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“There he lies, you see, Miss Oliver,” said Old King Brady, throwing back the curtain. “Will
. you believe me now?” At the same instant Ah Gow pressed the electric' bell.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE MYSTERY OF THE FALL RIVER BOAT.

One fine spring morning when the Fall River boat,
Priscilla, was in the aet of making her landing, at New
York, a coupe was driven rapidly down the pier.

Two men sat inside.

One was tall and elderly and wore a long-tailed blue
coat, buttoned tight around his body, and a broad-brimmed
white felt hat. R

The other was a young man dressed in the prevailing
fashion.

The Priscilla was just warping into her berth when the
coupe reached the end of the pier.
The two gentlemen sprang out.

They stepped upon the strmgplece along which the boat
was grinding its way.

“Now, Harry, watch your chance !”” the elder Whlspered.

“All right, sir. Suppose they throw us hack?”

“They must not. They shall not!”?

“But in case——"

“Jump, Harry! Jump!”

The two men sprang aboard the Priscilla.

This was all irregular and not allowed.

The crowd on the pier expected to see them roughly re-
eeived.

Instead, the officer in charge opened the gangway and
let them through.

portant matter.

“You_are Old King Brady, the detective?” he said to
the elder man,

“Yes;-and this is my assistant, Young King Brady,”
was the reply.
%80 I supposed.. When you showed your shield I knew
you at a glance.”

“Thank you for opening the way for me.” v
“Don’t mention it. Whom did you wish to see’ 44
“The purser, please.”

“Step right-inside. You will find him in his ofﬁce »

The big, sliding door was slightly opened.

' The two Bradys made their way through the crowd
behind to the purser’s office.

The ticket-window was closed.

“What shall we do ?” asked Young King Brady. “It
v

| seems to be shut up.”

“We will go to the side door and knock, Harry,” was
the reply. :

They did so and the door was immediately opened.

“We are the Bradys, detectives,” Old King Brady said.
“T suppose you have heard our names?” .

“Oh, yes; often enough,” replied the purser.

“We want a few moments’ conversation with you, sir.” -

“T am busy making up my accounts, gentlemen.”
" “Can’t help that. We must act now. It is an im-
Read this.” :

Old King Brady handed the purser a telegraphic de-
spatch.

“Arrest Richard Ronalds, defaulting cashier, Meta-
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comet Bank, Boston, on arrival Fall-Riirer boat,” was the
\way it read.

The despatch was mgned by the Chlef of the Boston
police,

“Rather blind,” said the purser.

“It was followed hy a telephone message giving a full
.description of the man,” Old King Brady replied. .

“Ah, indeed! How minch did he get away.with?”

“Thirty thousand dollars.”

“What do you want me to dof? 2

J“To permit us to stand at the door and watch the
passengers as they pass out.”

“Certainly. Come with me. I'll fix that.”

The big hoat was now gliding down alongside the pier.

Aided by the purser the two detectives were permitted
to take their stand outside and watch the passengers as
they came off the boat.

On the ‘Fall .River Line it is customary to give up
tickets as you leave the boat.

Thus the passengers are obliged to pass through the
door, one at a time, delivering their tmkets to the uni-
formed officer. who stands outside.

0ld King Brady stood on one side of the gangplank
and Harry on. the other.

There were nearly a thousand passengers on the big
boat that morning.

This is nothing unusual for the Fall River Line.

The Bradys closely scanned the features of each man
who passed them.

It takes a long time to empty the big boat.

" The Bradys still stood by the gangplank When the doors
were finally thrown back.

“That’s all, gentlemen,™ said the first efficer, who had
been collecting tickets.

“Strange!” murmured Old King Brady.

“Yeun have not seen your map?”

43 NO » 9 -

“Deseribe him to me.”

“He is short, rather thick-set and Wea,rs a black mus-!:

tache, curling at the ends,
“Well dressed ?”
“© Yes b2
“Tigh hat and patent leather shoes?”
“Yes, yes!” '
“Always smoking ?”
~#That js the man. You know him it seems
“There was such a man on board last night.
nize him by the curling mustache.”

“But no such person left the boat.”

“T did not see him.”

“Perhaps he disguised h:mself Mr Brgdy,” Harry re-
"~ marked.

“Tt is possible, but I think I should have knewn him
even in his disgnise,” wag the reply. -

“You are a good hand to gee through disguises, gover-
nor »
“T have had much experience. Let us go to the purser

clg aln

Abgut thirty years of age.”

I recog-

They returned to’ the office.

“You did not find your man?” said the purser as he
admitted the detectives.

“No,” replied Old King Brady. “Listen to the de-
scription. Perhaps you will be able to give us help.”

“Why, I do remember a man with a curling mustache,
remarked the purser when 0ld King Brady had finished
the description,

“Ah! I was in hopes s0.”

“He asked to have his stateroom changed and I did it.”

“Do you know the number of the room you gave him?”

“It is on my list.”

“Please examine the list and let me kpow.” . .-

The purser did so.-

“It was Room 322.” he said.

“Can we go to that room ?”

“Certainly. I will go with you.”

»”

“Thanks. Still I do not wish to take up your time.”
.~ “I have my list made up now. I am not in the hurry
I was.” :

. ’I‘he Bradys and the purser aseended to the gallery deck. .
Stateroom 322 opened off gue of the outside corridors.
“Hal This room is locked!” cned Young ng Brady,
trying. the door.

“It should not he,” said the purser ST

“Not if the occupant has gone ashore,” added Old
King Brady.

“Under what name was this room taken?” Young King
Brady asked. '

“It makes no difference,” said the old detective.

“Probably not, He would be apt to give a false name.”

“The name,” said the purser, “Was Smith; so you can
judge for yourself,”

“False, af course, if he is our man,” saxd 0ld ng
Brady, hammemng on the door,

There was no answer.

The purser tried it, with the same result, -

“Thia door must be forced,” said 0ld King Brady,

“Unless it is bolted on the inside it will net he necgs-
sary,” replied the purser.

“You have another key?”

“Qh, yes. I will get it; remain here.”

The purser shortly returned with the key, ,

The door was not bolted and he 1mmed1ately opened it.

“Ha! What’s all this? What have we here?”.Old
King Brady cried. '

“Great Scott!
purser.

"An expensive alligator grip lay epen in the bunk

A fine silk hat lay in the upper berth and a pair of
patent leather shoes were on the floor.

The window was wide open,

Young King Brady thrust his head out and saw that‘
there was nothing to break the fall of*g man down to the
water below.

“Qur man occypied this room last night,” said Old
King Brady.

It 1doks like suicide!” exclaimed the
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He had been hastily running over the contents af ’Chei

grip.

Tt contained only such articles of dress as a man travel-
ing a short distance would be apt to take with him.

Several of these were marked “Richard Ronalds,” and
others with the initials “R. R.”> *

“This is no suicide,” said Harry.

“BEvidently not,” replied Old King Brady.

“Looks as though the man had changed his clothes and

gone off in disguise,” the purser remarked.
“What’s in here?” -demanded Old King Brady
He shook the knob of a dogr.on the side.

“That connects Wlth the other stateroom,” said the-

purser.

“These go together at times?”

“Yeg.? ’

“They did not last night?”

[{3 No »

* “Can you open the door?. Tt appears to be locked »

“It is only bolted on the other side.”

" “And the door of 320 is open. Harry, go in and open
this door.”

Harry did so. ’

“Look here, Mr. Brady!” he cried.

“Ah! Blood!” exclaimed Old King Brady.

It was everywhere.

On the floor, on the sheets of the lower berth, on the
marble washstand apd other places as well.

“There has been a crime committed here !”” cried Harry.

“Mirder!” exclaimed the puréer.

“And the body thrown through the open window, you
think, no doubt,” said Old King Brady.

“Can you question it?” asked the purser.

“I know it is not so.”

“Know ?”?

“Yes.”

“How do you know?”

" “Look wp there!”

“Merciful heavens!
looking wup.

“Qreat Scott! Your eyes are everywhere, Mr. Brady !”
said Harry. “Why didn’t I see that!”

Up overhead was an air-box,

Tt connected with a row of inside staterooms across the
corridor. ,

Ventilation was obtained by this long, square hox,
which was just about blg enough to admit thg body of a
man,

Visible in the box was a human foot.

“There is the corpse!” said 0ld King Brady. “I do not
care to handle it and spoil my clothes, nor do you. Call
help, please.”

_The purser rang the electric bell sharp]y

A colored waiter immediately appeared.

“Sam, call Felix,” said the purser.

“Good Lawd! What’s de mattah. here, boss?”” the waiter
exclaimed. ‘

“Murder is the matter,” said the purser.

¢

“Be quickl!”

P

What is this?” cried the purser,j

The darky soon returned with another.

O King Brady spread a sheet on the floor. .

The two darkies removed their coats, and Sam sejzing
the foot drew it forward. : '

Felix ‘assisted and the hody of a thick-set man was
drawn out and lowered upon the gheet.

The eyes of the darkies rolled and their teeth chattered

The Bradys and the purser all exclalmed in surprise.

It was only a body.

A body without a head!

It was clothed with shirt, underclothes, trousers and
stockings,

On the tab of the shirt was the name, Richard analds,
marked in indelible ink,

“Murdered ! cried Young ng Brady. .
this is our man!”

“Governor,

. CHAPTER IL
SEARCHING FOR A CLEW.

“There has been murder done here, all right,” said
Old King Brady, “but T do not feel sure that this is our
man.”

“How can you doubt it?” demanded the purser.

“With his name written right there on his shirt?” -
added Harry.

“Don’t judge by appearances,” the old detective replied.

“There can he no doubt about it,” said the purser.

“But I see grave reasons for doubting.”

“Don’t agree with you. The authorities must be noti-
fled, This thing must be at once removed.”

“Led#ve that to me. I will attend to it. Who occupied
this stateroom last night?”

“That I can tell you because it is something unusual.”

“In what respect?”

“It was occupied by a ‘Chinaman.””

11 Ah 1

v “Yes, sir. I remember it dlstlnctly »
"“His name?” -

“YI can’t give it to you.”

“Didn’t you ask it?¥

“No. T thought it would he no use, for I could not
understand it.” ‘

“Yet the rules of the boat requu'e you to ask?”

“© Yes ”

“You have made a great mistake.”

“T see it now.’

“This Chmaman must have got on at Fall River or
you would not have been apt to see him.”

* “That is so. If he had come down from Boston by
the train I should not have seen him.”

“What was he like? Old or young?”

« Young »

«In Chinese dress?”

((‘Q’O‘” -
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“You are sure'he was a Chinaman ?”

“Oh, yes. I saw his pigtail curled up under his hat.”

“I saw a Chinaman go off the boat in ordinary clothes,”
said Harry.

“Yes,” said Old King Brady, “and he carried a rough
‘feed bag with him.”

“He did.” '

“There was something round in the bottom of the bag.”

“By gracious, so there was!”

“Doubtless it was the missing head.”

“Pity you didn’t come here first,” said the purser.

“If our foresight was as good as our hindsight we
should never make mistakes,” replied Old King Brady

“What is to be done?”

“I desire to be left alone here with my assistant for a
short time.”

“You will send for the coroner and have this thing
removed ?” '

“Yes.”

“It is necessary to act promptly. This room must be
cleaned up before the boat starts to-night.”

“It shall be done.”

The purser left, then, taking the two waiters with him.

Old King Brady closed the door.

“Now to search for clews, Harry,” he exclaimed.

“@overnor, why do you say this is not our man?”
. “For one good reason, Harry.”

“Name it.”

“Not at all. Find it out for yourself.”

“That’s the way you always go on.”

“I want you to learn, my boy.”

“All right. TU go at it.”

“And Tl search for clews.”

Young King Brady stood contemplating the headless
trunk. '

Old King Brady pushed about the stateroom, prying
into everything.

“Ha! I have found something at last!” he exclaimed.

“What?” demanded Harry.

“Scraps of a letter here in the corner.”

“8trange the murderer wouldn’t have thrown them out
the window.”

“It is always so. They always make some break.”

“You can paste the scraps together?”

“Sure; but that will do me little good as the case
stands.”

“Why?”

“Lock at these scraps.”

“Well, well1”?

“You see?” o

“0f course. Written in Chinege.”

“Y can have it translated.”

“Fasily enough. The clew may prove valuable.”

“Qr it may be worthless.”

“Exactly. Have you discovered anything yet?”

“T can see no reason why thls should not be Richard
Ronalds.”

“VO ?”

“NO ”

. “And yet it is very plain that it cannot be he.”

"<T fail to see it.”

“Harry, you must brlghten up.”

“You bear hard op me, Mr. Brady. Still, I cannot
see what you mean.”

“Do those clothes fit that corpse?”

“By Jove, Mr. Brady!”

“Ha! you are waking up.”

“T'm wide awake now. They don’t fit at all.”

“Certainly not.”

“The trousers are too short.”

“ Exactly.”

“And too small around the waist.”

“Certainly.”

“A man would burst, buttoned in as tlght as that.”

“Decidedly.”

“Same with the shirt.”

“It was ripped at the shoulders by forcing it on.”

“It is so. And from this you draw what conclusion,

‘Mr. Brady?”

“What is yours?”
“That the corpse was dressed after the head was cut off.”
“Just so. There are comparatively few blood stains on
the shirt.” :
“And those that are there don’t look right.”
“Decidedly not. They were made by dipping the finger
in blood and drawing it across the bosom.”
“Isee! T seel”
For a few minutes the two detectlves contemplated the
corpse in silence.
Then Young King Brady stooped down and searched
the trousers pockets.
“ Anything there?” Old King Brady asked.
“Not a thing.”
“You agree with me, Harry?”
"“That Ronalds dressed this corpse in some of his own
clothes and abandoned the remainder, yes.”
“Tt, is certainly so.  Thus disguised he walked off the
boat, right under our noses.”
“He must have stood in with the Chinaman,
1t doesn’t follow.”
“What’s to be done?”
“Qur clew lies in Chinatown, Harry.”
“T quite agree with you. It can be found nowhere else.”
“Let us separate. I will go to Chinatown and have this
paper read:” v
“I would like to go with you and find out what it says.”
“There is no use in two of us chasing the same dog.
You go to the office and see if the mail has brought any-
thing from Boston, bearing on this case.”
“And if not?”
“Go to work on the missing head.”
“And you?” o
“T ghall be guided by circumstances. Doubtless you will
find me in Chinatown. If mnot, T will meet you at. the
office later in the day.”
“The two detectives separated soon after.

o
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As usual, Old King Brady’s judgment was correct.

In sending Harry to theif cffice, which, at that time,
was located in an old building in Park Row, he made no
mistake. :

A clew to the mystery of the Fall River boat was ready
for Harry when he got there.

It was a decidedly handsome clew,

A young lady of considerable beauty was pacing un-
ecasily up and down before the door.

She turned away as Harry approached, but turned back
again as he put the key into the lock.

“Pardon me, sir; I want to see one of the detectives,”
she said. “Are you Young King Brady?”

“I am, miss,” replied Harry. “Will you walk in®”

He ushered her into the plain little office and placed a
chair,

“T was in hopes that I should find Old King Brady in.
I have heard so much about his wonderful work,” the
young lady remarked.

“We work together, Migs—er

“Miss Oliver is my name. 1 am from Boston.”

“Indeed! How can I serve you?”

“T am very anxious about a certain gentleman in whom
T am deeply interested.”

“To whom you are engaged to be married ?”

4 Sir !”

“Is it not so?”

“It is. I admit it. How did you know?”

“I read it in vour face, Miss Oliver.”

“You are shrewd, sir.”

“It is my business to be shrewd. What is the gentle-
man’s name ?” '

“Henry Trask.” »

Young King Brady made a note of it.

“State your case,” he said.

“1t is very simple,” said Miss Oliver. “Henry Trask
left Boston suddenly yesterday afternoon and I have rea-
son to fear that he may have been murdered. I am almost
crazy about him. That he started for New York by the
Fall River Line I know, for he so told me. After he had
gone I received a telegram which so alarmed me that I
came on to New York on the midnight train to seek your
aid.”

“And you shall have it, miss.
telegram.”

“QOne minute, sir,
yesterday.”

“The Metacomet Bank.
stolen in a lump.”

“You know, then?”

“QOh, yes.” :

“This Richard Ronalds is a scoundrel.”

“8o I should judge.” 4

“He hated Mr. Trask. They had quarreled about—
about »

“About you?”

“Well, ves, sir.”

“Ronalds was paying attention to you?”

»

Kindly show me the
There was a defalcation in Boston

Richard Ronalds. $30,000

“At one time.”

“And you threw him over for Trask?”

“I preferred Mr. Trask.”

“That’s reason enough. Well?”

“They worked together in the bank, sir, and—and—oh,
it is hard to say it, but a letter was left by Ronalds, ac-
cusing Mr. Trask of assisting him in the robbery. That
is false!”

“Yee?
time 77

He left for New York because he was called here on
important private business.”

“Oh! What nature?”

“He did not tell me that.”

“He called on you just before he left ?”

“Yes.” :

“Well, and the rest?”

“The rest all lies in this telegram, Mr. Brady.
it is.”

Miss Oliver, opening her reticule, handed the telegram
to Young King Brady.

It read as follows:

And yet he left for New York at the same

Here

“TFall River.
“Mrss NeTTA OLIVER, 68 Shawmut Ave., Boston, Mass.:
“Tell Trask beware. Must not come to New York to-
night. Danger of his life. Oxa SinNg.”

“And this you received too late?” asked Harry.

He copied the telegram in his memorandum book and
handed it back.

“Yes,” replied Miss Oliver. “I was out. 1 did not
receive it until the New York train had gone.” '

“Did you do anything about it?”

“Yes; I telegraphed Mr. Trask in care of the Fall River
boal.” A

“Was the despatch delivered?”

“T do not know.”

“You received no answer?”

“No.”

“Who is this Ong Sing?”

“A Chinaman.”

“So 1 judge by the n\ame.”

“Yes, sir.”

“How did you come to know him?”

“He lived in Boston and attended my Sunday School
class.”

“You taught a Chinese Sunday School class at omne
time ?”

“I teach it now.”

“Does Ong Sing know Mr. Trask?”

