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Harry fought like

a tiger, tumbling the Chinks

about-as best he could. The situationJv‘vas most
desperate, as Old King Brady, hung by the ankles, could not be expected

to long survive. It looked doubtful which would win.
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MESMERISM.

g, 81 HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-

¢ved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
ses by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo

vge Koch, A, C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc,

PALMISTRY.

Fo. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
Broved metbods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
# {ull explanation of their meaning. Also explammg phrenology,

d the key for tellmg character by the bumps on the head. By
ﬂa Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrates.

) HYPNOTISM.

Nz. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-
Weactive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also

gxplaining the most approved methods which are emplo3 ed by the
iumding hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

SPORTING.

We. 21, HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete
&unting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
¥tructions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
’b{:ther with descriptions of game and fish.

d0. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
tlustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
#ull instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
itructions on sw1mmmg and riding, companion sports to boating.

Ng, 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
a complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
$or business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
#iseases pecaliar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
mo% for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
s2d the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
%y C. Stansfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING.
. J;‘im i. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—
Mtammg the great oracle of human destiny; also the true. mean-
g of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,

And curious games of cards. A complete hook.
. No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dteams,
otom the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
?;n e8 the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky

4 unlucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.
HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. —Evers one is desirous of
;onowmg what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
gwlery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
Buy ene and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
s fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Jentaining rules for telling fortunes by the aid of limes of the hand,
g the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events

aid of moles, marks, scars, ete. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.

wWe. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-
ction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
rizontal bars and various other methods of developmg a good,
ithy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
me streng and healthy by following the ifistructions contained
.this little book.

“No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
@ntaxmng over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the difer-
IAY positions of a good boxer.

ithout an instrictor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
Mnetzons for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
ﬁmbracmg thirty-five illustrations. By Pro¢fessor W. Macdonald.

& handy and useful book.

Me. 34. HOW -TO FENCE.—Contammg full instruoction for
{gacing and the use of the browdsword; also instruction in archery.
Dascribed with twenty-one practical qustratxons, giving the best
m‘dm in fencing. A complefe book.

TRICKS WITH. CARDS
l_:ic, 5i. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
pianations of the general pmnmples of sleight-of-hand applicable
28 card tricks: of card tricks with ordina s, and not requiring
91ght-of- ha.nd of tricks imvolving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
Ppecially prepn:ed cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

i i f e Bery bolsi ;shot;]ld obt;nn one of |
eg6 useful an structive S, as it will teach you how to box |-
In ’ ¥ 1 plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-lettert,

No. 72 HOW TO DO BIXTY TRICKS W'ITH CARDS: *-Emf-
bracing all of the latest aud most deceptive card tricks, with ii-
lustrations. By A. Anderst

No. T7. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurore
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully mustratei

MAGIC. :

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic andl
card tricks, containing full imstruction on all the leading card tricke
of the day, also the most pepular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians ; every bov should obtain a copy of this book;
as it-will both amuse and instruct

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sighs
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
the secret dialegues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The onlig
authentic explanation of second sight,

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A \IAGICIAN.—Oontaining the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHNMICAL TRICKS.—Containing oves
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicaig.

y A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing oves
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magidians. Also contaim
in%the secret of second sight. Fully 1llustrated By A. Anderson.

0. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing fuli
directions for making Magic Toys and dewces of many kinds, Bg

. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS —Showinj
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By
Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. . Anderson.

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete descriptien of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hané,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Andersof-

Illustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BEGOME AN INVENTOR.—Every by
should know how inventions originated. This book explains thslt'
all, . ngmg examples in electricity, hydraulice, magnetism, opt
paeumaties, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book publxsho&

No. 56. HOW TG BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing tuli
instructions how te proceed in order to become a lotomotive @
gineer; also directions for building a modsel locomotive : togethes
with a full description of everything an engireer should Enow. -

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL STRUMENTS.—Ful
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aolian Harp, Xyle-
phone and other musical instruments; m:ther with. a brief &
seription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient %
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algermnon S. Fitzgerallhy
for twenty years bardmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containisg
a description of the lantern, together with its history and inventiofe
Alse full directions for its use and for paintiag slides. Handmmdﬁ
illgstrated. By John Allen.

0. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANIEAL TRICKS. —Containing
compete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Triokik
By A. Anderson, Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING. :
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—a most oot

and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young ol

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS T® LADIES. ——GM‘
complete instructions for writing letters to ladlel on all au MB
also letters of introduction, notes and reques

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 Itk
book, telling you how tb write to your sweetheart, your fi
mother, gister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and aap
body you wish to write to. Every younl man and eury
lady in the land should have this book.

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS GORRDOTLY. -«6.
taining full instructions for writing letters om almost any mbjadl
also rules for punctustion and composition, with specimen Lettese-

{Continued on page 3 of cover.),



SECRET

SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

Issued Weekly—By Subscription $2.50 pgr year.
March 1, 1899.
of Congress, Washington, D. C.,

Entered as Second Class Matter at the New York, N. Y.,
Entered according to Act of Congress. in the year 19035, th the office of the Ltbmrmn
by Frank Tousey, 24 Union Square, New York.

Post Office,

No. 337

NEW YORK, JULY 7,

1905, Price 5 Cents.

CHAPTER 1.
‘ OLD KING BRADY GOES FISHING FOR CHINKS.

When the big liner Balleric reached her pier and was
finally docked, one of the persons to come down the gang-
plank was a good-looking young man dressed in a tourist’s
suit, with an alligator grip instead of the conventional
dress-suit case in his hand.

The first victim for the custom’s inspector, one of those
pleasing personages so highly appreciated by foreigners,
strange to our Yankee customs, promptly made a rush for
him.

“Anything dutiable in that bag?” came the question, so
trying to some.

“Don’t know,” was the reply. “I wish you would find
out quickly, though I'had rather you would take the whole
bag than to delay me here.”

- As he spoke the young man lightly threw back the lapel
of his coat, displaying a detective’s shield. '

“Oh, I thought I recognized you,” said the inspechor, in
a low tone, as he proceeded to open the bag. “You are
Harry Brady.”

“I am, and you are Old King Brady’s friend Adams »
was the reply.

“Not so loud. It won’t do for us to appear to be ac-
quainted,” said the inspector. “T’ll let you right out. Give
my regards to the old man.”

“T’ do so0,” said the traveler, and in a moment the bag
was chalked and he was off.

Hurrying to the Hoboken ferry, Young ng Brady, for
thiz was indeed the partner and pupil of the world-famous
detective, crossed to New York and proceeded to the shabby
little office on Park Row, which is the headquarters of the
firm.

Young King Brady was just back from London, having
made a flying trip across the big pond on particular busi-
ness.

Here at the office he expected to meet his chief, but in
this he was disappointed, for when he tried the door he
found it locked,

Opening it with a key, Harry found a note from the old
detective lying on his desk, which read as follows:

“Dear Harry:'I intended to be on the wharf to meet
you, but I found it impossible. I received your cable, and
opportunity offering I decided to go to work at once. Open
the closet and you will find materiale for @ Chinese dis-

guise.

Put yourself in shape and come to the store of Ting
Fo and Co. on Pell street, where you will present the en-
closed paper to whoever challenges you. Should you find a
line of Chinks push by them and go directly in. There
you will find me.”

0. K. B.”

Harry tore up the letter and threw it into the waste bask-
et.

The paper was a yellow slip with Chinese characters
scrawled upon it, after the style of a laundry ticket.

Of course, Young King Brady could not read it, so he
stowed it away in his note-book and hurriedly donned the
Chinese disguise.

It was really wonderful the rapidity with which he
worked, and the complete change of appearance the dis-
guise effected.

“I guess that will do,” muttered Young King Brady,
surveying himself in the glass. “I wonder what the Gover-
nor has struck? I did not look to see him get to work be-
fore my return.”

Young King Brady now stowed his grip away in the
closet and proceeded to examine a few letters which he
found on the desk. .

This done, he left the office, and locking the door be-
hind him, shuffled up Park Row on his way to Chinatown.

His disguise was perfect.

Anyone would have taken him for a Chinaman.

But for detectives there is always one trouble with Chi-
nest disguising when the intention is to work among Chi-
pamen, and that is the language.

It is to be doubted if any European or American ever
succeeded in acquiring that language so as to deceive a
native.

Indeed, it is doubtful if one detective in a hundred is
aware of the fact that there are as many languages spoken
in China as in Europe.

The talk we hear the Chinese lJaundryman jabbering to
his companion is the Quang Tong—or Canton—dialect,
differing as widely from the langnage of the educated Chi-
nese gentleman as Yiddish differs from Italian or French.

Often when Young King Brady has been called upon to
play the part of a Chinaman he has professed to be deaf and
dumb. )

How he was going to get around the troublesome old ob-
stacle on this occasion Harry had not the least idea.

Passing through Chatham Square, Young King Brady
passed into Pell street, and headed for the big bric-a-brae
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shop of the Ting Fo Compan), the location of which he
knew,

He had no sooner come in sight of the place than he per-
_ceived a line of celestials reaching forty of fifty feet away
from the store.

They were mostly young men, and as Harry stepped
across the street to observe them he saw one admitted to
the store by an elderly Chink, who waved the others back.

“This must be part ofthe Governor’s operations,”
thought Harry. “What in the world is he up to? It beats
the cars how he goes at these things.”

Harry now crossed the street, and made directly for the
store door..

Several of the Chinks called out to him, doubtless pro-
testing against his cutting in ahead of them,

To this, of course, Young King Brady paid no heed.

When he opened the store door the elderly Chinaman
started to push him back, but as soon as Harry presented
his paper the old man drew him inside.

“You comee with me,” he said, and Harry was conducted
to a room in the rear of the store.

A Chinaman passed out as they entered.

In the room, seated in a cormer, was the famous old de-
tective.

Near by, sitting behind a table, was a Chinaman wearing
American clothes, a man whose face showed his intelli-
gence.

He spoke to Harry in Chinese as he came in, whereat
his conductor laughed and Old King Brady joined.

“Doctor, thig is my partner,” said Old King Brady. “You
compliment us by mistaking him for one of your own
race.” /

“Ah! So?” replied the Chinaman behind the table. “He
is well made up. I confess I was deceived.”

“Harry, this is Dr.'Yong Duck, from the Chinese lega-
tion at Washington,” said Old King Brady.

“Glad to see you, doctor,” remarked Harry, extending
his hand.

Dr. Duck shook hands heartily.

- “And so I to see you was glad,” he said, speaking in that
studied fashion which the educated Chinese are apt to
adopt.

“Come over here, and sit by me, Harry,” said Old King
Brady. “Friend Fo, let the men come on.”

0ld Xing Brady then shook hands with his partner, and
made a place for him upon the bench on which he was

_ seated.

“Don’t try to talk to me now,” he whispered. “We want
to get rid of that mob outside as soon as we can, or we
shall have the police butting in here to find out what I am
about.”

Fo departed, and after a moment another Chinaman
was ushered in and stood before the table.

An animated conversation in Chinese followed.

It appeared to Harry that Dr. Duck was questioning the
man. :

s

Evidently the answers were not satisfactory, for the fel-
low departed looking immensely disappointed.

Another and another was admitted; it continued up to
fifteen. All seemed to fail to pass the test, whatever it
might have been.

Harry was filled with curiosity.

He knew why he had been sent flying over to London,
but he had not the most remote idea what this all meant.

The sixteenth man was as near to a handsome Chimaman
as Harry had ever seen.

He was not over twenty, with plump face and well-knit
frame.

He wore a pig-tail coiled under his hat, and was dressed
in a neat business suit.

While unmistakably a Chinaman, his face showed an
intelligence far beyond his class.

Dr. Duck tackled him in the usual way.

The conversation had lasted about as long as the others
had done, when all at once Harry saw the doctor’s face light
up with satisfaction.

He turned to Old King Brady and sald »

“This ig your man.”

“Good!” replied the detective.
lish?”

“As well as I speak my own language, sir,” rephed the
Chinaman.

“Mr. Brady, I twrn him over to you,” said the doctor.
“But first I would talk with you alone.”

“Very well,” answered Old King Brady.
need to examine the others, I suppose?”

“No need. If this young man will not do then the others
will not.”

“Very well. Let Ting Fo send the rest away.”

Dr. Duck opened the door and called out into the store.

“Young man, your name?” questioned the detective.

' “Tip Ling,” replied the Chinese boy, for he was little
more than eighteen years old, Harry thought, and he after-
wards knew that he was right.”

“Step outside; I'll see you in a moment,” said the detec-
tive. '

The Chinese boy left the room.

Dr. Duck then turned to Old King Brady and said:

“You can rely on him, I think.”

“What makes you so sure?” asked Old King Brady.

“T judge by his face.”

“He speaks the Chuen Shan language?”

113 Yes.”

“How did he learn it?” -

“From his father.”

“Was he born in China?”

“No; in San Francisco.” »

“Then is it likely he talks it fluently?”

“He does. I conversed with him. Could you not see a
difference in the last of our talk ?”

“No.” !

“It is so strange.”:

“Does he speak Eng-

“There is no

4
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-.“I take your word for it, doctor.
¥ say to me?”
“Simply to warn you to be careful how you trust him.”
“I thought you said that you considered him reliable?”
“And 50 I do. But I do not know him, I have done my
best.”
“And for that I am very much obliged to you, doctor.
Is there anything to pay?”

What is it you wanted

“Nothing. Al will be paid by the Chinese minister to
England.”
“Very well. And you return at once to Washington*”

“No; I have other business here.”

“Very good.”

Old King Brady seemed smgularly reticent.

Harry realized that he was through with the man, and

¢ wanted to be rid of him.

But Dr. Duck did not seem disposed to go.

“Ts there anything further, doctor?” asked Old King:
Brady.

“May I ask a question?”’was the reply,

“Surely.”

“What does all thiz mean?”

It was the same question that Harry had been asking
himself.

He got no satisfaction then.

“Dr. Duck, I am working for the Chinese minister at the

English court,” said Old King Brady, courteously. “My
orders are definite and positive. I cannot tell you what
this means.”

Dr. Duck was all smiles.

“Oh, very well. Then so I say good-by,” he exclaimed.

Shaking hands cordlally with both the detechves, he left
the room.

