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"There they are! Those are the Bradys! They have come at last!" screamed the woman, excitedly;
and as she pointed a mob of Chinamen came rushing out of the extension dopr,

some armed with old swords and some with clubs.
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The Brady $ and the Hop-Hitters
OB,

Among the Opium Fiends of 'Frisco.

BY A NEW YORK DETECTIVE.

CHAPTER I.

CALLED TO CALIFORNIA.

The twinkling lights of San Francisco loomed up over a
wide stretch of territory, forming a fairy picture only to be
appreciated and understood by those who have lived in that
most remarkable of cities, the great and ever-growing me-
tropolis of the Pacific coast.

The two gentlemen who stood on the front of the Oak-
land ferryboat watching the lights had been in Frisco many
times, but still neither ever claimed permanent residence
there, and the younger of the-pair was trying to figure out
the full meaning of the lights.

This young man was dressed up to the minute, but the
get-up of his elderly companion was a century behind the
times.

He wore a long blue coat rigged out with flat brass but-
tons, a high-standing collar, an old-fashioned stock, and,
to crown all, an ancient white felt hat with an unusually
wide brim.

Such a description particularly fits a man whose fame
now extends all over the United States.

We refer to Old King Brady, the detective.
In short, these were the Bradys.
Old and Young King Brady, or "Harry," as the old

detective's partner and pupil is named, were back in Cali-
fornia again on a special call.

The month was September, the year shall be nameless,
the hour was 11 p. m., and the detectives, wearied with
their long ride across the continent, were anticipating a good
night's rest before looking up the matter which had again
brought them out to the Pacific coast.

"What are you thinking about, Harry?" asked Old1

King Brady, after a long silence, as the ferryboat made her
way among the shipping in the harbor.

"I was trying to locate those lights, Governor," was the
reply, "and I confess I am finding myself pretty well mixed
up."

"That ought not to be, seeing that you have been here a
number of times before. Those high lights on the right
are the houses on Telegraph Hill; those next on the left are
on Russian Hill, or 'Rooshan,' as the old-time Friscans per-
sist in calling it. There, as I point, lie the lights of Nob
Hill, where the descendants of the old bonanza kings are
supposed to reside, although as a matter of fact most of
them now make headquarters in New York. Next* beyond
that "

"Oh, I know all that, Governor. It's the lights in the
big buildings which are puzzling mle."

"Oh, that's a different part of speech. These skyscrapers
are springing up here almost as rapidly as they are in New
York, and I, who once knew San Francisco so well, don't
pretend to keep track of them. Do you know, in old times
people out here were horribly afraid of tall buildings on
account of earthquakes, but they don't seem to mind them
a bit now; but look here, let us study our neighbors for a
minute. Do you remark that melancholy looking young
man looking over the rail on our right ?"

"Why, yes; but what is there peculiar about him?"
"Two things."
"He looks pale and sickly; beyond that I can see nothing

unusual in his appearance."
"Is it so? Brush up your powers of observation a bit.

I Imagine that we were on this young man's track; that we
I had his photograph to go by, what would be the first pecu-
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liarities you would light upon in his appearance? You need
not be afraid of looking at him closely. He is deeply lost
in thought."

"Oh, I see now," replied Harry, leaning forward a little
in order to get a better look at the young man's face. "Al-
though his hair is brown he has a patch just above his right
eye which is decidedly yellow, and by the way. your eyes
are pretty good to see that under his hat in this uncertain
light"

"My sight is still good, thank heaven, and his hat is
pushed back an inch beyond the line of his hair."

"All the same I should not have noticed it. Governor.'1"
"Your powers of observation need considerable cultiva-

tion yet. Well, and the others?"
"I give it up. His pale face has the yellowish tinge of

an opium smoker, but you have often told me that such a
color is often due to disease."

"Quite so, Harry; nevertheless, that fellow is an inveter-
ate opium smoker."

"You see something else."
"And you have forgotten part of your lesson. Don't you

catch the redness around the eyelids? That is the siire
sign of a hop-fiend."

"I do see it now that you direct my attention to it/" said
Harry, "but I did not sec it before."

"Keep it in mind. Such points are to be remembered in
our business. But here we are coming into the slip. Onc^
more in Frisco, and 1 am wondering what sort of a case we
have to deal with."

As often happens, the Bradys did not even know why they
had been called to California.

They had received a letter from one of the richest bankers
in the city, enclosing a draft for $500 as a retainer, and re-
questing that they call at his office with the least possible
delay.

As the man's reputation was world-wide, and his check
good for millions, the detectives had not hesitated to re-
spond, and now, having made the quickest time possible
across the continent, they were ready to begin business next
day.

But, as it often happens with the detectives, they were not
to be allowed even a night's rest.

Old King Brady usually stops at the Lick House on
Montgomery street when in San Francisco.

They took a cab at the Oakland ferry, and drove directly
to the hotel.

The clerk at the desk, to whom they were both well
known, greeted them cordially.

"Glad to see you, gentlemen," he said, "and I have
reserved rooms for you; but I am afraid you won't have a
chance to occupy them just yet."

"How is that?" inquired Old King Brady. "Have they
still to be vacated?"

"Oh, it isn't that," replied the clerk. "Of course, I have
no idea why you are here, but I have just received a tele-
phone message from John Aylsford, the banker, asking if
you had arrived. I told him that you had wired for rooms

from Reno, and he directed me to say that his carriage
would call for you at eleven o'clock, and would you please
come directly to his house if you were not too much fa-
tigued."

"And it is ten minutes to eleven now," said Old King
Brady, glancing at the clock behind the desk.- "1 suppose
there is no help for it, but I did want to get a night's sleep."

And thus it happened that the Bradys had no more than
time to visit their rooms and wash np than the banker's car-
riage was announced.

The detectives were driven to the Aylsford mansion on
California street, which, as everybody knows., is one of the
show houses of San Francisco.

They were at once shown into the banker's library, where
they were received by a stout, bald-headed man of pom-
pous appearance, who made an effort to appear cordial, but
without very much success.

"Be seated, gentlemen," he said. "Permit me to r ing for
wine and cigars. 1 must apologize for calling you hero at
such an hour, but the fact is I am so troubled and anxious
that I am unable to sleep* and 1 thought you would have
no serious objections to receiving your instructions over
night. It will save time."

"It is all right, Mr. Aylsford," replied Old King Brady.
"Never mind the refreshments. Proceed with your business
at once, if you please."

"The case concerns my only son, Arthur,'' said Mr. Ayls-
ford, as the detectives seated themselves. "He has been
missing now for three weeks, and under very peculiar cir-
cumstances. The best detectives in San Francisco have
been working on the case, but they seem to make no head-
way. You have been highly recommended to me by a party
with whom I am intimately acquainted, who does not care
to have his name mixed up in the matter, therefore I sent
for you. From the fact of you being here I presume you are
ready to undertake the case."

"We are ready to hear what you have to say," replied
Old King Brady. "Our decision will come later. Proceed,
please."

"It is this way," continued Mr. Aylsford. "My son has
been educated at Harvard College: he is twenty-two years of
age, and about a year ago became my partner. I am a plain
man, Mr. Brady, and not one of those fools who persists in
deceiving himself with the idea that his own geese are swans.
Arthur was never a bright proposition. He is vain, stupid,
nervous, easily led by others, and an inveterate cigarette
smoker. He failed in all his studies, and was not able to
pull through college. I had to take him away, for he would
never have graduated. I have tried to make a banker of
him, but he has proved himself as dull at that as at every-
thing else. You are following me, my dear sir?"

"Closely, Mr. Aylsford. Proceed."
"Such are Arthur's bad qualities, but like most of us he

has his good side as well. He is strictly honest and plod-
ding, always trying to learn, and greatly troubled over his
failures. He is truthful to a fault, and—well, there is no
need of saying any more. The boy is a failure, and he knows
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it. Still, his mother is dead, and he is my only child, and "I have frequently questioned him, and he always denied
I am half insane over his disappearance. To make matters that he did."
worse, a hundred thousand dollars in cash vanished with! "Can it be possible that he went a step beyond the cigar-
him, which I naturally would like to get back if it isn't
too late, as I have no doubt it is."

"And such are the outlines of your case, sir," said Old
King Brady, as the banker paused. "Now, fot the details,
please."

"The details are so simple that it will take but A. moment

ettes, and smoked opium in the Chinese joints?"
"Such a thing has never occurred to me. There were

times when he was dull and drowsy, but I never thought of
attributing it to anything but the cigarettes and his gen-
eral dislike for business."

"It is a matter to be investigated. Have you a picture of

to tell them," replied Mr. Aylsford. "One afternoon just >'olir fonr

before the close of business, about three weeks since, we had
certain notes to meet at the Bank of California in con-
nection with a stock transaction which need not be de-
scribed. Instead of sending a draft, as is usual, I sent Ar-
thur around with the cash, for special reasons. He never
reached the bank. He has not yet returned, nor have I
heard from him directly, yet I have every reason to believe
that he is alive, for he has been seen by three different per-
sons on. the street. Of course, I met my notes with other
money, and that very much to my inconvenience. I want
my^ son, and I want iny money, so there you are. As neither
the local police nor .detectives could find him I sent for
you."

"Who are the parties who saw him?" inquired Old King
Brady. •

"He was seen first about three days after his Disappear-
ance by one of my clerks who was riding on a Pacific street
cable car. Arthur had just turned out of Dupont street.
The clerk jumped off the car, but Arthur had vanished be-
fore he reached the sidewalk. Where he went to the clerk
was not able to tell."

"And his next appearance?"
"He was seen at the Poodle Dog restaurant with a stylish

looking woman much older th$n himself. A business ac-
quaintance of mine who was not aware of his disappearance
saw him, and mentioned the fact casually to me next day."

"He did not speak to him?"
"He bowed, and Arthur returned the bow, that is all."
"And his last appearance?"
"I heard of that through a friend. It is claimed that he

was seen in Chinatown late at night with the same woman.
Of course I cannot vouch for the truth of that."

" These matters will bear looking into later. We will take
your case, Mr. Aylsford."

"Thank you. I can only hope that you may meet with
more success than our local sleuths have been able to do."

"And now a question or two. Is your son a dissipated
person ?" ..

"I never knew him to be under the influence of liquor,
although he was out nights invariably, and often to a late
hour. So far as I know his only dissipation was in the
matter of cigarettes."

"Which in itself is serious enough to turn his brain."
"Indeed, yes. I tried my best to make him abandon the

habit, but it was no use."
"Did he gamble?"

"'Right here, ready for you," replied Mr. Aylsford, open-
ing a drawer in a handsome desk.

Old King Brady started as he glanced at the picture.
He passed it to Harry, who gave a slight exclamation.
"You seem to be surprised, gentlemen," said Mr. Ayles-

ford, excitedly. "What does this mean?"
"One or two questions more, Mr. Aylsford," said Old

King Brady. "Had your son an unusually pale face?"
"He had."
"Was there a redness-about his eyelids?" *
"Yes, yes!" • . .
"And his hair, is it brown with a patch 01 yellow over the

right temple?"
"It is so! You have seen the boy!"
"To-night on the Oakland ferryboat," replied Old King

Brady, "and let me tell you one thing, Mr. Aylsford, your
son hits the hop beyond the shadow of a doubt."

CHAPTER II.

AN ADVENTURE IN CHINATOWN.

Mr. Aylsford was greatly disturbed at the revelation
made by the Bradys.

" What a pity you did not know of my case in advance!"
he exclaimed.

"It is indeed," replied Old King Brady. "If you had
only gone into details and enclosed this photograph in your
letter, in all human probability your son would now be in
this house."

"It is too late to report it. You think you will be able
to find him? You feel sure you are making no mistake?"

"Of the last I am positive. I recognized in this young
man a heavy opium smoker, and particularly called my
partner's attention to the fact. As for finding him, I see
no reason why he should not be found if he is still in the
city, as I have no doubt is the case."

" It is queer that you should come here with a clew when
our San Francisco detectives have been able to make nothing
out of the matter."

"It is accident,, purely. Has your son's disappearance
been noticed in-the papers?"

"Not yet. I have so far managed to keep it out of the
papers, and a pretty penny it has cost me."

"It is generally rumored around town, however?"
"I think it likely."
"At the bank?"
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"He is supposed to be in New York. When my clerk'
came to me with the story of having seen Arthur on Dupont
street I laughed at him and so turned it off."

"I think we have covered the entire ground," said Old
King Brady. "We will go right to work."

"I wish you would. I trust you will begin to-rnorrow
morning, gentlemen."

"We shall not wait.f or morning. We have already begun,
and we shall continue«our work to-night," replied Old King
Brady, and a few moments later the detectives withdrew.

Mr. Aylsford had offered the detectives his carriage tu
take them back to their hotel, but the offer was declined, the
Bradys preferring to go by themselves.

As they walked down California street hill Harry asked
the old detective if he was really intending to go right into
the case at that late hour.

"I am, and for reasons," replied Old King Brady. "Night
is our time for this sort of a case. If we are right in our
guess, and the young man we saw on the Oakland boat was
really Arthur Aylsford, then he is probably hitting the
hop in some joint at the present moment."

"And you intend to make the rounds of the joints?"
"You anticipate my explanation, but you have not hit

the truth. I may do that incidentally, but my real purpose
is to try and get on the track of the woman who is undoubt-
edly at the bottom of the whole business, and for that I
shall have to use you as the bait."

"I am willing^ providing you don't hurt too much put-
ting me on the hook."

"My intention is to have you make up like this young
hop-hitter, and parade you through Chinatown."

"Expecting to have the woman pounce upon me. More
likely it will be one of these Frisco sleuths who are trying
to run this case."

"In which event you will have to turn them off. But
what do you think of the plan?"

"I think it is one which is very likely to lead to some
interesting adventures."

"And end in our discovering our man."
"I am not so sanguine about that; but do as you like,

Governor; there is no kick coming from me."
The Bradys walked on down to Stockton street, and

turning aside there entered a small cigar store which still re-
mained open.

An old man with a horrible wart on his nose sat behind
the counter smoking a pipe with a case full of cigars before
him. 7

He sprang up at the sight of Old King Brady, and held
out his hand across the showcase.

"Mr. Brady, I'm delighted to see you!" he exclaimed.
"When did you strike Frisco? How kind of you to look
me up!"

"How are you, Mandsley?" replied the detective, shak-
ing hands. Just hit the town to-night. I happened to
think of you because I need help to disguise this young man
in a peculiar way, and all the regular costumers must bej

closed; but even if they were not I don't believe they could
do me very much good."

Harry stood listening, thinking that there was simply
no end to the acquaintance of his chief.

It was invariably so in every city in which they found
themselves.

Old King Brady's friends, indeed, seem to be endless.
It is one of the old detective's peculiarities that he seldom,

alludes to these people.
When Harry turned out of California street into Stock-

ton, he had no idea where Old King Brady was heading
for.

And now here was a new one. What could this ancient
tobacconist know about disguises, Harry asked himself. He
was soon to learn.

"Your son, Brady?" asked Mr. Mandsley, shaking hands
with Harry.

"No; my partner and pupil."
"Glad to meet you, young man. Gentlemen, won't you

smoke?"
Cigars were then produced, and Old King Brady ex-

plained.
Producing the photograph he handed it to Mandsley,

saying:
"We are tracking this young man. It is part of my

programme to have Harry made up to look like him. It is
little beyond my skill for reasons* You see this peculiar
shading of the hair over the right temple. Well, that is
because the original of this picture has a yellow lock in a
brown head of hair. Can that be done?"

"Easily."
"Another point. The fellow is a hop-hitter. His skin

has the usual parchment yellow hue; his eyelids have
the red tinge. Those points I could manage myself, but
when it comes to the yellow lock I am not in it, I fully
admit," ^

"I can help you out," said Mandsley. "How about the
clothes?"

"Those the boy has on will do. His coat is so arranged
that it can be made to assume several different appearances.
I'll attend to that."

"And attend to the store, too, for a few minutes. I'll slip
inside and see what can be done."

Mandsley vanished behind a curtain.
"Now, who on earth is this fellow?" inquired Harry. "It

does seem as if there never was any end to your men ?"
"Used to be costumer for Edwin Booth years ago," whis-

pered the old detective. "He is a back number, of course,
but all the same he is one of the most expert men in his
line."

Mandsley soon reappeared with a brown wig in his hand.
Sure enough, the part which would rest over the right

temple was yellowish.
It certainly looked very much like the head of hair which

the detectives had commented upon on board the Oakland
ferryboat.

"How's that?" asked Mandsley.
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"It's all right," replied Old King Brady. "Off with your
hat, Harry, and try it on."

"Not just yet," said Mandsley. "Give it a moment to
dry. That patch of hair will hold its color for about twenty-
four hours, but no longer."