“Qh, yes.”

«How ?”

“Henry taught another class in the Sunday School.”

“He was friendly with Ong Sing?”

“Oh, ves.”

“What was Ong Sing?”

“Do you mean what was his business?”
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“Yes.”

“I do not know, hut he was not a laundryman,”

“Anything special you can te]l me about him?”

“He traveled a good deal.” )

“Did he smoke opium?”

“Qh, no, sir! He is a very good young man,”

“A Christian, I judge?”

“Yes, sir.”
" “When did you see h1m last p” »

“It is more than six months since I have seen him.”

“QOr heard from him?”

“Yes‘i, ’

“Now, Miss Oliver, may I ask you to describe Henry
Trask ?”

Miss Oliver complied.

Short and thick-set, was the general description given.

Young ng Brady felt that there could he no doubt
that he had identified the murdered man,

Gently he broke his suspicions to the girl.

A sad time followed.

Young King Brady’s sympathetic nature was deeply
- aroused.

He had another -hard time on board the boat Priscilla,
whither they then went.

The coroner, telophoned for by Old King Brady, had
arnved

Miss Oliver was shown the hody.

At first she fainted.

Reviving; then she was induced to examine the body..

She declared that Richard Ronalds and Henry Trask|

were much of the same build and general appearance,
She could not 1dent1fy the body positively as that of
either man.
When asked if there was any one in Boston whom she
knew who would be able to do so, she replied in the nega-
- tive.
Both young men were from the West.
relatives living in Boston.
Thus the mystery of the Fall River boat remained a
mystery.
The body might be Henry Trask’s or it might be that
of an entirely different person.™
Miss Oliver thought that it might alsa be Richard
Ronalds. ‘
Young King Brady, agreeing with his great chief, could
not assert to this.
“T will take you to a hotel,” he said to MISS Oliver. “It
_ may be necessary for you to remain in New York several
days. We must consult with Old King Brady, and, above
all, we must, if possible, find Ong Sing.”

Neither had

CHAPTER III.
THE CHINESE LETTER.

Having disposed of MlSS Oliver, whom he naturally re-
garded as a very. important person in the case, Young
King Brady started for Chinatown.

"There Qld King Rrady had preceded him.

No man in New York knew this mysterious slum better
than the old detfective.

He had many friends among the Celestials.

When a man has 4 Chinese for a friend he has a friend
worth having, as .a rule.

Chinamen never forget an obligation.

To get his letter read Old King Brady thought he knew
just where to go.

" Turning up Pell Street the detective entered a rickety
tenement, passed through to a rear building and entered
a dirty, opinm den.

An old Chinaman, with big, horn spectacles, met him
at the door.

“Rlady!” he ecried.
now ?”

“Your help, Long Lung,” replied Old ng Brady,
shaking hands.

“You have him, Blady. Anyting you want. Long
Lung him help you alle time. Have a pipe and a shell
of dope?”

Long Lung grinned hideously as he said it.

It was the Chinaman’s little joke.

“You know I mever hit the pipe, Long Lung,* rephed
0ld King Brady.. “I want you to read some Chinese writ-
ing for me, that’s all.”

“Mebbe you ask too muchee, Blady.”

“Why do you say that?”

“See, Blady. Many kinds talkee in China, many kinds
writtee, too. No allee samee; no, no!”

“Welcome, Blady. What want

“I know that, still you can try,”

“Yes, yes! Me try. Me speakee Quantong, talkee and
readee Quantong, writtee—no odder klind, Blady. Too
bad. Allee dliflent kinds. Allee same Enghsh ish,
Frenchee, Spanish—you know.”

“Here it is, Lung. What do you make of it?”

-0ld King Brady pulled out the scraps of the torn letter
and put them about on the table.

Long Lung shot one hasty glance at them and shook his
head.

“No, no, Blady. No readee,” he said.

“That’s bad,” said Old King Brady.

“No Chinee,” replied Lung.

“It is not Chinese?”

“No, Blady.”

“Then what the deuce is it? These fly tracks look like
the real thing to me.”

“Dat Manchu, Blady. North China talkee. Oh, yes.”
“Well, then, it’s up to you to find me a man who can
read it, Lung.” '
“Me know no man. Me know Manchu woman around

Mott Street—yes.”
“Let us go to her at once.”
Lung shook his head. : _ .
“Solly, berry solly,” he said. “Her man no likee me.
We no speakee. Her man Highbinder. Gee, Blady!
Mebbe he kill me if me go see him girl.”



Sl

THE BRADYS AND

THE OPIUM RING. | ?

“Bad enough,” said Old King Brady.
no one else?”

“No, Blady. Me find out, dough, Must be more
Manchu somewhere in Chinatown. Come along.” .

“Hold on; first let’s stick this. paper toge%her, Lung.
Can you do that?”

“Sure, Blady!” replied Long Lung, and the way he
snatched the torn scraps was Wonderful he did it so
quickly. :

The pieces were then mucilaged upon a sheet of paper
and Old King Brady returned them to his pocket.

‘Long Lung got his hat and took the detective around
to a little store in Mott Street, where tea and groceries
were sold.’

Here he had a long talk with a young Chmaman “and .

then they traveled around to Doyers Street %and went on
the stage of the Chinese theatre.

A rehearsal was in progress.

Several Chinamen in fantastic dresses were yelling at
the top of their lungs.

At last Long Lung -found opportunity to make his
voice heard, and he called one of the performers aside.

Old King Brady listened impatiently to théir jabbering.

“Well Tung, what does he say?” he broke in with at
last.

“Him Pekin Chinaman,” said Lung; “him read Man-
chu, allee light.”

“Good! Let him get at it.
_ “Him wantee flive dollar, Me eay t'rec enough,”

“Here, give-him the five. ['m in a big hurey,” gaid the
detective, pulling out the hill,

. This settled it.

The actor sat down at a table and rapidly wrote another
series of fly tracks on a piece of paper.

“Look here!” cried the detective. “I can’t read this
any better than I could the other,” :

“No; but me ean,” said Long Lung.
Blady, Me readee him now.”

Tt was very unsatisfactory. -

01d King Brady felt that he had no guarantee that he
was getting the real thing,

Long Lung adjusted his spectacles and glaneed hur-
riedly over the paper.

Tt is not easy to read much in a Chinaman’s faee.

01d King Brady watched Long Lung narrowly.

He could make nothing eut of him.

- Not so the Pekin actor.

The man had a wicked grin-on his face.

0ld King Brady’s suspicions were aroused by this,

“Hurry up! What are you waiting for, now, Lung?”
he demanded.

The keeper of the opium joint muttered sometlnng
ahout the writing nat being plain.

Then he read, aloud, as follows:

“Plen. Chak. Good friend, I ship you ten boxes best
Pekoe tea. Please send me the money as soon as you can,
Your friend, Jim Lee.”

To-this he added Philadelphia and the date

Why do you wait?”

“ Daf_ Quantong,

4 And you kmow

“No worth flive dollar, Blady,” he said, with a grin. - '
Then crumpling up the paper he tossed it on the floor.
“Come, let’s go,” said the detective.

When they were half way across the room Old King
Brady managed to stumble, and almost fell on his face.

He quickly recovered himself, however.

When he gained his feet the erumpled paper was in his
pocket and neither Long Lung nor the actor ever knew.

Then the detective and the keeper of the oplum joint
went out on to Chatham Square.

“Good-by, Blady,” said Long Lung, sweetly.

« “Good-by, Lung; ever so much obliged,” rephed the
detective,

“Solly dat flive go for not’mg, Blady.”

“Oh, that’s all right.” ‘

“What you want?”

“You mean what case am I working on?”

113 YeS »

“QOh, no case; just happened to pick that torn letter up
and was Wonderlng what it meant—that was all.”

“Ha, ha! Go for not’ing, Blady. Good -by.”

“Good-by, Lung.”

As Long Lung put his hands in his sleeves and toddled
off, Old King Brady shook his fist after him.

“You yellow rascal I” he muttered. “You will fool me,
will you? T smell a mouse, That letter means a lot.
Thank goodness I still have the original and the Cantonese
translation, toe.”

The detective then started to go around into Mott Street
where he knew of another person whom he thought he-
could work.

He had not gone far before he ran inta Young King
Brady. -

"“Ah there, governor!
exclaimed,

“Im here.”

“ Anything doing?”

“Not much. How is it with yon?”

“A ].Ot »

‘“That’s good. What do you anW P

“It will take some time to tell if.”

“We had better get in somewhere g0 we can talk.”

“I think so.”

“Did you bring the nail ?”

3 YeS.”

“QOpen it. Anything important?”

“Didn’t have time to go through it.”

“VYery good, Let’s go up the Bowery to the readmg-

You're on deck, I see!” Harry

-~

1room of the Occidental Hotel.”

The Occidental is an old-time house where few peaple
now go.

Here the Bradys pleed out a- qulet corner of the read-
ing-room and compared notes.

“Your discoveries are of the highest lmportance Harry,”
remarked the old detective.

“You think T did right in taking Miss Oliver to the
hotel ?” .

“You certainly did.” >
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“She will be apt to stand by us on account of her lover.”

“Sure to.”

“Do you think the dead man can be Henry Trask ?”

“That is impossible to teil.”

“It looks so to me.”.

“We examined every scrap of clothing in both state-
Tooms, you know.”

“Yes; and there were no m,arks upon therh to connect
. them with Henry Trask.”
~ “Right; nor with any one else.”

“Except Richard Ronalds.”

“He is out of it.” ‘

“You think, then, that Ronalds certainly hves ?”

“I do »

“I agree.”

“He saw his chance to palm himself off as a dead man,
‘and took it.”

“That’s what.” :

“He must have had powerful reasons.”

“That is certain.”

Thus the detectives discussed for some little time.

“Now give me the mail,” 0ld King Brady said at last.|

He hastily went through the letters.
“Read that,” he exclaimed, throwing one over to Harry.

“By gracious, that would be a good thing if we could

collar it!” Young King Brady said.
¢ “Yes; Qovernment work always pays.”

“The Chief of the Secret Service Bureau Wants us to
try and locate this opium ring.”
' [11 Yes ”

“Know anything about it?”

“Not a thing.” -

“What do you propose to do?”’

“Take hold.”

“We can work it in connection with thls case, all right.”

“Naturally, since in this case our work lies in China-
town.” '

“Any orders for me?”

“QOn the opium ring business, you mean ?”

“That or the other.”

“Not on that. I want to think, first. On the other I
ghould say you want to trace up the missing head.”

“A hard job.” -

“But you ought to be good for it.”

“T’ll try. Shall I go at it now?”

“Yes.)’

“And we shall meet where?” ‘ }

“T cannot say. Better look for me in Chinatown when
you want me, for there lies our clew.”

Then the Bradys separated.

0Old King Brady went back to Mott Street.

Information was needed, and the detective was deter-
mineéd to get it. ’

Everybody knows Old King Brady in Chinatown,

As he has always acted on the square with the Celestials
his influence among them is great.

‘That morning Old King Brady visited as many as a
dozen opium dens.

There is not much doing in the morning in the places,
as a rule. ' .
- At each den Old King Brady put but a single question.
Had anypody seen Dr. Ranlett?
In each case the answer was, “no,” until the detective

struck a particularly dirty den in Chatham Square.

~Here the proprietor was a man who had been twice saved
from Sing Sing by the detective.
He was not a full-fledged Chinaman.
- Some said he was half French and half Chinese.
Others claimed that he was half Irish and half Malay..
The name under which he passed was Jim Long.
“You will find Ranlett in his room, most likely,” he\
said, in answer to Old King Brady’s 1nqu1ry

“QGood 1” said the detective. “I was sure you could help
me. What makes you think so?”

“He left here only half an hour ago.”

“He was here all night?”

[14 Yes‘”

“Very dopey ?”

“So0, s0. You can’t down him. . He is saturated with the
drng. You had better be quick if anythmg is to be done
with him.”

“Why so?”

“Why, the man is liable to drop dead at any moment

“I see. Where is he rooming now ?”

Jim Long gave the address.

It was a few doors above the notorlous Jim Lavelles
on the Bowery, over a certain store. : :

Having full directions, Old ng Brady repalred to
Dr. Ranlett’s room.

He knew the man well. _

Once he had heen a surgeon in the United States Navy
and he was a man of great intelligence.

Opium smoking had been his ruin and he was now a
mere wreck.

Reachlng the room which was loeated at the end of a
dirty hall, Old King Brady knocked, again and again.

There was. no response.

Peeping through the keyhole Old King Brady could
see a man stretched upon a cot bed.

“There he is, deep in the dope as usual,” muttered the
detective.

Satisfied that it would be useless o attempt to arouse
the -doctor, Old King Brady proceeded to open the door

'with one of his skelefon keys.

“Wake up, Doc! Wake up!” he cried, shaking the poor
drugged victim by the shoulder: .

At last he shcceeded in arousing him.

The awakening was terrible.
_ With a wild, maniacal yell the doctor sprang from the
cot. ‘ '

Whipping out a long, keen-bladed knife he:made a
lunge at Old King Brady’s throat.

1t is lively work seeking for clews in Chinafown.

Down there it is something doing a]l the time, -
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R CHAPTER 1V.

/TRACING THE MJSSING HEAD.
Young ng Brady returned to the office and donmned a
suit of shabby clothes.
They had a cheap but half stylish appearance.
A gorgeous necktie, and up-to-date hat added, gave
. the detective fhe appearance of a tough young sport of
.the Bowery type, who only waited for the opportunity to
become a sneak thief or crook.
Thus dressed, Young King Brady returned to the Fall
River pier.

He hung around outside for a while, at 1ast hghtmg on

a boy who approached with a bundle of the noon editions of
-the “evening” papers under his arm. '

“That’s the fellow I” muttered Young King Brady.
thought he would be along about now.

“Give me a World and a Journal,” he said, stopping the
young man. ‘

As he put his hand in his poeket he managed to display
his detective’s shield.

“Want to .carn this?” he asked, producing two dollars,
“Tt goes for the papers if you say the word.” ‘

“Sure!” replied the mewsboy.

“You know what T am?” J

“0Of course. Didn’t you show nie ?”

“You’re sharp.”

“Well, some. Spit her out.”

“It’s only a few questions uhleh I think you can an-
swer.’

“I

“Fire away.”
“You know what happened on the Priscilla last mght 7
“Yep! It’s m de pape’s you bought.”

“You were here selling papere this morning ?”

43 “lrep »”

“I saw you. Now, did you see a Chmaman come off the
boat, carrying a feed bag in his hand or slung over his
back?”

“Say, I did!”? cried the boy, his eyes opemng wide.

“Well 27

“Boss, was dat de head ?”

“That’s my suspicion. I am working on the case.”

“Well, I never suspicioned nothing, and I seen de Chink
get info -de express wagon, too.”

“Who’s wagon?” '

“Barney McIntyre’s. Dere he stands, over dere.”

“Thank youn,” said Yoqu King Brady, and he handed
over the two dollars.

“Say, do I get me name in de pape’s?” called the boy,
as he started away.

“Perhaps. What is it?”

“Larry Lyster.”

“All right, Larry, rn make you ‘famous if I can.”

With Barney McIntyre, the expressman, Young King
Brady came straight to the point.

He showed his shield and demanded information.

33

o

“T took a Chink, with a bag, over to Chinatown this
morning, yes,” the expressman replied.

“Tt’s the man we want,” said Young King Brady. “Evi-
dently he was afraid to walk through the streets with the .
bag, so he rode with you. Where did you leave him?”

“At the corner of Mott Street and Chatham Square.”

“And you did not see which way he went?”

“NO ”

“What did he say to you?” :

“He merely said.that the bag was heavy and that he
would give me fifty cents to carry him across town.”

“Do you often carry Chinamen in your wagon? ”

“Yes. The hacks won't take ’em, and when they have
big bundles they can’t get on the cars.” .

“Then there was nothing unusual in this man’s engag-
ing your wagon ?” ,

“Not at all.”

This discovery took young King Brady back to Chma-

‘town.

Although one might think that Young King Brady had
made an important discovery, the detective himself felt
rather discouraged.’

To trace a Chmamf\m anywhere from the corner of Mott
Strect and Chatham Square was a good deal like looking
for a needle in a haystack.

Young King Brady strolled along Mott Street as far
as Pell Street and then back again, wondering what he
should do.

And if fortune had not favored Young King Brady the
chances are he would not have done anything toward re-
covering the missing head. ‘

Crossing over on the north side of the street he was
strolling back toward Pell Street again when suddenly a
handsome coupe came rolling along.

“Ah, there!” thought Young King Brady.
in the daytime! What’s thig?”

The coupe stopped at some distance ahead, in front of
a house near the corner of Park Street.

A young Chinaman, in American dress, stepped out.

Turning, he assisted a lady to alight, and both went
up the steps and entered the house.

The coupe immediately drove away.

For a moment Young King Brady stood like one para-
lyzed.

«“ Slumrning

The young lady wore no veil.

" One glance was sufficient to identify her.

It was Miss Oliver, of Boston, whom he had left at
the hotel!

Young King Brady slid across the street and entered
the ‘house also. ’

Like almost all of the Chinese houses on Mott Sfreet the
front door stood wide open so there was nothing to hinder
this. ’

But if the front door was open, all the other doors were
shut,

Young King Brady went to the top story without seeing
any one. ,
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He was just about to descerid when he discovered that
the door of the front room on this floor was slightly ajar.

Peeping in he saw that this room was vacant and un-
furnished. :

Voices could be heard in the room beyond.

They seemed to come through the closet, the door of
which was also ajar.

Young King Brady opened the dpor of the closét.

It was all he could do to keep from uttering an ex-
clamation of horror. '

There, standing on a shelf, was a human head with the
back turned toward him. e

“The missing head!” Harry gasped.
" . He stretched out his hand to seize it and turn it around.
. At the same instant he received a stunning blow from
a “blackjack” on the back of his own head, which -sent
him senseless to the floor.

CHAPTER V.

, . _''HE CLEW IN THE CLOSET.

“Doctor! Doctor Ranlett! Are you mad?”

0ld King Brady, with one hand, clutched the Wnst of
the opium fiend, thus preventing the blow. -

With the other he seized the man by the throat and
pushed him back upon the bed. ’

It was easily done.