“That settles Dr. Duck,” muttered Harry.
“Hush!” replied Old King Brady “Call in that bey.”
“In English?”
“Of course in English! Can you speak Chinese?”
“Don’t bite a fellow’s head off, Governor. I merely
meant that I could not speak Chinege.”
"“Very well. Call him in.”
Harry opened the door and beckoned to the China boy,
who stood leaning against the counter.
Tip Ling came back into the room and the door was
closed.
“What shall I call you?” asked Old King Brady.
“Call me Ling,” replied the boy, with hardly a trace of
Chinese accent.
“Very good. Ling, why did you come here?”
“I read the advertisement, boss.”
“And you want that hundred dollars?”
“Yeg?” - N
“TLiook here, Ling, do you know me?”
[{4 Yes »
“Who am I?”
“0ld King Brady, the detective.”
“Exactly. Did the mer~outside know that I was here?”

T,

“No, I think not. I did not hear them say so.”

“Very well. Now, Ling, if you are true {o me you are
surely going to get that hundred dollars. If you are sharp
and shrewd, and help me to succeed in what I have under-
taken, you will get two hundred dollars. Do you under-
stand.”

“Yes, boss.”

“Well 2

“I go for dat two hundred, boss.”

“Good! When will you be ready?”

“Ready now, boss.”

“Right. Harry, go to the square and get a cah and come

with it here.”

Young King Brady departed.

*Come,” he muttered, as he walked down Pell street, “1

don’t know what sort of fish the Governor thinks he has
caught, but one thing is certain—now that he has got him
on his hook he don’t mean to let him escape.”

CHAPTER 1II.
OLD KING BRADY EXPLAINS,

Harry had no sooner departed than 01d King Brady be-
gan to put Tip Ling through a course of sprouts.

“How did you know me?” he demanded.

“T have seen you in Frisco,” was the reply.

“Where?”

“At Tom Ling’s, on Dupont street.”

“Ha! The lottery man. How came you to be there?” "

“It was ten years ago. He is my uncle. I lived there.”

“And your father?”

“He is dead.”

““What is your business?”

“I am a waiter.”

“In Chinese restaurants?”

“Yes, and in Ametican private families.”

“How long have you been in New York?”

“QOne week.”

“What did you come here for #”

“T wanted to see the country.”

“Have you any friends here?”

“NO ”

“Where are you staying?”

“At a lodging-house on Mott street.”

“Your things are there now?”

“I have nothing.”

“XNo clothes except what you have on ybur back?”

“No. I am very poor, Mr. Brady.
get to New York.”

“You keep yourself looking well.” - " »,

“Yes, boss.”
“Now, I suppose you want to know what it is that the
police have for you to do?” ,

It took all T h&d to .
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‘& Yes,‘ boss.”

“It is strange, but as it happens you are wanted as a
waiter.”

“Yes, boss.”

“You saw the young man who was here )ust now ?”

“Yes, boss.”

“Did you think he was a Chinaman?”

“Yes, boss.”

“He is not. He is my partner in disguise.”

“He disguise belly good, boss. I think he Chinaman.”

“You mean what you say?”

“Oh, yes. I speak true.”

“Very well. You are to come with us to my house.
There you will be told what you have to do. You are ready
to go to work to-night?”

“Yes, boss. Me ready any time at all.”

“Very well. We will talk no further now.
my partner, and we must go.”

0ld King Brady knew Harry’s step.

Immediately Young King Brady entered, and announced
that the carriage was ready.

The Bradys and Tip Ling then entered the cab.

Pell street had cleared itself of the line of candidates, for
Old King Brady’s mysterious job, but it was crowded with
Chinamen for all that, as it always is.

It was not strange that so bright a proposition as Tip
Ling had recognized the old detective.

As is well known, Old King Brady affects a peculiar
costume,

Here comes

Now, as always, when not in disguise, the old detective
wore a long, blue coat of antique cut, trimmed with a
double row of brass buttons, in the style of 1840.

Following the same style, also, he wore an old-fashioned,
high-pointed collar, with an ancient stock taking the place
of a modern scarf.

Add to this the big white hat, with its broad brim, and
you have Old King Brady as the world sees him, and once
seen is never forgotten.

Thus, as we said before, there was nothing strange in the
fact that Tip Ling immediately recognized the man.

During the ride there was no attempt at conversation be-
tween the detectives.

0Old King Brady was silent, and Harry knew that it
would be useless to attempt to question him now.

The cab landed the detectives at the old house on Wash-
ington Square, in which they have for some time kept bach-
elors’ hall.

Here Tip Ling was turned over to Julius, the colored
servant who looks after the welfare of the Bradys, with
instructions that he be given a good supper and made at
home generally.

The detectives themselves adjourned to the library,
where, having carefully closed the doors, Old King Brady
announced himself as ready to listen and talk.

Harry then delivered certain letters to his chief, and
made a brief statement concerning his trip abread.

“@aod,” said ©01d King Brady. “And now I propose that

you shall make a move to-night.”

“I’m ready any time, Governor.”
“0Of course, and that is as it should be. Now let us
review our case.”

And Harry settled back to listen, knowing that when Old
King Brady started in on one of these reviews it generally
took time.

“As you are aware, Harry,” began the old detective,
“some three weeks and more ago we received an important
letter from the English detective bureau at Scotland Yard.

“This letter informed us that there had been a robbery
at the Chinese legation at the court of St. James.

“A string of black pearls of great age and fabulous value
had been stolen from the wife of the Chinese minister by a
man-servant whose name was unknown, as the name ‘Hing
Gee,” under which he had been engaged at Pekin, was
known to be false.

“This string of pearls had once been part of the regalia
of the grand master of the Hip Sing Ling, a secret and
sacred order among Chinamen, usually known to European
travelers as the ‘Chinese Free-Masons,” although its secret
ceremonies are not believed to resemble thoses of our Free-
Masons to any extent.

“It was supposed that the robbery was planned at Pekin
by emissaries of this order for the express purpose of re-
covering the pearls which were taken from the Hip Sing
Ling over a hundred years ago, at the suppression of their
grand lodge by one of the Chinese emperors.

“Although the Hip Sing Ling is supposed to be an ex-
tinct order in China, it is well known that its members still
secretly meet, and that lodges have been instituted in the
United States. All those whose families either openly or
secretly bear the name of Ling are or have been members of
the order, and all speak™n ancient dialect, known as the
Chuen Shan language. You will note that our boy bears
the name of Ling, and also speaks the language.

“After the robbery was discovered, and there can be no
doubt as to this man Hing Gee being the thief, according to
what you tell me, the Scotland Yard detectives obtained
positive evidence that the fellow fled to this country, and
landed in New York, and we were requested to take the
matter in hand. We failed to accomplish anything during
the first days of our investigations, and as time had been
lost and further delay could hardly afféct our chances of
success, I sent you to London to confer with the minister
and the Scotland Yard people. Through your cablegram
I was able to communicate with the Chinese minister at
Washington, who informed me that one of his secretaries,
a Dr. Duck, understood the Chuen Shan language, his fath-
er having been a member of the Hip Sing Ling, and the
yvoung man was ordered to help us with our work.”

“Excuse me a moment,” put in Harry. “Do you suppose-
Dr. Duck is himself a member of the Hip Sing Ling?”

“T’'m assured not by the Chinese minister at Washington,
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but you know what these people are, Harry. How far they
are to be trusted one can never tell.”

“Go on.”

“Practically I have finished the review of the case, Har-
ry,” continued the old detective. “The point now to cover
is the business in which you found me engaged.”

“Exactly. Mysterious business it is, too.”

“Not so mysterious as you think for. Dr. Duck was sent
to me by the Chinese minister at Washington in order that
he might post me thoroughly in regard to the Hip Sing
Ling.”

“And has he done s0?”

“I can’t say that he has told me very much. He pro-
fesses fo know but little about the order himself. I told
him at the start off how anxious I was to get next to some
member of the order, and ”

“0Oh, one second, Governor. Does Dr. Duck know what
your object in looking into the Hip Sing Ling actually
is?”

“Indeed he does not. He knows nothing at all about it,
and I don’t’ intend that he shall.”

“Very well. Go on.”

“After talking with Dr. Duck,” continued Old King
Brady, “I requested him to go through Chinatown with me
in the hope of ascertaining if there was a lodge of the Hip
Sing Ling in New York. He consented to this, and we

started out together with the idea of interviewing several |-

Chinamen whom I know, and whom the doctor would have
questioned in their own language, when as we were passing
the bulletin board at the corner of Pell and Doyers street.

where all those little red notices are posted up, you know
”»

“Yes, I know,. Governor.”

“Well, as we passed there I saw the fellow give a start;
he caught my arm and pointing to a certain notice which
hung rather loosely against the wall, informed me that he
had found what he wanted, and that there must be a lodge
of the Hip Sing Ling in town.”

“Well?”

“Yes; the notice, you see, was in the secret language of
Chuen Shan, used only by the Hip Sing Ling, and under-
stood by few others, and those the descendants of such as
had once belonged to the order.”

“And what did it say?” demanded Harry, becoming
intensely interested.

“Here it is,” replied 0ld King Brady, producing one of
those red slips which one sees posted about Chinatown.
“The thing was very loosely pasted against the wall, and
as no one happened fo be looking at the time Dr. Duck
pulled it off, and we went back to the office, where he
tranpslated it.”

(43 And?”

“It is an advertizement for a Chinese waiter and a man
house servant, Harry. The waiter must be able to speak the
Chuen Shan dialect; it says nothing about the house ser-
vant. The address is in the lower part of West 3—th

street, one of those old-fashioned brick dwellings—you
know the row.”

“Yes, ves! Same row where we raided that fake doctor
who bleached out skeletons and sold them to anatomical
museums.”

“It’s the same house, Harry, as you see by the number
here on the paper, which is in plain figures.”

“Well, when was this?”

“Only yesterday.”

“And what did you do about it?”

“The notice had been freshly posted, as the paste was
quite wet. After some thought I concocted the scheme
of myself hiring a Chink to take the job, and having you
go with him as the house servant.”

“But suppose someone has already taken the place?”

“In that case my plan falls down. I had Dr. Duck write
a notice in Cantonese, offering $100 to any Chinaman who
was willing to help the police in & certain matter not
named. Directions were given to call at the store of Ting
Fo & Co. to-day at the hour you caught us at our work.
Dr. Duck examined each candidate to see if he could find
one who spoke the Chuen Shan dialect; you came along
while we were at it, and the success we met with you have
seen for yourself.”

“It’s a great scheme, Governor. Of course, you have in-

quired about this house?” '
“I have, Harry. . It is occupied by two well-dressed and
seemingly prosperous Chinamen who carry on no business
there so far as is known. The name of the man who rents
the house is on the agent’s books as Moy Jing. He pays
his rent promptly and is a quiet tenant. That is all the
agent knows.”

“And the neighbors?
tell.” ;

“Of course; and equally of course I investigated it.”

“Well?”

“They report that the two Chinks come and go, inter-
fering with nobody. There is also a third one fhere, an
old man who seems to be a servant. Every Friday night
there are many visitors at the house; sometimes as many
as ten or fifteen. They arrive about seven o’clock, coming
in couples and singly, and-all go away together at a late
hour, sometimes as late as one a. m.”

Surely they have their story to

“It looks like a lodge, Governor!” exclaimed Harry.

“It certainly does,” replied Old King Brady, “and if it
is a lodge of the Hip Sing Ling then there in that house is
the place for us to begin to make our search for the minis-
ter’s lost pearls.”

CHAPTER III.
HARRY AND TIP LING TACKLE THE MYSTERIOUS HOUSE.

And such was the mystery which the Bradys had under-
taken to solve.
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Hairy’s journey to London had been taken to get points
on the pearls, the details of the robbery, a description of the
thief and other things, without a more accurate description
of which than the Scotland Yard officials seemed able to
give by letter, Old King Brady was unwilling to undertake
the case.

But now all that ground had been covered, and the de-
tectives were ready to get down to actual business.

A Chinese case is never an easy one, and is pretty apt to
be long drawn out; but the Bradys, as is well known, have
a habit of succeeding in what they undertake, and in this
instance Old King Brady by no means despaired of success.

“Do we gq to-night?” asked Harry, after the talk was
finished.

“Certainly,” replied DId King Brady, “and upon your
success in getting into that house the whole thing hangs.”

“And suppose we fail?”

“Then I have another plan which it is {ime enough to
discuss after the first has failed.”

The old detective now called in Tip Ling, who appeared
bland and smiling.

“Now, Ling, I suppose you want to know what this work
is to be?” he said. .

“Yes, boss.”

“Sit down and I Wlll tell you.
the Hip Sing Ling?”

The Chinaman started. :

“What do you know about the Hip Sing ng'?” he
asked.

“I know that it is a secret order. We call it the Chinese
Free-Masons.”

“It is secret like the Free-Masons, boss.
long to the Hip Sing Ling.”

“And you?”

“Qh, no. I never did. Iam too young.”

“You mean to join-when you get older?” °

Ling grinned and said that he would wait and see.

“And so you see that I know,” said Old King Brady.

Did you ever hear of

My father be-

. “Now, Ling, read this.”

The detective handed him the red slip.

“You want me to take that place?” demanded Ling.

“I do; and you are to take my partner here along with
you as the house servant.”

“But he no can, bhoss.
Shan.”

“You will notice that he is not required to speak this
secret language of the Hip Sing Ling.”

“That is so. It does not say that he must.”

“He goes as a man who is deaf and dumb. He is willing
to work very cheap on that account.”

“Tt is well; but why?” ’

“Why do you go at all?”

“That it.”

It was useless to try to hold back the secret motive from
this young man, and Old King Brady was prepared to tell
him all.”

He no can speak the Chuen

s

%

Tip Ling listened to the story of the pearl robbery with-
out change of face.

“Did you ever hear of these black pearls?” Old ng ‘
Brady asked then. .

“Yes,” said Tip Ling. “My father has told me how
they were taken away from the Hip Sing Ling by the em-
peror many years ago.” .

This frank admission pleaged the old detectxve_munense-
ly. .
“You would be willing to help get them back, Ling?”

he asked.

“Sure, yes,” was the reply. “What do I care for the
thief. I do not know him. I want that hundred dollars,
boss.”

“Good! I hope you may earn it. Do you know any
member of the Hip Sing Ling in New York?”

144 '\"o »

“You agree with me in-thinking that these Chinese Free-
Masons must meet there?” .
“It looks-so, boss. Why else they write in Chuen

Shan?”

This was just the questlon 0ld King Brady had asked
himself, and Dr. Duck had put forward the same idea.

The talk which followed was about Harry’s disguise, and
the part he was to play. )

Ling seemed very doubtful about the dummy part of the
business.

