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only the race type. Afterward, ue see tlie many
and marked differences."

"I think," said I, leading back to the main sub-
ject, "that the remarkable circumstances under
which I had seen Air. Lane had -, good deal to do
with the illusion. This morning, for the first time,
I saw his face under full light and close at hand."
Mrs. Knapp nodded. Then she continued:
"Mr. Knapp and his brother parted thirty years

ago in Ohio. The brother—the man who has just
gone—was younger than Mr. Knapp, though he
looked older. He was wild in his ycuth. When
he left home it was in the night, and for some of-
fense that would have brought him within reach of
the law. Mr. Knapp never told me wiiat it was and
I never asked. For fifteen years nothing was heard
of him. Mr. Knapp and I married, we had come to
San Francesco, and he was already a rising man
in the city. One day this man came. He had
drifted to the coast in some lawless enterprise, and
by chance found his brother."

Mrs. Knapp paused.

"And at once began to live off of him, I suppose,"
1 threw in as an encouragement to proceed.

"Not exactly," said Mrs. Knapp. "He confessed
some of his rascality to Mr. Knapp, but pleaded
that he was anxious to reform. Mr. Knapp agreed
to help him, but made the condition that he should
take another name, and should never allow the re-

lationship to be known. A-;. Lane—I can not call
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