Dr. Ranlett, like other opium victime; had but little
strength to oppose the powerful detective.

“Ah, Mr. Brady, is it you?” he gasped.

“Decidedly, Doctor. Do you want to kill an old friend ?”

“] was dreaming. Thank you for saving me from
crime.”

. “Say no more. You ought not to carry that knife,”

4T shall use it on myself some day, Brady.”

The poor wretch concealed it about him,

“git down,” he said. “This is but a poor place, but it
is the best I have to offer.” ’

“Business is dull,” remarked the detective, taking a
rickety chair. ,

“Don’t talk to me of business. As you know, I get a
little practice in the joints when I am able to attend to
it. "I live—that is all.”

“You are wondering why I am here?”

“Yes, of course.”

“I want your help, Doctor.”

“T have had yours more than once, Brady. You shall
have mine for the asking. How did you get in? I thought
1 locked the_door.” ’

“So you did.”

“Yet you are here.” :

“T took the liberty of opening it with a skeleton key.”

“It’s all right. Anythmg goes nowadayb T’m not want-
ed, am I?”

“0Oh, no. It’s only a letter 1 want read. ”

ES

‘with the:value this letter proves to me.”

meet at Ah Gow’s.

“Chjnese ?” ' - R
“Yes. You read 1t?”
“Some. There are as many- languages in China as in
Europe.” P '
“8p I am told.”
“T can read Cantonese weéll, and some Manchu——-that’
the northern Chinese—that is all.”
“Y want some of both. Look here.”
0ld King Brady produced the pasted §craps and the
actor’s copy. :
Dr. Ranlett studied them carefully
His brows knit and a savage frown overspread his face.
“One is a’ copy of the other,” he said.
(43 Yes b3 .
“That’s it.”
“Is it about tea?” ,
“Tea? No, indeed! What made you think that?”
“No matter. Read it if you can.”
“T can, but T don’t know whether I will or not.”
The doctor gave the detective a meaning look.
. “It is important?” S
‘ “VEI'y »»
“You want to be paid?”
« qu I} '
“Does it refer to the opmm rmg? .
'«Tt does.”
“You know the writer?”
“You read my thoughts—yes.”

“Doctor, trust me. You ghall be paid in accordance
}
,

“You swear it?”

‘(I do.,)

“You will never give me away?”

“Never! You have my word.”

“Fnough I will translate. This man Ong Slng, is
nothing to me, although he‘has, from time to time, employ-
ed me professionally.” ’

“You know Ong Sing, then?”

“Better than I know you.”

“He ig a Christian Chinaman—a good young man ?”

“He is a sly scoundrel! An opium smuggler, a High-
binder !”

“Ha! His Christianity is but a blind.”

“That is all. Ile would knife his best friend.”

“Read the letter, please,” said Old King Brady.

And he mentally added:

“I guess there’s something doing this time.
am on the right track now.”

«T°1] write out the translation,” said the doctor.

Producing a pencil he reversed the sheet upon which the
scraps were pasted and hastily scribbled the following:

I fancy I

“Brother Ong Sing—Have the banker in Buffalo not .
later than Thursday. The big consignment of opium will
be ready at Fort Erie that night and the cash must be
paid before we can get it across the river. We are to
Forget niot what T {old you about the
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Black Fox. Traitor he is and as a traitor he must die!
That is your work, brother. See that it is performed.- -
: : “Your brother,

“Jim Mox.”

“By Jove! that is something like it 1” cried the detective.

“You have had it translated by some one else?” the
doctor asked.

“By Long Lung, thQ§ joint keeper on Pell Street.”

“Ha! he told you it was abmlt tea P

“YES ”

““He lies!  Still, he is your friend, but he would not
betray the opium ring.”

“The ting is powerful ?

“Was very powerful at one time. A year ago they
had a large consignment of opium seized.”
. “And lost heavily?”

({Yes.”- .

“Which accounts for their wanting a banker.”

“] don’t understand that part.”

“Y think I do.”

“Perhaps you will expldin.”

“I cannot now. 1 may later.
Fox?”

“That tefers to some one-of theit American backets.”

“A backer who hag gone back on the ring?”

“Rvidently.” ©

“Can you think of such & man?”

“No—yes!”

143 Who ?’)

“Did you ever hear of Dr. Patmore of Boston »”

“Advertises an opium temedy, doesn’t he?”

“The same man. He is a fraud, and an opium flend
himself.” -

“Bmokes in the joints?”

“In New York, yes Never in Boston Where he is
known.”

“Backs up the ring P’

“Possibly. 1 don’t know.”

“Would you know him if you wete to see him?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“Listen, Doctor, I ani going to tell you something.”

Then Old King Brady related the tragedy of the Fall
River bout.

“So that’s the case?” said Dr. Ranlett.

What about the Black

“8erious busi-

“ness, Brady”

“Very. Can you put me on to this Ong Sing?”

“T think T can, but I must not be known in the matter.”

“Your life would be in danger?”

 “The Highbinders would do me in the joints, sure!”

“H you know their hold-out and will tell me, your
confidence shall be sacted, Doctor.”

“When it comes to murdet I am not in it1” said the
doctor. “Yes, I will act.” -

“You know their hold-out?”

«T know where it was. I doubt very much if 1t is there
now. I heard they had given up the plaee »

“Where P

o

‘ “A house in Mott Street. Do you dare to tackle thetn
on their own ground ?”
“Yes, sir; I have no fear.”
“T will show you the place. I will not enter, however.”
“T shall not ask it. Hold on, man!
about? Surely you bave had enough!”
The doctor producing a box of opmm pills took four
at once.
«T cannot live without them, Brady. It is too late to
talk to a wretch like me,” he said.
“You should taper off.”
“Taper nothing. I tell you it is too late!” said the
doctor, fiercely.
He put on his hat and was teady for the street.
The house to which he led Old King Brady was the
identical one in which Harry had met with his mishap.
And thus it happened that when Young King Brady
came to his senses and not so very much the worse for the
blow, the old detective was bendmg over him trylng to
lift him up.
“Governor! Is it you?” Harry gasped.
oh, my head!”:
“PBrace up! I’Il have help in 4 minute,” the detective
said.
“Wait! The clew in the closet—the missing head!”
“It is safe. I found it!” |
“Thank heaven! but I rather think I dan elmm the
honor of having found it, Mr. Brady.”
“Decidedly. 'm going now.”
“Is it safe for me to stay here?”
“The place is deserted.”
“There were people in the other room & few minutes
ago.”? -
“There is no one there now.”
“You are sure?”
“Keep cool, Harry. Tl be right back.”
The detective speedily returned with Dr. Ranlett.
The doctor ‘had been waiting on the cortier anxious to
learn what turn matters took.
“You are sure there is no one here, Brady?” heé in-

“What, why-—

quired, looking cautiously around.

“Positively no one on this floor,” teplied Old King
Brady. “The one below may be gccupied for all T know.”

“The floor below carries a fan-tan joint open ouly at
night.”

“So much the better. Now, Harty, this is Dr. Ranlett;
better let him examine your head.”

Young King Brady was leaning against the partitlon

~ Naturally, he felf faint and sick.

The doctor examined hitn carefully.
- «No fracture; only bruised,” he said.

Producing a medicine ease he took from it a Fial con-
taining a dark liquid.

With this he bathed Harry’s wound.

-Instant relief followed.

The fact was, Dr. Ranlett was a very ekillful man.

“Do. we talk ¥ Harry inquited, givmg Old King Brady
a meamng look.

What are you -

e S945EL e <o
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‘4“Freely. The Doctor knows all.”
Young King Brady told his story.
“You cannot have been long unconscious,” remarked

the old detective, looking at his watch.

He threw open the door of the closet. -

“There, Doctor! There is the clew we have found in
Chinatown!” he exclaimed, pointing to the head.

It stood on the lowest shelf of the closet, just as Young
King Brady had first seen it

The back of the head was turned their way.

“1 do not care to touch it,’; said Dr. Ranlett, shuddering.

“And you a surgeon!”

“Perhaps that is the reason. I have handled so many
dead and dying persons my nerves are shaken; and then
suppose it should prove to be »

“The head of your friend, Dr. Patmore?”

“You read my thoughts.”

“You don’t have to touch it.
room.”

The rear room was as bare and vacant like the one in
front. '

Here was a closet also.

A sliding panel connected the two.

This panel had been pushed aside.

There stood the head in all its ghostliness.

The hair was intensely black, so was the mustache.

The eyes were closed and the features were of a ghastly
hue.

“The Black Fox!” cried Old King Brady
has obeyed the command.”

“Dr. Patmore, the former head of the opium ring! 1 ex-

Come into the other

_claimed the surgeon.

“You are sure?” asked Young King Brady.
knew the man?” '

“Well." There can be no mistake.”

“Tt is up to us to apprehend his murderer,” said Old
King Brady.

He produced Dr. Ranlett’s translation of the Chinese
letter then. ‘

“Tt is all plain,” said Young King Brady, “We have
found the missing head ‘and we know the murderer.”

“Go slow!” said Old King Brady. “We know nothing
of the sort.”

“But Ong Sing?”

“May or may not have done the deed.”

“This head was evidently severed with a razor.”

“I agree with you there.”

“Why was Miss Oliver brought here? Who struck me
down? Where did those people who were in this room go ?”

“Questions, questions,” said Old King Brady. “First,

“You

3

we must settle about the head.”

“You,will take it to the morgue?”

((Yes ”

“Then why not let me start on the search for MlSS
Oliver at once?”

“Do so. We will meet later in the day.”

“Here is the bag in which the head was brought from

the boat.”

“Ong Sing :

“It will do to take it away in.
the morgue?”

“Excuse me, please,” said the doctor. “I had rather not.
If I am needed I will come, but let me out of it if you
possibly can.”

“I think I can,” said Old King Brady.
try, on one condition.”

“Name it.”

“We want Ong Sing.” ‘

“I will try and locate him; see i%e« later in the day.”

-01d King Brady then took the bag and went into the -
other closet. » ’ ‘

“Ha!” he exclaimed. “What have we here?”

It was a little piece of red paper that he picked up off
the floor.

It was covered with Chinese characters.

“More clews!” exclaimed Young King Brady.

“Read it, Doctor,” said the old detective.

“Well, you are in luck!” cried the doctor. “You may
well say that you have found the clew to all this mystery
in Chinatown. It is right here.”

“What is it?” asked Young King Brady.

“Listen,” replied the doctor, and he read:

Doctor, you will go to

“And I will

“Brother Ah Gow, of Buffalo—This will be handed you
by the new banker. His name is Mister Bostonman. He
will pay for the Hop. Treat him well. He hits the pipe.
See that no harm comes, for sometimes he hits it too hard.
Your brother, Ong Sing.”

“And now,” cried Old King Brady, “who is Mister Bos-
tonman? Is he Richard Ronalds, or Henry Trask?”
~ “Ah!” replied Harry, “the mystery is not all swept
away, it seems. It is up to us to find out.”

CHAPTER VI
WORKING IN BUFFALO.
0ld King Brady went to the morgue and Young King

Brady to the hotel to which he had escorted Miss Oliver.
The head proved to belong to ‘the body taken from

| stateroom 32R.

Dr. Patmore’s office in Boston was called up on the tele-
phone by the detective. ‘ ;
As he expected, word came back that the doctor had left
the night before for New York by the Fall River Line.

An accurate deseription of the opium doctor was ob-
tained.

It tallied in every particular with the eorpse.

Thus Old King Brady was enabled to announce to the
police that he had identified the dead man. .

The later evening papers in both cities were filled with-
the account of the doctor’s death.

Great praise was showered upon the Bradys, who with
their usual promptness had identified the decapitated man.
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At the hotel Young King Brady also found matters-as
he had expected.

A gentlemanly looking Chinaman, in American dress,
had called upon Miss Oliver, in a coupe. *

After a brief interview Miss Oliver rang for her blﬂ
settled it and went away with the Chinaman.

Up to the time of Young King Brady’s call she had
‘not returned.

Later in the day the detectives met at the office.

A careful comparison of notes was had.

“Can it be possible that Miss Oliver is not what she
scems ?” Young King Brady asked.

“I do not think so,” replied Old King Brady.

“Then what is your . idea of her presence in the Mott
Street house ?”

“I think she was deceived into going there, expectlng to
meet her lover.”

“You believe Henry Trask to be innocent?”

“I would not say that.”

“What then?”

“I have nothing to offer in way of suggestlon »

“Do you think the girl has returned to Boston?”

“You have talked with her, I have not. You should be
the better judge.”

“I cannot believe that she is crooked.”

“I accept your judgment.”

“My idea is that she has been inveigled into going to
Buffalo by Ong Sing acting for Rlchard Ronalds.

“Mine is the same.”

“Then we-can do nothing ?”

“We have no time to waste on the girl now.”

“Decidedly not.”

“Qur work is to bring this crime up to the murderer and
capture the opium .ring.”

“Yes. This is Monday.”

“We have until Thursday to act.”

Old King Brady went to a closet and took out a suit
of clothes.

Evidently they had been designed for a man about
~ Young King Brady’s size, but stouter.

“These should fill the bill,” he said:

“I am to play the part of Richard Ronalds?”

“'XES ”

“You can make up my face from the descrlptmn we have
of the man?”

“Why not? I have his photograph here, just in by the
last mail.”

“Very well ; I'll do my best. It means Bufflo ?”

“Qh, of course.”

“When?”

“To-night.”

“But suppose these people have not yet left for Buffalo ?”

“8o0 much the better.”

“Tt will give me time in which to la,y my plans.”

“That’s what.”

“And you will follow me?”

“Decidedly; but T want to-morrow in New York.”

«Very well. I’ll make up and take the first train.”

To make up stout was no troubie at all for Young King
Brady.

The old detective fized his face. =

“You’ll do, all right,” said Old King Brady, when the
work was accomplished.

Harry looked in the glass, with the photograph in his
hand.

“There certamly is a resemblance,” he remarked

“Of course there is. I know my business.”

“I take the Chinese letter of introduction?”

“Certainly.” :

“And interview Ah Gow first?”

“Decidedly.”

“T suppose I shall have to pretend to hit the pipe? o

“Undoubtedly.”

“Have you any of those fake opium pills which I can
substitute on the sly for the real hop?”

“Yes, here they are. Be very careful. Of course, you
will insist on cooking the pill for yourself.”

“Qh, sure; there is no other safe way.”

“Certainly not.”

Soon afterward the Bradys separated.

Young King Brady went to Buffalo by the evening train.

Arrived in that city he put up at a small hotel on
Seneca Street.

Of course, he registered under an assumed name—not
daring to use that of Richard Ronalds any more than his
own.

That might have led to his arrest.

This, of course, would not have made much difference,
but it would have brought delay.

It was Wednesday and Young King Brady felt that his
best course was to devote the day to investigation.

First of all he had to look up the Chinaman, Ah Gow.

He had not the man’s address, yet it seemed easy.

" Young King Brady procured a directory.

There was but one Ah Gow given.

His place was a laundry on Washington Street, Just
above Swan Street.

The address being close to the hotel, the detective drop-
ped around a few minutes later.

To his surprise and disgust he found the place closed up.

On the door was a “To Let” bill prominently displayed.

Young King Brady dropped in next door at a cigar
store.

“He’s gone, and I'm glad of 1t » the cigar dealer said.

“He owed me money and I would like to collect it,” re-
marked Young King Brady.

“You will never do it.”

“Why do you say that?” -

“Ah Gow was a rascal.”

“You seem to be very much down on him.”

“No more than I am on all Chinks. He was a bad one,
though.”

“You don’t know where he moved to P”

“No; he slipped out late, night before last.”

“Ah, in the night!”

“Yes.”
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“Looks bad.” - *

“He thought the pohce were going to jump h1s craw, 1
guess.” P

“And why ?” ' '

“Ah, come oft; as though you didn’t know!”

“Know what ?*

“That Ah Gow kept a hop joint.”

“Well, I own it. Perhaps you can steer me to another.”

“Are you 4 hop fiend ?” .

[{3 YeS »

“You don’t look it.? -

“Why?’,

“Hop fiends are generally thin about the fice and
yellow.”

“Hitting the pipe never affected me that way.”

“You never hit it very heavy.” -

. “Perhaps not. But about the joint?*

“T’d be hurting my own business if I was to tell you.
Hadn’t you better buy some of my eigars?”

Young King Brady was in despait.

He felt that he was losing precious timé.

While he was talking he stood near the window.

Just then he saw 4 Chihdaman slide out of Ah Gow’s
place with -a basket on his arm.

“By Jove, there’s something doing there after all!® he
thought.

He Hhastily left the store and began shadowing the
Celestial.

'~ By taking the othet side of the way this wal easy
“enctigh.

The basket was a covered otie and seemed heavy.

But in spite of that the Chinaman took tio car.

He plodded on across the city, winding in and out among
matly harrow streets lined With factories, lumber yards, 011
yards and the like. )

Black Street, near the Fort Erie Ferty, Was his desina-
tion.

Here Yourng King Brady saw.him etiter & laimdry

The name on the sign had been painted out.

The place locked #s if it was on its last legs.

The windows had been mostly broken and were bodrded
up. . .
A dried-up, withered-lookig Chinamah, evidently an
oplum fiend, was itoning a shirt, inside. ,

All this Young King Brady took in at a glance as he
walked past the place.

The building was a small one—a mere shanty.

Young King Brady saw that it could not be an oplum
joint on any very large scale.

He walked on and passed around the block.

By the time he returned to Black Street again he kneW
more.

Dikectly behmd the laundry was g long, low, two-story
house.

This house wag evidefitly an old-timer.

Tt stood in the middle of the bloek:

The laundry building had been built it the front yard.

The old house in the rear was apparently deserted.

" Every wmdow was boarded up and it presented a pic-k

ture of ruin and decay.

“Just the place for a hop joint, » Young King Brady

said to himself.

“He had made up his mind what to do as he walked along

His intentioh was to take the bull by the horns, so t6 .
speak.

In other words, to go boldly into the laundry and ask
for Ah Gow.

The trouble was that of all people oni edrth, Chitiamen

are the most stispiclous and perhaps the shrewdest.