"It can be renewed, I suppose?"
"Certainly. Do you want me to make up the boy's face?"
"I wish you would."
Mandsley took Harry into the back room, leaving Old

King Brady to watch the store.
When they returned Harry's face wore the true opium

tint, and the redness about the eyelids was perfect.
"How do I look, Governor?" he asked.
"Most satisfactory," replied Old King Brady. "Take

the photo and compare yourself in the glass there."
* "It seems to be a perfect disguise."
"And it is. How much, Mandsley?"
"Not a cent. That's an old wig I happened to have on

hand. I'm not in the business now, as you very well
know."

"When you say not a cent that don't mean not a dollar,
and here are ten."

"No, no!"
"Yes, yes, man. Say no more. If you want to get square

with me tell me what you used to bleach that fyair. That's
a new one on me."

"I swore I would never tell," said Mandsley. "I got that
receipt from the celebrated tragedian, Charles Fechter, dead
years and years ago. I won't tell you, but I'll write out
the recipe. It may come handy to you; it will never be of
any further use to me."

The Bradys soon left the cigar store, and turned down
Dupont street.

Harry had so altered his dress that he now had a decided-
ly shabby look, which corresponded with the appearance of
the young man on the ferryboat.

"Now, then, you take one side of the street, and I'll
take the other," said Old King Brady. "Keep a sharp
lookout. It is probably too late to do anything to-nfght,
but something may come of this. If not we will try again
to-morrow night."

The Bradys parted at the corner of Sacramento street
and Dupont.

They were now in the very heart of San Francisco's
Chinatown, in comparison with which New York's China-
town is just nothing at all.

Here a population of some 60,000 Chinese is congregated,
the region embracing many blocks on Dupont, Stockton.
Pacific, Sacramento, Jackson, Clay, and other streets.

Things are not done here as in New York, where no Chi-
nese woman is ever seen on the streets.

In Chinatown, Frisco, the streets swarm with them.
They go about dressed much as the men are, only their

blouses are longer—every woman wears trousers here.
They never wear hats, however, and by this they can read-

ily be distinguished from the men, which, were it not for'
this and the fact that their hair is plastered out right and

left in great stiff wings adorned with tinsel and paper flow-
ers, would be rather difficult.

Every man is John, and every woman Mary.
Not until away along toward morning do the Marys and

Johns disappear from Dupont street, which was thronged
now.

The buildings on Dupont street are for the most part low.
old-fashioned structures built in the early days of Cali-
fornia.

Their fronts are gaily painted in gaudy colors, and abound
in balconies, above which paper lanterns are hung, and here
Chinamen can be seen seated in great numbers on warm
nights.

On the ground floor these buildings are all cut up into
little shops with huge upright signs in black and gilt beside
the% doors.

The interiors of some of these shops are most elaborately
fitted up and the Chinamen do plenty of business and get
rich.

At night they are particularly crowded, and many white
people visit them.

On this night, late as was the hour, Dupont street was
thronged.

It seemed to Old King Brady that something unusual
must be going on. He had never seen such a crowd.

All this, of course, made it very difficult to keep an eye
on Harry, who was strolling along on the opposite side of the
way, and he felt that it was very necessary for him to keep
his wits about him.

It is easy then to imagine Old King Brady's disgust when
he suddenly found .himself, seized by the arm, and turning
saw; a garrulous, light-braia«d fellow whom he had been
the means of placing on the detective force of the San
Francisco police some years before.

"How are you, Mr. Brady!" the man exclaimed. "I'm
right glad to see you. When did you strike town?"

"Excuse me, please!" replied the old ^detective, pulling
away. "I am working on a case. I shall miss my man."

He hurried on, but to his disgust found that quick as he
had been the mischief was already done.

Harry had vanished. He could see nothing of him on the
other side of the way.

Old King Brady tried it foV a minute only, and then shot
across the street, elbowing his way among the Chinamen,
who have a faculty of crowding the horse-way as well as
the sidewalks.

• It was too late! /
Find his partner he could not.
Old King Brady pushed on as far as Broadway street—

that thoroughfare whose name always proves so amusing to
New Yorkers—but still he could not locate Harry.

"It is too confoundedly bad," he muttered. "Some-
thing must have happened to turn him into one of the
joints, but which one?"

Old King Brady kept on, but he had about reached the,
end of the Chinese quarter in that direction.
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As lie crossed the street he saw a young man come reel-
ing up the steps of a notorious underground opium den.

"There he is now! Heavens! What can have happen-
ed?" he thought.

The young man reeled against the building, almost col-
lapsed, and stood there with his head hanging down.

Old King Brady was at his side in an instant.
As he threw his arm around him the young man fell heav-

ily against him.
Old King Brady with the other hand raised the head.
It was not Harry!
Instantly he saw that instead of the counterfeit he had

got the original.
He was supporting the young man whom he had seen

on the Oakland boat!

CHAPTER III.

HARRY AMONG THE HOP-HITTERS.

It was certainly a very fortunate thing that the Bradys
determined to tackle the case that night.

Circumstances had thrown Old King Brady right into
this case which had proved such a mystery to the San Fran-
cisco detectives, and Harry was destined to have a similar
experience.

While Old King Brady had mistaken the original for
the counterfeit for the moment, Harry had already been
mistaken for the orginal, which accounted for his sudden
disappearance from Dupont street.

It was all done in an instant.
As he was pushing his way among the Chinks someone

suddenly seized Harry's arm and dragged him into a little
Chinese shop, the nature of which could only be known to
the initiated, as the goods on the shelves were all wrapped
in colored papers.

There are many such shops in San Francisco's Chinatown.
and one often finds himself pretty well puzzled to know
what sort of business is being transacted within their
walls.

The person who had' thus captured Young King Brady
was a young man, tall, slender, and rather good-looking.
but with a generally dissipated air about him, which caused
Harry at once to put him down for a crook.

"Say, Arthur!" he whispered, while an aged Chinaman
behind the counter sat blinking at them through a pair of
huge spectacles, "where in thunder have you been? I've
been looking all over for you, and Fell is wild."

"Heavens! I've hit it off with a vengeance," thought
Young King Brady, as lie replied:

"Why, I was over in Oakland. I've been looking around
for you, old man."

"The deuce you have! Then you knew well enough where
to find me. You've been hitting the hop again, more than
likely. You said you wouldn't. If you ever expect to find
the money you will have to cut it out for one day at least."

"Well, I'm all right now," said Harry. "What about
it? What's doing, anyway?"

He was at a terrible disadvantage, and he knew it.
Secure in the belief that Old King Brady's eye was upon

him, he was trying to feel his way as best he could.
"WTiat's doing!" cried the man. "Have you forgotten

your engagement with Nell? Say, you're the worst! Actu-
ally, I believe you will forget your own name some of these
days."

Young King< Brady threw into his face a stupid look.
He had personated an opium fiend before, and he knew just
how it was done.

"Say," he replied, "you never spoke a truer word. My
memory is all gone. I'm a wreck. You will think I am
crazy when I tell you something—but no, I don't dare."

"Tell it,"
"No, no. I shall remember. It wi l l all come back to

me in a minute."

"Tell it, I say. We are talking at cross-purposes. We
want to get down to tacks."

"I can't remember your name>to save my life. Ha, ha!
Say, isn't that strange?"

It was a dangerous venture, and Young King Brady al-
most hesitated to try it.

The result, however, was gratifying enough.
"Well, I'm not surprised at that," was the reply. "You

have only seen me twice. Jack Judd. There! Now, don't
forget it again, for that makes the third time I've had to
tell you."

"Sure enough!" said Young King Brady. "Jack Judd!
Jack Judd! I'll say it over two or three times, and then
I'll not forget it again."

"I'm not so sure of that," replied Judd in a whisper.
"But say, have you remembered about the money yet?"

"Not yet. I'm beginning to think I never shall. I think
sometimes that the best thing I can do is to give it all up
and go home to my father."

"Don't think of such a thing!" whispered Judd, excited-
ly. "You'll be arrested as sure as you do it. You know
what you told me, that he told you that if he ever met with
any heavy loss through your forgetfulness he would go for
you just as though you. were a stranger. I suppose you
haven't forgotten that?"

"As though I could forget it, Jack!"
"Sure not! Have you been hitting the hop at all to-

night? Honest now."

"No."
"Come and have just one small pipe—you know where—•

and let it go at that."

"All right," replied Harry, resting on the assurance that
Old King Brady had already spotted them talking in the
little store.

Trouble was the old detective struck across Dupont street
further down.

But even if he had known Harry would have gone with
Jack Judd just the same.
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Taking such risks is a regular feature in the detective;
business, and is wholly necessary.

The point is to be prepared for the emergency; neither to
seek trouble nor to attempt to avoid it, but to be prepared
to strike with a strong hand in case trouble comes.

Jack Judd led the way out on to the street, and entering
at the hall door of the second house below, passed through
to the notorious China Alley.

This is the toughest -hole in Chinatown, and altogether
a dangerous place for whites who do not know the ropes.

Harry had been through China Alley many times before,
and knew all the regular opium joints well enough.

Still, such places are constantly changing, and when
Jack Judd turned in at a dark doorway Young King
Brady could not feel sure that this was not a new one on
him.

Most of the opium joints are in the basement, but instead;
of going downstairs Jack Judd went up two flights, rapping
in a peculiar way upon a door at the head of the second.

"Who is there?" called a voice inside.
"Open the door, Nell. Here's Arthur!" whispered Judd;

putting his mouth down to the keyhole.
There was a shuffling of feet heard inside, and in a minute

the door was opened by a woman of some thirty years of
age.

"Come in quick, boys!" she whispered. "There were
a couple of detectives prowling about here this afternoon,
and we can't be too careful. Arthur, you're a rascal! I
thought you had given me the shake altogether. Why don't
you say something! It seems to me you are dumber than
ever to-night."

She was a tall, queenly looking creature of perfect form
and considerable beauty of a certain sort.

Her dress was dark, and she wore a loose pink kimona.
and her hair was tumbled about.

Harry felt sure that she had not been alone in the room
when Jack Judd knocked.

He realized that his position was one of the greatest
danger, and that he could not be too careful what he said
and did.

What puzzled him most was to know why his voice had
not betrayed him.

It seemed most remarkable, but the woman seemed to be
no more suspicious than the man.

"Oh, I couldn't get round before," he replied. "It isn't
too late now, I suppose?"

"It is never too late for you, Arthur," replied the woman,
with a fascinating smile. "Won't you have a pipe? Sit
down; you don't seem to be making yourself one bit at home,
as you usually do."

"Do you know what I would like to have most of all.
Nellie?" Harry said, in a dreamy sort of way.

"No. What? Anything I have got to offer is yours, my
dear boy."

A nap. I'm almost asleep now."
you sinner! You have been hitting the pipe over in

That accounts for you being so dumb."

"Well, perhaps I have. Do you mind if I lie flown on
that lounge and take a sleep, Nell?"

"Not if you don't sleep too long. There isn't such an
awful lot of time—is there, Jack?"

"Oh, it's no use starting for an hour yet," replied Judd.
consulting his watch. "If he wants to have his sleep let
him. Chances are he has done hop-hitting enough for one
day." '

Harry flung himself down upon the lounge and closed
his eyes.

If he was expected to play dummy then he could do it to
the Queen's taste.

In a moment he was breathing regularly, and had every
appearance of a person asleep.

This was a shrewd move on Young King Brady's part.
He felt sure that these people would talk out freely before

him, and thus there would be some chance of learning some-
thing.

He was not deceived, but the third party, whom he fully
expected to see come on from an adjoining room, did not
appear.

Nell sat down in a rockingchair, and began rocking slow-

iy-
Jack Judd lit a cigarette, and seated himself by the table.
For some minutes neither spoke.
Harry, who was keeping a sharp lookout from the cor-

ner of one eye, knew that they were watching him.
"It is wonderful how perfectly I have fooled them," he

thought. "But can I be so sure? Well, I shall soon
know."

Nell broke silence at last.
"He's off, the little idiot," she whispered. "Now we can

talk. Thank heaven you got him, Jack."
"'It's the greatest wonder in the world that he didn't

fall into the hands of the detectives," said Jack. "Do you
know, I don't see how they ever came to miss him."

"Maybe they are not looking for him."
"They must be."
"Oh, I don't know about that. John Aylsford is a mean

old hunks. He may have grown tired of putting up lor
them."

" Oh, don't you fool yourself. Don't you suppose he wants
his money back even if he don't care anything about his
son?"

"Well, that's so, too. He must not be allowed to slip
through our fingers again in any case."

"I don't intend that he shall. Everything is ready. We
go down to-night."

"I'd rather see him hit a pipe or two. He may make
trouble."

"I don't believe he will. The more hop we give him the
less likely he is to remember what he did with the money,
and after all that is what we want."

"Did he say anything about it?"
"No."
"Did he tell you where he had been?"
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"Nothing more than that he had been over to Oakland.
I don't believe he knows himself."

"The little fool! All the same I'd get a divorce from
you and marry him to-morrow if I was sure he wasn't al-
ready cut off in his father's will. At the rate he has been
hitting the hop he won't live a month."

Jack yawned and threw out his long legs.
"What's the matter? Have you got the yen-yen, too?"

asked Nell, referring to the dreadful sensations which come
to the opium smoker after the effects of the pipe wears
off.

"I reckon I have," replied Jack. "What's the matter
with you and me having a pipe while we are waiting, Nell?"

"Nothing," replied the woman. "We'll do it. Don't
you think I'd better give him a pill?"

"No, I don't, I'm sure he will go without the least
trouble."

"Well, I'll take your word for it," said the woman, rising.
She opened the door of an adjoining room, and dragging

in a soft Persian rug, threw it down upon the floor.
Then, placing a pair of heavy pillows, she brought in an

opium layout, the lamp, the pipes, long pins—the "yen-
hok"—upon which the opium is held in the light of the
lamp, and the other necessary appliances.

Jack lit the lamp and Nell took a small lump of opium
from a little box and cutting off a small portion smeared it
upon a card.

They then 'threw themselves down upon the rug, and
Jack proceeded to roll the pill, and smearing it with the
yen-hok, held it in the lamp.

Young King Brady watched all these proceedings.
He was among the opium fiends of Frisco.
He knew, of course, {hat Jack Judd could be nothing less

than a crook.
Opium smoking seems to deprive one of all conscience.
There never was a confirmed opium smoker yet who would

not lie and steal.
"They are a pair of hop-hitters," Harry said to himself.

"I must be very careful. All the same this is great luck,
and if I play my cards right I ought to learn the whole
story of this missing boy before long."

Jack had now finished turning the pill in the light, or
"chying\" it, as it.is called. %

He placed it in the bowl of the opium pipe, and taking
a few long steady draws, passed the pipe to his companion.

Nell drew in upon it, and the room began to be filled
with the disgusting fumes of the deadly drug.

CHAPTER IV.

OLD KING BEADY, HAVING FOUND HIS MAN, HAS A HARD JOB

TO KEEP HIM FRO.M DYING ON HIS HANDS.

Old King Brady had made a lucky strike, but all the
same he had his hands full in more senses than one.

The young man seemed about to relapse into complete
unconsciousness.

Yet no one paid the least attention to the pair as they
stood there in the doorway.

Such sights are by far too common in Chinatown.
Old King Brady did not move.
With a strong hand he held up the sinking boy. watching

the passers-by.
In a moment a ragged colored boy came hurrying along.
The old detective immediately recognized him as one of

those degraded hangers-on of Chinatown, who run errands
for the denizens of the dives, the "low gow gui," as they
are called.

"Hist, boy! Look here a moment!" called Old King
Brady.

The low gow gui heard and came hurrying up.
"Gee! But hain't he got a load on!" he exclaimed.
"He's a load on me as matters stand, and I want to get

him into a cab," said Old King Brady. "Run down to
Portsmouth Square and call one, quick! There'll be half a
dollar coming."

"Can't," said the boy. "I'm on a job. I'll come in a
few minutes, though."

"A few minutes won't do. Let whoever you are running
for wait. You go for me and I'll make it a dollar."

"Know'd you would," chuckled the boy, and away he
went.

"Harry will have to take care of himself," thought Old
King Brady. "I do actually believe that this poor fellow
is dying. I must get him to Dr. Low Quong Tad as quick as
I possibly can."

Dr. Low Quong Tai is one of the noted Chinese physi-
cians of San Francisco.

His practice among his own race is enormous, and yet
he seldom leaves his office,, and then only for a large fee.

Many white people resort to him.
It is enough that his cures are many, whatever his meth-

ods may be. Old King Brady had known the old Chinaman
for years.-

The cab came and with the help of the low gow gui Old
King Brady got the now unconscious boy inside.

"Drive to Dr. Low Quong Tai's," was his order.
"You will hardly see him so late at night, mister," said

the driver. "Dr. Low Quong is getting to be an old man
now."

"He'll see me," replied Old King Brady, and so it proved.
Leaving the boy with the cab driver, Old King Brady

ascended the stairs at the corner of Jackson and Dupont
streets, and rapped loudly on a door.

