonishment with an effort.
“Well,” said Knapp, “the way you handled that Ophir matter was perfectly satisfactory;

but I'll tell you that it's on Mrs. Knapp's say-so, as much as on your own doings, that I
select you for this job.”

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

“Oh, you can settle that with her at your next call,” he said good humoredly.
The jaded nerves of surprise refused to respond further. If I had received 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, I should have accepted it
as a matter of course. I took my place unquestioningly 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-eyed King of the Street had failed to discover

that he was not talking to Henry Wilton, but to some one else who resembled him. There
were enough differences in features and voice to distinguish us among intimate friends,
though there were not enough to be seen by casual acquaintances. 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
trust messengers on this affair, and even cipher notes are dangerous,—confoundedly
dangerous.”

Then we had not been close acquaintances.
“Oh, by the way, you have that other cipher yet, haven't you?” he asked.
“No, I burnt it,” I said unblushingly.
“That's right,” he said. “It was best not to take risks. Of course you understand that it

won't do for us to be seen together.”
“Certainly not,” I assented.
“I have arranged for another office. Here's the address. Yours is Room 15. I have the

key to 17, and 16 is vacant between with a 'To Let' sign on it. They open into each other.
You understand?”

“Perfectly,” I 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 I can't be there, I'll let you know.” I was off my guard for a moment, thinking of the

possible demands of Henry's unknown employer.
“You will do nothing of the kind,” said Doddridge Knapp shortly. His voice, so smooth

and businesslike a moment before, changed suddenly to a growl. His heavy eyebrows came
down, and from under them flashed 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 orders. One slip may ruin
the whole plan.”

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

“None whatever.”
I had thus far been able to get no hint of his purposes. If I had not known what I knew, I

should have supposed that his mind was concentrated on the apparent object before him—
to secure the zeal and fidelity of an employee in some important business operation.

“And what am I to do?” I asked.
“Be a capitalist,” he said with an ironical smile. “Buy and sell what I tell you to buy



and sell. Keep under cover, but not too much under cover. You can pick your own brokers.
Better begin with Bockstein and Eppner, though. Your checks will be honored at the
Nevada Bank. 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 handful of twenty-
dollar gold pieces across the desk in a way that made my eyes open.

“By the way,” he continued, “I don't think I have your signature, have I?”
“No, sir,” I replied with prompt confidence.
“Well, just write it on this slip then. I'll turn it into the bank for your identification. You

can take this check-book with you.”
“Anything more?”
“That's all,” he replied with a nod of dismissal. “Maybe it's to-morrow—maybe it's next

month.”
And I walked out into Montgomery Street, bewildered among the conflicting mysteries

in which I had been entangled.
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Room 15 was a plain, comfortable office in a plain, comfortable building on Clay 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 desolate assortment of back yards, rear walls, and
rickety stairways. The floor had a worn carpet, and there was a desk, a few chairs and a
shelf of law books. The place looked as though it had belonged to a lawyer in reduced
circumstances, and I could but wonder how it had come into the possession of Doddridge
Knapp, and what had become of its former occupant.

I tried to thrust aside a spirit of melancholy, and looked narrowly to the opportunities
offered by the room for attack and defense. The walls were solidly built. The window-
casement showed an unusual depth for a building of that height. The wall had been put in
to withstand an earthquake shock. The door opening into the hall, the door into Room 16,
and the window furnished the three avenues of possible attack or retreat. The window upon
examination appeared impracticable. There was a sheer drop of twenty feet, without a
projection of any kind below it. The ledge was hardly an inch wide. The iron shutters by
which it might be closed did not swing within ten feet of any other window. The one
chance of getting in by this line was to drop a rope ladder from the roof. The door opening
into Room 16 was not heavy, and the lock was a cheap affair. A good kick would send the
whole thing into splinters. As it swung into Number 16 and not into my room it could not
be braced with a barricade. Plainly it was not a good place to spend the night should
Doddridge Knapp care to engineer another case of mysterious disappearance.

The depression of spirits that progressed with my survey of the room deepened into
gloom as I flung myself into the arm-chair before the desk, and tried to plan some way out
of the tangle in which I was involved. How was I, single-handed, to contend against the
power of the richest man in the city, 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 enough
to show that only the most convincing proof of guilt, backed by fear of public sentiment,
could bring the department to raise a finger against him. And how could I 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 crime? Until that was made clear I could not hope to
piece together the scraps of evidence into a solid structure of proof. And what motive could
there be that would reconcile the Doddridge Knapp who sought the life of Henry Wilton,
with the Doddridge Knapp of this morning, who was ready to engage him in his



confidential business? And had I the right to accept any part in his business? It had the
flavor of treachery about it; yet it seemed the only possible chance to come upon the secret
springs of his acts, to come in touch with the tools and accomplices in his crime. And the
unknown mission, that had brought Henry to his death? How was I to play his part in that?
And even if I could take his place, how was I to serve the mysterious employer and
Doddridge Knapp at the same time, when Doddridge Knapp was ready to murder me to
gain the Unknown's secret.

Fatigue and loss of sleep deepened the dejection of mind that oppressed me with these
insistent questions, and as I vainly struggled against it, carried me at last into the oblivion
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. Every bone in my body ached from the cramped
position in which I had slept, 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
between me and a possible assailant.

Silence, threatening, oppressive, surrounded me as I stood listening, watching, for the
next move. Then I heard a low chuckle, as of some one struggling to restrain his laughter;
and so far from sympathizing with his mirth, I was tempted to try the effect of a shot as an
assistance in suppressing it.

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

“I guess it woke him up,” said another and harsher voice. “I heard a noise in there.”
“You're certain he's there?” asked the first voice with another chuckle.
“Sure, Dicky. I saw him go in, and Porter and I have taken turns on watch ever since.”
“Well, it's time he came out,” said 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 hesitated in framing an answer.
“We'll have to break down the door, I guess,” said Dicky. “Something must have

happened.” And a resounding kick shook the panel.
“Hold on!” I cried. “What's wanted?”
“Oh,” said Dicky sarcastically. “You've come to life again, have you.”
“Well, I'm not dead yet.”
“Then strike a light and let us in. And take a look at that reminder you'll find wrapped

around the rock I heaved through the transom. I thought it was open.” And Dicky went off
into another series of chuckles in appreciation of his mistake.

“All right,” I said. I was not entirely trustful, and after I had lighted the gas-jet I picked
up the stone that lay among the fragments of glass, and unwrapped the paper. The sheet