At a loss to understand his repéated objection to that, for
Harry had frequently worked the same game before, and.
with perfect success, the old detective put the question
rather abruptly to the Chink.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he replied, evasively.
they no like.”

“It won’t do, Ling. This thing is no go unless you make
me understand what you mean,” Old King Brady then
said. ‘

Tip Ling locked troubled. ‘

“I would tell you, but I cannot make you understand,”
he replied.

“Yes, you can make me understand too.
Tell it out.”

Then with many words and in a most roundabout ‘way,
Tip Ling explained.

It appeared that the Hip Sing Ling was confined to the
people who came from the great Chinese province of Sze
Chuen, over in the mountain region on theborders of
Thibet. :

These people, it seemed, are highly superstitious, and
Ling explained to the Bradys that by them deaf and dumb
people are all supposed to be possessed by certain spirits
who prevent them from hearing or talking, so that they—
the spirits—may force them to write prophecies about
family matters when consulted.

Thus in Sze Chuen dummies are used as fortune-tellers,
and often hire themselves out to rich mandarins or com-
mercial companies for that purpose.

Thus Ling expected that Harry would be subjected to

“Perhaps

I am no fool.
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the closest scrutiny, and very likely could be expected to
go into a trance and write “luck cards” or prophecies.

The Bradys let Tip Ling talk himself out, and make
everything plain in his own way.

“Well, what do you think about it?” asked Old King
Brady then.

“I’'m willing to take the chances if you say so,” replied
. Harry. “Tell me, Ling, did you .ever see anything like
that done yourself?”

“No,” said Ling, “but then I only a boy. My father tell
me all about it. He often see it in Sze Chuen.”

“It’s a dangerous point; there is no doubt about that,”
said Old King Brady. “But then, Harry, unless you go as
a dummy I fail to see how you cdn go at all.”

“T’ll go,” replied Harry. “Let’s cut it out.” :

Old King Brady, taking his partner aside, then gave
him the following wise bit of advice:

“Now, suppose you are caught in that snap,” he said.
“I’ll tell you what to do. Write for them, and pretend to
be in a trance. Make any old fly-tracks which resemble
Chinese letters, always remembering that the Chinese write
from the top of the sheet to the bottom instead of across as
we do. If you do this they will put you down as a won-
derful prophet, who writes his prophecies in an unknown
language. Do you see?” )

«J hear,” laughed Harry, “but I am afraid, Governor,
that our New York Chinks are educated a peg or two above
that sort of thing. They will put me down for a wonderful
‘fraud.” _

However, Harry agreed to try it, and shortly after seven
he and Tip Ling started uptown to tackle the mysterious
house,

The moment they got on the street by themselves Ling
began to question Harry further about the. pearls.

He wanted to know all the details of the robbery, what
gort of looking person Hing Gee was, and other things.

Without trusting the fellow in the least, Young King
Brady determined to satisfy him in this regard.

If any who read this have ever been questioned by a
Chinaman they know in what a business-like way he goes
about it.

Ling kept it up until after they had left the elevated
railroad at 34th street, and started west toward the mys-
terious house,

The exact location of this house we do not care to state.

It is enough to say that it was one of a row of old-fash-
ioned three-story brick dwellings located in the region that
has since been cleared to make way for the new station of
the Pennsylvania railroad.

It was darkwhen the detectives reached 4t—we must style
Tip Ling a detective, too—and the house was the only one
of the row which showed no light from the stret.

Harry watched Ling’s face narrowlys

HY was satisfied that the boy had never seen the house
before from the curious way in which he regarded it.

“Well, that is the place, Ling,” he said. “I suppose we

¢ .. try our luck now.”

That was the time Ling wanted to bargain.

“See,” he said, “so we find de pearls den it worth more
as one hundred dollars for what could vou do alone?”

“Now, look here,” replied Harry. “I’ve got nothing fo
do with that. You made your bargain with Old King
Brady, and you must stick to it. If you do the right thing
very likely he will give you more.”

-“He get plenty money for pearls?”

“I don’t know anything at all about that. Old King
Brady is a very good man. If you are good to him he will
be good to you—see ?”

“Allee light,” said Ling, cheerfully.
what you Chinee name shall be?”

“By Jove, we want to settle that point right now,” said
Harry, “and we den’t want to stand here talkmg about it,
either. I’ll leave it to you.”

“Sam Yup. How dat?”

“All right. Sam Yup it is. Come on. Mind, now, you
don’t speak to me except by signs after we get into the
house.”

The sign part had all been discussed beforehand, so
everything now being arranged they ascended the steps and
rang the bell.

There was a long wait.

Again and again Young King Brady pulled the bell.

It began to look as though they were not going to get in
at all, when at last a light appeared in the hall, and there
was the sound of a chain being let down and the door was
cautiously opened by the most Chinese looking Chink
Harry had ever seen.

He was a small man, with eyes so almond-shaped that
they seemed mere slits in his face. ’

He wore a pig-tail which extended down to his heels, and
the rest of his head was shaved smooth.

But his dress was the most peculiar feature.

This consisted of a pair of green silk breeches beutlfully
embroidered with gold lace.

There were gold stars on his knees, and golden birds on
his hips,

His blouse was of whlte silk, also embroidered, but with
silver lace, and the buttons were lumps of solid gold.

But of course Harry could only look. The talking had
to be left to Ling, who began jabbering away the instant
the door was opened.

The Chinamen let them in after the first few words, and
they were ushered into the room which had once been the
front parlor, which was plainly furnished in Chinese
style.

The Chinaman sat down at a table, and Ling stood up
before him. ,

Harry, not knowing what to do, remained standing near
the door.

A long conversation now followed.

While it was in progress another Chinaman entered, and
seating himself by the table, joined in.

Neither of them gave Young King Brady more than a
casual glance.

“But say, Blady,
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It was perfectly evident that they did not see through
his disguise.

Nor was this any surprise to Harry.

His Chinese disguises are the outcome of long and careful
study.

The Bradys do not make their disguises to have them
detected, and as a matter of fact, they seldom fail.

Harry paid close attention to the conversation, but he
could not catch even one familiar word, and yet there are
many Chinese phrases familiar to him,

All at once the sounds changed.

Were thev talking the mysterious Chuen Shan language
now?

Another stream of conversation followed, lasting some
ten or fifteen minutes.

All at once Harry saw Tip Ling start back and throw up
his hands.

Involuntarily Harry’s hand went toward his hip pocket.

Was there going to be trouble?

The two Chinamen sprang up, and coming close to Ling,
stared him in the face in the most curious fashion.

Now the talk grew more animated.

Al] three seemed to go at it at once.

Suddenly the Chink in the green breeches came up to
Young King Brady and took him by the arm.

He clutched him firmly and led him owt into the hall.

For the moment Harry was tempted to resist him, but a
sign from Tip Ling restrained him.

It was the sign that they had previously agreed upon
should mean “all right.”

So Young King Brady submitted.

The Chinaman led him wupstairs and into the back room
on the top floor,

This was fitted up in American style comfortably
enough, containing a double bed, wash-stand, dresser, etc.

The Chink lit the gas, and pointing to the bed, made‘

signs that Harry should get into it.

Then, uttering a few words, he withdrew, leaving Harry
to himself and his curiosity to know what all this meant.

“Queer ending! I don’t even know whether we are en-
gaged or not,” thought Young King Brady. “What in
thunder am I to do?”

He slipped over to the door and tried it.

The door was not locked.

This did not look much like being held a prisoner.

Harry stepped out to the head of the stairs and listened.

Down on the parlor floor he could hear a moon banjo
twanging.

- Curiosity was rapidly gettmg the best of Young King
Brady.

He slipped down the two flights ef stairs, and crept along
the hall, for the music came from the back parlor, and both
parlor doors were closed.

Still the music continued, and Young King Brady caught
the odor of burning joss sticks.

Dropping on his knees before the back parlor door, he
put his eye to the keyhole.

“For heaven sake, what is going on in there?” thought
Young King Brady, amazed at what he saw.

CHAPTER 1V. i
THE DOINGS OF DR. DUCK.

0ld King Brady does not always tell his partner all he
knows about a case at the start, although he always makes
everything plain at the end.

This is not at all for the reason that he does not fully
trust Harry, but because he always regards it as best net
to have his assistant too well informed, for what one does
not know one surely cannot tell, and in the working up of
a mystery such as the Bradys had tackled now secrecy is
sometimes the whole thing.

Harry had no sooner departed than the old detective
telephoned for a cab, and was driven back to Pell street,
where he entered Ting Fo & Co.’s shop again.

Mr. Ting came forward to meet him,

“You come back too soon,” he said. ‘

“Better too soon than too late, Ting,” replied the detec-
tive. “Come into the back room. I want to talk to you.”

“Allee light, Blady,” said the Chinaman. “Whatever
you say go.”

He led the way to the room where the old detective had -
held his seance with the Chmese waiters, and the door was
closed.

It was curious to note the respect shown 0ld King Brady
by this son of the Flowery Kingdom.

And there was a reason for this.

In New York as well as in some other cities, Old King
Brady has many acquaintances among the criminal and
semi-criminal classes who are absolutely devoted to him,
for the excellent reason that in times of trouble he has
stood their friend.

It is not every criminal detected by the great detective
who is rushed off to prison.

Far from it. If 01d King Brady thinks there is a chance
for a man or woman to reform he helps them {o take that
chance, even going to unusual length to do so in some cases.

Such favors are seldom forgotten; such people are often
of the greatest use to the Bradys in their work.

Besides criminals Old King Brady helps many others
whom he thinks may thus serve him, -

When he first began his work in Chinatown he realized
the necessity of making frlends there, and he made them.

Ting Fo was one,

Originally the fellow had been a laundry helper

0ld King Brady, taking a fancy to him, advanced him
money and set him wp in the bric-a-brac business.

Long since Mr., Ting had paid back his borrowings—
Chinamen always do that.

But the debt of gratitude Ting Fo regarded as something
which never could be paid. 1 :

3
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This also is strictly Chinese, for with that strange race
it is once a friend always a friend.

It would be just as well if some Americans would copy
this singular people in that regard.

“Now, Ting,” said Old King Brady, “I want you to lis-
ten to me, and I am going to tell you something ahout the
case I am working on, for I want your help.”

“Allee light, Blady,” replied the Chink.
help, so me will.”

“I know that. Ting, thisis a case where a string of valu-
able pearls have been stolen by a Chinaman.” '

“So?”

“Yes. They are black pearls.
valuable black pearls are?”

“Me know. Dley worth muchee tlousand dollars.”

“So muchee thousand dollars, Ting, that I can’t tell you
how many thousands they are worth.”

“Tief steal dem in New York, Blady?”

“No; in London.”

“Oh, yair. Me sabee London.”

“Of course. You would be a fool if you didn’t. Well,
Tlng, the thief is supposed to have brought the pearls to
New York. Perhaps he will want to sell them, perhaps not.
I can’t tell, but in case he should be looking for that
chance we want to put it in his way.”

“And what you want me to do, Blady?”

“Write one of your Chink advertisements, and post it
through Chinatown, offering to pay the highest price for
black pearls, and see if you cannot get a bite.”

“Me do dat, and so dey come, den what?”

“Then, of course, you will find out all about the man.
You will have your Chink friends follow him, and find out
who he is and where he lives, and let me know. If you can
make an appointment with him to bring his pearls to
your place, and in some way arrange it so that I can get
a look at them, why so much the better. We will do what-
ever seems best, and—who is this ?”

There was a knock on the door interrupting them then.

Ting Fo hastened to open it, admitting a young China-
man,

This was one of the clerks in the bric-a-brac shop, but as
he spoke no English Old King Brady had to wait to find
out what he wanted.

But in a general way he knew what was coming, for Old
King Brady himself had arranged with Ting Fo to have
this young fellow follow Dr. Duck.

So the detective listened to the jabbering impatiently,
and Ting Fo, realizing that, made short work of his ques-
tions and dismissed the man.

“Well ?” demanded Old King Brady.

“HMe know about pearls, Blady?” demanded Ting.

“I don’t know. I did mot tell him. He may know.
Well?”

" “He go to Tliffany frem here.”

“Ah, ha!”

“Den he go to more jowelry stores on Bloadway.”

“80? And then?”

“So me can

I suppose you know how

-

“Then he get cab and go over to West 3—th street.”

“Yes? Did your man follow him in another cab as I told
you to have him do?”

“Yes. -He go to No. —.”

It was the mysterious house!

Ting Fo appeared not to suspect that it was occupxed by
Chinese,

“And after that?” asked the detective.

“He come back den, my man. He waitee long time, but
Dr. Duck no comee out.”

“That’s all right,” said Old King Brady.
money did your man spend?”

Ting named the sum, and the detective having paid it
withdrew.

“It is just as I suspected,” thought Old King Brady.
“Dr. Duck surely lied to me. He is a member of the Hip
Sing Ling, and their meetings are held in that house. The
chances are, also, that he knows all about the loss of the
pearls.” .

Old King Brady then went to the nearest telephone sta-
tion and called up a man who occupies an important pesi-
tion in the Tiffany’s retail store, who was well known te
him.

Fortunately he found his man at home, and in a few
minutes he had him on the other end of the wire.

After the preliminaries the following conversation took
place: :

“Yes,” said the Tiffany man, “it is as you say; there was
a Chinaman in our place this afternoen, inquiring for
black pearls.”

“Will you describe him?” asked Old King Brady.

The description which came over the wire fitted Dr, Duck
exactly.

“Did he give a name ?” the detective called.

“He did not,” was the reply. “He said, however, that he
was connected with the Chinese legation at Washington.”

“Did you show him black pearls?”

“We did.”

“What happened then?”

“He asked prices, but he did not seem to be satisfied with
the goods.”

“Then what?” _

“Why, then he asked us what we would pay for black
pearls in case he brought us a lot.”

“And you told him what?”

“That we did not care to-buy outside of the trade. The
fact is, the man’s actions were suspicious, and we made
up our minds that if he had any black pearls for sale they
were probably stolen goods.”

“And he left then?” .

“Left without any further talk. What is there about it,
Mr. Brady? Has there been a robbery of black pearls?”

“There has, but that is all I am at liberty to say about
tBe matter at the present time. Should this Chinaman call
again I would take it as a favor if you would let me kaow.”

“How much

Here the conversalion ended.
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0ld King Brady now called up the Waldorf-Astoria, at
which hotel Dr, Duck was supposed to be staying.