A young Chinaman soon answered.
He spoke perfect English, and repeating the detective's

name two or three times, went into another room to report
to the doctor, who had gone to bed.

"He will see you, sir," said the Chinaman, returning.
"It is not for myself," replied Old King Brady. "I have

a young man in a cab below who is very sick. I want to
bring him up."
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"You can do so," answered the Chinaman. He smiled
and added:

"It is not everyone who could see the doctor at this time
of night."

Old King Brady hurried downstairs and with the help of
the driver got the young man up and upon a lounge in
the doctor's office.

"You can wait below," he said to the cabby. "I shall
want you again in a little while."

As the cabby went out by one door Dr. Low Quong Tai
came in at another.

He was a man far advanced in years, and after the cus-
tom of old Chinamen, wore a long, drooping mustache.

"How do, Blady," he said, extending his claw-like fingers.
"You comee Flisco again?"

"Here again, doctor," was the reply. "I've got a case
for you and it's a bad one, I am afraid."

"Too muchee hop?" inquired the doctor.
"I'm afraid so. Examine him, please."
Dr. Low Quon,g Tai made his examination of heart and

pulse just as any other physician would have done.
"He belly bad," he said. "Mebbe he die."
"Don't tell me that, Try your best to save him, and

you shall be well paid."
"Me try. If me no can sabe him den nobody can. Too

muchee hop. Him hop fliend dis long time. Look at him
eyes."

The doctor rolled back-the right eyelid, showing.the red-
ness or inflamed condition in which it was. c

"Who him, Blady?" he asked.
"I can't*tell you, doctor. I just picked him up in tlie

street." - ,--.
"Yes? Dlat was foolish. "Most likely him^no good."
Old King Brady made.no answer. ;
He was too anxious to have the doctor get down to busi-

ness to continue the conversation, for he also thought that
the chances were the boy was dying.

The doctor opened a glass case which occupied the whole
of one side of the room, and was filled with bottles and boxes,
each bearing a Chinese label.

He took down two bottles, one containing a bluish liquid
and the other a brown.

Pouring a small portion of each into a little porcelain
dish he stirred the mixture rapidly.

It assumed a watery appearance as he did so,, all color
vanishing.

/ "Hold up him head, Blady," he said, and he pried
open the boy's set jaws with his skinny forefinger and poured
the liquid down his throat.

"Ten minutes. Den we know," said the doctor.
And he went on to explain to Old King Brady that it

would take the medicine that length of time to act on the
heart, adding that if the dose failed he could do nothing
more.

But Dr. Low Quong Tai, as usual, proved himself a skil-
ful physician, for the dose did not fail.

In about the time named the boy broke out into a pro-

fuse perspiration, and the dector announced that he was
now safe.

A little later and he opened his eyes, sat up on the lounge.
and feebly asked for water, which was given him.

He then showed signs of drowsiness, and was about to
lie down when Old King Brady stopped him.

"You must come with me," he said. "Stand on your
feet, young man."

"I don't know you," was the reply. "Who are you, and
where am I?"

"This is Dr. Low Quong Tai's."
"Oh! Was I so bad?"
"You would have died but for the doctor."
"Is that so?"
"It certainly is."
"And who are you?"
"A detective."
Old King Brady showed his shield.
"Am I arrested?"
"That depends. I know you."
"Ah!"
"You will go with me quietly?"
"Oh, yes. I have not got strength enough to make any

resistance, even if I was so disposed, which I am not."
. "How many times have you hit the pipe to-night?"
"Oh, I don't know. A whole lot. I've been hitting it all

day."
"J-«You came very near putting yourself out of business."

:"Did I? Well, I shouldn't have cared if I had."
"Others might have cared."
"No." . -'; "
"I say yes. Put on your'ftat and come with me."
Paying the doctor's fee, 5ld King Brady with some dif-

ficulty got the boy downstairs and into the cab.
"Now, listen to me, Arthur Aylsford," he said, as they

started. "You want to brace up. I am going to take you
home."

"For heaven sake don't do that!" cried the boy, with sud-
den energy.

"And why not?"
"There are good reasons."
"You are Arthur Aylsford?"
"I don't deny it; but please don't take me home."
"Name your reasons."
"I can't do that. You are a stranger to me."
"My name is Brady. I am a detective employed by your

father to find you. The very best thing you can (Jo Is TO
confide in me."

Arthur was silent ?or a few minutes.
Meanwhile the cab was climbing Jackson street hill and

he seemed to suddenly become aware of that fact.
"Look here, Mr. Brady," he suddenly exclaimed. "I can't

go home yet. Take me somewhere else till we can have a
talk. You have saved my life all right, and I shall never
forget it. Complete your kindness by taking me to a hotel
till morning, anyhow."
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The old detective had already made up his mind to do
this.

The ordering of the cab in the direction of John Ayls-
ford's home was mere bluff on the detective's part* to see
how the boy would take it.

The finding of Arthur Aylsford had been an unexpected
streak of luck, but it was only half the battle.

Old King Brady had not forgotten the hundred thou-
sand dollars which had disappeared with the lad.

He wanted to get the money as well.
So the detective leaned forward and ordered the cabby to

drive to the Lick House.

Just as soon as Arthur found that their direction had
been changed and his mind grew easier, a drowsiness came
over him again.

Dr. Low Quong Tai had warned Old King Brady of this.
and he had also directed him not to interfere with the
lad, but let him sleep.

It was a hard matter to arouse him when they reached the
Lick House, but at last the old detective had the satisfac-
tion of seeing him safe in Harry's bed.

He had made no effort to question him.
Lighting a cigar, he seated himself by the window and

waited for Harry to return.

But morning began to dawn, and as yet no Young King
Brady.

Old King Brady, having finished his fifth cigar, had
dropped asleep for a few minutes, when he was suddenly
awakened by someone sayings

"Mr. Brady! Mr. Brady! Is that.you?"
He jumped up to find Arthur seated on the edge of the

bed, with a wild look in his eyes.

"I can't see you clearly," the boy cried. "I am half
blind. I've got the yen-yen to beat the band. If you don't
let me hit the pipe I shall go mad."

"'Lie down," said Old King Brady, soothingly. "Get
back into bed again. I'll fix all that."

He produced a box of pills which Dr. Low Quong Tai had
given him for the purpose, and administered two.

In a few minutes Arthur was perfectly calm, and fairly
clear-headed.

Now with the first effects of the opium upon him—for.
of course, the deadly drug found the principal ingredient in
the pills—he wanted to talk.

"Are you Old King Brady, the famous New York detec-
tive?" he asked, suddenly.

"I am that man."
"Did my father send all the way to New York for you?"
"He did. Your father is most anxious about you. He

wants you to return even if you have lost the money."
"Oh, the money! That's where all the trouble comes in."
Old King Brady said nothing. He was determined to

let the boy get at it all in his own slow way for awhile at
least.

\s for his attempting to escape. Old King Brady had

no such fears, for the unfortunate fellow was evidently s6
weak that he could scarcely stand on his feet.'

"Where did you run across me?" Arthur suddenly asked.
"You came reeling out of a basement hop-joint on Dupont

street near Broadway," replied Old King Brady.

"I don't know any such place."
"I can't tell you whose place it is, for it is a new one to

me."

"I have no recollection whatever of being there. Wag
I very bad?"

" So bad that if I had not understood your case you would
have died."

"You took me somewhere."
"To Dr. Low Quong Tai's."
"Was that the place?"
".Yes. Can't you remember being there?"
"I just barely remember it. I shall forget it pretty soon,

for I am forgetting everything now."

"That's the hop-hitting—it's killing you, my boy."
"I know it." *
"Why not cut it out before it cuts you out?"
"I can't."
"Go to a cure."
"I'm afraid."
"Of dying? You will be a dead man inside of a year if

you keep on so."

"What are you going to dq with me, Mr. Brady?"
"Help you to make it right with your father."
"That I can never do. You know about the money, I

suppose? He told you that I ran away with a hundred
thousand dollars and over, some three weeks ago—or is it
longer? I was told it was three weeks by somebody—I can't
remember who—I've lost all run of time."

"It is about three weeks. Yes, I know about the money.
Your father told me all."

Arthur burst out into a passionate fit of weeping, some-
thing which always occurs with opium fiends at the least
provocation.

"Oh, I'm ruined! I am ruined!" he wailed. "You
can't tell me. I know my father better than you do. He
Avill never forgive me—never in the world!'1

"He will forgive you and welcome you home, money or
no money. I am giving it to you straight. I am also wait-
ing to have you tell me what became of the money, Arthur.
Take your time."

"I can't tell you! Oh, I wish I could!"
"What do you mean? Did you lose it?"
"Oh, no! I hid it in a hop-joint. I know just where

I hid it, too, and I am sure no one can ever find it but
myself."

"Then for heaven sake, man, what's the matter with you?
Why don't you go and get it?" Old King Brady cried.

"Because I can't find the hop joint," groaned Arthur.
"I have looked for it everywhere, and I can't find it!"

These words were almost shouted.
Then once more Arthur Avlsford burst into tears.



THE BRADYS AND THE HOP-HITTERS. 11

CHAPTER V..
0

YOUNG KING BRADY'S TROUBLES.

V

To personate a hop-hitter as far gone as Arthur Aylsford
was is certainly a difficult undertaking.

Harry would have considered it even, more so than he
did if he could have seen Arthur Aylsford in Old King
Brady's hand just then.

As it was he lay there listening to the drone of the con-
versation between Jack Judd and the woman Nell.

Now, Young King Brady, as is well known, is as keen as
a needle, and it did \ not take him long to put this and that
together and come to a pretty shrewd understanding of what
all this was ahout.

The true state of the case was summed up in a few
words hy Arthur in his statement to Old King Brady that
he had left the money in some hop-joint, the location of
which he had forgotten.

Harry learned hy his listening that Arthur was well ac-
quainted with the woman Nell.

It appeared that Arthur had been wandering about from
joint to joint trying to remember in which one he had hid-
den the money.

He had confided his troubles to Nell, whom Harry took
to be Jack Judd's wife, and she in turn had done all she
could to revive his memory, finally telling Judd all about
the affair, which she had not done at first.

Together they had formed some definite plan, the na-
ture of which Harry could not make out, and in order to
complete it they needed Arthur's help.

It appeared that Arthur had been stopping in this wretch-
ed Chinese tenement with the Judds, but the day before
he had in some way given them the slip.

It took a great deal of ingenuity on Harry's part to piece
all this together, but by the time the talk ceased and Jack
and Nell fell asleep he felt that he had a fair understand-
ing of the situation up to date, but to his disgust they had
not dropped even an inkling of their plan except that it was
necessary for all three to go somewhere shortly after mid-
night, and that the arrangements for the trip were all
made.

•"I never could have fooled them if I hadn't caught both
half-doped," thought Young King Brady. "I must play
my game very carefully. I guess the Governor intends to
let me have full rope, but I can't say I have very much
hope that anything will come out of all this, though."

So Harry lay waiting when he could easily have.escaped.
At last he grew tired of lying there, so he stretched him-

self, got up, lit a cigarette, and began to walk about the
room.

The striking of the match aroused Jack Judd, but the wo-
man slept on.

"Hello! Are you awake!" he exclaimed.
"Yes, 1 am feeling better now," replied Harry. "How

is it with you? Did you enjoy your pipe?"

"Oh, it was good enough. I wish now I hadn't hit it.
though."

"And why?"
"It makes me dull and stupid. Say, have you remem-

bered about that money yet?"
"Not yet."
"Strange you can't recollect what joint you hid it in?"
"Well, I can't."
"Nell says you took out a piece of loose plaster from the

wall behind the bunk, and slipped the money in, putting
the plaster back again. You will excuse me if I say that's
a very unlikely story. Are you sure you remember that part
of it straight?"

"That's the way I remember it—I can't say any more."
"And yet you and Nell have visited every hop-joint in

Frisco. Trouble is you have smoked in them all, and now
you can't tell 'tother from which."

"That seems to be the difficulty."
"It's the blamedest strangest thing I ever heard of; but

say, we want to help you. I'm going to wake Nell up
now. She is going to carry out her promise. We will take
you to the swellest hop-joint in town."

"I'm ready. Where is it?"
"That's what I can't tell you." ,
"But I could never have gone to the joint if it is as secret

as all that amounts to."
"You might have drifted in there. According to Nell

you doped yourself pretty nearly to death that day. In fact,
you were just about dead when you came tumbling in here.
It's a wonder you came, you were so afraid of me then."

"You see, I didn't know you so well then, and I guess I
didn't know what I was doing, anyhow."

"You bet you didn't. If'Nell hadn't sent for a Chink
doctor to look after you, why, then you would have died
that night, all right, all right. But there's no use chin-
ning any longer. It is one o'clock now, and we start at half
past. I must wake up Nell and give her a show to get
ready."

It was a hard job to wake the woman.
When at last Jack accomplished it he led her into another

room, and Harry could hear the splashing of water.
"They are>just a pair of crooks," he thought. "If this

thing was straight and they were to get the money that
fellow Judd would put a knife into my back as quick as a
wink."

He made sure that the revolver in his secret pocket was
all right, for he felt that even as matters stood he could not
be too cautious in his dealings with these Judds.

Jack now went out, and soon returned, calling out to
Nell in the other room that the carriage was waiting for
them on Jackson street.

Nell now appeared, gorgeously gotten up, but Jack Judd
had not changed his clothes, which were shabby enough in
all conscience.

They passed through China Alley to Jackson street, and
were whirled away in a cab.

The woman'was very silent—indeed, she scarcely spoke,
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Jack talked races and baseball, trying to draw Young King
Brady out, but Harry followed Nell's example and held his
tongue.

They ran down Jackson street to Drum, where they got
out and walked to a wharf.

Here a handsome steam launch was lying.
The watchman on the wharf nodded to Nell, glancing

curiously at the two young men.
The woman took him aside and they talked in low tones

for a few moments, after which they went aboard the launch
which was in charge of a foreign looking fellow who wore
a duck yachting cap and a fancy raincoat.

The launch appeared to be the property of some rich
man,, and Harry was altogether puzzled as to where they
were going, for the man in the raincoat headed directly
across the bay for Sausalito, winding up at the foot of
extensive grounds well laid out, apparently the estate of
some wealthy man."

"Now, Arthur," said Nell, "you and I go ahead. Jack
will stop here with the launch. Mark the way we go well,
for you will have to come back by yourself, and in case you
are successful you know that it won't pay either one of us
to get mixed up. By the way, do you remember ever hav-
ing been in this place before?"

Nell put the question suddenly, and turned and faced
Harry in the moonlight.

"I can't remember anything much," Young King Brady
replied.

"Pshaw! Don't tell me that!" cried the woman. "I
know better! You owned up to me that you were a mem-
ber of the Dragon Club, and in- spite of what you said the
other day it is my belief that yon left the money here."

"Maybe I did. I can't remember." ;
"Of course you will know when you see the place. You

want to brush up your wits now."
"I shall recognize the place when we get there, I dare

say," mumbled Harry.
The situation was getting strenuous.
Young King Brady had never heard of this Dragon Club,

of which he was supposed to be a member.
"If I can't do any better I shall have to throw a fit or

something, and spar for wind," he thought. "I'm getting
into deep water, that's sure."

They soon came out from among the trees and shrub-
bery, which grew thick on the lawn, and beyond lay a small
but handsome house, standing alone and surrounded by
extensive grounds within a high stone wall.

Lights burned dimly in some of the windows, but for
the most part the house was dark.

"Now don't you recognize the place?" asked Nell.
"I think I do. Have you been here before?"
"I've told you that I have danced twice here at the club

smokers. You seem to be forgetting everything to-night."
"That's what I do, and I can't help it, either. You'll

have to pilot me. My head is all mixed up."
"It's a pity about your head. We are going to strike Mr.

Honey church, the steward. He is in my confidence. He

will let us go through the smoking room; the boys who are
here must all be deep in the dope by this time. When I
say we, I mean you, for of course it would not do for me*
t6 be caught in there."

More and more puzzled as to the proper course to pursue.
Young King Brady walked on in silence.

Nell led the way around to the rear of a house, and knock-
ed at the basement door, twice in a peculiar way.

"Now, Arthur," she whispered, "the idea is this: Honey-
church the steward is mashed on me. I've given him a yarn
about you which it would take too long to expjain, so I am
not going to try. You go right to the smoking-room and
see if I haven't brought you to the right place at last. If
so, then it is up to you to get the money and get out the
best way you can. Get right back to the boat and Fll soon
give Honey church the shake and join you. If I don't come,
and there is any reason for doing it, why you and Jack just
strike for my rooms and wait for me there. Have you got
all that into your stupid head, Arthur? Quick now, for
I hear my Honey coming to the door."

"Yes, yes," said Harry. "I understand, and I think this
is the place."

"I am positive sure it is, for I have traced you here," re-
plied Nell, hurriedly. "I know for an actual fact that you
came to the Dragon Club on the day you left the bank."