It would be a great test for the young detective’s midke-

up.
Then, again, if Richatd Ronaldg was already in Buffalo

and had been to this place, the moment the detective pié- -

sented himself the game would be up.

Still, something had to be done, and Young King Brady
could think of ho bettet plan.

So he crossed the strect and walked boldly into the

| laundry. _ :
The Chittaman at the ironing table never even losked up.

He took up & fresh iron and hammered away on the
bosom of the shirt.

“John, I Want to see Ah Gow,” said Young King Brady,
familiarly.

“No Ah Gow here,” replied the laundryman.

At the same time there was ~ stir behind the shabby
red cuttain which eut oft the back room.

A yellow face peered out between the edge of the cur-
tain and the partition.

Young King Brady eaught ofis square look at it.

That it was the face of the Chinaman with the basket
there eould be no doubt.

“Are you sure?” asked the detective blandly.

“No Ah Gow,” grunted the irtner. “No know dat
man.”

“I was told T would find hitn here.”

“Who tole you?”

“A Chitik in New York, who is a good friend of mine,
John.”

“New York!”

“YES.”

“What name?”

“Ong 8ing.”

“Ong Sing!”

«Yes"’)

Just then the red curtain was thrust aside. :

The Chinaman who had carried the basket ,came out.

His face was all srmles

Yet there was a wary look about it, too.

“Hello, Charlie!” he said. “Know Ong Sing?”

“lyre ! teplled Young King Brady. .

He determined to clineh the business, hit ot iniss.

“T am, Mister Bostonman,” he said.

Had Richard Ronalds been there before him?

If so the game was all up.

Harry held his breath and watched the effect of his
bold words.
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CHAPTER VII.
OLD KING BRADY DETERMINES T0 GET INTO THE OPIUM RING.

“There is but one sure way to do it and only orie,” Old
King Brady remarked.

“And what is that, may I ask?” inquired the Chief of
the Secret Service Bureau in New York.

“To get into the oplum ring.”
© “Pshaw! it can’t be done.”

“Who says so?”

“T say so.”

“T think differently.”

“Be practical, Brady.”

“T prefer to be succes’sful.”

“You usually are.’

“My orders were to call on you for any funds I need in
this fight.”

“And they are at your service.”

“You had better give me five hundred dollars.”

“Will that be enough ?”

“Plenty. I generally use my owh mohey in these
cases “

“And you have plenty of it, I am told.”

“T shall not starve if T never take another case, but in
working for Uncle Sam——” !

“He may as well pay the bills.”

“0f course.”

“You are right enough, there; but about this plan of
getting into the opium ring ?”

¥1 still assert that it can be done.”

v e

“How ?” :

“That is my secret. This money will buy my way into
the ring.”

“T hope so. The discoveries you have already made are

" highly important.”

“T think so.”

“If Young King Brady has as good luck in Buffalo as
you have had in New York, there sHould be something
doing by to-morrow night.”

“Expect to hear it.”

“You will telephone me?”

“Yes.”

“Good enough. Well, I see you are off. Good day.” .

0ld King Brady left the office of the chief and hurried
to his costumer’s in the Bowery.

“Mr. Margate, I want an entirely new disguise,” he said.

“The whole shop is at your service, Mr. Brady,” was
the reply.

“Thank you.”

“Not at all. You have been a good customer Tt s only |-

for you to choose.”
“This is the style.”
The detective drew a photouraph from his pocket.
“Parsee merchant,” said the costumer, taking it in at
ohe glance.
“Yes: Anything doing in that line?”

“I think so. I’ll see.” ,

" Mr. Margate pulled over his stock.

The required articles were scon forthcoming.

When Old King Brady left the shop his best friend
would not have known hin?¥.

He wore black trousers, patent leather shoes, a black
alpaca robe—half coat, half gown—buttoning close under
the chin and hanging almost to his feet, while on his head
was a snow-white turban of enormous size.

In addition to this his face and hands were stained a
deep brown with a decoction known only to himself.

1n short, Old ng Brady looked the Hindoo to perfec-
tion.

Everybody stared at him as he walked down the Bowery

And, indeed, as the old detective appeared then, he cer-
tainly wag a very remarkable-looking man.

Old King Brady stopped just short of Jim Lavelle’s
saloon and ascended to Dr. Ranlett’s room.

The doctor was in, and, strange to say, wide awake.

He was engaged in writing at a dirty table over which
many sheets of paper were strewn,

“Who are you and what do you want with me?” he de-
manded, opening the door 111 response to the detectlves
knock.

0ld King Brady bowed low, putting out his hands in
Oriental fashion.
“T have ze honor of addressing ze great surgeon, Mon-

sieur le Docteur Ranlett?” he said. *
“Ranlett is my name. You are probably a Parsee from
Bombay ?” :
“Yes, Docteur.”

“What can you want with me?”
“Can we talk in my own language?”
The detective stepped in and closed the door.
“(ertainly we can,” replied the doetor, in the Parsee
tongue. “What is it you wish?”. _
“You will have to speak. United States if .you want to
talk to me, Doc,” said the detective in his natural voice.
“T supposed you could speak Parsee, all right,” he added,
“put I'll be blest if I can.”
“Brady !” gasped the opium fiend, sinking into a chair.
“Who else, Doctor?”
“But this is wonderful )
“You never saw me disguised before?”
“NO.”
“TIt is no more difficult for a detective than for an actor.”
“I suppose not. How about the head ?”
“It fitted the body, Doctor.”
“Poor Patmore! Still, it was certain that he would
come to a bad end.” " ‘
“That is opium’s work.”
“Tt is.”
“Look out for yourself, Doctor.”
“I am thinking hard, Brady.”
“I thought you were writing.”
“So I was when you came in.”
“And the sub]ect?”
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“It is a work on the use of oplum, which I hope to pub-
- lish some day.”

“Money will be necessary for that Doctor.”

“There’s the rub.” "

“Perhaps I can help you out ?”

“Do you ‘mean it?” o .

“Qure!” ‘ - . o

“But how?”

“Will you introduce me in my dlsglnse to some promi-

nent member of the opium ring if I give you two hundred |-

dollars, Doctor?”
Dr. Ranlett rose and for several minutes paced the floor.
“Can I?” he said at last.
“I am satisfied that you can.”
“T shall have to leave New York if I do. 1t »
“Highbinders ?”
143 Yes.77
“You fear them ?”
“They, will kill me sure.”
“Would it not be better to teave New York and quit this

_ life forever?”

“Ah, if I only could!” ,

“Doctor, I would like to help you to do that very
thing.”

“You are a good man, Brady »

“Don’t say it.”

“I owe you money now.”

“Qwe me more. Listen to my proposition.”

“Well p”

.- “For this service I will pay two hundred dollars.
i3, Government money.”

“Yes.”

“In addition, T will pay you five hundred dollars on
vour note to help you to publish your book.”

“T will bless you until the last hour of my life.”

“On condition '

“Ah, I was afraid!”

“Hear me. That you taper off on opium and try to
imnake a man of yourself again.”

“I accept on condition, Brady

“Well P

“Don’t give it all to me'at once.
little as mneeded.” '

“You are right.

“It is a bargain.”

“You will introduce me to the opium ring?”

“Yes. _When shall it be?”

“To-day ; as soon as possible.”

“What’s to be the story?”

“I am a Parsee merchant just from Bombay.”

“You will pass for that.” V

“T have opium to sell.”

(‘Yes.”

“I have brought it as far as Fort Erie, and do not know
how to get it safely into the States because I speak no
English—see ?”

“T see. You will sell out cheap.”

“Dirt cheap.” k

That

Let it come little by

That is the best way.”

“At Fort Erie?”

“Exactly.”

“It is a good scheme. It ought to put you in close
touch with the Buffalo gang.” =

“That is what I want.”

“Very well. Remain here until I return.”

“May I read your manuscript?”

“(ertainly.”

The dogctor left im a hurry.

'01d Kihg Brady read for the best part of an hour.

“This is a work of immense value,” he remarked when

the doctor returned

“It ought to be.”

“It is. You know your SubJeCt right down to the
ground!” ‘

“Ah, Brady, it has cost me my 11fe to learn it.” . {

“Better times are commg, Doctor.  Well, what suc-
cess P’

“It is all right.”

“Good 1”

“Who do I interview ?”

“Ong Sing himself.”

“Doctor, you are a wonder!” :

“Oh, I thought T could find him if I tried.”

“And Miss Oliver? Did you see anything of her ?”*

“Nothing, Of course, I could not ask.”

“Certainly not. T feel worried about the girl.”

“She is undoubtedly in great danger. Bui I do not
see how you can mix up two many matters at once.”

“That is so. Shall we go?”

“Yes; I promised to. bring you right around.”

They left the house and-entering a cab, which the doctor
had shrewdly engaged, were driven around the corner to
a small, shabby dwelling on Park Street near Mott.

Dr. Ranlett led the way to the back room on the first
floor, where they were admitted in response to his knock.
The room was finely furnished in the Chinese style.

An aged Chinaman, with a long mustaehe, sat in a
bamboo chair.

Each button of his blouse was a diamond set in gold,
and he wore a stone worth several thousand dollars on
the top of his skull cap.

A young Chinaman, in faultless American dress, ad-
vanced to meet Dr. Ranlett and the detective.

“Ong Sing, this is my Parsee friend,” the doctor said.

Was Old King Brady shaking hands with the murderer
of Dr. Patmore?

He wondered, but he shook hands' Just the same.

- The old Chinaman grmned and wagged his head.

If he spoke English at all he did not show it at any
time during the interview.

“His name is Rahburnshee Singh,” said the doctor, in-
troducing the detective. “He speaks no Hnglish at all ”

Ong Sing motioned them to be seated.

He clapped his hands and a Chinese boy brought in tea, ’
sweetmeats and cakes.

Dr. Ranlett rattled off a lot of gibberish after they had
e‘zten and drank.

.
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It might have been pure Parsee for all Old King Brady
knew.

His reply was the purest gibberish—he knew that.

“He says you can have the opium on your own terms,”
the doctor said to Ong Sing. “He is very anxious to
realize on it and get out of the country.”

“I should have to see it first,” replied Ong Smg

More gibberish on both sides.
“He says he will meet you in Buffalo to-morrow, any-
where you say,” said the doctor.
“How will he talk to me?
asked Ong Sing.

His English was perfect and the Chinese accent very
slight,

“I will go with him,” said the doctor.

He had rightly 1nterpreted 0ld King Brady’s meaning
look.

“That is good.”

“You will buy for cash if the opium suits you?”

“Yes -

“To what amount?”

“Any amount.” )

“There is a good deal of it.”

“If a hundred thousand dollars was needed the money is
ready.” .

«“That is all nght Then we meet in Buﬁalo 77

({Y’es bad

“Where?”

Ong Sing wrote the address in English.

The name was Ah Gow. _

The place was the laundry on Black Street discovered by
Young King Brady.

Dr. Ranlett rose to depart.

“Wait,” said Ong Sing.

“What now?” asked the doctor.

Ong Sing took a card and scrawled Chinese characters
upon it

“You can read it, Doctor?” he asked.

“Qh, yes. It is a letter of introduction to Ah Gow.”

“Tt is. Meet me there. The money will be ready. I
haye only to approve of the goods.”

Dr. Ranlett and the detective then left the place.

They entered the hack and were driven back to the
Bowery.

“Satisfied ?” asked the doctor as they rolled through
Mott Street.

“Perfectly,” said the detective.

“And the money?”
~ “Ah, Doctor, how about the pipe?”

“You are right, Brady. I must go to Buffalo.”

“To carry out this scheme to a finish it is absolutely
necessary that you should.”

“Very well. Where shall we meet ?”

“Remain in your room and I will call for you in &
carriage.”

“Qettled. What do you think of Ong Sing?”

“As to what?”

“The murder of your friend, Dr. Patmore.”

-

How shall T talk to him?”

Dr. Ranlett shrugged his shoulders.

“He is a Highbinder, Brady.”

“It is enmough.” )

“0f course it’s enough. The nghbmders think 1o
more of murder than we do of eating.” .

“And yet he may not be guilty,” Old King Brady re-
marked.

“We have no proof,” said.the doctor.

The conversation ended there.

The hack had stopped on the Bowery and Dr. Ranlett
returned to his miserable room.

That night he started for Buffalo, with Old King Brady,
on the nine o’clock train over the Erie road.

CHAPTER VIIL
MR. BOSTONMAN WALKS INTO THE JOINT.

Young King Brady’s bold move proved a perfect success.

The face of the Chinaman who had just entered the
laundry was instantly wreathed with smiles.

“Mlister Bostonman !” he cried. “Ah Pllo!
see you, You gottee letter Ong Sing?”
_ “Sure!” said Harry.

He produced the red paper found in the cloget with
the head.

“Yes, yes!” cried the Chinaman, glancing at it.
Ah- Gow.”

“Glad to see you, Gow. How’s hop?”

“Hop allee light. You likee smokee hop now "’

“Perhaps.”

“@Good place, Bostonman.”
\ “Yes on

“Oh yes »

“Is there time? When do we go across the river?”

“You know. When Ong Sing he come.”

“Thursday 7

“Yes, Tlursday. Plenty time smokee hop.”

“Of course, of course. Wouldnt mind a pipe or two;
sometimes I smoke too much.”

“Yes, yes! Ong Sing he say dlat on letter—see?”

Ah Gow pointed to the red paper which he still held
in his hand.
“Hello!

“True stories. No lies, Bostonman.
square man.”

“If he wasn’t you bet I Wouldn’t be dealing \\ ith him,
Gow.”

“QOh, yes, me know.” .

“Sure; you're a sly old fox, Il bet.”

Harry laughed as he said it.

Ah Gow laughed.

So did the shirt ironer.

The Chinaman seemed to take this as a huge joke.

“Come, Bostonman, hit pipe once,” said Ah Gow, start-
ing for the room behind the red curtain.

Glad to

“Me

Ong Sing has been telling stories about me.”
Ong Sing he
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“I must play the game out,” thought Young King
Brady, “but what shall T do if the real Mr. Bostoaman
comes P’

It was an unpleasant thing to think about, and Harry
put it out of his mind.

Until the next evening there seemed to be tothinig for

it but to hang around.

" Of course, it would not be safe to appear again as Mr.
Bostonman unless he could head off Richard Ronalds and
play the part he had assumed through to a finish.

Young King Brady resolved to see certain officials on
the Buffalo police.
“Ronalds must never come here if it can be helped ”

‘he said to himself.

Still, to pull out at once would only be to. excite sus-
picion.

Thus Harry could only follow Ah Gow.

The Chinaman, once he reached the back room behind
the laundry, raised a trap-door. ‘

Then they descended a ladder into the cellar,

An underground passage was discovered.

Up another ladder they climbed.

“We are in the rear house now,” thought Young King
Brady. “This is 4 slick joint.”

They paused in ah antestoom where an old, dheﬂ-up
Chinaman sat on guard. .

Whatever Ah Gow said to him it appeared to be en-
tirely satisfactory.

The doot was opened by pulhno* a string.

Ah Gow and Harry entered the joint.

It was a large room and very well furnished in the
Chinese style.

Everything seemed perfectly new, and for a wonder the
place was clean.

Ah Gow explained that the Pan-American Exposition

““was on for that summer and he expected 2 large trade

|

from the “hop” fiends.

Just then there was no one in the bunks nor on the
mattresses which were scattered about the floor.

“You comee here—plivate room,” said Ah Gow, leading
the way to ahother apartment.

In this room the furnishings were positively elegant.

A softly cushioned couch was revealed when Ah Gow

. pulled aside a curtain.

“Fine!” said Harry. -

“Good place smoke, huh ??

“Elegant.”

“See, gou shutee door—you allee lone.
more hop you ringee bell.”

“That’s all right. T’ll try a pipe now. ,

“Yes, yts. Gee, me know you rightee way quick.”

“,HOW ?7?

“Me have plicture, see?”

Ah Gow fumbled in his blouse.

Somewhat to Harry’s surprise he produced a photograph
of a stout, good-looking man.

It was the duplicate of the photograph sent to Old King
Brady, and represented Richard Ronalds.

You wantee

»

stant to be lost 1?

«Tt takes the governor to disguise # fellow,” thought
Harry as Ah Gow went into the other room for the oplum
“layout.”

When he returned Ah Gow put the pipe and 1amp dpon
a Turkish stool near the couch.

He placed there also a lumnp of opium ot a playmg‘ card.

This is the invariable Chinese tustom.

The card was the nine of spades.

Harry handed Ah Gow a dollar.

At first the Chinaman refused to accept paymeént, but
at length he yielded. ‘

“Havee good smoke,” he said, and . Harry was left to
himself after declining the services of an “opium took™ to
prepare the pill.

As soon as Ah Gow had departed Young King Brady
took a hasty survey of the room.

There was one window behind a curtain.

Tt overlooked a fence which separated the old bitilding
from the yard of a store on the next streef.

Young King Brady unfastened the window and dyew the
curtain.

He then cbntinued his investigations.

In one corner of the room was a siall sliding panel
about bredst high. ‘ g

Harry gently raised the panel..

"It comniunicated with the main joint.

Dropping it again in a hurry he entered the alcove and
drew the curtain.

Removing his coat after the ctstom of opium flends he
lighted the lamp.

Then he lay down upon the couch and rolled his pill.

This sent the strong, pungent odor of opium all ever
the room.

The pill, however, went under the couch.

Producing one of Old King Brady’s fake pills Harry
smoked a few whiffs.

“I suppose I am booked here for at least an hour,” he
thought. 4

He looked at his watch and lay back on the eouch.

The minutes dragged by slowly.

At last the door opened and Ah Gow drew the curtaln

Young King Brady lay back with closed eyes and never
moved.

Ah Gow dropped the curtain and dlsappeared.

Fifteen minutes passed.

Suddenly Young King Brady was startled by the sotnd
of voices in the joint.

“I tell you he’s a fraud !” some one ealled out.
Ong Sing’s friend. Read this!” :
Young King Brady sprang up and pulled on his coat

like lightning.

“The game is up,” he muttered.

“T am

“There isn’t an in-

He stopped to cautiously ralse the panel, hoWeVm'

A man looking much as he looked himself was standing
with Ah Gow in the joint.