The information he obtained now was rather peculiar,
for it was to the effect that Dr. Duck had left for Washing-
ton by the noon train, when as a matter of fact the man
did not part from Old King Brady till after four o’clock.

“Trickery,” sthought the old detective. “It is just as I
said to Harry. In a matter of this kind you cannot trust
a Chinaman. Dr. Duck is surely playing a double game,
and I think I may be able to get on to his curves to-
night.”

So much for 0ld King Brady’s intimate knowledge of
the Chinese race.

When hé first met Dr. Duck one glance was sufficient to
show the old detective that the man was an opium smoker.

Such being the case, it was pretty certain that he would
not let the evening pass without trying to get his smoke.

“I’ll have to do the hop-joints,” thought the detective.
“If I can only come upon the fellow I will undertake
to shadow him myself.”

CHAPTER V.
GUESTS OF THE HIP SING LING.

‘What was it which Young King Brady saw through the
key-hole that interested him so?

Clertainly it wag about the last thing he expected to see.

Tip Ling was standing in the middle of the floor, with
the two Chinamen kneeling at his feet.

Ling had a hand laid on the head of each Chink, and his
own head was bowed as if in prayer.

At the back of the room was a sort of rude altar, a
raised platform covered with red cloth, joss-house style.

Upon this altar was just about the ugliest little idol
Harry had ever seen.

It represented a fat little figure with hardly any legs,
and immensely Iong arms. ‘

The open mouth displayed a double row of ivary teeth,

with two huge fangs on the upper jaw, which were painted

black, and extended down over an inch in length.

Two stumpy little horns rose from the forehead; the face
was all twisted up into knots.

The only redeeming feature of this image was that to
all appearance it was solid gold.

At the side of the altar, seated on a bench vnth his
legs doubled under him, was a Chinese boy, naked except
for a breech-cloth about the waist, strumming on a big
moon banjo.

There were many little bronze images on the aliar, the
game as ore sees in any joss-house; also cups of joss sticks.
two of which were burning before the idol, sending out a

sweet perfume.
Chinese lanterns hung from the ceiling, and there were

scrolls on the walls in the usual style; but the place was.
lighted by an ordinary gas jet, projecting from the wall. .

Harry took all this in at a glarice, and then fled back to
his room again, for he did not dare to run the risk of get-
ting caught.

“Heavens! Ling has caught on with a vengeance,” he
thought. “Can it be that the boy is deceiving me? I must
look sharp. Positively you never can trust a Chink.”

For half an hour Young King Brady waited uneasily.

More than once he was tempted to give it up and to try to
get out of the house unobserved.

But each time this thought came to him he thrust it
aside, for it seemed foolish to abandon his ground until he
had again seen Tip Ling.

At last footsteps were heard in the hall, and the door
was opened by the Chink with the green silk breeches, who
ushered in Ling.

He only glanced at Harry, and then, bowing low befcre
Ling, retired, closing the door.

Instantly Ling sprang forward and shot the bolt.

“Don’t talk now, Blady,” he whispered in Harry’s ear.
“Come to bed, put out the gas, and then I will tell you what
happened to me down there.”

Harry decided to obey.

He could see that Ling was greatly excited, and his own
curiosity was aroused.

“Just tell me one thing,” he Whlspered.
here?”

“Oh, yes. All safe, for now, anyhow. I don’t know what
come bimeby.”

Ling then began to pull off his clothes.

When he had stripped to his undershirt he rolled up his
steeve and showed Harry a remarkable piece of tattooing.

Ling’s left arm was entirely encircled by a snake done
in blue, with red scales down the back.

It began with the tail just above the wrist, and wound
round and round the arm, the head resting on the China
boy’s shoulder.

“You see dat snake?” he whispered. “Well, dat is the
mark of the Hip Sing Ling, these men tell me.”

But this was all Ling told until the gas was out and be-
and Harry were in bed.

Ling then drew the clothes up over their heads to pre-
vent the possibility of his words being overheard, and be-
gan to talk.

“I get dat money, Blady,” he said.
too. They will come here.” .
“QGood!” replied Harry.

then?”

“Not now. You wonder what make me stay so long
down stairs?”

“Yes, I wondered.”

“It was like this: When I talk Chuen Shan Woo Leng
ask me my name, and my father’s name, and where I was
born, and ail dat.”

“Yes, yes. Which is Woo Long?”?

“Dat man what come here, He wear green pants.”

“We are safe

“I get dose pearls,

“They are not here now,
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“I know. Well?”
“Den he surprise me, for he ask me if I have dat snake
on my arm. I say yes, but I don’t know what it means.

" He say, dat is the sign of what you call priest—you under-

stand ?”

“Y understand; and you did not know that?”

“No; my father die in Flisco when I was a little boy.
My uncle was my mother’s brother. He tell me about the
Hip Sing Ling, but not about the snake. Woo Long he
tell me that my grandfather was the big priest of the Hip
Sing Ling, and that now I must be.* He say dat they look
for me everywhere, but no can find me. It is so very
strange.”

“I should say it was strange. What did they do then?”

“Then they take me into another room, where they keep
the god of the Hip Sing Ling, a boy make music, and Woo
Long and Foo Ling, the other man, they kneel down and
kiss my feet. I no like dat, for I Clistian. I go to Slunday-
school in Flisco. I don’t know what to do.”

“Dol” exclaimed Harry. “Why, let them do as they
like. You have got them where we want to get them, that’s
sure. But what about the pearls? You did not speak of
them first, I hope?”

“No, no. I mo such big fool like dat. Woo Long he
tell me dat in old times there was many black pearls around
the neck of the Ling god, and-dat they were stolen by the
soldiers of the emperor of China.” ‘

“Yes, what elge?”

“He tell me dat—dat—oh, I don’t know how to say it—
dat de Ling god he speak, and say dat when the priest is
lost and found then the pearls they come back again—
you see?”

“I understand. It is a prophecy. They have found you
—you are the priest—now they expect to find the pearls.
Is that it®»

“Dat it. Woo Long he say the pearls now sure come.”

“I am afraid #hat don’t amount to much,” said Harry.
“But we may find out more. Did they say anything about
me??

“0Oh, yes.”

“Well, what?”

“What I tell you. So you are dumb den you was a
prophet. They glad you come.”

“Do they mean to nse me for a prophet?
they will have a hard job.”

“It is what I tell you, Blady. I tell you dat before we
come away from house.”

“Thét’s so, Ling. Well, you intend to stick to ‘me?”

“Wh:y not?”

“Didn’t know but you had got the big head from all this
nonsense.”

But Ling assured Harry that it was nothing of the sort.

He declared that he had not the least idea of joining
the Hip Sing Ling, but only intended to do the detective
work for which he had been engaged.

Angd with this Harry had to be satisfied.

.

I am afraid

They talked a long time, and at last, nothing occurring
to disturb them, both fell asleep.

It was a strange position in which Young King Brady
found himself next day.

He had come to play the Chinese servant, helped out by
Tip Ling.

Instead of that he found both himself and his companion
treated like honored guests.

It was late when the two boys went to sleep, and late next
morning when they awoke—after nine o’clock.

Harry got out of bed first, and the moment he began to
move around there came a low knock at the door.

Somebody had evidently been watching outside.

It proved to be the little Chinese boy who had played
the moon banjo.

He wore a suit of pajamas now, but was barefoot.

When he spoke to Harry in Chinese Young King Brady
put his finger to his lips and shook his head.

Ling took up the talk from the bed, and the boy with-
drew.

“What does he want?” whispered Harry. “ Speak very
low; for us to be caught talking together will spoil it all.”

“He want to give you a bath,” said Ling. “He be your
servant. You must say yes.”

Harry made a face, but there seemed no help for it, so
that was the time Young King Brady found out what a
Chinese valet was like.

The boy, whose name, it appeared was Mon Jock, soon
‘|returned, and threw the door wide open.

There was nothing to do but to follow Ling’s lead. For-
tunately Harry’s body was stained yellow. like his face.

They were conducted to a bath-room on the floor below,
where, both standing naked in the tub, Jock threw hot
water over them and rubbed them with soap and then
washed them down with cold water and rubbed them with
some sort of sweet-smelling oil.

It was a sort of double Turkish bath, Chinese fashion,
and after it was all over and Harry had got into his clothes,
he was obliged to admit that he felt fine.

He would pever had dared to submit himself to the pro-
cess if Ling had not assured him that no water would be
put upon his head, as they were expected to wash their own
faces in their room.

And so it proved; thus Young King 'Brady’s disguise was
not interfered with, which he was very much afraid would
be the case.

The bathing over, they were taken down into the base-
ment, which was furnished in Chinese style, and here break-
fast of rice, bread, and coffee was served.

As Harry knows how to manage the chop-sticks; he had
no difficulty in playing his part.

It was eleven o’clock before breakfast was over, and up
to that time they had seen nothing of the two Chinamen.
but they found Woo Long in the room upstairs, hitting the
pipe, after they were through.

The stuff he was smoking appeared to be a mixture of
tobacco and opium, and not the pure hop.
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He put the pipe aside when they entered, and bowed low
before Ling, as he had done the night before.

Then, taking Harry by the arm, he led him to a big bam-
beo chair in the corner, and provided him with a pipe.

Another was produced for Ling, and Woo Long, filling
up his own, he and Harry’s strange assistant started in on
another of their endless talks.

They were still at it at twelve o’clock, and with no signs
of a let-up. .

To Young King Brady it was one of the most tedious
things he had ever encountered.

At last Woo Long got up and abruptly walked out of the
room.

Ling made a sign to Harry that he would be back in a
minute, and followed him.

When he did return a few minutes later he was alone,
and had his hat on and was carrying Harry’s in his hand.

He pointed to the street, and made signs for Harry to
follow him. ' ,

They left the house unchallenged, and thus ended the
first part of one of Young King Brady’s queerest experi-
ences; but then everything one has to do in connection w1th
the Chinese race is queer.

“Don’t speak till we get away off from the house,”

breathed Ling, and they walked on down Eighth avenue'

several blocks before he opened his mouth again.

“We are all right now,” Ling then said. “Yes, Brady,
it is all right.”

“Glad to hear it,” replied Harry, looking behind him.
“We don’t seem to be followed, at all events. Now tell me
what it is all about,”

“We go back to-night,” said Ling.”

“To-night!”

“Yes. Den meeting of the Hip Sing Ling.”

“And we have got to attend the meeting.”

“Yes, Blady. I promise dat we be there.”

“How do you know that these fellows are mot fooling
~ you, Ling?»

“No fool me. Look here. I get pay to make sure.”

Ling thrust his hand into his pocket and pulled out a
fat roll of bills.

“Hundled dollar, Blady,” he said, with a chuckle. “Good
job! Me get more out of Old Kling Blady when me get
black pearls.”

“Upon my word, this fellow is no slouch,” thounght
Harry. “He is out for the stuff, and he is getting it, too.
He is working the case at both ends.”

But Harry was far from satisfied.

Tip Ling seemed to have got everything, while he had
got nothing.

After putting in the night at the mysterious house he was
not much wiser than when he passed through the door,
except that he had every reason to believe that it was the
home of the Hip Sing Ling.

CHAPTER VI
DR. DUCK AND HIS DOUBLE,

0Old King Brady had no expectation of seeing Harry
again that night, for he felt zure that the plan he had se
carefully laid would succeed.

The old detective therefore contented himself with tele-
phoning to his house, and being told by Julius that Young
King Brady had not returned, he set out to put in an even.
ing among the opium joints of New York."

These sinks of iniquity where the body and soul- kl]hng
drug is smoked, have been so often described that it seems
scarcely necessary to particularize upon them here. -

Many persons labor under the delusion that all or nearly
all of them are located in the Chinese quarter of New York.

This is a great mistake.

Only a very small proportion of the joints are so located,
and those in Chinatown are the lowest and most dangerous
of their kind.

Uptown in the so-called Tenderloin are many opium
joints, fitted up in the most elaborate fashion.

- These are, as a rule, patronized by sporting men and pro-
fessional crooks. ‘

Nearly all are furnished with Chinese attendants, and in
some Chinamen are allowed to smoke, but of course such

| Uelestials who would patronize a high-toned hop-joint:

must consider themselves a peg above- their fellows.

How would it be with Dr. Duck in thig regard Old King
Brady now asked himself.

The man spoke almost perfect English.

Indeed, there were some points about his appearance
which had set Old King Brady to wondering if he actually
was a full-blooded Chinaman.

. It would be next to impossible to do all the opium joints
in New York in one night, and 0ld King Brady was puz-
zled to know at which end to begin.

He sat in the waiting-room of the Astor House—he had
taken supper there—for a long time pondermg on the
problem,

“Where did that fellow learn his English? I wish I had
asked him,” he said to himself. “Like as not it was in
London. T don’t like his doings since he struck this town.
There is something very mysterious about his actions. He
is certainly playing a double game. I think I will consult
Queenie Doyle.”

The thought came almost as an inspiration, it popped
into 0ld King Brady’s head so suddenly.

Long accustomed to acting on these sudden ideas, Old
King Brady hurried back to Chinatown, and walked up
Mott street and down Pell, eyeing every Chink he met.

At length he turned into Doyers street, where he sud-
denly stopped in front of the Chinese theater and laid his
hand upon the shoulder of a good-locking young Chinaman
whose fat, red face showed that he had nothing to do with
the deadly hop.

14
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“Hello, Mr. Blady,” said the man. “How you to-night?”

“All right,” replied Old King Brady. “I needn’t ask
Low Tai how he is feeling. He is looking fine.”

“I allee light, Blady. What’s de news?”

The man was a Chinese detective in the employ of the
New York police.

. There are several such in Chinatown, and as a rule they
are very faithful in their work.

“Low,” said the detective, “the news is that I want to
find out something about one of the secretaries of the
Chinese legation at Washington—Dr. Duack.”

But Low Tai did not know Dr. Duck, and consequently
had no infprmation to give,

“Is Queenie Doyle around nowadays?” inquired Old
King Brady. “I want to see her, too. 1 came here looking
for you, Low, for I thought you would be able to tell.”

“Yes, she is around aljee light,” replied Low. “What you
want?”

“QOnly to talk to her.”

“She like you, Blady; she tell anything you want.”

“Where would I be apt to find her? Does she live in
Chinatown now? I haven’t seen her in a year.”

Fortunately for Old King Brady’s purpose Low Tai had
seen the woman earlier in the evening.

He informed the detective that she might be in the thea-
ter, and offered to go in and see.