The conversation was now cut short by the opening of
the door by Mr. Honeychurch himself.

He bowed respectfully to Harry, hardly noticing Nell.
"Here he is, Honey," said the woman. "Now you do -

what I told you, and then come back here."
"This way, Mr. Aylsford," said-the steward, and Harry

followed him through a dark hall and up a flight of nar-
row stairs. -;

"You haven't been to see us lately, sir?" said Honey-
church, when they came out into a long, carpeted hall,
dimly lighted by a handsome hanging lamp.

"No," replied Harry, almost gruffly, acting on the idea
that he was supposed to be one of the members of the Drag-
on Club, whatever that might be.

"You will excuse me, sir, if I say you are looking very
bad," said Honeychurch. "I wouldn't hit the pipe very
heavy to-night if I was you; all the same you know your
own business, sir. I expect you will find the gentlemen all
asleep, but I will wake up little Charlie Chin to cook for
you, and Mrs. Judd will be ready to see you home when you
are through."

It was an immense relief to Harry to hear the steward
speak thus.

It showed him that there was no plot on foot against
him to be carried out in this house.

"My disguise must be perfect," thought Harry. "Even
this steward thinks I am Arthur Aylsford. That man
Mandsly has done his work wonderfully well."1

Honeychurch now opened a door, and Harry entered a
long room.

The description of what he saw—and it was most remark-
able—must be reserved for another chapter.
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At the first glance Harry knew that through Nell's in-
genuity he had been able to penetrate into a secret resort
of some of the high-toned opium fiends of Frisco.

CHAPTER VI.

AETHUR TELLS OLD KING BRADY ALL.

Both the Bradys were certainly making rapid strides in
their work on the Aylsford mystery.

So it sometimes goes with these famous detectives.
The Bradys have often been known to settle up a case

in a day or a night which has puzzled other detectives for
weeks.

Arthur Aylsford was laboring under the greatest excite-
ment, and Old King Brady felt that the first thing he had
to do was to get the boy calmed down.

He rang and ordered black coffee for two.
Strong coffee is the best-known antidote for an overdose

of opium or the after-effects of a long debauch with that
deadly drug.

He easily persuaded Arthur to drink the coffee, and after
the boy had swallowed both cups he declared that he felt
much better.

"Why, it is wonderful, Mr. Brady!" he exclaimed. My
head is really quite clear again. I wouldn't have believed
it. That must be wonderful medicine you got from Dr.
Low Quong Tai."

"It was probably mostly a preparation of caffeine, or the
essential oil of coffee," declared the old detective. "Have
you never heard that it was the proper thing to drink strong
coffee after too much hop?"

"Never!" • •
"Then your education has been sadly neglected. But

that's the way with you: young fellows. You go dipping
into these drugs without studying either their effects or
their antidotes."

"I never knew anything about it."
"Where did you learn to use the stuff?"
"In Chinatown, Boston, while I was a student at Har-

vard."
"You unfortunate boy! Instead of applying yourself to

your studies and trying to make your father some return
for the money he was spending on you, it seems that you
spent your nights in reckless dissipation, ruining your
health and wrecking your future. Take an old man's advice
and cut this out before it is too late."

"It is that now. I can't live without the hop."
"That is utter nonsense. Hundreds have been cured.

Put yourself in the hands of a specialist. Go abroad and
shake off your vile companions. Try to be a man."

Old King Brady talked at some length in this strain.
He finally exacted a promise from Arthur that he would

make the attempt.
By this time the boy tad become quite docile, and was

ready to do anything the old detective told him.

Breakfast was served in Old King Brady's room, and it
was while they were eating that the detective broached the
matter of the money again.

"Now we want to talk about that money," he said. "Tell
me the whole story without reserve."

"Well, I will," replied Arthur. "You see, it was this
way. I was trying to shake a certain woman with whom I
have been in the habit of smoking. I met her first in Hop
Toy's joint on Dupont street, but she and her husband
have rooms of their own, and I used often to smoke there.
So I had not been near her for a week, and I had not
touched the hop in the same length of time."

"Was this the longest time you had gone without the
stuff since you began smoking regularly?" inquired Old
King Brady.

"About the longest. I was almost wild for a smoke," re-
plied Arthur. "When father gave me that money to take
to the bank of California it seemed to me that I would
just go crazy if I could not smoke one pipe. I had not slept
a wink all the night before, nor much of any for several
nights. Once I got on the street the fit seized me stronger
than ever, and I yielded to the impulse and went around
to Hop Toy's. You see it was early in the afternoon, and
I was sure I would not meet many people there. I thought
I would just take two or three whiffs to quiet me down and
then go on to the bank. It was the most foolish thing
I ever did, for with that all my troubles began."

"And you went to Hop Toy's?" asked the detective.
"I did." ,
"In what shape was this money?"
"It was in drafts and bills. There were three drafts

amounting to ^ over sixty thousand dollars which we had
accepted, which of course makes my father responsible for
them. The rest was in hundred dollar bills."

"How were you carrying them?"
"I had the drafts and some of the bills in an old wallet

which I always carried. The rest of the bills were divided
into three packages, and I had them stowed away in different
pockets."

"Just so. Then what happened ?"
"Well, that's where I can't remember."
"Of course you smoked several pipes at Hop Toy's?"
"I must have. Anyhow, I went completely dopey, and

never got to the bank at all. Of course, I was horribly
scared when I came" to myself, for it was then midnight, so
I determined to stop where I was till morning, and then
make a clean breast of it to my father. I think I had
some idea of committing suicide after I had told him, but
I suppose I was too far gone to think clearly. Indeed, I
have not been able to do so since."

"Was the money safe then?"
"Oh, yes! It had not been disturbed. You see, I had

often smoked in Hop Toy's. No one would interfere with
me there."

"And you remained there until morning?"
"Now, that is where I begin to be mixed, Mr. Brady. I

just can't tell you how long I remained there, nor what
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happened afterward. The only thing I can recollect is
coming to my senses in some other joint and feeling that I
was probahly going to die. I was lying on a rug with the
opium layout at my side. I thought of the money, and feel-
ing for it discovered that it was still all right. Then my
eyes lit upon a point in the wall where there was quite a
piece of loose plaster which had slipped down out of place.
Someone must have kicked against the laths behind and
"broken them. I could have easy done it as I lay there.
It came to me that the best thing I could do was to hide the
money, so I pushed in the laths and broke them off. I put
my hand in through the opening and could feel that the
floor boards ran under the base behind the laths. It seemed
to me that this was the very place I wanted, so I put the wal-
let and the money packages in there, and then put the piece
of plaster back. It fitted exactly, and by wedging in with
the ends of a couple of matches I made it stay in place."

"What did you do then?" asked the detective.
"I hit the pipe again, and from that moment I don't re-

member a thing until I came to my senses in Nell's rooms."
"By Nell you mean this Mrs. Judd whom you mentioned

just now?"
"Yes."
"How did she explain your presence there?"
"Oh, she found me wandering about Chinatown so badly

doped that I didn't know where I was, and took me to her
rooms."

"And where have you been since then?"
"Mostly with Nell. I gave her the shake yesterday and

went over to Oakland, thinking that I might be able to
locate the joint where I hid the money over there."

"You told Nell all about the money?"
"Oh, yes. She's all right"
"And you have been through every joint trying to find the

money?"
"Everyone I could think of, everyone Nell knows—and

she knows almost all."
"You must have been crazy to trust this woman. Do

you think for a moment that with a hundred thousand dol-
lars in sight, or say thirty thousand, for I suppose she
would not have been able to use the drafts—she would
have let you walk off with the cash? Never!"

"But, Mr. Brady "
"Don't say a word! That woman is your enemy. More

than likely her-husband would have killed you, and they
would both have lit out with the money. Do you know her
husband well?"

"Not very well. I have only seen him a couple of times."
"Then there you are. Of course, those two are a pair of

crooks. I will not tell you that you are a.fool, Arthur, for
your own common sense must tell you that. But enough of
this. What we want is to find that money, and get you
safe back to your father, who is sure to forgive you. Now.
try and get your wits working while you have the chance.
See if you can't remember in which of the many joints
the money was left."

"Oh, I can't; I've tried and tried, but it just isn't any
use."

" You must try again, and keep on trying. Perhaps I can
help you. You say you found yourself lying on a rug
close to this wall. Now the common Chinese opium joints
don't supply rugs; they have bunks, as you very well know."

"That's so!"
Arthur brightened up as though he had made a wonder-

ful discovery,' which only went to show how completely
stupefied his senses had been.

"Consequently you must have been in one of the high-
toned joints. There are several such in San Francisco."

"I know; but I never patronized them. I thought I had
dreamed about the rug."

"It is not likely. Then you have not been to these high-
toned joints?"

"I have been to two of them with Nell, but I could not
recognize either of them as the place; the others are private
clubs. By gracious, it might be!"

"What?''
"Oh, I was only thinking."

. "Out with it. I must know all."
"It is very strange, but I never thought of this before.''
"Thought of what? Why don't you speak out plain?"
Arthur looked greatly perplexed.
"I'm under oath not to tell," he said, "and yet "
"You must tell. Do you belong to one of these clubs?"
"Yes."
"I thought as much. Which one?"
" Oh, I can't tell! I must not. It isn't possible that I

could have gone there." '
"It is. out of the city, I take it?"
"Yes."'
"If you refuse to 'tell there is only one thing to do, and

that is for me to send for an officer to guard you here while
I go for your father."

"Don't do that, Mr. Brady! Please don't!" cried Arthur
in great alarm.

"Well, I shall have to then. Be sensible. Doubtless this
club has helped along your ruin. You want to cut it out
with all the rest."

"Well, perhaps you are right. If I must tell I must. It
is the Dragon Club."

"Never heard of it. Where do they hold forth?"
"We have a house at Sausalito."
"And meet there to smoke?"
"Yes."
"Who belongs?"
"Oh, I can't tell you that."
"I don't ask for names. I mean what sort of people?"
" Some of the highest-toned fellows in Frisco. I haven't

been a member very long. In fact, I have only been there
three or four times.1'

"Have you any recollection of going there during this
debauch?"

"No; but they have rugs in the smoking-room there."
"Can you cook your own opium pills, and do you?"
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"I do sometimes. At the plub we have Chinks to cook
them for us. Ah! I remember now!"

"I.thought I would rouse your memory if I only kept at
it long enough!" cried Old King Brady, triumphantly.
"What have you rememhered now?'*

"That was the place!" exclaimed Arthur excitedly. • "I
remember that after I hid the money I called little Charlie
Chin and he cooked the pill for me."

"This Charlie Chin is a Chink, of course?"
"Yes* and he cooks at the Dragon Club. It is very

strange, but I never remembered this before."
"We must go there at once," said Old King Brady.
"They won't let you in."
"They will—they must. The money must be found.

Trust me to manage it, my boy."
"Then I am done for in Frisco."
"Done for .among the hop-hitters, and so much the bet-

ter. You have had a bitter experience, and you want to let
it teach you a lesson. The sooner you cut out the Dragon
Club the ^better. We will go there without delay."

And they went.
It was half-past ten when they reached Sausalito.
Arthur was so nervous that he could scarcely walk, but

he was able to point out the house in the garden where
the Dragon Club held forth.

Old King Brady and his charge approached it from the
street, and not as Harry had done from the bay.

Arthur produced a key which opened a gate set in a
high stone wall, and they walked to the front door, to which
Arthur also had a key, and without seeing a soul.

Opening the door, Arthur led the way into the long room
to which Harry had been conducted the night before.

It was unoccupied. The same silence reigned..
"This is the place!" said Arthur. "I remember all now.

I did come here. It was over on that rug that I lay when
I hid the money. Look! Look! Mr. Brady! The plaster-
ing has been removed!"

The old 'detective strode to the spot, and bending down,
ran his hand into the opening behind the laths.

"Too late!" he exclaimed. "If this is indeed the place,
then someone has been here ahead of us, for there is nothing
but emptiness here."

A sharp exclamation attracted the old detective's atten-
tion, and he turned to find himself facing a man who came
running along the room.

CHAPTER VII.

STIRRING ADVENTURES AT THE DRAGON CLUB.

Thus it will be seen that at different times and by entirely
different means both Old and Young King Brady had
"been introduced into the home of the notorious Dragon
Club, whose exposure created such a sensation in San Fran-
cisco a year or so ago.

Old Kin£ Brady found nothing but an empty room, but
in Harry's case it was altogether different, for when he
entered with Steward Honeychurch there were in the place
as many as thirty unfortunates, all supposed to be respect-
able, and all opium fiends.

No outsiders were supposed to be admitted to the Dragon
Club; certainly, -as far as the records of that singular organi-
zation seem to show, none were ever admitted to smoke in
the now notorious long room.

Ken, scantily attired, lay scattered about on rich, costly
rugs in every direction, their heads supported by silken
cushions, with opium layouts on Turkish stools beside each
rug.

Some lay alone and some in pairs. A number lay with
white-robed Chinamen, the opium cooks, who were as deep
in the dope as were the white fiends themselves.

But it was now nearly three o'clock in the morning, and
out of the entire company not one was awake as far as
Harry could see.

With benumbed brain and paralyzed limbs, all lay sleep-
ing off the effects of this horrible debauch.

There was little or no furniture in the room, but each
rug was worth a fortune, and the carved oak buffet at
the end which was loaded down with costly wines and the
remains of rich dishes, could never have been put in place
for less than a thousand dollars.

So with the three great hanging lamps, studded withtimi-
tation gems, which hung from the ceiling and turned down
low spread a mellow light over the faces of the sleepers
through their colored shades. The place had a decidedly
Oriental look.

On one side Harry caught a glimpse of an elaborate
bathing room with a big marble swimming tank in the
center, and porcelain-lined shower bath booths right and
left.

The entire ceiling was occupied by an elaborate fresco
representing a huge dragon, whose tail was twisted in a
hundred folds.

Such was the Dragon Clubhouse, as Young King Brady
saw it.

A year later the place was pulled, and its dreadful se-
crets exposed, to the great scandal of Frisco's swagger so-
diety, as we have already said.

"Well, here you are," said Honeychurch. "You see there
is no one to interfere with you. Do you want to hit the
pipe?"

"Of course. That's What I dame for," replied Harry,
who had again assumed the dazed look of the professional
opium fiend.

"I hope I don't have as much, trouble with you as I did
last time you were here," said the steward, in a low tone.
"You hit the pipe so many times then that I thought you
were going to die on my hands. Perhaps you don't remem-
ber, sir."

"I remember. I won't do it again," replied Harry.
"Can I have the same cook I had then? He suited me all
right, and I would like to have him again."
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"Certainly. Your cook was little Charlie Chin. If I can! "Yes, boss. Dlat was it. Oh, yes; it was belly bad. Yoi
get him awake you shall have him. He has been cooking all; no smokee more? You no hab hittee dat pipe half." i
night."

"Let me see; Fm kind of mixed up. Which place do I
take?"

The steward gave Young King Brady a curious look, but
made no reply, and led him to a particularly handsome rug
which was vacant and lay in a corner close against the wall.

Harry took off his hat and coat, and unbuttoning his
vest, threw himself upon the rug.

"Heavens, that woman is a sharp one," he said to him-
self. "If what I overheard her say to Jack Judd is straight
she may have lit upon the very place where Arthur Ayls-
ford hid the money. But we shall see."

Harry had to wait fully ten minutes.
The horrible stench of the opium fumes which filled the

place was beginning to make him drowsy, and he was almost
asleep when suddenly he felt someone come against him
on the rug, and rolling over he saw a little Chinese boy lying
beside him whose age could not have been more than six-
teen.

He was almost naked, wearing only undershirt and draw-
ers. His skin wks a sickly yellow, and it was easy to see that,
young as he was, the deadly drug already had a firm hold,
upon him.

"Hello, boss!" he said in the low tone always adopted
by these Chinese opium cooks. "Me cookee for you again?"

"Hello, Charlie," Harry replied. "Yes, I'm here once
more. Fix me up a pipe. I shan't smoke very much of it.
though, only one or two whiffs; and say, Charlie, here's a
five-dollar gold piece for you, I think I forgot you when
I was here before." r . - . '

• "No, boss; you tippee me den."
"Take it just the same. Hurry up with the pipe; then I

want you to stay here with me a little while and keep me
company. You can do thatj Charlie?"

"Yes, boss. Me stay till morning if you likee."
"All right. Now for the pipe."
Charlie Chin prepared the pill in the usual way, and hav-

ing taken the first draw himself, as is always the custom, he
passed the pipe along.

Harry pretended to draw, but he only blew in the pipe.
Not for worlds would he have inhaled the opium smoke;

he knew its subtle influence only too well.
Passing the pipe to Charlie, who laid it back on the stool.

Harry stretched out at full length, and with the China-boy
beside him, began a whispered conversation.