But for the good prospect of downlno' the opium ring
Young King Brady would have instantly arrested him.
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At it was, there was nothing for it but to beat a retreat. |

Young King Brady threw up the window and climbed
out. '

Softly pulling down the sash he climbed the fence and
dropped down into the yard on the other side.

Youtig King Brady hurried along the yard and entered
the store by the rear door.

It was a butchei’s shop.

“Hello! Where the dence did your come from?” cried
the butcher, who was cutting a steak at the chopping block.

“Hist! Hist!” said Harry, mysteriously.

“He’s a crazy man !” sereamed a woman standing at the
block:

Harry confirtned lier in this opinion by naking a hor-
rible face at her.

Thet he ran out th‘rough thie front door and sprang upon
a passing trolley car.

Thus ended the adventure at the opium joint.

Younig King Brady had succeeded in getting in and
getting out again.

Nevertheless he felt very much chagrined over the
whole affaif.

It is a hard matter for a detéctive to work on two cases
at once. * .

That is what the Bradys were doing.

Young King Brady deeply regretted that he had not
been able to arrest Richard Ronalds.

He was not quite sure that he had doné the tight thing
in letting the chance slip.

Reaching Main Street he returhed to the hotel.

Here a despatch awaited .him.

It was from Old King Brady and read as follows:

T

“T,o0k for me in Buffalo, Thursday morning. Search
for Miss O. at hotels.” .
“Here is something to do, and P'm' glad of it,” Young
King Brady said to himself.
" The same idea had already occurred to himi.
oHe world have made the search even if the despatch had
not corme.

Getting his dinner Young King Brady visited each of-

the prominent Thotels in Buffalo.

Before during this he resumed his usual dress, fiist pay-
ihg his bill and annoutieing that he was going to New York.

He met with no success.

No tuch persont as Mis Oliver of Boston was registered
at any of the hotels.

Harry.now returned to his own hotel and efigaged an-
“other room under another name.

Not the slightest suspicion dawned upon the elerk that

he was talking to the stout man. who had left two hours
before.

Again Young King Brady went out on Main Street.

Evening was now falling. -

e had a faint hope that he mlght Fun into Richard
Ronalds.

A% he had seen the defatilfer through the panel it seem-
ed as if he had made no effort to disguise himself,

Young King Brady dropped in at the Iroquois cafe and
the cafe at the Tift House.

There was no one he knew in either.

At last he sauntered back down Main Street, turned
into Sengca Street and entered the cafe at. Broezell’s Hotel.

It was all he could do to keep his face from showing
his surprise. '

There stood Richard Ronalds lined up aoainst the bar,
with three fast-looking young men.

All had evidently been drinking—they were at it now.

In addition, Ronalds’ face had a yellowish pallor and his
hand trembled. '

“Hello 1" thought. Young ng Brady, “he hit the pipe
in Ah Gow’s joint even if T didn’t. This is great!”

He sat down at a table and called for a bottle of beer.

“You and 1 will stick together like brothers, for this
night, if it is a possible thing,” he thought.

" It was a long wait before there was anything doing, how-

ever.

Ronalds seemed bent on drowning thought.

He treated several times, displaying a big roll of biks
each time he paid his check.

Young King Brady patiently waited.

1t was a case of shadowing, and he made up his mind to
stick at it if it took all night.

At last he saw a well-dressed Ihan saunter into the cafe.

As he passed on to the lunch counter the man made a

slight gesture at Ronalds’ companions,

Immediately they went out; taking Ronalds with them.

“That’s - the hotel detective;” thought Young King
Brady.

He went up to the man and carelesely displayed his
shield.

The confidence was instantly returned.

“Regulats ?” said Harry.

“Steerers,” was the whispered reply.

“We call e Lappers in New York. Who do they fun
for?”

“Batney Orow’s faro bank 6n Main Street.”

“So! Theyve got a fat bird to-night, I judge.”

«Thpt’s what they have; and they will pluck him well.”

Young King Brady got out as quitk as posgible.

He knew where the faro bank was located.

"Therefore he steered straight for Barney Crow’s.

He was sure that he would find the party there.

The men with Ronalds were only Buffalo toughs; and
probably knew nothing of his buginess in towh.

Young King Btady overtook the party on Main Street
just above the Iroquois Hotel. -

They were linked arm in arm and took up the Whole
sidewalk.

“That $30,000 bids fair to change hands mighty sud-
den,” thought Young King Brady.

Matters had taken a new turn.

To see the tiiohey stolen from the Metacomet bank of

Lt 2 e
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Boston pass into :nhe hands of a lot of card sharps was no
part of Young King Brady’s programme.

“I must get down to business,” he thought as the trio
turned in at Barney Crow’s.

CHAPTER IX. .
YOUNG KING BRADY COLLARS THE STOLEN CASH.
While Young King Brady was shadowing Richard Ron-

alds, Old King Brady was hurrying toward Buffalo over
the Erie road.

It was an immense advantage to the two detectives that

they could thoroughly trust each other.

Old King Brady sat comfortably in the smoking com-
partment of the Pullman car, talking with Dr. Ranlett.

He was not worrying, for he knew that Harry would
do his best in Buffalo. :

It was the same with Harry.

He knew that at the moment Old Xing Brady’s presence
was needed he wou'd surely be on hand.

The young detective merely looked in at Barney Crow’s.

As soon as he saw that Richard Ronalds was seated at
the. faro bank betting heavily, he pulled out again.
%I must get him away from those card’ sharps,” he said
to himself.

He felt sure that he knew how it could be done.

Harry hurried to a stationer’s and purchased some ladies’
note-paper and an-envelope.

Next he went to the writing-room of the Iroqums Hotel
and indicted the following note.

In so doing he used as a guide the Boston address which
Miss Oliver had written for him at his request.

Harry would have made a most expert forger.

He could imitate any one’s handwriting to perfection.

The note which he turned out read as follows:

“Drar MR, RoNvarps—Something has happened. I must

see you at once. Please do not delay. *
“Your friend, NerTa OLIVER.”

Young King Brady’s theory was that Netta Oliver was
in Buffalo in search of her lover.

.He felt certain that Ronalds knew this and that he had
come West at his suggestion.

“If-1 am right, that will fetch him,” thought Harry as
he sealed the letter and addressed it.

Of course, it was all a chance.

Young King Brady was taking big chances that night.

Passing into the street he had a brief conversation with
a cabman.

A ten dollar bill changed hands.

Young King Brady walked toward Barney Crow’s.

The cab moved slowly in the same direction.

Passing upstairs Young King Brady slipped the darky
at the door fifty cents and asked him to deliver the note.

Then he went downstairs again and stood in a doorway,
watching.

He did not have long to wait.

Ronalds soon came stumbling down the stairs alone.

“Hi! Cab!” he called.

“Very sorry, sir. 1'm engaged,” said the cabman. “Get
you aqpther gir. Wait!”

He called to an empty cab which was passing.

The driver responded and was soon moving away with
Ronalds as his fare.

Young King Brady stepped from his concealment.

He was just about to jump into the cab when the two
gamblers appeared and hailed the driver.

“Take them,” whispered Harry, moving aside.

“All right, gents!” said the driver.

“Follow that cab. Ten dollars for the job,” said one
of the gamblers.

“(et right in,” said the driver, and away they went.

Not leaving Young King Brady behind, however.

OL, no; Harry was on the box with the driver.

“What’s it all about, bogs ?” the driver asked.

“Merely trying to save a friend of mine from a couple
of grafters,” Harry replied.

“They are a bad lot.” .

“You know them ?” '

“Well, they would stick at nothing.”

“Neither shall I to down them.”

“You mean to arrest them?”

“No.”

“You are wise. They have a big pull in this town and
would make it warm for you, perhaps.”

“I know my business.”

Before long Harry had a chance to prove ‘that to the
driver.

Ronalds’ cab proceeded for some distance up. Delaware
‘Avenue and then, turning several corners, stopped.

Ronalds alighted.

He was very drunk now and reeled against the driver as
he paid him.

Still he seemed to know what he was doing.

- He dismissed the cab and stood there unsteadily while
it rolled away.

The place was a lonely one.

There were vacant lots on two corners and a house stand-
ing well back from the street on the third, while on the
fourth corner a new house was being built.

“Just the place to do him up,” said Young King Brady’s
driver.

Then a tap on the glass was heard.

It was the signal to stop.

“Wait here for me,” whispered Harry.

He sprang from the box as the driver slowed down.

In a moment he was behind a pile of bricks in front of
the new house. h

Ronalds had started to cross the street.

Young King Brady saw the two grafters hurrying after
him, : .

Ko i
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One of them had on a pair of brass knuckles, the other
carried a black-jack in his outside coat-pocket.

Meanwhile Ronalds was reeling from side to side, hav-
ing all he could do to walk.

“Heavens! they mean to do him'
muttered Young King Brady.

He came to the conclusion none too soon.

The two grafters were right upon their victim as
Harry sprang out from hehind the bricks.

Down came the black-jack, but it struck Ronalds on the
shoulder instead of the head.

The intoxicated bank defaulter stumbled forward and
fell on his face.

“Drop on it!” cried Young King Brady.

He fired a shot over the heads of the astonished grafters.

This did the business, ,

The two took to their heels, ran around the corner and
disappeared.

Young King Brady was raising Ronalds when the cab-
man drove up.

“Oh, thank you!” muttered Ronalds, thickly.
have saved my life!”

“Glad I was in time,” replied Harry.

“All right. I—Pm sick.”

“I see you are. Where do you live ?”

“Eighty-five Walton Street,” Ronalds
"thickly.

Then with an attempt to brace up he immediately eor-
rected himself.

“No, don’t take me there. Call a cab,” he said.

“All right. My cab is right here.”

“You're a white man. You will stand by me?”

“Tl stick to you like a brother.”

“Thank you, thank you! You shall be paid for this.”

“T want no pay, friend. If I can help you I will.”

" “You are very good. Drive me to 120 Black Street.
I—T have business there.” .

“Ah Gow’s!” thought Young King Brady.

“This case is narrowing down,” he added to himself
‘as the driver helped him to get the drunken defaulter
into the cab.

Harry got in with him, and, having given the address
of the laundry to the cabman, they rolled away.

Young King Brady had already displayed his detective’s
shield to the driver.

He had also explained something of the situation and
felt sure that the man could be depended upon.

Not having to trouble himself on that score_he set to
work on his man.

“Oh, if T only dared to round him up in the station!”
he thought. .

He tried to question the defaulter.

Tt was of little use.

Ronalds was entirely too far gone to answer questions.

In a few minutes he was quite uncons :ious.

“This i my chance to recover the stolen cash,” thought
Young King Brady.

He proceeded to go through the defaulter’s pockets.

I must be quick!”

“You

“Hold on to me.”

stammered

The result was startling.

From ‘one concealment and another great rolls of bills
were produced.

Aided by his pocket electric light Young King Brady
examined them.

He found himself in possession of at least $30,000 ac-
cording to his hasty count. .

The stolen funds of the Metacomet National Bank were
in his hands.

He also took possession of various letters and papers.

~He did not stop to examine these, but pocketed them
for future use.

It was a great triumph for Young King Brady.

He leaned back and figured on his next moves.

“T guess the best thing I can do is to hold him for the
governor,” he muttered.

Then he added:

“Eighty-five Walton Street was where he wanted to go
and that must be Miss Oliver’s address.”

His mind was now made up.

He stopped the cab and directed the driver to proceed
to police headquarters.

Arrived there Young King I\rady, leaving Ronalds in
the cab, introduced himself to the officer in charge.

“T am Old King Brady’s assistant. I have a man outside
here whom I wish held until to-morrow when I expect my
chief,” he explained.

His request was granted without hesitation or a demand
for explanation.

0ld King Brady was as well known at Buffalo head-
quarters as he was everywhere else.

Ronalds was taken in and securely put away.

Well satisfied with his evening’s work thus far, Young
King Brady returned to the cab.

“Drive me to Highty-five Walton Street and lose no
time,” he said.

It was as Young King Brady expected.

The place was a private boarding house, and the servant
who answered his ring informed him that Miss Oliver
was stoppiﬁg there.

The detective sent up his own card.

In a few moments the Boston girl appeared in the parlor.

“Mr. Brady!” she exclaimed. “Is it possible that you
are here?”

“As you see,” was the reply. “Are we alone?”

“Quite. The hoarders have all gone to a theatre party.
I am the only one in the house.”

“For which T am glad. Miss Oliver, why did you give
me the slip?”

“T have done very wrong. I know it now,” replied the
girl in some confusion.

“You certainly have, after engaging me to undertake
your case.” '

“T know it.

“Wait.

“Sir!»

“For one, that Henry Trask, your lover, was not mur-
& . 1on the Fall River boat.”

I b2
You know a few other things.”
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“Mr. Brady! I—”

“Wait! You saw the head of the murdered ma,n while
you were in company Wlth Ong Sing.”

“I did! I »

“Did you-see me struck down at that time?”

“You! They told me it was a policeman.”

“Ha! Ong Sing told you?”

“Yes.” .

“And hurried you away P

“Yes, ”

“And sent you to Buf'falo 4

“Yes, yes! He told me that Ronalds was here and that
Henry was with him.”

“Very likely that is the truth.”

“But Henry is no defaulter!”

“I know nothing of that. Is he an opium fiend ?”

“0Ob, no, no!, How can you say it?”

“Have you seen him ?”’

“NO. »

“Have you seen Ronalds?”

“Yes, He met me at the station and broughf me here.”
“Indeed !”
“Yes. Don’t be too hard on me.

He promised to bring

Henry here to-night.” .

“Which he will not do.”

“Why do you say it?” ,

“1 sdy it because Richard Ronalds is now in the hands of
the police.”

“ARP )

“Tt is so. Miss Oliver, you have had a narrow escape.”

“I see it now. I did very wrong.”

“You certairily were very imprudent:
come to fall in with Ong Sing?”

“I met him in the street and gave hiin my address.”

[¢4 Why ‘P”

“He said he could plove that Henry had not been mur-
dered.” -

“And he called on you later and drove you to Chma—
town? P

113 Y'es.”

“And =ent you to Buffalo to meet your lover?”

“Yes. You know it all.”

“It was a plot of Ronalds’ to inveigle you to .Canhada and
force you to marry him.”

o1 fear so.”

“So much for trusting a good, young Chinaman.”

“QOh, Mr. Brady, what shall T do? I must find Henry
Trask.”

“Your devotion should be tewarded.”
" “You will help me to find him ?”

“Yes, if you will leave it all to me and my partner.”

“T will.” ,

“You promise /not to leave this house on any ptetence
without my permission for the next twenty-four houts ?”

K« Yes ”

“On those conditions I will continue to wotk for you.
Expeet me to-morrow, and now good-night.”

How did you

Well Satlsﬁed with the suceess of his evening’s work,
loung King Brady returned to the hotel.

CHAPTER X. .

WORKING UP THE CLEWS,

When Young King Brady came down to breakfast next
morning it was just six o’clock.

This was an early hour, but it would give him plenty oi
time to meet Old King Brady, he thought.

The first thing he did was to step to the newsstand and
buy & copy of the Buffalo Morning Express.

That which met his‘eye as he opened the paper was an
account of a wreck on the Erie road.

Harry hastily glanced down the column.

The wteck was a bad one.

The night express had collided with a freight train just
beyond Binghamton.

No lives were lost, but the paper stated that traf’fic would |
probably be suspended all day,

“That settles me,” muttered Harry.
Nothing doing for hours to come.”

Meanwhile Old King Brady was trying to be patient at
a hotel in Binghamton.

There was nothing for it but to wait.

The passengers on the express had been brought back to
that city just too late to catch the trains which would
take them to Buffalo by eitLer the Lehigh Valley or B., L.
& W. lines,

Thus it was nearly ﬁVe o’clock on Thursday when Old
King Brady and Dt. Ranlett reached Buffalo.

The detective had wired Young King Brady to meet him
at the station, and Harry was on hand.

They repaired at once to the hotel and compared notes.

“You have dotie well,” said 01d King Brady; “although
1 have been tied up all day, I have done business, too.”

He displayed sevetal telegrams which had come to him
in answer to despatches of his own to the Canadian au-
thorities at Toronto. )

They gave the old detective full suthority to arrest any
member of the oplum ring—ot, indeed, any one he chose,
on Canadian soil.

“That’s business,” said Harry.

“T think so. What did vou do with that money?”

“Banked it in my own tame.”

“Good! Ttis safer. Still, you may need to flash a roll.”

“I have the fake roll, governor.”

“That will be all right. Doctor, excuse me a few mo-

ments. T must have a word in private with my partner.”

“Certéinly,” replied Dr. Ranlett. “T will go into the
reading-room.” : ’

Later Old King Brady joined the doctor alone. _

“Where it your partner?” was asked.

“He has dizappeared for the present. We may run into
him later. Tet us go to our room.”

“More delay.

5 AW AR o ot 5 5 % L



‘ THE BRADYS AND

THE OPITM RING. 23

Once in the room, to which his Onp had been sent, old

King Blad\ transformed himself into the Parsee mer-

chant once more.

* I am ready now,” he said at last,
door. Let us go.”

“What about the hotel people? Won't they think it
strange to zce us go out?” the doctor asked.

“That iz all arranged.
reply.

Entering the cab Old King Bradv and the doctor were
driven to Black Street.

“Wonder if we shall find Ong Smor here ” the doctor re-
marked on the way.

“Hard to tell,” was the reply.
by some other line.
you know.”

“1 cannot understand what yvou mean to do, Mr. Brady.”

-'CNO ?7’

“N‘O-”

“T shall surprise vou when I tell vou, perhaps.”

“Tell it.™

*1 had a plan when T reached Buffalo, now I am only
going to look over the ground. T have given it all up.”

“What do you mean ?”

“What I say. T shall drop my present disguise imme-
diately after my interview with the Chinamen in this joint
to which we are going.”

Come right along,” was the

“He may have come
He certainly was not on our train, as

“You are a strange man, Brady.”
“I hope I am a commonsensed one.”
“Still you leave me in the dark.” '

“Why stick to one plan when vou see a better one?”