And so Old King Brady waiting, was presently rewarded
by seeing Low Tai come out accompanied by & tall, hand-
gome young woman with blond hair—the very person he
wanted to see.

“What’s up, Brady?” she asked. “I am waiting for my
Chink husband in there, and I am expecting him inside of
half an hour. I can’t say that I am enjoying the play very
much, seeing that I don’t understand a word they are say-
ing. I can give you that much time if I can serve you in

~ any way.”

“Perhaps you can,” replied the old detective, “and there
will be something coming if you do. Where can we talk?”

“I don’t care to go in anywhere,” replied Queenie. “I
am married and my husband doesn’t like to have me ge
into the saloons. Suppose we stroll up the Bowery and

talk as we walk.”

“That will suit,” replied Old King Brady, and they push-
ed on threugh Doyers street to Chatham Square.

“And now, what is it?” demanded Queenie, once they
were clear of that crooked alley.

“I’m working on a London case,” replied Old King
Brady.

“My old home.
there, as you know.”

“I know. That’s why I am here. Tell me, did you ever
hear of a Chink in London who wert by the name of Dr.
Yong Duck?”

The woman gave a quick start.

“Brady,” she said somewhat excitedly, “whatever sent
you to me on this errand to-night?”

“Business.”

I married my first Chinese husband

“And that means you won’t tell. Very well; keep your
secret. You stood my friend when I needed one three years
ago, and I am willing to help you out now. Yes, I know
Dr. Yong Duck.”

“I would tell you if I could, Queenie,” replied the old
detective, mildly, “but it might mix you up with matters
you had best keep out of. What about the man?”

“He is the brother of my first Chinese husband, now
dead; the one I married in London, and who brought me
to this country three years ago.”

Here was a discavery!

“Well,” said Old King Brady, “what about the man ?”

“Is he wanted?”

“No. He is one of the secretaries of the Chinese legation
at Washington. He has committed no cnme, so far as X
am aware.”

“I did not know that, but I do know he was in tewn this
afternoon, for I met him on Pell street.”

“Yes; he was here. I saw him. Were you speaking with
him?”

“No, indeed! Not I! I hate the wretch, and for good
reasons.”

“He saw and recognized you?”

“ Yes.”

“Tell me all about him.”

“I know very little. He came to London when quite a
boy. He was used as a detective by the Scotland Yard
people to work among the small Chinese colony in London.
Later he studied medicine and graddated; then he went
back to China. I have never seen nor heard of him from
that time until I met him on Pell street this afternoon.”

“A detective, eh?” said Old King Brady. “Well, well,
that interests me. It fits in with what I know about the
fellow, too. Anything more to tell me, Queenie?”

“Yes; I was curious to know what the doctor was up to,
so I followed him.”

“Ha! And where did he go?”

“To a house on Mott street. I can show you the place.”

“Who hangs out there?”

“It’s a tough joint. There is a fan-tan game in the base-
ment and Highbinders live upstairs.”

“I think I know the place. Did the doctor strike for the
Highbinders or the fan-tan players?”

“He struck in at the basement, Brady, but not alone.
In front of the house he met a man and stopped to talk
with him. You may fhink me foolish, but I stand ready
to swear that the fellow was a white man disguised as a
Chink, and he was so made up that he looked exactly like
Dr. Duck. I think he must have used the doctor for a
model. They looked like twin brothers almost.”

“This is very important, Queenie. Anything more?”

“That’s all, except that I want to warn you about that
place. They say the Highbinders have done men up in that
house, and that there are secret rooms there, If you tackle
it you can’t be too careful, old man.”

“Thank you a hundred times, Queenie,” said Old King
Brady, slipping the woman twenty dollars. “Now, one




14

THE BRADYS AND THE HIP SING

LING.

thing mere, look at this picture, and see if you recognize
the man. You ought to be a good judge of Chinks.”

“T am,” replied Queenie, with a short laugh.

She took the photograph which Old King Brady passed
to her and studied it carefully.

It represented a thin-faced Chinaman in richly embroid-
ered dress.

Queenie stepped to the window of a cigar store, where she
could get more light.

“It seems to me that I have seen that face,” she mused.
“What is the name of your Chink supposed to be?”

“Hing Gee.”

“The name is strange to me.
in Chinatown?”

“He may be. It is hard to say.”

“This faney coat he wears is deceiving, Is he a member
of the Chinese legation?”

“London legation.”

“So? He is the man you want?”

“He is the man.”

“Could you let me keep this photo a day or two? I'm
sure to find the fellow if he is in New York.”

“I couldn’t possibly, Queenie. You will have to trust to
vour memory of the face. Try your hand at it. If you
sueceed in locating the fellow you will be well paid. And
now show me this house.”

The woman assented.

Her time was almost up, she declared, but if they hur-
ried she thought they might make it.

So she led O0ld King Brady around into Mott street, and
sure enongh pointed out the very house the old detective
had in mind,

It was a most notorious Chinese gambling den, and had
several times been raided by the police.

Here Queenie left the detective, promising to do what
he could in the matter of Hing Gee.

0ld King Brady had now abandoned the jdea of working
the opium joints.

At the beginning of the case, when the Bradys were
ordered by the Scotland Yard people to take the matter up
they were notified that if at any time they needed the help
of a man who could speak the Chuen Shan dialect, if they
~ would apply to the Chinese minister at Washington such a
man would be sent to them.

0ld King Brady had so applied, and Dr. Duck came in
answer to the summons, professing to be entirely ignarant of
why he was wanted, and as has been seen, Old King Brady
did not enlighten him in that regard to any extent.

It was rather startling, therefore, to learn that this man
had once been a Scotland Yard detective himself, and that
he was associating with a double whom so shrewd a person
as Queenie suspected of being a white man in disguise.

“No ordinary bait will catch that fish,” thought Old
King Brady.  “If they came to this house once they will
come again. Perhaps they are in there now, but of course
I can’t find that out. I must shadow the house, and that is
not so easy either. Still, it can be done.”

Is the man supposed to be

And it\ was done.

0ld King Brady hurried around to the Elizabeth street
station to get help.

It was readily afforded him, and that without question as
to what the old detective’s work was.

A plain clothes man was detailed to go with Old King
Brady to a house on the opposite side of Mott street to the
fan-tan joint, where they were allowed to watch from a
window.

The plain clothes man remained only a short time. Hav-
ing introddced Old King Brady to the tenant of the house,
he had done his part.

And here until long after midnight the patient detective
remained on the watch.

At one o’clock he had given up all hope. :

It seemed to him then that Queenie must have been mis-
taken; that Dr. Duck’s double was really a Chinaman, and
that the two had simply gone intd the place to play fan-
tan, leaving after a game or two.

But 01d King Brady had resolved to remain all night, and
perhaps all the next day, so, having nothing better to sug-
gest to himself, he determined to remain until daylight, at
all events.

It was well that he d1d so, for at half-past one, when
Mott street had quieted down for the night, his patience
was at last rewarded by seeing two Chinamen come out of
the house by the basement way.

The first to appear was Dr. Duck!

The man who followed him certainly bore a very strong
resemblance to the doctor, as far as Old King Brady could
judge in the uncertain light.

Indeed, Old King Brady was not prepared to say which
was the doctor, nor would.he have ventured to assert that
his companion was a white man disguised.

They turned down Mott street toward Chatham Square,
and inside of two minutes Old King Brady was out of the
house and at their heels.

The detective had now so disguised himself that he was
not afraid to pass the pair, and he did so a little way up
the Bowery.

“Queenie was right,” he thought as he turned into Canal
street ready to double on his game. “The outside man is
Dr. Duck, but the inside one is surely a white man in dis-

guise.”
CHAPTER VII
HOT WORK FOR OLD KING BRADY, '

Thus while Harry and Tip Ling were comfortably sleep-
ing in the headquarters of the Hip Sing Ling, Old King

Brady was having rather a strenuous\ time of it in his own

way. !
Resolved to shadow the real Duck and the mock Duck

wherever they might lead him, Old King Brady, slipping

out of Canal street after they had passed, once more got
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behind his men, but on the other side of the Bowery, for it
was of the highest importance that no suspicion should be
attached to his movements now.-

He soon discovered that the pair were merely putting in
time until the first uptown Third avenue car came along.
When at last it turned up the two Ducks boarded it.

So did Old King Brady.

Never once did he look at them.

Pulling out a paper, he pretended to read.

There were but few passengers in the car, and the two
Ducks were seated opposite the old detective.
~ In such shadowing, where it is simply impossible to
avoid being seen, Old King Brady has always considered
that the best way is to show oneself boldly, but never to
closely observe the shadowed men.

Following out this plan, he was soon rewarded in a way
he little suspected would happen.

Fancying, doubtless, that no one could hear them above
the mumbling of the car, the two Ducks began to talk.

They spoke at first in the lowest of whispers, and with
the rising and falling inflection which all Chinamen em-
ploy.

At first Old Kidg Brady thought they were actually talk-
ing in Chinese.

He rustled his paper, held it up in front of his face, and
crowded closer to the light, doing everything in his power
to make it appear that he was not watching them, but
actually listening intently to the whispering in progress on
the opposite side of the car.

And 0ld King Brady is a bad listener, for the criminal to
come up against.

The old detective’s ears have been carefully trained in
this regard.

He knew what everyone does not know, that if one in-
tently listens, sounds at first inaudible will make themselves
heard.

And it was so now.

In a moment the old detective had made a discovery.

-The two Ducks were discoursing in English, and not in
Chinese.

Still another moment, and Old King Brady began to dis-
tinguish words.

Dr. Duck was speaking.

“I think we can congratulate ourselves,” he said.
believe we are surely on the right track.”

“For which you may thank me,” was the reply.

“I kmow it. You did well.”

“Told you I would get it out of him in time.”

“You are sharp, but it would have been no go if I had
not been with you to translate. You dorn’t want to forget
that.”

“And you must not forget that I am the one who found
Hing Gee.”

“Whick means that you want more than half.”

The mock Duck gave a cackling laugh.

“We were well met, brother,” he said. “I might have
succeeded without you; I don’t deny that you have been a

“I

help. You put me on to the curves of the Bradys, and
showed me that matters had to be settled to-night.”

“Hush! You are speaking too loud,” said the doctor, and
he himself spoke louder, but in Chinese.

The other listened impatiently.

0ld King Brady felt sure that he could not understand
what was being said.

After Dr. Duck stopped talking his companion whispered
something in his ear, and the conversation ended.

For the rest of the ride they were a pair of dumb Ducks.

But the old detective had heard enough to prove to him
that he had made no mistake in undertaking the shadowing
of these men.

“They are on the track of the pearls; it can mean noth-
ing else,” thought Old King Brady. “I hope thiz don’t
mean trouble for Harry. I heartily wish he had not gone
away with that fellow now. Who can tell what passed be-
tween him and Dr. Duck; not I, that’s one thing sure.”

He arose and went out on the rear platform, remaining
there until he saw the double Ducks get up to leave the
car.

This happened at 34th street.

Old King Brady started east at a rapid pace, not even
turning his head until he had gone part way down the
block.

It was not necessary.

He could hear their footsteps behind him, and he had
observed that there was no one else on the block when he
left the car.

He glanced back now and saw them coming, but he did
not look again until he reached First avenue, for their
footsteps were still to be heard.

Now he paused and asked a policeman if he was going
right for the Long Island City ferry, following the questien
up with other talk.

And so he let them pass him, and saw them go through
the ferry gate.

It was easy and safe to keep out of their way then, and
Old King Brady did it. )

No need to detail all his methods in the shadowing which
followed.

Enough to say that the shrewd old detective landed his
Ducks away out on Jackson avenue, Hunters Point, diving
into a doorway when he left the Dutch Kills car.

He saw them pass him, wholly unsuspicious, talking in
low tones.

From this doorway Old King Brady watched them
until they had covered the block, when they turned down
the cross street.

Quick work was necessary now, and Old King Brady
got over the ground in lively style.

On the corner was a saloon, now closed.

Beyond were vacant lots, sunken below the grade.

The neighborhood was sparsely settled, and those who
dwelt there, as 01d King Brady well knew, were the tough-
est of the tough, for he had now followed his Ducks to {he

notorious Dutch Kills.
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Old King Brady approached the corner with the greatest
precaution, and peered around.

It was the only time during all his shadowing that he
felt afraid he had lost his men.

But no!

There they were standing together before a low, one-
story brick building, over the door of which was a Chinese
laundry sign reading “Jo Gee.”

Matters were now evidently coming to a head.

0ld King Brady drew back and waited.

If he could have seen a policeman he would have nabbed
them both, but it was now half-past two o’clock in the
morning, and there was not a soul in sight.

Again the old detective peered around the corner.

The Ducks had vanished, and the door of the laundry
was still closed. Had they gone inside?

He crept forward and peered through the store window.

No light burned in the place.

The usual interior of a Chinese laundry was to be seen
—nothing more; and there was the usual red curtain cutting
off the back room beyond.

There was a vacant lot next to the building, which ex-
tended around behind it. -

0Old King Brady crept on and peering around the end
of the fence behind the laundry, he saw that a gate stood
open leading into the yard.

“They have gone in that way,” he thought. “Those
fellows mean mischief. I wouldn’t wonder if it was mur-
der. I must look sharp.”

He crept to the gate, and peered through, keeping his
body in the shadows.

It was burglary, at all events.

.One of the Ducks—Old King Brady could not tell the
false from the real now—had a jimmy at work.

He was prying up the window-sash.

The window went up even as Old King Brady looked
and the fellow, crawling through the opening, was lost to
view; but the other remained outside.

In a moment there was a loud outcry in Chinese.

At the same instant the other Duck sprang in through
the window, and a dark lantern was flashed.

By its light Old King Brady saw the first Duck cover-
ing a half-naked Chinaman with a revolver, while the other
called out something in Chinese.

Now a second Chink came into view, tumbling out of a
bunk,

The mock Duek—it was he who held the revolver, as Old
King Brady now saw—rapped the man over the head with
his weapon, tumbling him into a cormer, while Dr. Duck
seized the covered man by the throat.

It was time to interfere, for murder was clearly intended
if the purpose of the Ducks could be accomplished in no
other way, and Old King Brady, drawing his revolver, slip-
ped noiselessly into the yard, intending to show himself
at the window, but at the same instant he saw the laundry-
man drop on his knees and throw wp his hands, as if beg-
ging for mercy.

The revolver was not discharged, and Dr. Duck let go of
him then.

0ld King Brady drew back to the gate, determined not to
“butt in,” but to continue his watch.

He saw enough in a minute.