"Charlie, was this where I smoked last time I was here?"
he asked as a starter.

"Yes, boss; you lie here allee day and allee night. Me
cookee for you. You no remember?"

"I can't remember a thing about it Was I verv bad,
Charlie?"

"You finish it, Charlie," said Young King Brady. "I
think I'll take a sleep first, and then you can fix me another
pipe." «

But Charlie Chin had to obey the rules of the club, which
prohibited the cooks from taking more than a draw or two
while attending to business, so he laid the pipe on the
Turkish stool, and curling himself up on one corner of the
rug, was soon fast asleep, for he had cooked many pills that

Harry was now getting used to the closeness of the place,
and was as wide awake as he had ever been in his life.

He had already made a discovery.
Of course, his first move was to examine the wall close

down by the base board, .for he had heard the story told by
Arthur Aylsford fully discussed between Jack Judd and
Nell.

"Ho! I should say so!
him get aflaid."

"That I would die?"

Belly bad. Boss Honeychurch

Close to his head there was a loose piece of plaster which,
broken away from the wall on all sides, had been put back
into its place and braced there by a couple of matches.

Harry waited only to assure himself that Charlie was
actually asleep.

He had kept the boy with him so that attention need not
be particularly attracted to his movements, for so long as
a hop-hitter has a cook by his side, it is to be assumed that
he is either smoking or intends to smoke..

Honeychurch had now disappeared, and the only sounds
in the room were the snores of the sleepers.

Turning over on his right side Harry pulled out the
matches and without difficulty removed the piece of plas-
ter.

It slipped from his hand, and falling to the floor broke
into a hundred pieces.

"What in thunder was that?" called a voice from a. dis-
tant part of the room.

Harry dropped back upon the pillows and lay quiet.
The call was not repeated. Charlie Chin slept on un-

disturbed. '
Again Young King Brady returned to the charge.
And this was the moment of his triumph, for from the

hole he took two oblong packages of greenbacks and an old
leather wallet, which contained drafts and hundred dollar
bills.

Harry breathed hard as he slipped these into his pocket.
"There never was such luck!" he thought. "I've got

j the missing money, whatever has become of the boy. Now.
the question is how to get out of this without attracting at-
tention."

He waited for a moment to see if he was being watched,
but as near as he could see Honeychurch was not in the
room, and everyone present was sound asleep.

' "I must use Charlie Chin," thought Harry. "If I go
prowling about looking for the front door myself I shall
get into trouble, surest, thing."

He had to shake the boy several times before he could
arouse him. '•'



THE BRADYS AND THE HOP-HITTERS, 17

"What mlatter?" demanded
wantee n'loder pipe?"

"Charlie, I'm feeling sick. I

Charlie, sleepily. "You There seemed but one way and that was to make for the
water at the foot of the lawn.

want to get out of this,"
whispered Harry, most anxious lest the boy should discover
the hole in the wall.

"Sick! Whatee mlatter? Your stlomach?"
"Yes."
"You pullee off your clothes and takee swim."
"No, no! I want to go. My head is all mixed up. You

show me the way out, Charlie, that's a good boy."
"Allee light, you say so," replied Charlie. "Bletter let

me callee Boss Honey church, dough."

"No, no! That's just what I don't want. He will only
think I have been smoking too much again, and you know
that I haven't smoked even one pipe. Lead me to the door.
Charlie. I'm half blind."

Harry stood up and put on his coat and hat.
Charlie then took his hand, and leading him to a door at

the end of the passage, opened it.
The rush of fresh air was the most grateful thing Young

King Brady had ever experienced after the foul odors of the
opium den.

"Good-night, Charlie!"
"Good-night, boss!"
The door closed behind him, and Harry started for the

gate, which he could see set in the high stone wall.
He'was just congratulating himself upon the complete

euccess of his undertaking, when the man Honeychurch
suddenly darted out from behind a clump of bushes grow-
ing there on the lawn.

"Hold on there, Mr. Aylsford!" he exclaimed. "Not that
way! You go back as you came. You must go with me."

If Nell was with the man Harry did not see 'Ker.
Nor did he hesitate, although Honeychurch had one hand

in his pocket, and Harry was sure he grasped a revolver.
"Out of my way!" he cried. "What do you mean by thi?

interference?"
Then, before the fellow could reply, he struck out, and

landing a stinging blow between the eyes, felled him to the
ground, planted his knee upon him, and wrenched the re-
volver away.

"Spare me! Spare me, Mr. Aylsford!" gasped the stew-
ard. "I only tried to stop you for your own good."

"You lying plotter!" hissed Harry. "I know you. Go
back to that woman and tell her that you saw me. Follow
and I'll give you a double dose of your own medicine—
see?"

Then, springing to his feet, Young King Brady bounded
off toward the gate.

It would not open.
The lock was of peculiar construction. Harry saw at

a glance that his skeleton keys would not work.
The wall here was too high to climb; moreover, its top

was covered with broken glass set in cement.
"If this runs around the entire place I'm in a hole,"

thought Harry, and for the moment he paused to reflect.

But there he ran the risk of coming up against Jack Judd
and the man who had brought the steam launch across the
bay.

Keeping close to the wall, Harry ran on down the grassy
slope.

All at once a sharp whistle sounded behind him.
"Signals!" thought Yowng King Brady. "I shall do well

if I escape without another fight."
He could now hear someone running behind him, and

there was also someone running toward him on ahead.
"Hot times," thought Harry. "But that means there is

only one person left in the boat. If I co^^ld only get it
now! That would be great. I could run her back to Frisco
and surprise the Governor by dropping this money into his
hands."

He dropped behind a thick mass of shrubbery and wait-
ed.

In a few seconds he saw Jack Judd go flying by.
"Jack! Jack!" Nell's voice called. "He has been play-

ing it on us! I believe he has got the dough! Head him
off! He's trying to escape."

But Jack Judd was evidently turned around.
Instead of retracing his steps he ran on toward the sounds

of the call.
This was Young King Brady's opportunity.
He slipped out from behind the shrubbery, and dashing

on toward the boat, had gained the shore a minute later.
"What's the matter?" Demanded the man in the launch.
"That's what's the matter!" cried Harry, jumping in

and planking the revolver at the fellow's head. "Start her!
Be quick, or I'll fire! You are going to take me across the
bay." t l - .

CHAPTER VIII.

ALL AT SEA AGAIN.

"What are you doing here, Mr. Aylsford?" cried the
man who came hurrying up the long smoking room of the
Dragon Club toward Old King Brady and his companion.
"Haven't I had trouble enough with you? Don't you know
it is against the rules to admit a stranger in here? What in
thunder brings you back, anyhow?"

The man was Steward Honeychurch, and he was in a
state of intense excitement.

"Slow and easy, friend!" cried Old King Brady, draw-
ing his revolver and displaying his detective's shield.

Honeychurch wilted.
"I knew it would come to this," he growled. "Now I

shall lose my job, I suppose; but I'll get square with you,
Aylsford. I'll have you bounced for bringing a detective
in. You had better look to yourself when you strike China-
town next time, too. There are them there that will lay
you out."

"Spare your threats, or I'll arrest you, man," said Old
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King Brady, sternly. "I'm an officer, and I don't propose
to stand -this monkey business an instant longer "

"I'm done," growled the steward, "What is it you want
here?"

"Was I here one day about three weeks ago, so full of
dope that I didn't know what I was about?" demanded
Arthur, excitedly, finding a chance to get in a word at
last.

"You've been that way every time you came here until
last night," snarted Honeychurch. "You knew what you
were doing then, all right."

"I wasn't here last night. What do you mean?"
"Hush, Mr. Aylsford," said Old King Brady. "Let me

talk to this man. I think the only way will be to arrest him.
but if he answers questions perhaps we may decide to let
him go."

But Arthur had lost his head.
"This is the place where I left the money," he shouted.

"I hid it in that hole in the wall, and you say it is empty
now. This fellow must have found the money. That's
why he is trying to bluff us off this way."

"Stop that talk!" roared Honeychurch. "I won't stand
for it even if I am only a steward, and you the son of a
millionaire banker. Are you doped again, or what's the
matter with you? Do you pretend to tell me that you don't
remember being here early this morning and taking that
money away? If you don't I do then. You can see the
mark on my head that you gave me now. You stole my re-
volver, too. I'm bound to get square with you for all
this." • • ' • • • •

Old King Brady let him talk, for he was learning some-
thing from every word he uttered.

"Good boy, Harry!" he said to himself. "Once more you
are in ahead."

It was perfectly clear to him that Young King Brady
had got the money and had a scrap with the steward, but
had he succeeded in holding on to it, and where was he
now? i

These were the all-important questions, and Old King
Brady started in to get answers to them without further de-
lay.

"I want you both to stop talking or there will be trouble!"
he cried. "Arthur, there is a misunderstanding here which
must be immediately straightened out. Now, keep silent,
please, and you, Mr. Whaf s-your-name, answer my questions
if you want to avoid arrest."

"My name is Honeychurch!" snarled the steward, "and
I'll thank you to call me by it. I'm as good as you."'

"A great deal better, perhaps, and as for your name, it
combines religion with sweetness. Now, then, at what time
do you say this young man was here?"

"I'm not on the witness stand. If you are a detective you
are not a judge—you can't make me tell!"

But Old King Brady could, and Honeychurch found it
out in a second.

At slipping on the bracelets the old detective is a per-
fect artist, as everybody knows.

The next Honeychurch knew Old King Brady had him
up against the wall, and while one hand held him by the
throat pinioned there, the other served the detective to en-
close the hiafl's left wrist with a handcuff. !

This was done almost before the steward had time toj
know what he was about. |

The next move was just as efficient.
Suddenly letting go of the fellow's throat, Old King

Brady's leg went plump into the pit of the steward's stom-
ach almost winding him.

At the same instant the other hand was captured and
corraled.

"There, my sweet religionist! Now will you talk?" Old
King Brady panted, for the effort had about taken his
breath away.

Honeychurch was conquered.
Of course, the man was a hop-hitter himself, and the vic-

tims of the opium pipe never have any great amount of
physical strength.

"Don't take me out of here, boss," he whined. "I'm
a ruined man if you do."

The chances are the steward was alone in the place at that
hour, for he made no further resistance to Old King Brady's
demands.

As for Arthur, he had subsided entirely; he seemed to be
afraid that his turn would come next.

"At what time did this young man come here?" said
Old King Brady, putting the question again.

"It was about three o'clock. Are you going to pull me
out of this?"

"Not if you answer my questions. Who came with him?"
"A woman."
"What woman? Don't attempt to conceal her identity."
"I don't know her name. She does turns in the dancing

line for smokers."
' "Nell Judd," put in Arthur.

"What's the use of trying to conceal her name? He
knows it," growled the steward. "What's the use of pump-
ing me anyhow, when he knows all about it. Why don't you
make him tell?"

"Let me show you how mixed you are, and then you
will understand," said Old King Brady. "This gentleman
is Mr. Arthur Aylsford, but the one who came here with the
Judd woman was my partner made up to look like him.
Now do you tumble?"

"Is that so?" growled Honeychurch. "Have I been play-
ed for a fool? It looks that way."

"Out with it all, and let me pull off those bracelets."
"Oh, well, all there is about it, Nell came to me and told

me that Mr. Aylsford had lost a lot of money, and that he
believed that he had left it here. She said he was so badly
doped that he did not know what he was about, and that he
was in her hands. She wanted to bring him here secretly.
and for me to give him a show in the hope that he would
find the money for himself. As for what her plan was for
I did not ask her. I listened to the girl, and I believe the
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fellow got the money, but lie gave us the slip and lit out.! "That's more likely."
Honestly, that's all I know." j "Nevertheless he may have deceived her, too. I made the

"I believe you are speaking the truth," replied Old King' boy up from a photograph of yourself which your father
Brady, who had been carefully watching the fellow's face, gave me. The resemblance was perfect. Such doings are
"I am just as sure of it as I am that you would have done all in the line of our business, you know."
my partner up between you if he. had not been too sharp for
you."

The steward was silent.
"You tried to lay him out and instead he laid you out,"

continued Old King Brady. "Now tell me fyow he left this
place, and where he went, and I am through with you, my
friend."

"He came in a steam launch, and he went off the same
way," replied Honeychurch. "Where he went to I don't
know."

"Did he go with the Judds?"
"No, he didn't," grinned the steward. "He captured the

launch and went away in it. The Judds had to get back to
Frisco the best way they could."

"Every blessed thing I know, boss."
"You saw no money?"
"Not I."
"Or you would have promptly frozen on to it.

think our work is done here."
Arthu^ I

"He's done here," snarled the steward. "He better not
try to come into the Dragon Club again."

"He never will," said Old King Brady. ."Mark you. were rattling up Montgomery street.

"And you expect me to go to my father with the money?"
"I do. I shall insist upon it. We will go directly to the

bank, and I can promise you that he will forgive you and
pass this business over if you promise to reform."

"Which I do promise!" cried Arthur, with more anima-
tion than he had yet displayed.

"Oh, Mr. Brady!" he added, "how can I ever thank
you? I really believe you have saved my life!"

Arthur began crying again then, and the old detective
let him alone until the fit had passed, and then gave him
such good advice as the occasion seemed to call for.

Arriving at San Francisco, they went directly to the
Lick House, but only to meet with disappointment.

Young King Brady was not there, and had not been there.
Arthur's spirits sank to the lowest depths.
"What can it mean?" he exclaimed. "Excuse me if I

ask it, Mr. Brady, but is your partner entirely reliable?"
"As reliable as the sun," was the reply. "If you think

he has run off with that money you were never more mis-
taken in your life. Come, we must at once go on his trail."

Old King Brady called a cab and in a few minutes they

man. Nothing will be done about this if you keep your
mouth shut; but if I hear that you have stirred the matter
up in any way I shall make it my business to land you be-

"And where are we going now?" inquired Arthur.
"That is for you to say," replied the detective. "My di-

rections to the cabby were to drive to Chinatown. I am
hind the bars " ' o°ing t° interview the Judds, and you must tell me where

thev live "Then Old King Brady removed the handcuffs and retired *, , '
with Arthur Aylsford.

They bad just time to catch the return boat for San
'Francisco, and Old King Brady hurried his charge ori board.

It was not until the boat had started that Arthur began to
talk.

did I should be almost afraid," said Arthur, "but as it Is
I reckon you will be good for Jack Judd."

"Don't you fret yourself. I'm good for any hop-hitter
in Frisco. You need not be one bit afraid."

Arthur gave the address then, and Old King Brady com-
"Mr. Brady, I'm getting so nervous that I am almost municated it to the cabby.

dead," he first said. "Can't you do anything for me. The j Tlmg they wound up in China Alley

temptation to smoke in that place was horrible. You don't j Arthur>s nervousness was pitiable as they ascended the
stairs to the rooms occupied by the Judds.

There can be no doubt that he was greatly relieved at
the result.

know anything about it, sir, unless you have been there
yourself." ^ j

"Well, J can fix you off," replied the detective, and he
administered two more of Dr. Low Quong Tai's pills. The rooms were mpty

"Now smoke this strong cigar," he added, "and you wfll There wag abundant evidence that the Judds had gathered

be able to pull yourself together." llp their belongings and hastily left for parts unknown.
"Oh, I feel better already," said Arthur, as he took a j «A1, at gea again>,, exclaimed Old King Brady, in a

light. What is to be our next move? Do you suppose your j t<one of d vexation.
i "IT 1 • 1 1 " I I T T " 1 TT «1*» *?partner will bring the money to the Lick House?"

"He undoubtedly will, and there we shall find him unless
he is interfered with in some way."

"How could he ever make up to look like me so as to de-
ceive Nell? I can't understand that."

"Well, you can see for yourself that lie did deceive the
steward. Perhaps he did not try to deceive the Judd woman
in that particular. She may have thought she was standing
in with him all the while."

"Harry has fallen into trouble surest thing, and nothing
remains but to track him out."

CHAPTER IX.

HARRY'S ADVENTURES ON THE BAT.

What had become of Young King Brady?
After the very effective way in which he handled affairs
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at the Dragon Club one might have expected to see him land
the Aylsford money safely at the Lick House, but it did
not work that way.

The man in the launch gave in without question. In
fact, after his .first startled exclamation., he never said a
word.

Harry kept him covered until they were well out in the
bay, and then said:

"Now, my friend, throw over your revolver and we will
cry quits. All I ask is to be taken back to Frisco without
trouble, and no harm will come to you."

"I have no revolver," growled the boatman.
"Throw it over and say no more."
"I tell you I haven't any revolver." 5

"Very well; then I shall have to keep you covered all the
way to Frisco."

The man glared, but after a moment produced a revolver
and handed it to Harry, who pocketed it.

"Now the knife," said Young King Brady, in the same
quiet, persuasive tone.

The knife came, too.
Of course, Harry had no means of knowing whether the

man had other weapons about him or not, but he determine<3
to let it go at that and take his chances, so he pocketed
his own revolver then.