“I begin to understand. ”

“Has done some very important work ”

“Hence the change?”

“Exactly. Ong Sing will be disappointed in his Parsee.
To mect him in Clanada iz myv intention, but he will not sec
e dressed as I am now.”

“This scems to be the place,” said the doctor as the cab
stopped at the Black Street laundry.

The detective and the doctér alighted, and the driver of
the cab was told to wait at the corner.

The shirt-ironing C‘hinaman wag alone in the laundry
when they entered.

He motioned them to pass behind the curtain without
caying a word.

There was no one in the back room, either.

The trap-door, however, stood invitingly open.

“That’s the way to the joint. evidently.” the doctor said.

“And it is equally evident that we are expected.”

€« lveS.” .

“T suppose we had better go on.”

“T fear the Highbinders ! breathed the doctor.

“Trust me to protect vou.”

“You cannot know their power as T do.

Your partner

If Ong Sing
suspectsy we are lost!”

Old King Brady did not hesitate. however.

e immediately descended the ladder. walked through
the secret passage and went up the ladder at the other end.

“There iz a cab at the :

The doctor followed. trembling all over.

I'act was, the man was crazy for an opium smoke.

The old Chinaman on guard confronted them in the
ante-room.

“We want Ah Gow,” said the doctor.

The guard touched a bell and Ah Gow appeared.

Dr. Ranlett zpoke to him in Chinese and delivered the
leiter.

Old King Brady made a profound salaam.

“Dliss way, gentlemen,” said Ah Gow. “1 expect vou.”

He led them into the joint.

Several persons—men and women—Iay in the bunks and
on the mattresses.

It was all Dr. Ranlett could do to keep from throwing
himself on one of the mattresses.

0Old King Brady noticed his agitation and gave him a
warnipg look.

Al Gow led them through the joint and into a private
room adjoining the one where Young King Brady had in-
dulged in his fake smoke.

Here Ong Sing was dizcovered smoking a bamboo to-
baeco pipe

“Ha, Sing!" cried the doctor, after the first grecting.
“You don't hit vour own hop, it seems.”

(21

“Never when there is business doing"’
of the Opium Ring, for so Ong S
was stvled.

It was really wonderful what excellent English this man
spoke. ]

Old King Brady. of course, was dumb, except for the
gibberigh, off and on, Dr. Ranlett pretended to translate.

“Now we are here and muxt settle this business,” said
Ong Sing. *“Whereabouts in Fort Erie is this opium "

“That,” said the doctor, **i3 a secret which we cannot
disclose.”

“Then how am I to see it?”

“We will bring it to any place vou may name, at any
time.”

“That sounds more like it.”

“1 will do as I agree.”

“Were it anvbody but vou, Doctor. I would not talk
freely as I do,” remarked Ong Sing.

“You may trust me.”

“It will be a bad day for you if I find that T cannot.”

“I have no fears.™

“You are sure vour Parsee friend speaks no English:"

“You are not trusting me, Sing. Let us call this deal
off and we will go.” ‘

“Don’t be hasty.”

“There are others who will buy this opium at the price
we are prepared to offer it.”

“Name vour price.”

The figure the doctor named was ridienlounsly low.

That the propesition now ha(j more interest for Ong
Sing was easv to see.

“Listen, Doctor,” he said: “To-night we are to bring
over other opium from Canada and we may as well bring
vours at the same time.”

replied the King
ing, among hix associates,
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“That’s business.”

“Do you know Moestein’s Hotel at Fort Erie?”

“No; but I can find it.”

“Tt is but a short distance from the ferry. It is a place
frequented by railroad men.”

“Yes. Well?» . -

“ At twelve o’clock a hearse containing the body of a man
will start from that hotel.” . '

“T see.”

“You had better be there by eleven. Inquire for this
party. Deliver the opium to him and later I will be on
~ hand.”

Ong Sing. handed Dr. Ranlett a card.
~ 0ld King Brady glanced at it.
The name it bore was Mr. Septimus Savage.
I addition were the words: “Inspector of Customs.”
“Yes, yes,” said the doctor, “I see 1’
“There will be no trouble,” said Ong Sing.
“The opium you intend to bring over is in the- hands
of this gentleman?” ;
“Ask me no questions. Mr. Savage attends to the Cana-
dian end of our business. That is enough.”
“Then there is nothing more that we can do here now ?”
“Nothing ; unless you would like a smoke.”
Old King Brady trod on the doctor’s toe.
“Not now,” he said hastily. “Like yourself Smg,
_don’t smoke hop in business hours.”
“You didn’t used to be so particular,” replied Ong Sing,
refilling his pipe. !
It was now time to withdraw.
0ld King Brady had obtained the clew he wanted.
The doctor grasped the situation and rose to depart.
As they passed through the ante-room they found Ah
Gow talking with a stout man.
He looked the original of the photograph of Richard
Ronalds. - _
01d King Brady merely glanced at him and they passed
out. :
The cab was in waiting at the corner below, and they lost
no time in getting in.

“Well ?” said the doctor as they rolled away.

“Tt is well,” replied Old King Brady.

“You are satisfied ?”

“Quite.”

“Do I have to go any further in this business?”

“T’1 tell you in a minute, Doctor.”

T think I know why you hesitate,” chuckled the doctor

({4 Why PN

“You want to read the note that stout man shpped into
your coat-pocket as we passed out.”

“By Jove, Doctor, the hop hasn’t quite done you up yet!”

“Not quite.”

“You were sharp to notice that.”

“Ah Gow might have noticed it if I had not spoken to
him as I did.”

“For which, thanks. I appreciated it at the time.”

“Who was that man, Brady?”

“You did not recognize him?”

“Tt is all right.”|.

“Why should I, séeing that I never saw him before?”
“Just so,” said the detective drily.

Putting his hand into his pocket he took out-a scrap of '

folded paper and opening it read aloud as follows:

“Better prepare Miss Oliver for the worst. Henry Trask

RN

is undoubtedly an opium fiend and in the hands of the

ring. 1 believe the intention is to kill him, or, at least let
him smoke himself to death. Do as you think best, but if
vou intend to close this business to-night, . for the girl’s
own sake, I would have her on hand » .

“Humph !” exclaimed the doctor. «“ Well, well1” =
“What now ?” T

“The stout man was your partner or pupil, or whatever
he is?” ' .

[ Yes »” B -

“He is as clever at dlsgulse as yourself ”

“And as brave as they make ’em.”

“T believe you, Brady.”

“He risks his life going into Ah Gow’s joint to- nlght ”

“You bet he does.”

“Yes,” said the old detective; “but you don’t know all.”’

“And about me, Brady?” -

Old King Brady looked at his watch.

«T shan’t want you any more, Doctor,” hé said.
is your three hundred dollars.” =

“Here

“Bless you, Brady! But you needn’t ay me now " This -
y y: y bay

scheme may not succeed.”

“Nevertheless you have done your work and are entitled
to your pay.”

Cleaning up, at the hotel, and donning his usual dress,
01d King Brady drove to Walton Street to 1nte1'v1ew Miss
Oliver.

Leaving him to break the truth to the faithful Boston
girl as best he might, let us return to Harry at the joint.

The study of Richard Ronalds’ papers had given Young

King Brady all the clews he wanted.

To follow up these clews was his work now.

It was a bold move on the part of Young ng Brady
to return to the joint. ,

There he expected to interview Ong Smg

There was nothing for it but to carry out orders, “how- -

ever.

“Either Ong Smg or Richard Ronalds murdered Dr.
Patmore,” 0ld King Brady had sald

And then he added:

.“And it is up to you'in this interview, Harry, to find out
Whlch »

Young King Brady’s suggestion was that he interview
Ronalds in the jail and try to make him confess. -

0ld King Brady opposed this.

“Tet him alone until we are through,” he said.

“He’s safe enough,” chuckled Harry

‘“Thanks to you, yes.”

“Tf he proves to be the murderer we know just fhere to
put our finger on him.”

“That’s it.”
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“Work it out of Ong Sing if you can,™ 0ld King Brady
wound up by saying.

But although the old detective turned it off so easily
it must be admitted that Young King Brady had before
him a very ditficult task.

He made up his disguise with great care.

Through the kindness of the Buffalo officials at head-
quarters he succeeded in getting the identical clothes
Richard Ronalds had worn.

Probably no other detectives in the United States could
have accomplished this.

At least not without giving xome cxplanati(\)n of the case.

This Young King Brady was not vven asked to do.

Thus he was able to present himself at the laundry with
considerable confidence.

He was passed without (uestion by the shirt ironer.

Even Ah Gow did not xuspect. ’

He at once commenced talking about the fraudulent Mr.
Bostonman of the day before. ‘

Had he seen him?

Who was he? !

Did he think he was a detective? :

And so on through a long list of questions.

Young King Brady answered them the hest he could.

This was what he was doing when Old King Brady and
Dr. Ranlett passed out.

The letter had been prepared, and as 011 King Brady
brushed past him Harry slipped it into his pocket.

Even this, Ah Gow, half sodden with opium as he was,
did not see.

“Can I sec Ong Sing now " askefl Young King Brady,
after they were gone.

“In there.” zaid Ah Gow, pointing to the door.

Tt is not to be denied that Young King Brady opened the
door in fear and trembling.

“Hello, Dick!” said the King of the Opium Ring.

He took an extra puff at his pipe, but did not rise.

“Hello, Ong ! replied Harry, in a hoarse, assumed voice.

“What’s the matter ?” demanded the Chinaman.

“With what?”

“Your voice.” ’

“T've got cold.”

“That’s bad. You were full last night?”

“You bet.”

“Trying to forget it ?”

“Yes.77

“Humph! Hard work, Dick.”

“Yes'” -

“T ean hear his death-cry now, when vou stuck him in
the throat!”

Here was a discovery !

“Don’t mention it,” shuddered Young King Brady.

“Why not 2

“Suppose we are overheard ?** .

“«Rate, Dick! There is no one to hear.”

«T don’t know what T should have done if it had not been
for you.”

«And yet I made a mess of it.”

“How =0? I thought it was a neat job.”

“Oh. I don't refer to cutting oft the head, Dick. I did
that all right.”

Another discovery!

Evidently Ong Sing had no suspicions.

“What then?" Young King Brady asked.

“To putting the head there in the closet in our old
quarters in Mott Street to be found by the detective.”

“Well, you did it for the best.”

“Sure. It was for your sake.”

“How so?”

“How 207 Did not the girl helieve that Henry Trask
had been killed in the stateroom?”

“Yes?»

“Yes.  To pursuade her to come to Buffalo 1 had to
prove to her that Trask was not the dead man.”

“I don’t see how you explained it.”

“Oh, I trumped up a story ahout accidentally finding
the head in the closet when [ went there with the idea of
hiring rooms.”

“Ong, you are a wonder!™

“I know my business. T never go back on a friend.”

“You have heen a good friend to me.”

“I promised to bring the girl to Buffalo and put her
in your power and I have done it.”

“You have.”

“Secen her, Dick ?”?

“Yes; last night.”

“Did she listen to you?”

“Oh, I didn’t trv to make love.”

“No; that is you. I would!”

“T promised to help her find Trask.”

“Well 77

“It’s up to you to say what is to be done next?”

“We will decide to-morrow. Trask will be here then.”

“Perhaps she had better be allowed to see him.”

“With his load of hop on? Yes, that will disgust her.”

“So I was thinking.”

“She will turn to vou then, Dick.”

“It is worth trying.”

“Now to bhusiness. Yon have the money ready?”

“Here it is.”

Young King Brady flashed his fake roll.

Ong Sing’s eyes glistened.

“We will settle just as soon as I can get at our Buffalo
agent,” he said.

“That will be all right.”

“You shall have gix per cent. on yvour money for twenty-
four hours’ uge.”

“That’s the bargain.”

“You can’t kick at that.”

“I'm no kicker, Ong. 1 don't want to be nabbed by the
detectives, that’s all.” ’

“No danger.”

*“Don’t know about that. 1 heard the Bradys were work-
ing on the case.™

Harry watched Ung Sing’s face closely.
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Now, if ever, was the time for him to show his sus-
picions, if he had any.

'But Ong Sing puffed away at his bamboo pipe as con-
tentedly as ever.

“I know that,” he said.

“But you never mentioned it.”

“What was the use?” ]

“How did you find out?”

~ “Ha! I shall not tell all I know. For one thlng, Miss |

Oliver told me that she had consulted Young Klng
,Brady. ”

“So! She did, eh?”

“8he did. Then did I not knock down Young King
Brady in the front room at the old quarters in Mott
Street? I thought I told you that?”

Young King Brady found himself gettmg into deep
water.

“Let’s have a pipe, Ong,” he said. “I want to smoke.”

“Thought you did not smoke in business hours?”

Ong’s voice never changed, nor was there any change

. of expression in his sly face.

It was impossible for Young ng Brady to tell whether
he was suspected or not.

“1 mean a tobacco pipe,” he said.

“0h,” said the opium king, rising. “Well, you shall
have it. One word, brother, as my Chinese friends say in
their Pigeon English: ‘Too muchee talkee, too little
workee.” T.et us have a smoke together and get down to
business right away.”

“The fellow who gets the best of that Chink has got
to get up early in the morning,” said Harry to himself
as Ong Sing left the room to get the pipe.

CHAPTER X1
GETTING CLOSE TO THE HOP.

0ld King Brady’s interview with Miss Oliver was a
painful one.

Doubtless it did the infatuated girl good, however.

The old detective has a fatherly way with him when
dealing with women in trouble.

He showed Miss Oliver certain letters written by Henry
Trask to Richard Ronalds.

These Young ng Brady had taken from the drunk-
ard’s pocket.

These letters referred to “hop sprees” the writer had
been in with his friend, “Dick” Ronalds.

Still, in spite of this evidence, Miss Oliver refused to
believe that her lover was an opium fiend.

“T should have to see him with the pipe and under the
influence before I would believe it, Mr. Brady,” she said.

“Perhaps vou will see him so beforo 10ng, miss,” the
detective said.

“Then I will believe it; and not until then.”

“You do not want to believe it, Miss Oliver, and I
do not blame you. Still you ought to know the truth.”
“You are right,” said the girl, bursting into tears.
“Have courage, daughter,” said Old King Brady.
“I am trying to. Oh, I have tried so hard to believe in |

| Henry and to save him!”

“Which reflects great credit upon you.”
“Is there no way?”
“There is.”

“Name it, sir. I will do anything.”
“The one thing to do is to get him out of the ¢lutches
of the opium ring.” :

“But how?” X

“You will be guided by me?”

“Implicitly.”

“Very well. During the evening an elderly gentleman
will call tipon you, glvmg the name of Dr. Ranlett ”

“Well PP o

“He will take you to a certam place where I hope to
meet you later.” -

“And then?”

“I¥ T do meet you, then you shall know Henry Trask
as he really is.”

With this the detective departed.

Dismissing his cab at Main Street, Old King Brady
went by trolley car to the Fort Erie ferry. ‘

He had given Dr. Ranlett hisinstructions. .

It was not necessary to see the opium fiend again.

Crossing the Niagara River in the little ferryboat, Old
King Brady inquired for Moestein’s Flotel.

It was near the ferry and easily found.

The hotel proved to be much such a place as 01d King
Brady had expected to see.

The detective, who had a small hand-bag with him,
walked into the office and asked for a room.

“Well, I don’t know,” said the clerk, crossly.

“Don’t know?”

“No.” )

“Isn’t this a public house ?”

“Yes.”

“Then why can’t 1 have a room?”

“We are full. We only have a few rooms.
seems to be crowding in here to-night.”

“T can’t help that. T have an appointment with a
gentleman here in the morning. I am willing to pav
double price if nedessary, but’ T must have a room.”

The clerk stepped into the room behind the office and
consulted a man who was sitting there writing at a desk.

The man turned and gave 0ld King Brady a searching
look. ¢ v

“QOh, he’s all right, I guess,” the detective heard him say.

01d King Brady got the room then.

It was on the second floor at the end of a long corridor.

As Old King Brady passed.upstairs a weasel-faced
man in the office, who was reading the evening paper by
the fire, glanced up at him.

The glance was returned for a single 1nstant

Everyhody
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But this was done hehind ‘the back of the clerk, and
he mnever knew.

“Want supper?” asked the clerk who had personally
shown Old King Brady to the room.

“No." was the reply. 1 had my supper in Buffalo.”

“Want to be called in the morning at any particular
time ?”’

“No: I always wake up without calling.”

“Well, good-night, Mr. Clark !

This was the name which Old King Brady. had signed to
the register.

“Goad-night ! he replied, and stood waiting for the
clerk to go.

But the clerk seemed inclined to linger.

“Oh, by the way, there is-something I ought to tell
you!” he gaid, in a minute.

“What is it?" asked Old King Brady.

“If you hear any disturbance in the hall here during
the night you need not mind.”

“Thank vou for telling me. What disturbance is there

DX

likely to be?

“Why,” said the clerk, “there was a man who died
int this house vesterday. They are going to take the body
over to Buffalo some time to-night.”

“Ah”

“Yes. Corpse goes East by an early train.”

“Just s0.” ‘

“Any noise vou may hear will be carrying the coffin
downstairs.”

“I see. That will be all right.”

The clerk departed then.

He had not been long gone before there was a light tap
at the door. '

“Come in!” called Old King Brady.

It was the weasel-faced man who entered.

He closed the door carefully behind him and turned
the key. '

“You are Old King Brady?” he said in a low voice.

“T am. You are Detective Maxwell, I presume?”

“That’s me.” 7

“The Chief of the Buffalo Police promised my assistant
that you should be here.”

“That’s it. We are ready to help.”

“How many are there of you?”

“8ix.”

“That should be enough.”

“If all works well.”

“All must work well, What do you know ?”

“The dead man is in the second room from this.”

“Alone?” ’

“So I suppose.”

“You have not seen him?”

“No; but T have learned their plans.”

“Well 77

“They intend to cross the ferry by the boat which
leaves at half-past twelve o’clock.”

“If we let them.”

~

“That’s what I want to
best to let them get on to
The
American side if possible.”

“Could vou make it here?”

“Yes. | am 2o empowered by the Canadian anthorities.”

*8till it would be better to let them go across providing
the customs inspector goes with them.”