Dr. Duck kept jabbering away, making some demand,
whatever it was,

The Chink, still on his knees, waddled to the bunk and
thrust his hand under the mattress.

Plainly Old King Brady saw him pull out something like
a necklace or a string of black beads.

“The pearls!” thought the detectwe
by the gate!”

Dr. Duck made a grab for the necklace, and got it,
springing out of the window as his hand closed upon the
precious thing.

“Here! Hold on there!” cried the doctor’s double.
“Wait for me!”

He turned to climb out of the window.

Fatal move.

Like a flash the cowering Chinaman whipped out a knife
and buried it in the man’s back.

“Murder! Murder!” the man shouted as he fell across
the window-sill with a despairing groan.

All this Old King Brady saw as he closed upon Dr.
Duck.

In the struggle the old detective’s hat flew off, carrying
the wig which he wore with it.

“Qle Kling Blady!” gasped the doctor. ' “Oh, oh!®

He struggled violently in the detective’s grasp, but with
a stinging blow between the eyes Old King Brady downed
him, and wrenched the pearls away.

“Murder! Murder!” came the cry in the yard again.

Thrusting the pearls into his inside coat pocket, Old
King Brady dashed into the yard for Dr. Duck did not
move after he fell.

His double had crawled or fallen through the window,
and lay on the flagging as the detective approached. He
managed to get upon his hands and knees.

“Save me, Brady! Save me!” he cried.
tive like yourself!”

It would have been all day—or rather all night—with
him if Old King Brady had not come, for the laundryman
was just coming through the window with the knife in his
hand.

Old King Brady fired, shattering the glass above the
fellow, and he crawled back and dropped to the floor.

Meanwhile the other Chink had run into the shop, and
was bawling “Murder!” and “P’lice!” at the top of his
lungs.

. 8afe in the possession of the pearls, Old King Brady
cared nothing for these laundrymen, even if one should
prove to be the thief, although neither bore much reser-
blance to the photograph.

He seized the wounded man by the arm and lifted him

“My place is here

“T am a detec-

%o his feet.
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“Come!” he cried.
~ Come with me!”

" “Great heavens, man, I am dying!” gasped the assumed
Chinaman as he staggered toward the gate.

They passed through.

Now Old King Brady saw that Dr. Duck had onl} been
playing possum after all, for he had vanished.

“Your partner Hus gone. Are you really a detective?”
demanded Old King Brady.

“Yes, yes,” was the reply, and the man raised his hand
and pulled off a scalp wig and pigtail.

“Brady, I am dying! Save my life,”

“Who are you?”

“Jack Albright, formerly of Scotland Yard.”

“And later of Sing Sing! I know you.”

“Help me! Help me, man! There is big money in this!
Where is Dr. Duck? He has got away with thousands of
dollars’ worth of pearls!”

“No, he hasn’t!” replied the old detective grimly. “I’ve
got those. You come along with me if you are able, Mr.
Man. You are a disgrace to the fraternity, as vou know
right well.”

“Murder' P’lice!” the laundryman was bawling at the
door.

Angd the slow cops were coming at last.

Old King Brady, supporting his man around upon Jack-
son avenue, ran right into their arms.

And such was the strenuous work which Old King Brady
found to do while Harry and Tip Ling ealmly slept in their
bed.

“If you are a detective I will aid you.

ne gasped.

CHAPTER VIIL
OLD KING BRADY’S BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT,

Parting from Tip Ling at the City Hall with a promise
that he would come to the office at six o’clock, Harry went
there himself, hardly knowing whether he had done right
or wrong in separating himself from the young Chinaman.

But there seemed to be no other way.

Tip Ling was anxious to go off by himself, and without
running the risk of losing the fellow’s services altogether,
Harry felt that he could not hold him, and so reluctantly he
let him go.

When he tried the office door Harry, to his great satis-
faction, found it open, and there sat Old King Brady at his
desk, poring over one of the big scrap-books in which the
Bradys keep pasted newspaper cuttings referring to crimi-
nal affairs.

“So you are back safe,” he said, scarcely looking up,
“Weil, Harry, I will not deny that this is an immense re-
lief.”

“There has been nothing to worry abowt, Governor. I
have had a very comfortable time of it clear through,”

“Did you and that Chink get the job?”»

“It didn’t go that way at all, Governor.”

“What do you mean? If you didn’t get the job where
have you been all night?”

“Do you want to hear the story now?”

“I certainly do.”

*“Then let me get off this Chink rigging, if it is only for
a few minutes. Would you believe it, I had to take a bath
with this bald headed wig and pig-tail on.”

“That was a risk if anybody was watching you.”

“Well, there was an attendant, but fortunately it doesn’t
seem to be the custom for that breed of Chinks to wash
their heads.”

“Come down to business, Harry,” said Old King Brady,
closing the book with a deep sigh.

“Hello! And what’s the matter with you, Governor?”
demanded Young King Brady. “You are grunting as if
you had lost your last friend.”

“I've had troubles of my own since I saw you, Harry.
But go on with your story. We must take one thing at a
time.”

“So you have been at it, have you? Anything doing in
the black pearl line?”

“Harry, I recovered those black pearls i

“Good for you!”

“Exactly. I was very fortumate.
ed vet. That story, if you please.”

“It’s coming now,” replied Young King Brady, dropping
into his chair. “I had to let go of that Chink. DI'm
afraid you will blame me for that.”

“] am mot in the mood to blame you for anything to-
day, so you may safely tell your story.”

Harry then reeled off the story of the happenings of the
night.

“There seems to be no question about your having
caught on to these Chinese Free-Masons,” sald Old King
Brady then,

“Tt looks so, Governor.”

“It seems to me that it is likely to prove very unsafe for
you to go to that house again.”

“Is it going to be necessary to go now that you have
found the pearls?”

But the case isn’t end-

“T’m afraid it is, Harry. You want to look sharp after
Tip Ling, too, if you do go. Now that he has discovered
that there is meney to be made out of the Hip Sing Ling he
will be selling you out, surest thing.”

“But what will be the object in mussing with these Chi-
nese Free-Masons now that you have got the pearls?”

“It is one thing to get and another to keep, Harry. The
fact is, I have lost the pearls!”

“Lost them! I thought you said——"

“That I found them. I did say so, but it was oniy te lose
them again. Hear my story now.”

And 013 King Brady related his end of the happenings
of the night, up to the point where he and Detective Jack
Albright ran up against the policemen on Jackson avenue,
Leng Island Gity.
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“But you say you put the pearls in your pocket,” broke
in Harry. .

“Thought I did,” replied Old King Brady. “But
strange as it may seem that I should do such a thing, I
must have missed my pocket, and in the confusion they fell
to the ground unnoticed.”

“Governor! Whoever heard of your doing a thlnﬂ‘ like
that 7"

“YI know it. Isn’t it perfectly ridiculous? Still, that
must have been what happened, and no doubt my bold Dr.
Duck saw it happen, and so made off with the pearls as soon
as my back was turned.”

Harry gave an exclamation of disgust.

“It’s the worst ever,” he said.

“Go on; I deserve all you can give me,” replied 0ld King
Brady dismally. “T’'m getting past my usefulness, I guess.”

“Never mind, Governor. If you found this Dr. Duck
once you will find him ‘again.”

“I don’t know about that. I have been on the hunt ever
gince, but can discover no trace of the fellow.”

“Have you wired Washington to have him held if he re-
turns there?” )

“Qh, yes; that has all been attended to. It’s a bad job,
but it can’t be helped.”

“Cut it out for the moment, and tell me how it all end-
ed.”

“Well, we took Jack Albright to the station. He was

- very badly wounded, and as soon as we could get an ambul-

. ance he was taken to the hospital, I going with him; in the,

meantime the police gathered in one of those laundrymen,
but the fellow who did the’stabbing, the one who had the
pearls, you know, had disappeared when they got around to
it.  You must remember that it was half-past three in the
morning, and impossible to get help. Albright seemed to
be dying, and it was all the cop and I could do to get him to
the qtatlon ”

“Did he die?”

“He was alive an hour ago when I telephoned the hospi-
tal, but there is no hope for him.”

“Did you get a confession out of him, Governor?”

“QOh, yes; he told me all. You see, I have met the fellow
before. He was formerly a detective in the Scotland Yard,
London, but was dismissed for crookedness. Then he came
here and I helped him to get a job with Rooney & Nolan,
but he again went crooked, and Sing Sing got him next. 1
had forgotten all about the man.”

“What was his story?”

“Simple. I told you that Dr. Duck also was a detec-
tive at the Scotland Yard. It was there he became ac-
quainted with Albright. It appears that Duck was inform-
ed of the robbery by someone connected with the English
Chinese legation. He knew what we were after as soon as
he got word to come to New York. He did not come
straight to us; he looked up Albright and -they started to
find Hing Gee, and did so. Through another Chink whom
Albright knew they enticed Gee into the fan-tan joint on
Mott street, loaded him with opium, and made him a pris-

oner. After working over the fellow for a long time they
forced a confession out of him, and he told them that he had
given the pearls to his brother for safe-keeping, and gave
them the address. It was the laundryman at Dutch Killg,
and they went directly for him. How it all come out you
know.”

“Did you arrest Hing Gee?” asked Harry, when Old
King Brady had finished his story.

“I did not. I telephoned Elizabeth street, and the plain
clothes men gathered him in quietly.”

“You have seen him?”

“Just came from the Tombs now. He is a stupid fellow,
and so charged with opinm that I could get very little out
of him. His arrest cuts no ice. I doubt if we even hold
him. It is the pearls we want.”

“And you believe Dr. Duck waddled off with them?”

“I can’t doubt it, Harry. There was no hole in my pock-
et. I can only conclude that the pearls never got into it,
but were dropped there by the gate.”

“0f course you went back after them ?”

“Why, certainly; but it was not until after I had left the
hospital that I discovered the loss. I searched the gronnd
thoroughly, finding no trace of them. It’s a bad job.”

“Isn’t it possible that Hing Gee’s brother got them?”

“It certainly is; still T have little belief that such was
the case. Dr. Duck is undoubtedly the culprit, and we
know how shrewd he is. I have little hope of ever seeing
the pearls again, unless »

“Well??

“Unless you can come up with them at the Hip Sing
Ling house, Harry. Dr. Duck called there in the afternoon,
after he left us on Pell street. There ien’t the least doubt
in my mind that he is a member of the order.”

“It may be so.”

“Depend unpon it that it is so. This prophecy which Tip
Ling told you about means a lot in my eyes. Dr. Duck may
regard the pearls from a religious standpoint. If so he will
have already have taken them to that house, I suppose.”

“Why not raid the place and scoop those two Chinks
in?”

“It{ would be useless, Harry. You can’t treat these
Chinamen like ordinary mortals. They are so sly that they
get the best of you every time. I have made a bad break,
and I’'ve got to stand for it, I suppose.”

Never had Harry seen Old King Brady so depressed.

“Come, cheer up, Govérnor,” he said. “Sicker horses
than this have got well. TI’ll go back to the Hip Sing Ling
house and see what I can find. If they really are going
through with their incantations to-night perhaps the pearls
will show up, and even if I don’t get a chance to put my
hand on them it will be something to know that they are
there.”

“Tt 18 running a ternble risk, Harry. It was one thing to
have you go into that house as a deaf and dumb servant to -
whom but little attention was likely to be paid, but to
have you go there to be used in their incantations is quite
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another part of speech. I do't feel like consenting to
that.”

“Qh, but you must. I won’t he>r of anything else,” de-
- clared Young King Brady. “What we want to do is to
think up some plan by which you can take a hand in, too,
and help me out in case of trouble. I agree with you that
the chances are ten to one that Dr. Duck will bring the
pearls there; if the Hip Sing Ling will give our friend Tip
Ling a hundred on the bare chance of the prophecy being
fulfilled, what will they give for the pearls themselves?”

“Not as much as Dr. Duck might get for them else-
where, perhaps. Still, there is the chance, and as there
geerns to be no other hope, I suppose——"

“That I had better go?”

“You are not afraid?”

“Not a bit of it, Governor. T’ll hold my own, you bet.”

“Well, I yield,” said Old King Brady. “If Tip Ling
calls for you then you shall go; but of course you will be
absolutely mum about me having found the pearls.”

And Tip Ling did call at the office at six o’clock, as
agreed.

Both the Bradys weré on hand, and Old King Brady
was more than ever impressed with the young Chinaman’s
sincerity.

He told about the prophecy of his own accord, and ex-
hibited the money which had been given him.

He laughed at the Hip Sing Ling in a contemptuous
way, and altogether made it very plain that he cared
nothing for the discovery he had made that he was the
hereditary high-priest of the order.

But it was with many doubts that Old King Brady saw
Harry go away with the fellow.

It is a very darigerous matter to attempt to penetrate
- into the secrets of these Chinese religious organizations, and
the Hip Sing Ling could be considered nothing else.

There was always the chance that Harry’s disguize would
not serve him again, and to have it fail might mean death.

CHAPTER IX.
WORKING WITH DETECTIVE LOW TAL

Before deciding to let Harry take this dangerous step
Old King Brady had aiready determined upon his own
course of action, for he had no intention of allowing his
partner to run all the risk.

imagine it.”
The old detective’s plan then was to engage the services |

of Low Tai, the Chinese detective, and as soon as Harry had |

gone he started to close the office, intending to go to China-
town and look for the fellow, when to his surprise and satis-

| Gee,” continued Low Tai.

{ a number of years.

‘like tings what belong to you church—sabe?

— ]

“Hello, Blady,” said the Chinaman, with the bland smile
of his race. “You just de man T want to see.”

“What now?" thought 0ld King Brady. *Whatever has
brought this fellow here?

“Well. Low, and how are you?” he said aloud.
down and tell me the news.”

“Me got whole lot news,” replied Low, slipping into a
chair. “Me got big case, plivate case for one of my own
people. Blady. T come so you tell me what to do.”

“Rit

“1°1) help vou all T can, Low,” said the detective. “What
is the story?”
“It ig about a robbery,” answered Low. “Pearls!”

Of course, Old King Brady was all attention now.

“Dere comes a Chinaman to me to-day, who name Jo
“Him keep laundly over by
Long Island City. Him got bludder who get ’lested for
stealing big lot of pearls in England, him bludder give
pearls to Jo Gee to keep for him, and men come to his
laundly and steal dem last night. He want to get dem
back, so he come to me, and I come to you, Blady, for
help. Jo Gee will pay whole lot so he get back de pearls.”