Meanwhile they had run out of sight of the grounds of
the Dragon Club, following one. of the many bends in the
coast "over the bay," as this section is always called.

"May I have the privilege of ̂ saying a word now?" de-
manded the man.

"You have had that privilege/right along," replied Har-
ry, whose eyes never left him. [ "Say whatever you please."

"Then what became of the «?£dds?"
"We left them behind us." r
"Just as if I didn't know-that: much. Perhaps you take

me for a fool because I went into this thing, but all the
same I've got some common sense. Did you do them up ?"

"On the contrary, they started in to do me up. I gave
them the slip and got first to the boat. Now you know it
all."

"You are a queer hop-fiend to have so much energy."
"I've got energy enough."
"And are'no hop-fiend. You are a detective, of course.''
"Why, certainly," laughed Harry, and he displayed his

shield.
"I might have known. Say, what was it all about?"
"Didn't Nell Judd tell you?"
"No, she didn't,"
"Then I am very much obliged to her, and I shan't tell

you either." ?-
The man bit his lip, and looked off over the bay.
At some little distance a steam launch of similar pattern

to their own could be seen approaching from the direction of
the Golden Gate.

Harry watched it for a minute but the man merely
glanced at it.

All at once he put up his hand and pulled the whistle •?
twice in quick succession.

"See here! What are you doing that for?" demanded
Young King Brady.

"You don't want that fellow to run me down, I suppose?"
the man sullenly replied. "It's the law."

The other launch answered the signal.
Harry was suspicious.
Still he was not familiar with the rules of the road in

the bay of San Francisco.
The launch man was an ugly, bull-necked fellow, with

little foxy eyes; a dangerous man, beyond a doubt.
He kept silent now as they sped on, and Harry watched

him closely, but as he never even looked in the direction
of the launch the detective came to the conclusion that there
was nothing in his first suspicion after all.

He was soon to learn his mistake.
As the two launches came abreast the other suddenly turn-

ed and shot toward them, while Harry's man shut off
steam.

"Here! Go ahead there!" cried Young King Brady, pull-
ing out his revolver.

The man never even winced.
He did not start the launch, either.
"I'm unarmed, young feller," he said coolly, "but if you

do me up you'll be done up yourself. Look, around."
Harry did it at the risk of being jumped on.
In the other launch sat a man with a rifle which was'

pointed directly at Harry's head, and at the same instant
the light of a dark lantern held in the hands of a second
man was turned full upon the young detective.

"You see where you are at now," said the launch man.
coolly. "I don't think it will pay you to shoot me,, so you
might as well give me back my revolver and knife, and your
own along., with them. I suppose yo.ur own common sense
will show you that the tables are turned."

Young King Brady caught his breath.
He saw that he was in for it, and there seemed to be

no way out.
Chances are he don't know anything about the money,"

he hurriedly thought. "I don't believe that, either Nell or
Jack Judd would tell him. If I try to stand out against
these people I'm a goner. I may as well appear to yield.

"This is one on me," he said aloud. "You seem to have
got the drop on me, all right. Here, take the gun."

He tossed over the two revolvers and the knife.
"Your own knife—don't forget that," said the man.
Harry threw him a knife.
He still had another and a revolver, too.
"Hello, Abe! Got him corralled?" called the man from

the other launch, which was now close alongside.
"Yep!" replied Harry's companion. "He's all right

still."
"Who is he?"
" Detective. He's been playing Borne kind of roots on Jack

Judd and Nell."
"The deuce you say."
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"Yep! Take him aboard, will yer?"
"Say, we can't. We are going on a cruise."
"Can't help that. Take him aboard. I've got to go

back after Jack and Nell."
"Where be they?"
"Dragon Club, over at Sausalito."
"Is this guy one of the Dragons?"
"Thunder, no! Didn't I tell you he was a detective?

He is made up to look like one of them—Arthur Aylsford.
the banker's son."

"Oh, ho! I see how the cat jumps. Nell has been trying
to work that young fellow's bank account. I seen 'em at
the Poodle Dog together the other night."

"Still, don't you waste no time talking," said Abe. "Take
him along. Fetch him to the holdout and hold him for
Jack and Nell."

"He may make us trouble."
"Then dump him in the bay."
"Well, I kinder hate to do it, but I suppose I've goiter,

seeing as it's Nell's business. Say, what's it all about?"
"Oh, for heaven sake can't you cut it short? I tell you

Jack and Nell are in trouble. I've got to get right back
to the Dragon Club to help 'em out. Will you take him on
board?"

"Let him come," growled the man, still keeping Harry
'covered all the while.

"I go aboard that launch under protest, gentlemen," said
Young King Brady. "Understand me, I'm through with
my business with the Judds. All I want is to be landed
somewhere, and to go. my own way, and they'll never hear
from me again."

"Why don't you take him at his word, Abe?" asked Still.
"I can't and I won't," was the reply. "I can't run the

launch and watch him, too. Even if I was to tie him he
would be up to some trick. Jack and Nell are in trouble
over there, and I've got to help them out. Will you cut
this short and take him aboard?"

"Settled," said Still. "No more chin music goes. Come
aboard, young feller. If you make the least bit of resist-
ance I'll end this matter by boring you full of holes."

This settled Young King Brady's fate for the time being.
The launch was brought up alongside, and he stepped

aboard still under cover of the rifle.
A few hurried words spoken in low whispers passed be-

tween the two men.
Then the launches separated. Abe turned back toward

Sausalito, while Still headed his down the bay.
There were three white men in the launch and one China-

man lay curled up astern, apparently sound asleep.
So far not a word had been said about the money to

Young King Brady's immense relief.
As soon as Harry came aboard Still put down his rifle.
"I suppose he has disarmed yer," he said, "and I hain't

going to take the trouble to hold you covered, nor yet to
search yer. All I've got to say is that if you do happen to
have a gun concealed anywhere about yer and you try to
draw it you will be shot dead before you can get your hand

on the trigger. Thar's no man living on earth any quicker
on the draw than I be."

"You needn't be afraid," replied Harry. "Your friend
got my gun and my knife, too. I'm helpless in your hands."

"You bet you be," replied Still. "You're that anyway,
gun or no gun. A feller has to get up mighty early in the
morning to get in ahead of Still White, and that's me."

"I should judge so," replied Harry, dryly, "and I don't
propose to try."

The launch shot on.
The men talked with each other in low tones.
Young King Brady wondered what their business could

be.
"It's a smuggling racket of some sort," he said to him-

self. ,"Either Chinks or opium, one of the two."
They were now pretty nearly down to the Presidio, and

Still White began to talk.
"$ay, you look almighty like Arthur Aylsford," he said.

"I seen him at Jack Judd's. Sure you hain't the man him-
self?"

"Your friend Abe told the truth," replied Harry. "I'm
a detective. I am made up to look like Aylsford."

"You be, hey? What's your lay? You may as well
come out flat-footed. It won't do you no harm."

"Oh, I'd just as soon do that as not," replied Harry.
"Abe has made a whole lot out of nothing.. The case is
really very simple. Young Aylsford is missing, and I have
been hired by his father to look him up. There is nothing
m<sre to the matter than that."

"And what were you doing with the Judds?"
uOh, it was just that niy^disguise fooled them. They

picked me up thinking that I was really young Aylsford.
I was just standing in with them hoping to locate my man.
Jack got rather fresh over there at Sausalito, and I was
afraid, so I gave them the shake, held up the launch, and
was trying to get back to town. I assure you there is noth-
ing more in it than that. You can believe me or not, just
as you please."

"I do believe you, young feller. It strikes me that you are
as green as the grass that grows. All the same that won't
save you. Jack Judd is my friend, and I intend to give
you up to him. It's for him to decide whether you are worth
all the trouble I am taking on your account or not."

Harry made no reply, and the conversation was not re-
newed. /

Meanwhile the launch had passed through the Golden
Gate, and was heading out to sea.

It was now getting on toward morning.
Whatever crooked work wa's to be done would have to be

done pretty soon, Harry thought.
But the launch was a very swift affair, and there was still

time to get back to San Francisco before daylight if mat-
ters were brought to a head soon.

And they were.
A few moments later a big black steamer Hove in sight out

of the fog, which lay thick down the coast, although In
the bay it was clear enough.
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"There she comes!" cried the engineer.
"I see," replied Still. "Sheer off a bit."
He. produced a powerful night glass and continued to

watch the steamer until she had passed.
She was either one of the Panama steamers or a Pacific

liner, Harry concluded.
As Still made no attempt to approach her, Harry was

more mystified than ever.
"Did you see anything?" asked one of the men.
"Not a thing," was the reply. "All the same I reckon

we are in it. Start up there. We must cover her course and
be blamed quick about it, too."

The Chinaman roused up now.
"No comee?" he exclaimed.
"Yes, comee, Wong Ark," replied Still, "and gonee, too.

You want to get ready for business."
"Me alleddy," replied the Chink.
Harry now noticed that the buttons of Wong Ark's blouse

were solid golden nuggets.
a man of means.

The Chinaman was evidently

"It's probably opium smuggling," thought Young King
Brady as the launch sped on toward the steamer's trail.

CHAPTER X.

LOOKING FOR HAKRY.

"Are you sure this is the right place?" demanded Old
King Brady, turning suddenly upon Arthur Aylsford as
they stood looking about the deserted rooms of the Judds.

"Oh, yes, absolutely certain," was the reply. "Why, you
must remember that I have been living here for the past
three weeks."

"Yes, but in your condition it is so easy to forget."
"It is impossible, I tell you. I have been coming, and

going here for a year."
019 King Brady now proceeded to examine the leavings

of the Judds, for there were various articles of old clothing
and other odds and ends scattered about.

Picking up an old pair of trousers, the detective felt in
the pockets, more from mere habit of making a thorough
examination of whatever he undertook than anything else.

In one of the pockets he found a letter addressed to Jack
Judd.

It ran as follows:

"Dear Jack: I enclose--the ticket. If you want to get
next to Charley High now is your time. They are going

the man. I suppose either you or Nell can get it translated,
but be mighty careful or you will both get yourselves into
a hole and pull me down with you. How's graft? Hope
you are well and happy. How is Nell making out with that
young squirt, the Aylsford boy? She was telling me last
time I seen her that you had agreed to get a divorce, and
let her marry him if you could be sure he,was down in his
father's will. Poor wretch! He wouldn't last a year once
Nell got her clutches on him, for if she couldn't induce him
to dope himself to death she'd blame soon do the job for
him. But all that's none of my biz. By-by.

"Your friend,
. "Still White."

Enclosed in the letter was a slip of yellow paper scrawled
with Chinese characters down its entire length.

This Old King Brady put into his pocket, and without
comment handed the letter over to Arthur, whose pale face,
actually turned red as he perused it.

"Mr. Brady, it can't be!" he murmured. "That woman
likes me. Her husband abuses her shamefully, and—
and "

"Oh, you little idiot!" cried Old King Brady, impatiently.
"You need a guardian—that's what's the matter with you.
Those people are Just a pair of crooks. I won't ask you if
you have promised to marry the woman if she gets a di-
vorce from her husband, for I have no doubt you have.
You can see by this letter that it is all cut and dried between
herself and her husband. Let me tell you that you have had
a very narrow escape."

"May I keep this letter?" asked Arthur in hollow tones.
"Yes, keep it. There will be no arrests made in this case

if we only succeed in getting the money. Your father has
particularly requested that it should be so. Only for that
it would give me particular satisfaction to land that pair in
San Quentin, and I could easily do it, too. I have no idea
they have left the city. I shall surely come up with them
yet"

Arthur put the letter in his pocket and without comment-
ing upon Old King Brady's remarks asked what was next on
the programme.

"To read that slip of paper," replied the detective. "If it
was not for you I should take it to the chief of police and
get one of the regular Chinese detectives to do the reading,
but that won't do, for you would surely be recognized, and
I want to have the honor of restoring you to your father
myself."

"And you are afraid to trust me out of your sight, I sup-
pose."

"I won't deny it."
" Still, you might safely do so. I am fullv determined to

to bring in some sort of a high-cockalorum for the Jackson |take your advice and reform."
street theater. He's a magician or something of the sort—
blest if I know. Of course, you won't give me away or the
Highbinders will make short work of me, but it ought to be
good for a thousand. Charley High will surely be able to
pay that much rather than see the Chink deported. I en-
close a slip done in Chink talk that will tell you all about

"I'm glad to hear you say so, my boy. Shake on that!"
cried the detective heartily. "Don't think I mean to be too
hard on you. I only want to arouse you to the true sense
of your situation—that is all." '

They had some further talk then, Arthur listening re-
spectfully to the old detective's good advice.
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"The paper must be read," Old King Brady said finally.
"I think I know a party who can be trusted. Come with
me."

While the acquaintance of the Bradys among the San
Francisco Chinese is by no means as extensive as it is with
the Celestial colony in New York, Old King Brady knows
many influential Chinamen, men against whose interest it
is to break the law.

"If I can only get a hold over these Judds it may be a
help in case Harry has got himself in trouble with them,"
he thought. "I may as well spend my time on this as
anything else. Besides, it may bring me up against a clew
to the boy's whereabouts, which is what I want most of all
now."

Old King Brady accordingly went down Sacramento
street with Arthur, and entered the mercantile establish-
ment of Wet Gong.

Here they found themselves in a store which though small
was most expensively fitted up in the Chinese style, for
Wet Gong was an importer on a large scale, and his credit
was second to that of no white importer in town.

A young Chinaman wearing a green silk blouse came for-
ward to greet them.

"How do, Mlister Blady," he said, shaking hands. "You
ivantee see boss?"

"Yes. Is he in?" inquired the detective.
"Him go to Joss house up Jackson street," was the re-

ply. "You go see him dere? Yes?"
"Oh, I wouldn't like to do that," replied the detective.
"Oh, him no care. Him talkee you in Joss house allee

light."
Old King Brady knew that this was so^ and right here

we may as well explain for the benefit of those not posted
the lines on which a Chinese joss house is run. i

It bears no resemblance whatever to a Christian church,
and there is nothing sacred about it in the eyes of the Chi-
nese, as is generally supposed to be the ease.

Even the images are not regarded as. idols, nor are they
worshiped as gods, as most people imagine. The scheme is
different altogether.

The Chinese worship their ancestors, and believe that
their spirits have a constant watch over the business and so-
cial interests of their living descendants.

If a Chinaman is in trouble, or is about to embark in a
business venture, or wants information concerning the fu-
ture of any kind, he consults the spirit of the ancestor whom
he believes .̂ or reasons which it would take too long to
explain to be most deeply interested in his affairs.

To do this he goes to a joss house .and kneels down before
the high1 altar, upon which are packed the images repre-
senting powerful spirits which have been in use by this
strange people for thousands of years. . •

John Chinaman then prays, not to the wooden god,, but to
his father, brother, grandfather, or whatever spirit he be-
lieves to be his guardian in the unseen world.

He firmly believes that the spirit of one of the ancient

gods represented by the image will help his friendly spirit
to draw near and help him.

Having finished his prayer, he lights an incense stick,
places it on the high altar, and while it is burning takes
from the altar a round box containing joss sticks, thin
pieces of wood inscribed with Chinese characters meaning
"yes," "no," "doubtful," or some other word.

Again he kneels before the altar and shakes the box, mix-
ing up the sticks, and then gives them a throw upon the
floor exactly as an American would shake dice.

The spirit of his ancestor is supposed to control the move-
ment of the sticks, and the one which lands nearest the
altar counts.

"Shall I buy the laundry or shall I not buy the laun-
dry?" John asks his particular joss, and away go the sticks
over the floor.

If the stick landing nearest the altar says no nothing could
induce John to invest.

If it is yes he hurries off to close the transaction, after
paying his fee to the keeper of the joss house.

If the answer is doubtful, such as wait, take time to
think, or something of that sort, John holds off, and calls
around again.

It is all very simple when one understands it.
The Chinese are firm believers in the powers of their

ancestral spirits to help them, and the keeping of a joss
house is merely a business, although sometimes meetings
are held there and men who are regarded as particularly
saintly hold forth on the beauties of the faith of the Fo,
as this strange religion is called.

Old King Brady, knowing all this, had no great hesi-
tation in looking in on Wet Gong at the famous Jackson
street joss house, the oldest if not the largest in San Fran-
cisco.

Wet Gong had a long list of business questions to ask his
joss, and he was on his knees in front of an altar loaded
down with hideous images when Old King Brady entered,
shaking the joss sticks for all he was worth.

Old King Brady watched his chance and tackled him
between shakes, whereupon Wet Gong immediately put
down the box, and getting on his feet, shook hands.

He was a man far advanced in years, and his fat cheeks
and sturdy form showed that he was no hop hitter.

Some people imagine that all Chinamen use opium, but
this is a great mistake, for there are many thousands among
them who never touch the deadly drug.