“That is the kevnote to the whole situation. We want
that man caught in the very act. but there may be a hiteh.”

*I hope not. T should like to sce this thing go through.”

“It must go through. Where iz this Mr. Savage?”

“Seated in the room behind the office.”

“Ha! The man the clerk consulted about taking me in.”

“The same.” '

“'The sly rascal! I suppose he has helped many a lot of
opium over the line.”

“It may be so. I never suspected him.
anybody else ever did.”

“His day iz over. But he must be caught in the act.”
® “What am I to do, Mr. Brady?”

“Where are your men?”

“In the different rooms.”

“You can get them together at a moment’s notice?”

“Yes.” . :

“You ought to have a boat of your own to cross the
river in.” "

“You think so?”

“I d0'7’

“Why not go over in the ferryboat?”

“It would excite suspicion.”

“It can be so arranged.”

“How 77

“I know a man here who has a steam launch.”

“See him. Get the use of the launch. Follow the
ferryboat. Be on hand subject to my orders the moment
we reach the American side.”

“Evidently you do not intend to cross with us.”

“Perhaps.”

“Why not let us go over in the boat ahead?”

“Becauze I might want you here.” ,

“I see. Well, it shall all be done as you say.”

“Good! Report to me just before midnight. You hac
better leave me now.”

Detective Maxwell had no sooner left the room than
Old King Brady slipped out into the hall.

The coast seemed to be clear.

The detective listened for a moment to make sure,

Then he moved toward the door of the second room.

"Here he listened at the keyhole.

Out came the bunch of skeleton keys.

The door was softly opened a minute later.

Old King Brady glided into the room, closing the
door behind him.

The gas was turned down low, but there was light enough
for the detective to see everything plainly.

Stretched upon the bed was a young man in a deep
sleep. ’

get at. I think it would he
American soil.”

“T agree with you. seizure must be made on the

I don’t think
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An opium layout was upon a low stool beside the bed.

There could be no doubt that the man was under the

mﬂuence of the drug.

“And this is Henry Trask!” murmured Old King|

Brady. “Ah, Miss Oliver, how you have been deceived!”
The detective returned to his own room a minute later.
Here he remained for some little t1me pacing the

floor in deep thought.

“There is no other way,” he said at length. “I must
take my chances. It is hit or miss. All depends upon
this one chance.”

 He opened the window and looked out.

It -was about twenty feet down to the ground in the

‘rear of the hotel.

For Old King Brady this was nothmg

Bolting the door he climbed out of the wmdow, and,
holding on by his hands, dropped.

No one saw him.

The coast was clear.

Old King Brady now made his way to the ferry‘f, keeps
ing as much in the shadow as he could.

As he drew near he saw a policeman armed with a big
cane, after the Canadian style.

The detective walked boldly up to him and they talked
earnestly for some moments.

During the conversation Old King Brady showed his
shield and the papers he held.

“Tt is all right,” said the officer, “I will arrest him, sn'.”

“Not unless I give the word—understand?”

“I understand.”

“I am authorized to pay well for all help I get in this
case. Here are twenty-five dollars.”

“I dare not take it.”

“You may take it freely. This is strictly between our-
selves.”

The cash changed hands.

It was now eleven o’clock.

0ld King Brady entered the ferryhouse and waited half
an hour.

- Then a boat came in from the American side.

An undertaker’s wagon, driven by a tall man, was the
only vehicle on the boat.

In the back of the wagon was an obJect like a coffin,
covered with a rubber cloth.

Old King Brady suddenly emerged from the feriyhouse
as the wagon came off the boat.

He had made one of his lightning changes.

He was a different-looking man.

Raising his hand he signalled the pohceman

All the passengers were off now.

There was no Chinaman among them, nor was Young

King Brady there.’

-%You will have to stop!” said the policeman to the
driver. “You are under arrest!”

«“Under arrest!” gasped the undertaker. “What for?”

“Attempting to smuggle opium into the States.”

«But that is ponsense. I was sent over here for a
‘body at Moestein’s Hotel.”

“Can’t help that. You go with-me. To-morrow youn

can explair all, no doubt.”
“But this is an outrage! What’s to become of my team?”

“That will be looked out for,” said the policeman.
“Come along quietly, now, and no fun!”

So much Old King Brady heard, but no mere. ,

He sprang upon the wagou and drove to Moestein’s -
Hotel.

Two men, hostlers apparently, came out to meet him.

“You are from Mr. Barker?” whispered one.

“Yeg.” ‘

“We will take the box right in. Mr. Savage wants
to see you in the office. The team can remain here.”

0ld King Brady walked into the office, perfectly con-
fident of his disguise. )

And he had reason to be.

The clerk showed him into the back room, never dream-
ing who he was.

“Well, what’s this?” demanded a sour—faced man, con-
fronting him there. :

“Im from Mr. Barker,” said the detective.

He was chuckling 1nward1y at the success of his scheme.

+“Why in thunder didn’t Batker come himself, instead
of sending a stranger ?”

“He was sick. It’s all right, Mr. Savage
stand about the hop.”

The crooked inspector stormed around for a good ten
minutes. .

0ld King Brady took it very coolly.

“It’s none of my affair,” he said.
again if you say the word.”

But the savage Mr. Savage did not say the word.

He was altogether too anXious-to get the business off
his hands for that. '

Quieting down after a while he led the way upstairs
into the room where Henry Trask still lay, deep in the '
opium sleep.

Here they found the box standing on two undertaker’s
horses.

“There’s your man,” sald the inspector; “we will put
him in!”

141 Yes »

“You understand that he is not dead o

“Why, of course.’

“It is understood that no harm is to come to him?”

“Certainly. Barker explained all.”

“There’s too many in this job. I shall eall Barker
to account for this.”

“As I said before, that is nothing to me.
have to settle with Barker and Ong Sing.”

“THere, lend me a hand,” snarled the inspector; “enough’
of this talk!”

Together they lifted Henry Trask and placed him in
the box. ‘

He stirred feebly, but did not awaken . ;

“I don’t like this,” growled the inspector; “I dom’t
go into another job done this way.”

“Do we carry him out now ?” demanded 01d King Brady.

I under-

“T can go back

You will
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“We wait for Ong Sing, of course.”

“Oh, certainly.”

“What did you expect ?”

“Nothing, nothing.”

“Get downstairs and wait until you are called.”

“Just as you say.”

Old King Brady left the room and started along the
hall.

He had not taken three steps before he saw a man come
off the stairs.

It was a Chinaman in American clothes.

It the dim light it looked like Ong Sing!

CHAPTER XII.
CONCLUSION,

“There, Dick! There’s your pipe,” said Ong Sing re-
turning to the room where Young King Brady sat wait-
ing. “Now we talk business—see?”

“Pm all ready.”

“Is the cash ready?”

“Sure!” ,

“I’d like to see it.”

“Here’s part of it.”

Young King Brady flashed his fake roll.

It was a sizable pile.

On the outside was a genuine hundred dollar bill.

There were a few other genuine hills in the roll.

These, however, were only ones.

As for the rest, the roll was made up of old bills of
broken banks.

Ong Sing’s eyes glistened.

“Be honest now, Dick, and tell me how mueh you got
away with from the bank?” he said.

“You know.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Thirty thousand.”

“So much?”

44 Yes.”

“And you have it all about you?”

“Sure !”

There was a wicked look in Ong Sing’s eyes.

Young King Brady saw it plainly. .

“We need five thousand to pay the inspector,” remarked
Ong Sing.

“All right.”

“You are ready to advance it?”

“Wasn’t that the bargain?”

({Yes.’,

“Well, m ready.”

“Will you lend me ten thousand more?”

_“What for?”

«J have to meet a friend of mine at Fort Erie.
buy a lot of hop cheap.”

“When will you pay me?”

»

Icanj-

“As soon as I can turn it over.”

“But I shall stop in Canada.”

“I will send you a draft in Toronto in any name you
wigh.”

“All right; you can have it.”

“Good, Dick! Better give me the other five thousand,

too 1
“Now?”
“Yes. Why not?”

Young King Brady was up against the danger line.

At no time during the interview had he felt as nervous
as he did now.

“I'll give up the money when we get tu Fort Erie,” he
caid, “that will be time enough.”

“All right,” laughed the Chinaman.
cash, Dick.”

Had the danger passed?

Young King Brady did not believe it.

He felt even more anxious than he had done before.

It was now eleven o’clock.

He knew that they must be on the move soomn.

Ong Sing talked for a few minutes on various matters.

Then he rose and left the room without saying a word.

“If T could only slope,” thought Harry. “That rascal
means to do me up.”

“There was no time, however:

In a moment Ong Sing was back again.

He entered hurriedly.

There was an expression of fear on his face.

“Quick, Dick! Quick!” he whispered. “The police are
upon us! The joint is going to be pulled!”

Loud voices and the shuffling of feet were heard outside.

“We go this way !” breathed Ong Sing; catching Harry’s
arm.

“Hold on to the

He threw open a door, behind which was a stairway lead-
ing up into the deserted rooms of the old house.

There was nothing for it but to follow him or bring
matters to an issue at once.

Ong Sing closed the door and produced a dark- lantern

“Up! Up! he said.

“But will they not follow us?”

“We go down another way. We escape by the other
street.”

“T see. Lucky you got on to it.”

“T thought T heard something, and I went out to see.”

They entered a small, unfurnished room.

Ong Sing closed and locked the door behind him.

Before doing this he set the lantern on the floor.

Then suddenly, with a cat-like spring, he wheeled
around and jumped at Young King Brady with a long,
glittering knife.

You’re a detective !”
Hal you

“You're a fake! Yow're a fraud!
he hissed. “And now I'm going to kill you!
die right here, and nobody knows!”

But Young King Brady was not dying just then—
not to please Ong Sing or any one else.

He had been fully prepared.
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-Only thmg was, hé th(mght the Chlnamaq mezmt to
rob him.
Quick as hghtnmg Harry darted tg one gide Just as
.. Ong Sing rushed upon him to sirike the fatal blow.
At the same mstant he thrust out his foot.
This was one of Young King Brady’s strqng cards.
" No. one more skillful than he in tripping & man up.

; He fixed Ong Sing.

Down went the Highbinder flat on his face.
- He struck his forehead \v1th ternble force and lay
phconscions,

The knife buried itself, half an inch of the length of the |

blade, in the floor. _
“Heavens! I have killed him ! muttered Harry.
He thought so, for the Chinaman never moyed‘
What was to be done now?

_ Harry’s thoughts ran fast.

. “By Jovg! I believe I can do it!” he muttered.

“May as well connect 4vith. the governor that way as any
other. I'II try.» A
No detectives on earth are’ more expert in disguising
than the Bradys.

- Their face paints are always with them, and in their
mysterious pockets are many other handy thmgs of which
the outsider would never .dream.

To strip off Ong Sing’s clothes and pull .them on over
his own was but the work of a few moments.

Fortunately the Chinaman wore no pigtail.
wig with straight hair fixed Harry’s head.

Out came a pocket mirror and the paint box.

COrouching before the lantern Yeung Kimg Brady fixed
hi face. " .

“That will do,” he muttered at last. “T1l pass muster
with every one but Ah Gow, and T must take my chances
on him.” .

A Dblack

tied his feet.
Ong Bing revived as he finished the job.
“Kill me!” he groaned. “Don't arrest me!
now [
“Stay where you are till I'come back,” said Harry,
cramming a bandkerchief into his mouth for a gag.
He opened the door softly and lacked it on the other
side. ~
. Stealing downstalrs and out into the joint he passed
‘among the smokers unnoticed.
Then- it was down the ladder &nd through the gecret
passage.
The old Chinaman on guard at the door of the jaint
never even looked at him as he went hy..
#T knew his talk of & raid was all g fake,” thought

Kill me

. Harry, “but what am I to do if T meet Ah Gow?”
And meet Ah Gow he did, hut it was on the sidewalk,
- just a8 he was maying away from the laundry doer,
The Chinaman was commg in with & bagket.
Darkngss favored Young King Brady. - .
- Ah Gow did not seem to suspect.’ :
- "He rattled off something in Chinese.

He snapped a pair of handeuffs upon the Chinaman and |

“He’s locked in the room. TLeave him there {ill I
come back,” Harry said, and hurried away, :

“Ho ! you talkee so muchee "Meljcan you forget Cluuee"’
Ah Gow called after him.

Harry never heeded.

He made his way as quickly as pOSSIhle to the-Fort
Erie ferry and was just in time for the halﬂpast eleven r
boat.
Thug it Will be seen that the persop wham 0Old ang‘ '
Brady met on the stairs was not Ong Sing.. .

The old detective knew Yaung King Brady at g glance.

“Harry!” he breathed.

“All right, governor,

“We are right up against it.

“How’s what?”
" “You here in this disguige.”

“ Anything the matter with my disguise?”

“Jt wasn’t the arrangement.”

“Tt was that or nothing.”

g SQ ?})

“That or get a knife in my heart.”

“We must come to an immediate understandmg ”

“I'm agreeable. - Where’s the hop?*

“Haven’t seen it yet. The inspectar is jn that roem .
waiting for you. I'm due downstairs.”

“Go on, then. Trust me.”

There was nothing else for it.

" 01d King Brady went out and sfood by the updartaker’s
wagon, :

Young King Brady went inte the reoom.

“Well, you are here at last)™, grewled ﬂavage, who
admitted h1m . R

.-

How goes the battle?”
How is this?”

e

“You see me, boss.”

“Why didn’t you come over with the wagon ?¥

“Couldn’t.”

“Barker has sent a strange man.”

“I know: It is all right”

“Where’s your banker? Got the money ??

“My banker is at Ah Gow’s. He has the money, all
right.” ‘

“But why the blazes didn’t he come’ over here and
pay up according to agreement?” -

“Because he hit the plpe too hard. He’ 11 pay up, there ” o

“It’s all right, then?”

“Yes, boss. . Believe me, all right.”, )

“I suppose I shall have to go over 0 Gow’s. I didn’t .
want to.” '

/

“There is no other way.”

Mr. Septimus Savage, crooked Oanadlan customs in- |
spector, did not seem to have the slightest syspicion, t

“We must move nght ahead,” he sald “ Put the -
hop in.” . g

He knelt down and raxsed the carpet in one cemm Of -
the room. S

After that he raised a piece of one qf the ﬂqor bo&rds
which had been sawed out. :

From the space thus revealed
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opium were taken out, each done up in canvas coveringsi -

. in the usual style.
. These were ranged along in the box beside the drugged
. .man .
All being complete, the lid was laid on and the inspector
touched the bell.
The two hostlers appeared, and, with the help of the
* inspector, the box was carried downstairs and put on the
" undertaker’s wagon.
0ld King Brady got upon the seat, and, with Harry
. beside him, they drove to the ferry.
The permit for the removal of the “corpse” was given
“to the ferry master by the inspector.
- In a few minutes the boat started across the Niagara
" River.
" At the same moment a little steam launch, containing
several men, shot out from a nearby lumber yard and
- passed ahead of the boat.
", The inspector went into the cabin, the detectives re-
“mained with the team.
"“] shall drive rather slowly,” said Old King' Brady to
the inspector when they went off the boat. “You had
| hetter go ahead.”
This waa done, and when the wagon reached Ah Gow’s
. the inspector was wailing at the door.
The supposed Ong Sing, however, had disappeared.
v’ “Where’s the Chink ?” demanded the inspectar suspici-
~.ously.
“He got off. Said he would be along in a few minutes,”
veplied Old King Brady. “You are to wait.”
- The inspector swore,
It was no time to stand talking in the street, however.
Ah Gow‘came out and also the shirt iromer.
The block was deserted.
.';v\. ome one was liable to come along at any moment,
3 however )
= 'So they hustled the box in. :
" Old King Brady retreated 1mmedlatgly
Mounting the wagon he drove around the corner.
‘Here he stopped and whistled twice.
. The spet wan a lenely ene.
It was a region of factories and lumber yards.
Suddenly six men slid out from behind a fence.
Then the supposed Ong Sing appeared.
, At the same moment, crossing the street, Dr. Ranlett
- was seen with a young lady leaning on his arm.
" “Good, good! We are all here!” exclaimed Old King
- Brady.’ “Mr. Maxwell, let one of your men take sharge
- of this wagon.” ‘
“Tt shall be done, Mr. Bmdy," the Buffale deteetive re-
phed
“Excuse us a minute,” sald the eld detective.
- With Young King Brady he stepped behind the fence.
‘When they appeared a minyte later they were in theu'
usual dress.
“Msy I go'fow, Brady?” asked Dr. Ronmlétt. .
-“You may; and many thanks!” was the reply.
~The doctor. jumped on the wagop and drove off:

*You know your cue, Maxwell,” sald the detective;
“two in front.” “

“All right,” said the Buffalo detectlve .

With two of his men he went on down the street.

The other two followed the detectives and Miss Oliver.

“Oh, I am:so frightened !” murmured the Boston girl.-

“Take my arm, my dear young lady,” the detective’
replied.

“Have you seen Henry?” asked Miss Oliver as they
walked along. o

“Oh, yes; and you will see him in a minute.
courage. It will soon be over now.”

When they reached Ah Gow’s the place was dark.

“Ready!” breathed Old King- Brady, putting his
shoulder to the door.

It went in with a crash.

In three seconds the back room behmd the red curtain
was full of men.

The Canadian inspector was in the act of piling the
opium en a table when Qld King Brady pounced upon
him.

“Pinched! Pinched at last!” gasped the crook.
I know you! I suspected you from the first!” .

He reached for a revolver, but the detectives caught him
and Old King Brady snapped the handcuffs on his wrists.

“No go! The game is up! We have you dead to
rights, my friend ! said the old detective sternly.

“Where’s Ah Gow?" he asked then.

“In the joint,” growled the inspector, pointing to: the
open trap-door.

“Come, Misg Qliver,” said Old Klng Brady, “now is
eur time,”?

. Passing by the secret way, capturing the guard and

hurstmg in amang the frightened dope fiends in the main
joint, the Bradys and the Boston girl penetrated to the
private room,
"~ Ah Qow was in the act of drawing the curtain before
the alcove, beside whieh, en a Turkish stool, was an
oplum layout ready for Henry Trask when he should
awake. 0 .