“Does this man know that I am mixed up in the mat-
ter ?”” thought Old King Brady, eyeing Low Tai attentively.

It was impossible to tell, and it might spoil all te ask.

Low Tai had been doing detective duty in Chinatown for
He was regarded by the police as a very
reliable fellow.

He was under some obligation to Old King Brady, and
the old detective was under many to him.

“How can I help you, Low?” he asked.

“Dese pearls are what you call sacred,” continued Low. "
“It is hard for me to make you understand, Blady. Dey
Dat’s why
dey get stole.”

“One minute,” broke in the detective.
any idea who stole them?”

“Yair, Blady. He tink it one man name Woo Long, who
is boss of de Hip Sing Ling. You no sabe Hip Sing Ling?"

“On the contrary, Low, I sabe it very well. It is a secret
religious order made up of men from the southwestern part
of China; they have a lodge here in New York up on West
3—th street. We call these people the Chinese Free-
Masons.”

-“Dlat it, Blady! Dlat it. Me see you know. Me tink
you know eblyting. You vas smart man.”

“Don’t flatter me, Low. I know more about this matter

“Has Jo Gee

'street station.
1is wanfed for stabbing a man at his laundry last night?”

“Go on,” he said to himself, as Harry left the office, “but
I too will be on deck, and you may see me when you least |

| “I know, Blady; I know; but he only one.
,him a real Chinaman. He get pearls.

than vou think for. T heard all about it up at the Elizabeth
I suppose you know that this fellow Jo Gee

“Yair; dat de man who steal pearls.”

“You are mistaken. The man is an English detective.
He was in disguise as a Chinaman when he went to Jo
' Gee’s laundry. He is now dying over there in Long Island
city at the hospital.”

Dere go with
Dat man was Woo

faction the door opened, and in walked Low Tai himself. 1Tong, boss of de Hip Sing Ling.”
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“Which he wasn’t,” thought 0ld King Brady, “and I
wonder now if you actually believe he was.

“All right, Low,” he added aloud. “I suppose vou
know. I am only telling you what I've heard from the
police. Where it this Jo Gee now?”

“Me no tell, Blady.”

“Bay, man, you are liable to get yourself into trouble
if you hide that fellow.”

“Me know dlat. Me no hide him long. Me get pearls,
go you help me, den me gib dem to p’lice and get leward.
Me got Jo Gee alle safe; me gib him up den.”

Low Tai spoke with every appearance of sincerity, yet it
was quite impossible to tell whether he actually was sincere
or not.

But already Old King Brady had resolved to act on that
supposition.

It has long been the old detective’s rule i in difficult cases
to drift with the tide, so to speak, following up any clew,
however sligkt and uncertain, which offered itself, no mat-
ter what the danger in so doing may be.

“Well, what do you want me to do for yon?” he asked
“Qut with it.”

But it was not so easily got out of the Chmaman.

He now entered into a long-winded description of the
Hip Sing Ling.

He assured Old King Brady that the organization in no
way resembled the Highbinders, or Hip Sing Tung.

It was purely a religious and social order, Low declared.

Old King Brady thought that the man was trying to
impress him with the idea that there was nothing to fear
from a visit to the Hip Sing Ling, for this was what he
wound up by proposing.

“You and me go up dere, Blady,” he finally said. “We
see Woo Long. We make him gib up de pearls, den we get
big leward.”

“Well, Low, I don’t know that I object,” replied the old
detective. “When shall we tackle these people?”

“What say to-night, Blady?” .

“All right. What time do you want to go?”

“Now! How dlat suit you?”

“I can’t go now. I’m finishing up some work. Come in
half an hour and I will go with you. But it seems to me
you could do just as well alone.”

“Oh, no! Suppose we have to lest Woo Long? I no
can take him troo streets uptown. You know dat. Dere
would be a whole big mob after us. We get in trouble.”
. This was true enough, of course, so Old King Brady as-
gented, and Low Taj left, agreeing to come back in half an
hour’s time.

This gave Old King Brady the opportunity he wanted to
telephone to the police station nearest to the Hip Sing Ling.

He had already talked with the captain of this precinct
about the house, and he now explained that he proposed
to visit it, and asked to have plain clothes men put on the
watch outside with direction to raid the place if he remain-
ed inside more than a certain length of time.

This done, Old King Brady called up the Elizabeth street

station and got into communication with the sergeant there
on the subject of Low Tai.

The Chinese detective had been there talking about the
Dutch Kills affair, just as he had stated.

The sergeant assured Old King Brady that his name had
not been mentioned in conrection with the matter.

It began to look as if Low Tai might be straight.

Jo Gee certainly could not have known that Old King
Brady was mixed up in the matter, unless he was a far
shrewder Chink than the old detective believed him to be,
so if Low Tai did know the information must have come
from Dr. Duck.

But there was no way of proving these points.

There was always the chance that Jo Gee had seen the
old detective in Chinatown, and did actually recognize him
in the dark.

Determined to take his chances, and actually pleased at
so good an opportunity to connect with Harry, Old King
Brady now stopped pondering on the matter, and settled
down to wait for Low Tai.

In due time the Chinaman put in an appearance, and
0ld King Brady, closing the offite, started uptown with
him.

Low talked pearls all the way.

He dilated on the great value of these particular pearls,
and seemed to be filled with the idea of getting a big re-
ward for their recovery. He also talked more about the
Chinege Free-Masons, and told stories about their doings in
China.

Altogether Old King Brady had never struck so talkative
a Chinaman as Mr. Low Tai. ‘

At last they reached the house, which Low Tai appeared
to locate with some difficulty.

He was not sure of the number, he declared.

0ld King Brady professed ignorance also, for he wanted
to see what Low Tai would de.

What the Chinaman did do was to ascend the steps of the
right house at last, and pull the bell.

The place was entirely dark, and no answer came to the
ring,

Old King Brady looked around for the plain clothes men,
but counld net make out that anyone was watching the
house.

Again and again Low Tai rang the bell, but it seemed a
hopeless case, for no one responded nor seemed likely to.

“That will do now, Low,” said Old King Brady at last.
“We will have the whole neighborhood aroused first thing
you know. Let us see if we can’t get into this place.”

“Dlat makee trouble, Blady—yes?”

“We will take our chances. At all events, these Chinks
don’t intend to let us in.” :

“Don’t believe they do,” growled Low.

-“Then I don’t,” replied the old detective.
me.”

He hurried down the steps and paced off the distance to
the corner, much to the mystification. of Low Tai, who

“J give him up.”
“You follow

seemed to be greatly disturbed.
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“What you do, Blady?” he asked anxiously. “We no can
do nloting so we can’t get into de hounse.”

“We will get in. Come along with me,” replied the de-
tective, and he led the way around -onto the street in the
rear.

Here, as Old King Brady knew, the neighborhood was of
a different kind.

Instead of the old-fashioned dwellings, there were some
flat houses, with the door in the middle open at all times,
night and day.

Old King Brady again carefully paced his distance, doing
it in such a way that was not noticeable to the crowd in
front of the houses, for the night was warm, and everybody
was on the street.

At length he made a dive into a certain building, and
pushed his way straight through the hall to the yard in
the rear.

Low Tai followed close at.his heels, very nervous, for if
there is anything a New York Chinaman dreads it is such a
neighborhood as this.

But Low Tai wore American clothes, and his pig-tail was
carefully coiled under his derby hat.

It was dark on the block, and so rapid had been Old King
Brady’s movements that nobody paid particular attentxon to
them.

Better luck still came their way in the back yard, for
there was no one in it, and the tumble-down fence at the
end made it easy to get through to the yard behind by
merely pulling away a board.

8o it was all done in a minute, and Old King Brady and
his Chink detective passed into the other yard unobserved.

But were they in the right yard, after all?

This was the question.

The house which they now faced was entirely dark, the
blinds at every window being closed.

“Blady, so we bleak in here we get in de soup,” whis-
pered Low Tai. “You sure dis de house?”

“Pretty sure, Low. I am taking chances.
we are both officers, we have our shields.”

“My shield allee light down Chinatown, but it no good
up here.”

“Mine is, anyway. Come on.”

They stole along the yard, passed into the areaway
under a back stoop, and stopped at the basement door.

This was locked. .

0ld King Brady gently shook it.

“No chain here,” he whispered.
chained, but this is not.”

Out came his dark lantern, and he examined the key-
. hole,

“Better still, the key is not in the lock,” he said. “If
the door is only not bolted now, and I don’t think it is, we
are safe to get in all right.”

Then Old King Brady produced his skeleton keys, which
are good for any ordinary lock,

They were good for this.

- 'The door flew back in a moment, and the detective flash-

Remember

“The front door was

ed his dark lantern along the hall, after a moment of lis-
tening.

The floor was bare and there was no sign of furniture:.

“Follow me,” whispered Old King Brady, and he opened”.
the kitchen door.

One glance was enough for Low Tai.

“Dlis allee light, Blady,” he whispered.
Chinee house!”

“Dlis here-

CHAPTER X.
IN THE LODGE OF THE HIP SING LING.

If 0ld King Brady had trouble in gaining admittance ve
the house of the Hip Sing Ling, then Harry had none at
all, for the door flew open as soon as Tip Ling pulled the
bell.

There was a little China boy, all smiles, and they were
ushered into the parlor once more.

In a moment Woo Long appeared, still sportmg his green
silk pants.

He broke out on Ling, and Harry looked for another
hour’s sitting, but the talk was only on tap for a few min-
utes, and then Woo Long led the way downstairs to the
front basement, where supper was at once served, the other
Chinamen not being present.

They had chop suey and chicken stewed with rice, with
"candied lychee fruit for desert, and tea in little cups after
Fall.

A very good supper it was, Harry was forced to admit,
and after it was over Tip Ling led him up to their room
and bolted the door.

“We are to wait here till they send for us,” he whispered
in Harry’s ear.

“It won’t be long, I hope?” inquired Harry.
get through with this.”

“You don’t get through so soon. They have meeting of
the Hip Sing Ling to-night. You will have to be there,
you know.”

“What am 1 to do?”

“Just whatever comes to you. I cannot tell.”

“You will tell me all you can by the signs we arranged
on coming up here, Ling?”

“Sure, I will. You watch me sharp. You can tell whole
lot.”

“They have no suspicion that I am not a Chmaman’”

“Sure no, Blady. I tell you true, but we must not talk.
See, when I know dley suspect you den so I twist my Lttle
finger dis way—you see?”

“All right,” said Harry. “No more talk now.”

The conversation, indeed, had been carried on in the
faintest of whispers, but even that was dangerous, of
course.

Harry was greatly pleased at the way Ling handled him-
gelf.

“] want to

S er it e
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It seemed to him now that the young Chinaman hardly
could be a fraud. -

Ling produced cigarettes, and they smoked, waiting for

the summons,

Meanwhile they heard the door-bell ring many times,
and loud voices were heard in the hall.

It was evident that this was one of the visiting nights,
and many Chinamen were coming to the house.

‘There was an hour of this sort of thing, and then Woo
Long knocked on the door.

“Mr. Green-pants” bowed before Tip Ling as though
he had been an emperor, and, throwing the door wide open,
stood aside to let him pass. :

He motioned to Harry to follow, and they descended to
the back parlor, the room in which the golden idol had
been seen.

It was not there now, however, nor was the altar.

The room had been cleaned out except for a table and
a few chairs,

More than a dozen Chinamen were present, all wearing
American dress except Woo Long himself.

This made it easier for Harry, who was also so dressed.

Indeed, little attention was paid to him.

If there is one thing above another which Young King
Brady does understand it is how, to make up like a Chinese.

Now the talk all took one direction, and that was Tip
Ling’s way.

First the Chinks stared at the-boy, chattermcr away like
s0 many monkeys. ( /

Next Tip Sing barred his arm, exhibiting the tattooed
snake, and all crowded around to have a look.

The chattering was fiercer than ever now, and Ling seem-
ed to like if.

At lazt all of a sudden Woo Long called out something
in a loud voice, and ¥very Chink in the bunch dropped on
his knces and touched the floor with his head facing Tip
Ling.

“This is serious business,” thought Young King Brady
“Ling is sure the real thing with them, and if they find
out that I am not they will make it hot for me—that’s all.”

Ling himself made a few remarks then, the Chinks keep-
ing their heads against the floor all the while. -

After that they got up again and all had tea, which was
served by the China boy in little porcelain cups: with the
saucers on top.

Harry got his cup, and although it was Wxthout milk
or sugar he was obliged to admit to himself that it was the
best tea that he had ever tasted.

This ended the ceremonies in the back parlor.

Woo Long now threw open the door and led the way
downstairs, Tip Ling following first.

Harry thought they were bound for the basement, but
instead of that Woo opened another door, and led them
down a flight of rough wooden steps into the cellar.

Here a narrow space had-been cut off from the main cel-
lar by a rough board partition, reaching from floor to ceil-

ing, leaving just about space enough for the Chinamen to
huddle into.

This place was lighted by a gas-jet overhead, and here
for some minutes all hands stood in silence, waiting for

something, but for what Young King Brady could. not
tell.

At last Woo Long, stooping down, clapped his ear to the
keyhole of the door in the partition.

“Chung lung bung!” he muttered——or at least it sounded
that way to Harry.

The Chinks made a murmur of assent.

Five minutes more passed, and again Woo Long listened
at the keyhole.

Everyone seemed to be getting impatient, and there was
more or less murmuring among the Chinks.

Then all at once a deep-toned gong rang out behind the
door, striking twice.

Woo Long sprang back, and the door flew open, reveal-
ing a man dressed in the most elaborate silk robes Young
King Brady had ever seen, even in the Chinese theater, and
wearing a hideous, horned mask which covered his entire
head.

In his hand he held a huge sword, and uttering some
words he pressed the point against the heart of Woo Long,
who made an extended reply.

This talk gave Harry the chance to observe the room
more closely. '

It was just a rough cellar stoned up on the sides, but the
end was cut off by another partition where a door stood
open.

Behind the door Harry saw the “altar” and the geld-
en idol which he had seen the night before in the room up-
stairs,

There were httle lamps burning on the altar, and beside
it was a brass gong hanging between two uprights.

The little China boy, now dressed in a white flowing robe,
stood by the gong, holding a bronze hammer.

This was all. There was no attempt at decoration about
the cellar, even the rough floor beams overhead being ex-
posed.

Woo Long having satisfied the grim doorkeeper of this
strange lodge room, now turned to the partition and gave it
a push on both sides of the door.