Old King Brady produced his paper and asked Wet
Gong's help.

The Chinaman drew the detective and Arthur over into a
corner by a window, and putting on a pair of horn-rimmed
spectacles, studied the paper in silence for a few minutes.

"Blady," he said then, "if I telle you about dis plaper
what den? It allee about a man who belong to my com-
pany; he comee here to Flisco. You tellee and have him
sent back to China again?"

"No, no!" replied the old detective. "Surely not. I have
nothing to do wilfe the man at all."
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He then went on to explain that the information was
merely to be used as a clew to other matters.

Wet Gong seemed to be perfectly able to follow him, and
to have entire confidence in the detective as well.

"He is actor," he said. "He come Flisco on City of
Tokio, she comee in dlis morning. He gettee off somewhere
some way, dlis paper no tellee how; Melican man meet him
down bay in boat and bring him up. He come-here to dlis
joss house and hide from de detectives. Bimeby he play in
.Charley High's theater, down street."

"Hello! Then he may be here now?" exclaimed the de-
tective.

"Maybe. I no can tell. You want to see him, Blady?"
"No. I don't want anything to do with him. What I

want is different. You know my partner, Wet Gong?"
"Sure, Blady. Mlister Harry! Oh, yair."
"I have reason to think that he may have been mixed up

with the people who brought this actor into the city. 1
want you to find this out for me, and to find out where
Harry is now if this is so. You can do this?" •

"Oh, yair!"
"I know there are secret rooms underneath this joss house

where new arrivals from China are often hidden for a
time. My partner may be there, too. You help me, Wet
Gong, and I'll pay you well."

Old King Brady knew the qld merchant well enough to
be sure that whatever money came his way would not be
refused.

Old Wet Gong was perfectly, willing to do his friend the
detective a favor, but just the same he was out for the
stuff. _

"I no can do noting now,rjflady," he said. "You comee
my place one hour. Mebbe I^ellee you eblyting den."

Old King Brady immediately withdrew and still keeping
Arthur with him returned to the Lick House to make sure
that Harry had not turned up during his absence; but there
was no Harry and no word from him.

Old King Brady now grew seriously alarmed.
It began to look very much as if Harry had been done

up for the money.
There was nothing to do but to wait, however, and at the

end of the hour he turned up at Wet Gong's again. The
old Chinaman met him in a state of excitement.

"Dey got him, Blady. Him up by joss house. Dley
hold him plisnor, but no makee trouble. You get him
allee light,"

Here was .startling news.
Just the same it was an immense relief to the detective.

for now he knew that Harry was at least alive.

CHAPTER XI.

YOUNG KING BRADY TRIES A BOLD BLUFF.

If Wet Gong was to be believed, then Young King Brady
had not been able to get out of the clutdhes of Still White.

and we must return to the steam launch and show how it
fared with Harry while his partner was scouring about
Chinatown trying to find him.

In cases of this kind Young King Brady had long ago
learned that the proper thing to do was nothing at all.

So he just sat still and watched.
The launch having struck the track of the steamer, which

was none other than the City of Tokio, turned and followed
it along for some little distance.

The dark lantern was now brought into play, and its light
thrown right and left upon the water.

Wong Ark, the Chinaman, had now taken his place in
the bow of the boat, and was keeping a sharp lookout.

All at once he gave a loud shout, rapidly speaking some
words in Chinese.

"See anything, Wong?" demanded Still.
"Not yet," replied the Chinaman. "Me no see, but p'laps

somebody see me in de light."
He had no more than uttered these words than an answer-

ing shout came over the water.
"By thunder, he is there!" cried Still. "Strange we can't

get a sight of him! Keep your eye peeled, Wong. It won't
do to miss him now."

"Allee light! Allee light," replied Wong Ark. "No
talkee. Me flind him. Pullee much quick."

Harry was watching, too, for all he was worth.
It was he who made the discovery.
Just'oTfttside the range of the "light he suddenly caught

sight of a man's head and body raised well above the water.
"TheW you are, White!" he cried. "Man in the water!

Looks as though he was walking there. Turn your lantern
a little bit this way."

"By jove, you've got the sharpest eyesight of the bunch!"
growled-:Still.

He followed Harry's suggestion.1

Now the figure became plain enough.
It was a Chinaman. He seemed, to be standing half

out of the water, and was bobbing up and down with the
swell.

Wong Ark began shouting excitedly, and the man in the
water answered him, waving his hand.

In a moment they had come up with him, and the men
helped him into the launch.

Of course, Young King Brady was not in it. All he
could do was to watch and listen, but as the new-comer
in the launch only talked Chinese with Wong Ark, the lat-
ter did him little good.

The man was the tallest and most athletic ©hinaman
Harry had ever seen, with the exception of a Chinese
giant whom he had once seen in a museum.

His coat was fastened tight around the waist with a belt;
and was made with rubber, with air bags under the arms
and over the breast and back, which being blown up, gave
him a most peculiar appearance until he removed it.

The coat was, in fact, a great life preserver, and Young
King Brady saw that the man must have jumped over-
board from the steamer.
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The launch was now immediately headed back toward
San Francisco.

Still White and the other men shook hands with this
latest importation from the Flowery Kingdom in Chinese
style, and seemed to regard him with the greatest respect,
and all they could do was to return the hand-shake and
grin, for Wong Ark did not seem to be disposed,to trans-
late what he said.

Once they were started, Still White grew more sociable
and, shifting his position nearer to Harry, asked him if he
had any chewing tobacco.

"Not a bit, I'm sorry to say," replied Harry, "but I've
got some good cigars. Have one yourself and pass the
rest around."

"I'll take one," replied Still, "but if you are a smoker
you had better keep the rest; you may need them for your-
self before you get through."

"What's your name?" was the next question put after
Still began to smoke.

Harry gave his name as "Bob Smith."
"Belong in 'Frisco?" asked Still.
"No; I'm from the States."
"How come you to get on this Alysford business?"
"I was sent for by John Alysford."
"Seen anything of the young fellow?"
"Not yet."
"No, nor you never will. Say, it is a pity you-had to

run up against Jack Judd and his wife. You. seem a
clever fellow. I wish I could turn you loose."

"What's the matter with doing it? I give you my word,
I shan't interfere with the Judds in anyway." ;- .

"Oh, I couldn't do it nohow. I don't never butt into
nobody's business. All I have to do is to keep you safe
till I can see Jack. You'll have to settle with him."

This was decidedly an unpleasant prospect, but Harry
wisely dropped the subject, and White went on with his
talk.

"Say," he whispered after a moment, "I s'pose you are
wondering who that Chink is and why we went to so much
trouble to get him off the City of 'Frisco."

"I've got my share of curiosity, of course, but as you say.
I never butt in."

"Oh, I don't mind telling you. You don't look like a
fellow who would go out of his way to make trouble. Do
you know, I've taken a big liking to you somehow, al-
though, for the life of me, I couldn't tell you why."

"Whatever you tell me is safe. -I have nothing to do
with your affairs. I wish your liking for me was strong
enough to induce you to turn me loose when we strike
'Frisco."

"I'll talk to Jack and see what he says. About this
here Chink; he's a big actor from some Chink teayter in
Shanghai. They say he can do the high jump to beat the
band. He's going to appear at the Chinese theayter on
Jackson street in a couple of weeks."

"He's never been in the country before?"
"Oh, yes. He's been here twice. That's his way of

beating the inspectors. Slick, isn't it? He had that coat
made in London. He's travelled all over the world, they
say."

"And yet he don't seem able to speak English."
"Oh, he can talk it all right if he wants to, you can

bet. These Chinks are a queer lot of guys. They keep
to themselves. That other one is his brother. He runs
a big importing house on Jackson street. They say he is
as rich as mud. He's putting, up for this."

"These fellows are opium smugglers as well as Chink
smugglers," thought Young King Brady. "I shall have
to fight for my freedom, if not for my life, I'm afraid.
They'll never let me go after what I have seen of their
doings. If they"even suspected that I had such an amount
of money about me as I have, my life would not be worth
a cent."

It was just daylight when the launch ran in among the
bathing houses at the North Beach.

Their arrangements had all been made for them, of
course, and they were met by an ugly looking white man.
one glance at whose face showed Harry that it would be
utterly useless to appeal to him.

A covered wagon stood in readiness on the. street, and
into this Wong Ark, the actor, and Harry were uncere-
moniously hustled. Still White getting in, too, and seating
himself on the floor of the wagon beside Young King
Brady, he informed him cheerfully that he intended to
put a bullet right through his head if he made any fuss.

They rattled through the streets, going up and down the
hills, for which San Francisco is so famous, all in silence
save for the occasional gabble of the two Chinamen, but
they spoke in whispers wherrthey spoke at all.

"Say," breathed Still in Harry's ear'after a little. "I
don't think I have to blindfold you, do I? You can't
escape. You won't make me any trouble if I just take
you by the arm and lead you along?"

Harry promised, but it was with the mental reserve that
his promise certainly should not hold if he saw the least
chance to escape.

But no such good luck came his way.
The wagon stopped at the entrance to an alley—Harry

was not able to make out what street he was on, but it
was somewhere in Chinatown, all right, for there were as
many as a dozen Chinamen standing about, with their
hands concealed in the sleeves of their blouses.

There was no doubt that they were Highbinders, hired
to protect the actor, for with these people robbery and mur-
der is a regular trade.

From the wagon into the alley was but a step, and Harry
was hustled through, the crowd following closely in the
wake of Wong Ark and the actor.

No policeman was in sight, and as the Highbinders
crowded after them into the alley, it would have been
mere madness on Young King Brady's part to have at*
tempted to escape.

They entered a house half way down the alley, and in
the dark hall three of the Highbinders closed upon Harry
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and hurried him down a dark stairway, where he was pushed
through a door, which was instantly closed and locked be-
hind him.

Still White had been lost in the shuffle, and Young
King Brady now- found himself alone.

The room was small, dirty and dark, the only light
which penetrated it coming from a little slit of a window
away up by the ceiling, which was protected by bars.

There was a dirty cotbed in the room and a single chair.
The walls were green with mould, and the place had a
damp, musty smell.

Harry climbed up to the window, standing on the chair,
and peered through the grimy panes.

The window was on a level with the ground, and he
found himself looking into a dirty courtyard.

Even if the bars had not been there, Young King Brady
could not have crawled through, the opening was so small.

''I am in the basement of some rear tenement in China-
town," thought Young King Brady. "I am in the greatest
danger. That fellow, White, will go straight to Jack Judd
and he will come here and search me, surest thing. If
the money is found on me, I'm a lost man, for he will turn
me over to the tender mercies of the Highbinders, and I
shall never be heard of again."

Such was the situation as Young King Brady sized it
up.

He felt that he could not act too soon.
"Nothing but bluff will save me," he said to himself.

"But how to bluff 'em? That's the point."
He sat down and tried to think. In a few minutes his

mind was made up.
Getting down upon his kness and pulling the cot away,

he carefully examined the baseboard all around the room.
It proved to be as he had hoped.
He soon found a place where the board had-become so

rotted by 'the dampness that he could easily pull it away.
Behind was an opening under the lathing between the

studs and into this he slipped the wallet and the packages
of bills, restoring the board to its place and pushing the
cot up against it.

"There!" he muttered. "I fancy the money will be safe
in there for a while at least. The next thing is to clean
lip."

He tackled his face first, and with some difficulty suc-
ceeded in rubbing off most of the preparation with which
it was covered.

Pulling off the wig, he hid it inside the mattress, push-
ing it through a very small hole, which he cut in the tick-
ing. Then he turned his coat, and Young King Brady
looked something like himself again.

He then took his spare revolver, which fortunately he
had been able to hold onto, and laid it on the little win-
dow-sill, where he could reach it, placing a scrap of torn
newspaper over it.

"Now I am ready for you, Mr. Jack Judd," Harry said
to himself. "You can come along as soon as you please."

But Jack Judd did nqt come for the calling.

Hours passed and Harry remained alone in his under-
ground prison.

Again and again he tried to force the door, but it was
made of live oak and resisted all his efforts.

He could hear a constant coming and going in the court-
yard above, and he amused himself by watching the China-
men go shuffling by, but he made no effort to attract their
attention, for he knew it would not be the slightest use.

At last a key was heard in the lock and the door opened
to admit Jack Judd, accompanied by two Chinamen, each
armed with a revolver.

They were wicked looking fellows, with scarred faces.
Highbinders beyond doubt..

They ranged up on either side of Harry, covering him
•with their revolvers.

Judd stopped to fasten the door and then turned and
faced the detective.,

"Gee!" he exclaimed, "what infernal blunder is this?
Who the deuce are you?"

"Come," thought Harry, "these hop bitters are the
easiest marks up to date. I can fool them every time."

And aloud he added in a voice entirely disguised:
"Well, I'm glad somebody has come at last to tell me

who I am and where I am and what in thunder all this
means."

CHAPTER Xll.

CONCLUSION.

"You are sure, Wet Gong?" inquired Old King Brady,
eagerly. "You are making no mistake?"

"I make no mistake, Blady. What I telle you. I tellee
you true."

"And what can be done to get him free?"
"Me not know, Blady. You fix. Me no can nloting

do. Me findee out. Me sendee my young man show you
de place, dat's all."

"I see. You are not butting into your neighbor's bus-
iness."

"Dlat's it. Me no buttee in. Why you no go police?"
"I can attend to my own affairs," replied the detective.

slipping Wet Gong a ten dollar note. "All the same, I
am very much obliged to you. I "

A sharp exclamation from Arthur cut the detective short.
"Heavens! What shall I do!" gasped the boy. "Here

comes my father now!"
A handsome automobile had stopped in front of Wet

Gong's door, from which John Aylsford alighted and in
a heavy, pompous way ascended the Chinaman's steps.

Old King Brady drew Arthur behind a tall Chinese
screen.

"Stand here!" he whispered. "My advice to you is to
make your presence known, but take a minute to cool
down."
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Wet Gong stared, wondering what it was all about pro-
bably.

The banker entered with a patronizing air.
Wet Gong evidently recognized him, for he bowed low

and placed a .heavy oak chair for his visitor.
"You did not call, Wet Gong/' said the banker, seating

himself.
"No, mlister Aylsford. Me no could decide too quick.

Me go muchee slow. Me decide now."
"Good. I thought I would call around and see you.

If you want to place that $50,000 out on a loan, I can give
you gilt-edged security. I have the chance open for the
day only. So I thought I would give you the first call."

"What it?" inquired Wet Gong.
The banker named a well-known San Francisco indus-

trial company.
"They want to borrow that amount for three months,

and they must have it to-day," he said. "Can you raise
the cash?"

"What per cent?"
"Twelve per cent."
"No, no. Fifteen."
"No, Wet Gong, twelve."
"Den me no go in. Flifteen."
They laughed for some minutes and finally the shrewd

old Chinaman won, for Mr. Aylsford agreed to the fifteen
per cent. " *

During all this, Arthur grew more and more nervous.
and stood clutching the old detective's arm.

"I can't do it! No, I can't!" he whispered twice.
"You must!" breathed Old King Brady. "It would

be wicked to let your father go out of here without seeing
you. It must not be."

The transaction was now completed.
Wet Gong agreed to deliver the money in gold at Alys-

ford's bank within an hour's time, and the banker rose to
depart.

Suddenly Old King Brady stepped from behind the
screen, dragging Arthur after him.

"Good morning, Mr. Aylsford !" he said. "Here is your
son!"

The banker gasped, fell back and then threw out his
arms.

"Arthur!" he exclaimed. "Oh, my poor boy!"
Arthur Aylsford fell sobbing into his father's arms, while

Old King Brady turned aside to speak to Wet Gong, whose
astonishment was unbounded.

"What mlatter, Blady?" he whispered. "Him hittee
too much hop. Oh, gee!"

"Mr. Brady, how can I ever thank you sufficiently?"
said the banker, after a few moments. "It is really most
remarkable that you should have succeeded so promptly,
where all others have failed."

"My dear sir. I think I know my business," replied
the detective. "These young fellows are all very well in
their way, and I know that the modern notion is that
after a man passes forty-five, he ought jfco be taken out and

shot; but when it conies to detective work, it is the ex-
perience that counts after all."

"You are quite right," said Mr. Aylsford. "Permit
me to say that you are a truly wonderful man. Arthur
has told me something of it all. He says that you have
strong hopes of recovering my cash."

"It is so," replied Old King Brady. "My partner un-
doubtedly got the money, and I have sufficient confidence
in his methods to feel sure that he will be able to hold
on to it. I expect to connect with him very shortly.
Meanwhile you had better take your son with you. Deal
gently with him, Mr. Aylsford. He should be put in the
hands of a skillful opium specialist without delay."

"And you can't thank him enough, father," broke in
Arthur. "Mr. Brady saved my life! He has been so kind
to me."

There was more of it.
We need not give it all here.
Soon afterward the banker and his wayward son de-

parted, leaving the old detective to explain the situation
to Wet Gong as best he could.