“There he lies, you see, Miss Qliver!” said Old Kmo
Brady, throwing back the curtain. - “Will you belleve me
now ?”

At the same instant Ah Gow pressed the elec‘gnc bell.

Miss Oliver screamed and drew. back.

“Tt is enough |* she cried. “Henry is an opmm ﬁend!
I have done with him forever!” R

0ld King Brady collared Ah Gow.

At the same instant the window flew up and Detective
Maxwell and his two eompanions sprang in.

Have

“Ha!

“Take charge of this Chink’and everybody in this

place!” cried 0ld King Brady.
Sing!”
They flew into the other roem and up the stairs.
Ong Sing lay as Young King Brady had left him.
“There ia the King-ef the Opium Ring!” eried Young
King Brady. “And, by his own confession, the man who :

“Now, Harry, for Ong

‘aut off Dr. Patniore’s head !”
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A little Jater Ah Gow, Ong Slng and every one else in

the oplum joint was rounded up in the police station.
Henry Trask had to be taken in a carriage, of course.
Next day was a busy one for the Bradys.
The inspector, Barker, the undertaker, Ah Gow, Ong
Sing and the oplum were turned over to the Secret Ser-
vice men.

Among Ong Sing’s papers found in hlS big pockets was
a list of the opium ring.

JImmediately the telephone was set to work, and before
night every one was in custody—some twenty altogether.

It was Dr. Ranlett who translated the paper for the
police.

Richard Ronalds made a confession in jail.

It was he who killed Dr Patmore. Ong Sing removed
the head.

The doctor followed him on from Boston, and, coming to
his stateroom, demanded a share of the stolen cash.

Henry Trask .was completely exonerated of all part
in the crime. ;
~ His only failing was opium smoking.

Once under the influence of the drug Ronalds could
handle him as he pleased.

That night Richard Ronalds cut his throat in his cell
with a knife he had in some way managed to conceal.

Miss Oliver and Henry Trask disappeared mext day.

Later the Bradys heard that they had been married and
went away together.

What finally became of them they mever knew.

Dr. Ranlett completely reformed.

With 01d King Brady’s assistance he published his great
work on the use of opium which became a text book in
medical colleges.

For their work for the Government the Bradys were
well rewarded.

The Metacomet Bank of Boston treated them very lib-
erally, too.

Ong Sing and his confederates all went to prison, as
did the undertaker and the crooked inspector.

And thus ended the great case of THE BRADYS AND THE_

Orrom Rive.
THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS ON THE GRAND CIRCUIT;
OR, TRACKING THE LIGHT-HARNESS GANG,”
a story of the trotting turf, which will be the next number
(171) of “Secret Servme ” ‘

”
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“HAPPY DAYS.”
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Weekly Story
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and curious games of cards.

These Books Tell Yon Everything!

~ L.COUPLETE SFT IS & REGULAR ENCTCLOPEDIA!

Each book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated cover.
Most of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that any

rhild can thoroughly understand them.
wentioned. .

Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjects

THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL, TO ANY ADDRESS
FROM»THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVHE
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N. Y.

, SPORTING.

No. 21, HOW TO HUNT AND FISIL—The most complete
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
structions about guns, hunting ‘dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
together with descriptions of game and fish.

No. 26. HOW T0O ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully

Hiustrated: Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
Fuil instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
- No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE, AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
A complete treatise on the horse. Deseribing the most useful horses
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
diseases peculiar to the horse,

1+ No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy

book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fuvlly illustrated.
By C. Stansfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING.
- No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—
Containing the great oracle of human destiny ;+algo the true mean-
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
i A complete book.

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
from the little child to the aged man and woman. "This little book
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
and unlucky days, and “Napoleon's Oraculum;” the book of fate.

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
kuowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
Book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell
the fortune of your friends. ) . .

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of the lines of the
hand, or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret df telling future

ents by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated, By A.

nderson.

- ATHLETIC.

‘No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full iny
“struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good,

althy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
hecome strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
ib this little book. .

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ-
ent positions of a good boxer.  Every boy should obtain one of

Tell your own fortune.

“these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box

ithout an instructor. ) . .
v Nc?. 25. HOW. TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Emibracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
A bandy and useful book, L . .

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword : also instruction in archery.
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
positions in_fencing. A complete hook.

No. 61. HOW TO BECOME A BOWLER.—A complefe manual
of bowling. Containing full instructions for playing. all the stand-
srd American and German games ; together with rules and systems

- of ‘sporting in use by the principal bowling clubs in the United

By Bartholomew Batterson.

TR.CKS WITH CARDS. N
No. 51.*HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
sleight-af-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
specially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. With illustra-

Biates.

- tions.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em-
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il-
Justrations. By A. Adderson. . . .

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurers
epd magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

R
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o MAGIC.

No. 2, HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic-and
card tricks, containing full instruction of all the leading card tricks
ot the dz}y, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of thus book,
as it will both amuse and instruct. .

No., 22. HOW TO DU SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s second sight’
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explauung liow
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magic.an and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signais. The oniy?
authentic explanation of second sight.

No. 43. HOW T0O BECOME A .MAGICIAN.—Containing the
grandest assartment of aagical illusions ever placed berore the
public.  Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals.
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. )

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGII'T OF HAND.—Containing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Aiso contain-
ing the secret of second sight. Jully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing full
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. .

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO_BECOME A CONJURER.—Containing
tricks with Dominoes, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. )

No. 78. HOW TO DO TIIE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete_ description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.

IHlustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 20. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy
should know how inventions originated. This book explaing them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulies, magnetism, opties,
%)_nﬁugxatics, mechanics, ete., ete. The most instructive book pub-
ished. .

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together
with a full deseription of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE JMUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aeolian Harp, Xylo-
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon . Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.-——Containing

a description of the lantern. together with its history and invention. -

Also full directions for its use and for painting slides.
illustrated, by John Allen.

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks,
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.

No. 11, HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com-
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letrer
an(} w]l(x]en to use them; also giving specimen letters for both you:,
and old. - : .

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Civing
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.

No. 24, HOW. TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.—
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also giving sample letters for instruction.

No. 53, HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to vour sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to.. Every young man and every young
lady in the land should-have this book. .

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con-
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
alaltstb rules for punctuation ard composition ; together with specimen
etters. ' I

Handsomely
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: THE STAGE.

"~ No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. \Io amateur minstrels is complete without
this V\onderful little boo

.. No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—

Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
. and Irish., Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
“ ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK ML\'STI{EL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK. Every
boy should obtain this hook as it contains full instructions for of-
ganizing an amateur merle] troupe.

No. 3. MULDOON'S JOKES,—This is one of the most original
“jJoke books ever pubh\hed and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, ete., of
- Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtam a copy immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scem( Artist and Property Man. DBy a prominent Stage Manager.

80. GUS WILLIAMS JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est Jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
" colored cover containing a half-toné photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
. No. 16, HOVV TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN,—Containing
“‘full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved meihods for raising beautiful
N lﬂo}w]'sedxs at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
is
No. 30. HOW T0O COOK.—One of the most instructive hooks
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
- fish, game and oysters: also pies, puddings, cakes and all Tinds of
‘ paslt\ry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks.

. No. 37. HOW TO KEEP ITOUSE.—TIt contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
make almost amthmg around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
‘brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

S ELECTRICAL.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AXD USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
gceription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for making EFlectric Toys, Batteries,

etc. . By George Trebel, A, M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.
No. 64, HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAIL MACITINES.—Con-

taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many nevel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HHOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS. -—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. DBy A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
- No. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. By Harry
I\em.mi\ The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of inxtructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wondorful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest hook ever puh]ishud, and there's millions (of fun) in it.
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very '»1111.11»19 lirtle hook just published. A complete compendium
of games, Sports, card diversions, comic rec 1tat10ns, ete,, suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
mouey than any book published.
No. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
boolk, containing the rules and xeguhtlons of billiards, bagatelle,
_backgammon, croquet, dominoes, et
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE F()VI NDRUMS.—Containing all
_the le vimw conundrums of the day, amuamg riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.
No HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing FKuchre, Crib-

5D,

bage. C asmo, Forty-five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Doker,
Auetion Piteh. All Fours and many other popular games of cards,
N, 1 Il()\\' TO DU PUZZLES —(“nnmmmz over three hun-
dred ‘mteresting puzzles and conundrums with keyv to same. A
com}.-»te book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
ETIQUETTE.
Ne. 73, IIOW TO DO IT: OR., BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.

is a ;m at h.e sgeret, and one that overy young man desires to L\r‘on
all al)(mt There's happiness in it.
33, HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and eti-
v r“ of good society and the easiest and most approved methads
" wrrearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church
i the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
 Xa. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

: —(omammg the most popular selections in use, (‘omprmnv Dutch
dialect,-French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together

with many standard readings.
PRICE 10 CENTS

l

EACH, OR 3 FOR

No. 31. HOW TO BECOMLE A SI’EAKER.—Containing four-’
teen illustrations, giving the different positions reyuisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possible,

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de- . -
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best
sources for procuring information on the questions given. :

SOCIETY. )

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are -
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
handkerchief. fan, glove, parasol. window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy’
“1rhout one.

No. 4. HHOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
httle book just issued by Frank Tousey. Tt contains full instrue-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ballroom and at parties,
l;ow to dress, and full directious for calling off in all popular square
aances,

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to lme them made up.

No. 18, HOW TO BECOMIE BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little hooks ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.

No. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—ITandsomely illustrated and
contammg full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POU L'l‘lti PIGEONS AND
RABBITS,—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hings
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington

Keene,
50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANTMALS.—A valu-

No.
able book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting -
and preserving birds, animals and insects,

No. 4. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of mxs1ng, keepmg, .
taming, breeding and managing all kinds of pets: also giving fall
instructions for making cages, ete. Fully explained bv twenty-
eight illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind
ever published.

MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A usefu!l and in-
structive bool\ giving a complete treatise on chemlstry, also ex-
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry. and
directions for making fireworks, colored fires and gas balldons,
This book cannot be equaled.

No. 14, HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete handbook for

akmc' all kinds of candy. ice meam syrups, essences, etec. ete,

FRANK TOUSEY'S UNITED STATES DISTANCE
'I‘ALBLEq POCKET (‘O\IPA\IO\ AND GUIDE.—Giving the
official distances on all the railroads of the United States and
Canada. Also table of distances by water to foreign ports, hack
fares in the principal cities, reports of the census, ete., ete,, making
it one of the most complete and handy books pubiished. .

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won-
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
fz}n}ily. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con-
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsoniely illustrated.

No. 53, HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By 0ld King Brady,
the world- I\nm\n detective. In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for beginners. and also relates some adventures

and experiences of well-known detectives,
\'O

COME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
rding the ('amera and how to work it;
graphic Magie Lantern Rlides and other -
Handsomely illustrated. By Captain . De W.

. L4
. 620 HOW TO BECOMT A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADLT. f——( ontainine full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Ntudy, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, DPost
suard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shomid
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.

No. G3. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. —Complete in- -
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description

uo, TIOY TO BIC

of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a hoy

should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com-
piled. and written by Lu Ronarens, author of “How to Become g
West Point Militars Cadet.”

CENTS.,

o=

~d

Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
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SECRET SERVICE
OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES. ;
TS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY

LATEST ISSUES:

Ching Foo, the Yellow Dwarf; or, the Bradys and the Opium
Smokers.

The Bradys’ Still Hunt; or, The Case that was Won by Waiting.

Caught by the Camera: or, "The Bradys and the Girl from Maine.

The Bradys in Kentucky ; or, Tracking a Mountain Gang.

The Marked Bank Note; or, The Bradys Below the Dead Line.

The Bradys on Deck; or, The Mystery of the Private lacht.

The Bradys in a Trap; or, Working Against a Hard Gaug

Over the Line; or, The Bradys’ Chase Through Canada.

The Bradys in Society ; or, The Case of Mr. Bariow.

The Bradys in the Slums; or, Trapping the Crooks of the ‘“Led
Light District.”

Found in the River; The
Mystery. . N .,

Ththradys and the Missing Box; or, Running Down the Railroad
Thieves.

The Queen of Chinatown : or, The Bradys Among the “Hop™ I"lends.

TthBrudys and the Girl Smuggler; or, Working for the Custom

ouse.

or, Bradys and the Brooklyn Bridge

‘The Bradys and the Runaway DBoys:; or, Shadowing the Circus

Sharps.

The Bradys and the Ghosts; or, Solving the Mystery of the Old
Church Yard.

The Bradys and the Brokers: or, A Desperate Game In Wall Street.

The Bradys’ I'ight to a Finish: or, Winning a Desperate Case.

The Bradys’ Race for Life; or, Rounding Up a Tough Trio.

The Bradys Last Chance; or, The Case in the Dark.

The Bradys on the Road; or, The Strange Case of a Drummer.

The Girl in Black ; or, The Bradys Trapping a Confidence Queen.

The Bradys in Mulberry Bend ; or, The Boy Slaves of ‘Little Italy.”

ThePBl_'?dys‘ Battle for Life; or, The Keen Detectives’ Greatest
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TheMBraI(‘iys and the Mad Doctor; or, The Haunted Mill in the
arsh.

The Bradys on the Rail; or, A Mystery of the Lightning Express.

The Bradys and the Spy; or, Working Against the I’olice Depart-
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The Bradys’ Deep Deal; or, Hand-in-Glove with Crime.

The Bradys in a Snare; or, The Worst Case,of All.

The Bradys Beyond Their Depth; or, The Great Swamp Mystery.

The Bradys’ Hopeless Case; or, Against Plain Evidence.

The Bradys at the Helm ; or, the Mystery of the River Steamer.

The Bradys in Washington ; or, Working for the I’resident.

The Bradys Duped; or, The Cunning Work of Clever Crooks.

The Bradys in Maine; or, Solving the Great Camp Mystery.

The Bradys on the Great Lakes; or, Tracking the Canada Gang.

The Bradys in Montana; or, The Great Copper Mine Case.

The Bradys Hemmed In: or, Their Case in Arizona.

The Bradys at Sea; or, A Hot Chase Over the Ocean.

The Girl from London; or, The Bradys After a Confidence Queen.

The Bradys Among the Chinamen; or, The Yellow Fiends of the
Opium Joints.

The Bradys and the Pretty Shop Girl; or, The Grand Street
Mystery.

The DBradys and the Gypsies: or. Chasing the Child Stealers.

'L‘h\erIérfll(dys and the Wrong Man; or, The Story of a Strange
Mistake

The Pradys Petrayed; or, In the Hands of a Traitor.

The Pradys and Their Doubles; or, A Strange Tangle of Crime,

The Bradys in the Everglades; or, The Strange Case of a Summer
Tourist.
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Bradys Defied: or, The Hardest Gang in New York.

Bradys in High Life; or, The Great Society Mystery.
Bradys Among Thieves; or, Hot Work in the Bowery.
Bradys and the Sharpers; or, In Darkest New York.
Bradys and the Bandits; or, Hunting for a Lost Boy.
Bradys in Central Park; or. The Mystery of the Mall.

The Bradys on their Muscle ; or, Shadowing the Red Hook Gang.
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The Bradys at the Beach ; or, The Mystery of the Bath House.

The Bradys and the Lost Gold Mine; or, Hot Work Among the
Cowboys.

The Bradyys and the Missing Girl; or, A Clew Found in the Dark.

The Bradys and the Banker ; or, The Mystery of a Treasure Vault.

The Bradys

Case.
The Bradys and Bad Man Smith; or, The Gang of Black Bar,
The Bradys and the Veiled Girl; or, Piping the Tombs Mystery.
The Bradys and the Deadshot Gang; or, Lively Work on the
Frontier.
The Bradys with a Circus; or, On the Road with the Wild Beast .
Tamers. .
The Bradys in Wyoming ; or, Tracking the Mountain Men. -
The Bradys at Coney Island; or, Trapping the Sea-sideCrooks.
The Bradys and the Road Agents; or, The Great Deadwood Case.
The Bradys and the Bank Clerk; or, Tracing a Lost Money
Package.
The Bradys on the Race Track; or, Beating the Sharpers.
The Bl(-iadys in the Chinese Quarter; or, The Queen of the Opium
Fiends.

The Bradys and the Counterfeiters; or, Wild Adventures in the
Blue Ridge Mountains. R
The Bradys in the Dens of New York; or, Working on the John

Street Mystery.
The Bradys and the Rail Road Thieves; or, The Mystery of the
Midnight Train.

1 The Bradys after the Pickpockets; or, Keen Work in the Shop-

ning Digtrict.
The Bradys and the Broker; or, The Plot to Steal a Fortune.
The Bradys as Reporters; or, Working for a Newspaper.
The Bradys and the Lost Ranche; or, The Strange Case in Texas,
The Bradys and the Signal Boy; or, the Great Train Robbery. -
The Bradys and Bunco Bill; or, The Cleverest Crook in New
York.
The Bradys and the Female Detective;
Customs Inspectors.

or, Leagued with the

The Bradys and the Bank Mystery; or, The Search for a Stolen ..

Million.
The Bradys at Cripple Creek; or, Knocking out the “Bad Men.”
The Bradys and the Harbor Gang; or, Sharp Work after Dark.
The Bradys in Five Points; or, The Skeleton in the Cellar.
Fan Toy, the Opium Queen; or, The Bradys and the Chinese
Smugglers.
The Bradys' FPoy PPupil; or, Sifting Strange Evidence.
The Bradys in the Jaws of Death; or, Trapping the Wire Tap-
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The Bradys and the Typewriter; or, The Office Boy's Secret.
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Th_&' Blgadys and the House of Mystery; or, A Dark Night's
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The Bradys after the Grafters; or, The Mystery in the Cab.

The Bradys and the Cross-Roads Gang; or, tne Great Case in’

Migsouri.

The tBradys and Miss Brown; or, The Mysterious Case in So-
ciety

The Bradys and the Factory Girl; or. The Secret of the Poisoned
Invelope. ’

The Bradys and Blonde Bill;
Lane.

The Bradys and the Opium Ring; or, The Clew in Chinatown.

or, The Diamond Thieves of Maiden
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