"And now show me where they are holding my partner
a prisoner," said the detective. "I must get right down to
work."

Wet Gong summoned his assistant, the intelligent young
Chinaman who had received the detective when he first
entered the shop, and spoke a few rapid words to him in
his own tongue.

"Go now, Blady!" he added. "Fong Tek will show you
the house. You must do de rest you ownself."

And following Fong Tek, Old King Brady hurried up
Sacramento street, turning down Dupont and up Jackson,
until he again reached the Joss House, where he met Wet
Gong.

* * * * * * *
Jack Judd was clearly in no shape for business. He

had been hitting the pipe again and was badly doped.
"I don't know you!" he snarled. "How did you come

here?"
"And I don't know you," replied Young King Brady.

"As to how I come here, that is easily explained."
"Explain it, then?"
"Will you set me free if I do?"
"I don't know whether I will or not. Who brought

you here?"
"A fellow named Still White. I don't know him.

though."
"Were you with him down the bay last night?"
*Yes."
"That makes it all the more mysterious. But say what

you have to say in your own way."
"Why, it's like this. I am a detective "
"A detective! Thunder and guns!"
"Hold on! Hear me out, please. I was set to watch

a swell hQp-hitters' joint, called the Dragon Club, over at
•Sausalito. While I was hanging about the grounds last
night some people came in a steam launch and landed at
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the foot of the garden. There were two young fellows, and
I think you were one of them, and a girl and also the man
who ran the launch."

"Well?"
"Well, I saw the three go into the clubhouse by the

back door; after awhile one of the fellows came out. He
was attacked by a man on the grounds, and he knocked
him out and dusted over the wall in spite of the broken
glass. Others came running up. Everybody was hollering
and yelling. I got scared and, finding that I couldn't get
to the gate to which I had a false key, I ran down to the
launch, held the fellow up who ran it and made him take
me aboard and put out into the bay."

"Ah!"
"He turned the tables on me, though, and got my gun

away. Then he put me in another launch, which was run
by this Still White. I guess you know all about that.
I told White it was all a mistake, but he wouldn't believe
me, and so he landed me here, and here I've been ever
since. Now let me go, like a good fellow, and I swear I'll
never squeal about what happened down the bay."

"That's a fine yarn," said Jack. ^ "Somebody is lying.
All the same, you sure hain't the fellow I expected to see."

"Who is that, may I ask?"
"Arthur Aylsford, the banker's son."
"He's missing."

"I was hired to see if I couldn't find him. I told
White that."

"Then, by thunder, I believe you did find him and
helped him to escape." n

"That's where you are dead ;wrong, for I never saw the
fellow in my life." • -\ -

"I believe you lie! Did he give you any money last
night?"

"I tell you I never saw him."
"Rats! The fellow who was with me and my wife was

Arthur Aylsford."
"He that knocked out the steward?"
"Yes."
"You don't say!"
"I do say, and I have the word of my friend, Abe

Dixon, the fellow in the launch, that it was the same man
who held him up. I believe you were personating him. I
believe you have got the money now."

"What money? You are welcome to all the money
you can find about me if you will only let me go."

"Then I'll take you at your word. Strip! Take off
every rag you have on you — see?"

"What for?"
"Do as I tell you or you are a goner. I have only to

wink, and them Chinks will fire. They are two of the hot-
test Highbinders in Chinatown. Now you know what you
are up against. Strip!"

Unfortunately Harry was not near the window where
he could reach his revolver. There was nothing for him
but to obey.

In silence he removed his clothes, tossing each garment
over to Jack Judd, who searched it.

Nor did Jack spare him. He made Harry strip to the
buff, but, of course, no money beyond three one dollar bills
and some small change was found.

Jack was greatly chagrined as well as deeply puzzled.
"By heavens, I believe you are telling the truth!" he

exclaimed. "Abe Dixon had been hitting the pipe. He.
got all mixed up. White said as much. He told me that
I was on the wrong track, and I believe it now."

"Of course, you are. May I put on my clothes now?
There's no fun standing here naked."

"Yes, put them on. Say, what's your name?"
"Bob Smith."
"Where are you from?"
"T^e East— Chicago."
"That jibes with what Still White said. Say, will you

stand in with me on a good thing?"

"Sure I will!"
"There's a pot of money into it. I can't explain before

these Chinks. I know you're a detective, all right, for I
seen the shield on your vest. Come along with me, and
we'll have a drink and talk it over."

"Is it the money young Aylsford got away with?"
"Sure it is."
'̂ t's a. bargain," said Harry, beginning to dress.
While putting on his clothes he moved over toward the

window gradually, until he stood right under it.
Jack Judd now said something to the Chinamen and

they departed, leaving the door unfastened behind them.
Everything seemed to be working Young King Brady's

All at once he reached up, seized the revolver from the
window ledge, and wheeling about, covered the opium fiend.

"You villain!" he cried. "Do you think I'd sell out tq
such a wretch as you are! Throw up your hands or I'll do
you up where you sit!"

Jack howled for mercy.
He fell all to pieces, after the usual style of opium fiends.
In a moment Harry was outside, and had locked the door

upon him.
"Now you stay there three or four hours and see how

you like it," he called through the keyhole. "I'm off
about my business now — I'll attend to your case later on."

He ran up the stairs, but had hardly gained the passage
above when a door flew open and an ill-looking, slatternly
young woman came bouncing out.

"What's all this row about?" she exclaimed. "Who the
mischief are you?"

Then all of a sudden she threw up her hands and gasped
out:

"Young King Brady, the detective! Oh, I know you!"
"Mag Ryan, stop your noise ancOet me pass!" breathed

Harry.
He recognized the woman as a miserable creature married

to a Chinaman whom he had formerly had dealings with
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in New York, and whose hatred for Old King Brady was in-
tense.

"I won't!" screamed Mag. "I know what you are after!
You are snooping around here looking for lately landed
Chinks. I've only got to scream to bring the Highbinders
down on you, so here goes."

Then the woman began yelling at the top of her lungs.

"D'lat's de place, Mr. Blady," said Fong Tek, having
led the way up a narrow alley which connected with another
in the rear of the joss house. You go through dere and
you come to noder house in back behind. Downstairs
under dlat house am your plartner, yes."

"I will go in and investigate. Your come along, too."
"No, no! Me no can go," said the Chinaman, and he was

going on to say more when all at once the side door of the
house fronting the alley flew open, and who should come
running out but Harry himself, while behind him the pierc-
ing screams of a woman could be heard.

"Governor!" gasped Harry. "What luck! You are just
in time to help me. But we mustn't stand here. That's
Mag Ryan veiling. She will have the Highbinders down
on us in a second."

"The money! What about that?" breathed Old King
Brady, seizing Harry's arm.

"It is hidden in the house in the rear. It won't be safe
for you to go in without the police."

"But, by heavens, I will, though! Do you think I am
afraid of a lot of Chinks? And—why, here come the po-
lice now! And who is this with them? A custom house
inspector looking for lately landed Chinks, as I live. Why.
here is my old friend, Captain Clark, at the head of the
push!"

"What in thunder brings you here, Brady?" demanded
the captain. "It can't be that you are on the same lay as
myself."

"Altogether different, captain. Help me five minutes if
you can."

"There must be no delay," put in the custom house in-
spector.

"There will be none," said Harry. "If you are after the
Chinese actor who was landed from the City of Tokio early
this morning then by helping us you will be helping your-
self."

Without further talk Old King Brady, Harry, and Fong
Tek entered the hall and passed through to the courtyard
beyond, the Chinaman, awed by the police, making no ob-
jection now.

The Ryan woman had now ceased screaming, and Harry
had a faint hope that they might not encounter her, but
there she stood at the top of the two steps which led down
from the extension of the old house.

"'there they are! Those are the Bradys! They have
come at last!" screamed the woman excitedly, and as she
pointed a mob of Chinamen came rushing out of the exten-
sion door, some armed with old swords, and some with
clubs.

It proved Harry right.
There would have been a hot time for the Bradys but for

the police.
Old King Brady's whistle was promptly answered, how-

ever, and when the Chinks and Mag Ryan saw what they
were up against they promptly fled back into the extension
and were seen no more.

"The underground rooms lie this way," said Harry, and
he led the officers through the door and down the stairs.

Here the Chinese actor was ultimately captured, but not
until after a long search.

The Bradys broke in upon Jack Judd and treated him to
a sight of the Aylsford money, which Harry took out from
under the baseboard before his eyes.

"Sneak!" said Old King Brady to the trembling hop-hit-
ter.

It was the last they ever saw of Jack, but it would have
been otherwise if the banker had not given positive orders
that there should be no arrests.

Half an hour later the Bradys had the satisfaction of
laying the cash and drafts upon Mr. Aylsford's desk.

Having won out once more, the Bradys promptly left
for New York with a good fat reward in their pockets, and
were soon back in their old haunts.

Six months later Mr. Aylsford wrote Old King Brady
that his son Arthur had completely reformed, and was at-
tending to business in a most satisfactory way.

The Judds jumped the town, and were never heard of
again. %

Harry felt a deep interest in the unfortunate Chinese
actor, who had taken such risks to get back to the United
States, so he prevailed upon 'Old King Brady to write to
some of his influential friends in Washington in the man's
behalf.

Enough to add that the actor was not deported, and is to-
day playing at the Doyers street theater in Chinatown,
New York.

The Dragon Club was allowed to go on in its evil way
until a year later, when it was pulled, to the great scandal
of Frisco society, as we have said.

What brought this raid about we cannot say, but one thing
is certain,.it had nothing at all to do with the case of the
Bradys and the Hop-Hitters.

THE END.

Read <;THE BRADYS AND 'BOSTON BEN'; OR,
TRACKING A TRICKSTER TO TENNESSEE," which
will be the next number (295) of "Secret Service."

SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
you order by return mail.



These Books Tell You Everything!
A COMPLETE SET IS A REGTTLAR ENCYCLOPEDIA!

Eacn 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
child can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjects
mentioned.

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-FIVE
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y.

MESMERISM.
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-

proved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.

PALMISTRY.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-

proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology,
and the key for telling character by the bumps on. the head. By
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM.
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-

structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

SPORTING.
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete

hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
structions about gunsj hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
together with descriptions of game and fish.

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a. boat.
Full 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. Describing the most usefuf horses
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
diseases peculiar to the horse. -

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
and the most popular manner o/ sailing them. Fully illustrated.
By G. Stansfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORAGULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—

Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean-
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
and curious games of cards. 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
knowing 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 your own fortune. Tell
the fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson,

ATHLETIC.
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-

struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good,
healthy muscle^ containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
in 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
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
without an instructor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
A handy and useful book.

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 book.

TRICKS WITH CARDS.
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-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
specially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em-
bracing all of the latest and mbst deceptive card tricks, with il-
lustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

MAGIC.
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and

card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruct.

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining hoW
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
authentic explanation of second sight.

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc.

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 SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain-
ing the secret of second sight. Fully 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. Andersoa. 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 CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
Illustrated.

MECHANICAL.
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy

should know how inventions originated. This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive oook published.

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 description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, JEolian 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 S. 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. Handsomely
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-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Giving
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 your 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;
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letto**.



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. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

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 MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Ev>ery
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy, who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain 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,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 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-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
lished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
coojjs.

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-

icription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical trickfj
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAT CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Andenson.

ETIQUETTE.
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There's happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

—^Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite 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 f9r conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the begt
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 in
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
dances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to 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 have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books 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. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and

containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No,39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABTBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illue-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinti
on how to catoh moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preserving birds, animals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete boob of the kind ever
published.

MISCELLANEOUS.
No. a HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and lfl«

structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex-
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thii
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc.

No. 19.—FRANK TOUSEY'S UNITED STATES DISTANCE!
TABLES, POCKET COMPANION 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, etc., etc., making
it one of the most complete and handy books published

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
family. 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. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady,
the world-kpown detective. In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventure!
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.
Abney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
of "Hew to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. 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
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com-
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become •

With many standard readings. " West Point Military Cadet."
PRICE 1O CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.

Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.



A Grand War Library

BLUE AND GRAY WEEKLY
Stories of Brave Northern and
Southern Boys in the Civil War

BY LIEUT. HARRY LEE

36T EACH NUMBER COMPLETE A 32-PAGE BOOK FOR 5 CENTS! ~*i
iff* DO NOT FAIL TO BUY A COPY ~»i

A New Story Will Be Published Every Week
All of these stirring stories are based on historical facts. They relate the exciting adventures of two gallant young
officers in the rebellion. Each alternate story deals with the North and South. There is absolutely no partisan-
ship shown. In one story the exploits of Captain Jack Clark, of the Fairdale Blues, is given. In the next,
Captain Will Prentiss figures with his company, the Virginia Grays. Thus, both sides of the war are shown in the
most impartial manner. You will like the stories of the South as well as you will like those of the North. Both are
replete with daring incidents, great battles and thrilling military situations. An interesting love theme runs through
each story. Bead the following numbers; they will be issued on the dates given below:

NO. ISSUED
1 Off to the War: or, 15he Boys in Blue Mustered In Aug. 12
2 At the Front; or, 15he Boys in Gray in Battle Aug. 19
3 Holding the Line; or, T5he Boys in Blue's Great Defense Aug. 26
4 On a. Forced March; or, T5he Boys in Gray to the Rescue Sept. 2
5 Through the Lines; or, 15he Boys in Blue on a. Raid Sept. 9
6 Prisoners of War; or, 15he Boys in Gray in Limbo Sept. 16
7 On Special Service; or, 15he Boys in Blue in Danger Sept. 23
8 Bivouac and Battle; or, Tohe Boys in Gray's Hard Campaign Sept. 30

For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Receipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher No, 24 UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from tbis office direct. Cut out and fill
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re-
turn mail POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190
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S E C R E T S E R V I C E
OLD AND YOUNG KING BEADY, DETECTIVES.

PRICE 5 GTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY
LATEST ISSUES:

208 The Bradys on the Eowery; or, The Search for a Missing Girl.
209 The Bradys and the Pawnbroker; or, A Very Mysterious Case.
210 The Bradys and the Gold Fakirs; or, Working for the Mint.
211 The Bradys at Bonanza Bay ; or, Working on a Million Dollar

Clew. '
212 The Bradys and the Black Riders; or, The Mysterious Murder at

Wildtown.
213 The Bradys and Senator Slam; or, Working With Washington

Crooks.
214 The Bradys and the Man from Nowhere; or, Their Very Hardest

Case.
215 The Bradys and "No. 99" ; or, The Search for a Mad Million-

aire.
216 The Bradys at Baffin's Bay; or, The Trail Which Led to the Arc-

tic.
217 The Bradys and Gim Lee; or, Working a Clew in Chinatown.
218 The Bradys and the "Yegg" Men; or, Seeking a Clew on the

Road.
219 The Bradys and the Blind Banker; or, Ferretting Out the Wall

Street Thieves.
220 The Bradys and the Black Cat; or, Working Among the Card

Crooks of Chicago.
221 The Bradys and the Texas Oil King; or, Seeking a Clew in the

Southwest.
222 The Bradys and the Night Hawk; or, New York at Midnight.
223 The Bradys in the Bad Lands; or, Hot work in South Dakota.
224 The Bradys at Breakneck Hall; or, The Mysterious House on the

Harlem.
225 The Bradys and the Fire Marshal; or, Hot Work in Horners-

ville.
226 The Bradys and the Three Sheriffs; or, Doing a Turn in Ten-

nessee.
227 The Bradys and the Opium Smugglers; or, A Hot Trail on the

Pacific Coast.
228 The Bradys' Boomerang; or, Shaking Up the Wall Street Wire

Tappers.
229 The Bradys Among the Rockies; or, Working Away Out West.
230 The Bradys and Judge Lynch ; or, After the Arkansas Terror.
231 The Bradys and the Bagg Boys ; or, Hustling in the Black Hills.
232 rJ*he Bradys and Captain Bangs; or, The Mystery of a Mississippi

Steamer.
233 The Bradys in Maiden Lane ; or, Tracking the Diamond Crooks.
234 The Bradys and Wells-Fargo Case ; or, The Mystery of the Mon-

tana Mail.
235 The Bradys and "Bowery Bill" ; or, The Crooks of Coon Alley.
236 The Bradys at Bushel Bend; or, Smoking Out the Chinese Smug-

glers.
237 The Bradys and the Messenger Boy ; or, The A. D. T. Mystery.
238 The Bradys and the Wire Gang; or, The Great Race-Track

Swindle.
239 The Bradys Among the Mormons; or, Secret Work in Salt Lake

City.
240 The Bradys and "Fancy Frank" ; or, The Velvet Gang of Flood

Bar.
241 The Bradys at Battle Cl i f f ; or, Chased Up the Grand Canyon.
242 The Bradys and "Mustang Mike" ; or, The Man With the Branded
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