To Harry’s surprise the boards seemed to fold up, the
partition separating in the middle, and Woo Long continu-
ing to push, flattened them against the wall, so that they
became hardly observable, leaving the cellar clear.

The Chinks now lighted cigarettes and cigars, and stood
about with their hats on, talking and laughing just as one
sees them on the stage of the Chinese theater, while the .
play is in progress.

If Harry had been a dummy made of cloth and paper
they could not have paid less attention to him.

Now the masked man retreated into the other room, and
stood by the altar.

Tip Ling led Harry in there, too, and Woo Long fol-
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lowed them, explaining something to Ling, who then placed
Harry directly in front of the idol with his back toward
it.

The priest, as we shall call the masked man, stood on the
right, and Tip Ling on the left.

It looked as if the ceremonies of the Hip Sing Ling were
ahout to begin.

The next was the sounding of the gong.

It rang three times, and then Woo Long, turning the gas
down to a mere glimmer, went outside.

The priest now straightened hlmself up and began to
talk.

The address which he delivered may have been the most
eloquent effort ever made in a lodge of the Hip Sing Ling,
or just the reverse for all Harry could tell.

At all events, it lasted for an interminable time, and no-
body appeared to pay very much attention to it except Tip
Ling, whose eyes never left the mask.

When the speaker finally finished joss-sticks were lighted
on the altar, and the cellar was filled with the fumes of
incense,

The priest ducked before the idol once or twice, or rather
before Harry, who had mnot changed his place, and then
the murmuring of the Chinks in the cellar suddenly ceased
—they had even kept up their talk through the address of
the priest.

Harry wondered what was coming next, and he speedily
found out, for the priest, thrusting his ugly mask close
to Young Xing Brady’s face, suddenly raised his hands,
and Jegan to make passes.

“Hypnotism, by gracious!” thought Harry. “I must
look out for myself. The fellow might catch me, and Tip
Ling can’t help me a bit.”

Harry had been prepared for this, for he and Old King
Brady have been up against Chinese hypnotists before, and
both well know the power they possess.

Harry saw but one way of avoiding being caught in the
hypnotic spell, and that was to quickly pretend to be
caught.

So he began to wink and blink, and in a minute he closed
his eyes and let his head drop forward, playing the part of
a person entranced.

This settled the business.

The priest stopped his gesticulations.

Determined not to keep his eyes closed, Harry opened
them again, and looked fixedly at the mask, doing his best
to throw a vacant expression upon his face.

Then the priest addressed him in Chinese.

This was what he dreaded.

Digd they-expect the dumb to speak?

Evidently they did, for now in louder, sterner tones the
priest addressed him again, and the Chinks in the cellar
crowded about the door, staring at Harry with intense in-
terest in the dim light.-

Then something very strange happened.

To all appearance Harry did speak.

He heard the Chinese word: uttered in a clear, distinet.
voice, wholly unlike his own, and they seemed to come from
his own lips. :

A murmur of approval went up from the Chinks, and
they clapped their hands noisily.

But Young King Brady, who was never more on the alert
in his life, had not uttered a word.

CHAPTER XL
HOT WORK AMONG THE CHINESE FREE-MASONS.

Who had spoken?

Whoever it was kept it right up.

Fortunately for Harry, the truth dawned upon him in
an instant, although it was not until later that he knew that
it was the truth.

Tip Ling was a ventriloquist.

It was he who was speaking.

Assuming this, Young King Brady made his lips move
in response to each question, just keeping his eves fixed
upon the mask all the while.

And now we must make it plain what the talk was about,
in order that this strange situation may be intelligible to
the reader.

It was all made plain to Harry later by Tip Ling him-

> |self.

The talk was about the prophecy and the missing pearls.

The pearls had for ages, o it secmed, adorned the neck
of the golden idol of the Hip Sing Ling, having been
stolen by imperial Chinese troops during an insurrection
over a hundred years before. .

As we have already stated, some priest of the Hip Sing
Ling—Tip Ling believed it to have been his great-grand-
father—had uttered the prophecy that when the snake on
the arm again appeared in the lodge of the Lings, and the
legitimate hereditary priest was restored to the order, then
the pearls would come back, and the idol be restored to its
former perfection.

And it was all about this that the talk ran now.

It was over in a few minutes.

The ventriloquism of Tip Ling was perfect, and the Chi-
nese Free-Masons were completely deceived.

Later Harry knew that Ling told them that the pearls
might be brought to the lodge that night, or it might be
some weeks before the prophecy would be fulfilled.

Ag Ling afterward said, he was satisfied with the dis-

lcovery he had made that the pearls were not then in the
! possession of anvone present, of which he had not been cer-

tain at first.

The questioning at an end, the priest stepped forward
and made a motion with his hand for Harry to lie down
upon the floor.
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Fortunately his intention was plain, and Harry stretched
"himself upon the bare ground, for there was no wooden
:flooring-

All hands then walked out of the little enclosure, and the
-door was shut.

It was an immense relief to be alone, if only for a few mo-
-ments, for the strain had been great.

‘Now a great talking and laughing could be heard out-
side, which kept up for some time.

Young King Brady’s feelings can be better imagined
than described.

Hven yet he did not fully trust Tip Ling, and he had no
possible means of knowing what was coming next.

Nevertheless the China boy was true blue, as Harry was
to learn later.

He had certainly managed his end of the affair with con-
summate skill, and he was now only waiting for the meet-

ing to end to go to Young King Brady’s relief.

But the affair was not destined to work out that way at
all, for even now Old King Brady and Detective Low Tai
were in the house.

We left the old detsctive just opening the kitchen door,]

The room was vacant; so was the basement beyond.

Low Tai led the way upstairs, and they went from room
to room, expecting to run into the Chinks any moment—
or at least Old King Brady did.

They encountered nobody, for the reason which the
reader knows,

The Hip Sing Ling were in session in the cellar, and had
not heard the sounds made by the detectives overhead.

“This is very strange,” remarked Old King Brady, when
they had descended to the parlor floer agam “There
seems to be nobody here.”

He had his dark lantern out now, and he glanced at the
bell-wire.

“Why, this wire has been disconnected from the pull,”
he muttered. “We might have pulled that bell forever.”

“What can it mean?”

But they were in the right house; the Chinese furniture
showed that,

Lew Tai had now become very silent.
-scaroely spoken since they entered the house.

“We are through except for the cellar,” Old King Brady
mow remarked. I suppose we may as well examine that.”

“Dley no can be dere,” replied Low. “Mebbe dley all
:go down to Mott street. Who can tell ?”

It seemed so probable that such was the case that when
Ol1d King Brady opened the cellar door he never dreamed of
- what was to come.

The door was a tight-fitting affair, and not a ray of light
bad found its way to the hall above, but now it burst ferth,
and the clatter of voices could be heard below.

Then all in an instant Old Kimg Brady had the mistake
be had made in trusting Low Taji brought home to him.

The ‘Chinaman had kept a little behind him, and new all

Indeed he had

in an instant he sprang upon the unsuspecting detective,
and giving him a violent push sent him headlong down the
cellar stairs.

It was a wonder that Old King Brady’s neck was not
broken. R

As it was, he landed on all fours on the cellar floor, with
a gibbering mob of Chinks about him.

Harry, in the other room, heard the fall, and the outery
which followed, without guessing what had occurred.

“Woo Long!” shouted Yow Tai in English, “here he is!
Dlat 0ld Kling Blady! He got de black pearls!”

Black pearls! It was black treachery, and it came from
the one Chink whom Old King Brady had really trusted,
instead of from little Tip Ling, from whom treachery had
been expected.

Harry’s heart sank as he listened.

“What on earth made the Governor come butting in at
this unfortunate moment?” he .thought. “He seems to
have gotten this case aM by the ears!” '

What was he to do?

To show himself and attempt a rescue might only make
matters worse.

The greatest jabbering in Chinese ever listened to by the
Bradys followed the intrusion.

While it was at its height Tip Ling opened the door, and
slipping inside closed it behind him.

-Dropping on his knees beside Harry he whispered:

“The old man come! Dley think he got the pearls Don’t
you move; leave everything to me.”

“Tip Ling, you must save him!” breathed Harry “Dipn’t
you let him be killed.”

“ Trust mel” whispered ng
get ‘you too—sgee?”

He was gone in an instant, leaving Harry in agony.

It seemed to him that he just must go to Old King
Brady’s assistance, and yet he knew that it wosld be mad-
ness to make the attempt as matters stood.

Meanwhile Old King Brady was having troubles of his
own, and he was getting them good and plenty.

Strangely enough, he had not been hurt much by his
fall, and as he started to regain his feet the Chinks jumped
on him and began searching his pockets.

Now, as everyone who has followed up the adventures of
Ol King Brady knows, the detective has many a secret
pocket in that wonderful blue coat of his. -

Hundreds of times the old detective has been searched
without the searcher ever dreaming of ‘the existence of
these secret pockets, but the Chinks are sharper in their
way than any race on earth.

They found them all!

Thus Old King Brady lost his revolvers and his knife.

His money and other belongings were mot taken from
him, but the search made included every part of the old.
detective’s person.

No English was spoken then.

»

“You keep dark, or dley
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Low Tai kept urging Woo Long and the priest, who did
the searching, to keep it up.

The latter had now laid aside his hideous mask, and
Harry would have recognized him as Too Ling, the other
Chinaman whom he had originally met in the house of the
Hip Sing Ling.

While the search was in progress 0ld King Brady did not
attempt to speak.

Several times he fixed his eyes on Tip Ling as they tum-
bled him about.

Once or twice the China boy made signs to him, he
thought, but he could not tell what he meant to con-
vey.

“Where is Harry?” he asked himself, and he feared the
worst.

Unnecessary to say that he now bitterly regretted having
been so ready to trust himself in the hands of Low Tai.

But the search ended at last, and, of course, there was
no result, as far as pearls were concerned.

Woo Long was furious.
He shook his fist in Low Tai’s face, exclaiming in Eng-
lish:

“So you lie to me! Dlat man no hab pearls!”

“He has got dem,” said Low Tai, stubbormly. “Jo
Gee he tell me so. He see Kim put pearls in his pocket.
Blady, now vas dlat so?”

“Low, you are a treacherous fraud,” replied the old
detective, speaking in that calm fashion which he always
assumes in times of emergency. “Hear, now, what I say;
your day is all over in Chinatown. I’ll break you with
the police.”

“You no can. You no nebber see p’lice again,” sneered
Low Tai. So you no gib up pearls or tell where you put
dem so me go get dem, so me kill you, Blady, so dere.”

“T have not got the pearls. I lost them on the ground
where they were taken. That is the truth.”

“You were dere, den? Dlat so?”

“I was there. I got the pearls.. I thought that I pui
them in my pocket, but I was mistaken. They must have
fallen to the ground and someone got them. Now you
know all that I know about the pearls.”

“You lie, Blady! You lie!” cried the Chinese detec-
tive. “Who can get dem?”

“How can I tell?”

“Who dlat Chinaman who go wid de English detec-
tive ?”

“That I will not tell you.”

“You tink he get pearls?”

“I do think so.”

“Then tell who he is.”

“That I will not do, Low Tai. Now, let me warn you
again ; this house is being watched by the plain clothes men
of this precinct. If I do not come out in a minute they

will come in. You know what that means to all of you;
so beware what you do to me.”

Low Tai gave a chuckling laugh.

“Blady, you one big fool,” he said. “You tink you can
get de best of me? Nebber! When you send me out of
office and tell me to come back again you tink I no know
what dlat mean? So, of course, I know you telephone
p’lice. So what I do? I telephone p’lice just before I
come back to you. I say: ‘Me Low Tsi. Mr. Old Kling
Blady he tell me telephone an’ say p’lice no wanted at dat
place where he tell you send dem little while ago. So,
Blady? So! Dere is no help for you; tell where are de
pearls or you see what comes next.”

It was a long speech for a Chinaman, and Old King
Brady’s reply was brief,

“Low, I have not got the pearls. I know nothing of
them. I have said so several times, and I shall not say it
again, so do your worst.”

“You fool! You tell, or so we kill you! Me fool you!
So you mno get into dlis house me show you how get im.
You too sharp. Me let you take your own way. Me fool
you, but you no fool me or you get killed ebley time.”

Low Tai was growing incoherent and more and more en-
raged every minute.

Now he relapsed into Chinese and all hands joined in
the clatter. :
Harry strained his ears to catch every sound.

He was almost ready to jump in on them now, even at
the risk of his life.

What were they about?
There seemed to be a great scuffling going on in the cel-
lar now.

Suddenly there came a creaking sound like a rope run-
ning through an unoiled pulley. »
Then a shout went up from all hands and Harry dis-

tinctly heard his chief give a deep groan.

It was too much to endure. -

Throwing caution to the winds, Harry sprang up and
burst into the cellar.

There was Old King Brady with his hands tied behind
his back hanging head down from one of the floor beams,
a stout rope having been made fast to his feet.

He did not speak—perhaps he could not—hls face was
deeply flushed.

But the dumb spoke then!

“You infernal Chinks!
Harry.

Drop that man!”’ sheuted

He would have drawn his revolver then, but before he

could make a move the Chinamen were upon him.
By his haste Young King Brady had blocked his own
way.

Now he had all he could do to debend himself, for he was
set upon on all sides.
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CHAPTER XIL
CONCLUSION.

Harry fought like a tiger, tumbling the Chinks about
as best he could.

The situation was most desperate, as Old King Brady
hung by the heels, could not be expected to long sur-
vive.

It looked doubtful which would win.

To make matters worse, one of the Chinamen had seized
Harry by the pigtail and pulled off his Chinese wig.

“Dlat de odder Blady!
Low Tai.

Leaving Woo Long to manage the rope, the treacherous
Chink dealt Harry a blow which sent him half unconscious
to the floor.

It is doubtful of the Bradys ever found themselves in a
worse fix.

Dlat de young omne!” yelled

But for the hope these Chinamen had of recovering the
black pearls of the Hip Sing Ling, it is doubtful if the
detectives would have come out of it with their lives.

And what part did Tip Ling play in all this?”?

Up to the moment of the attack on Harry the China

boy kept singularly quiet, saying nothing, but observing|.

everything.

0ld King Brady had noticed this, and his only hope was
in Tip Ling.

At the moment of the attack, when everybody’s attention
was engaged, Tip Ling quietly sneaked.

He vanished up the stairs unobserved, and the old de-
tective could only imagine that he had suddenly taken to
his heels. :

Such was the sitnation when Harry went down, and then,

came a change.

Of course, all the talk was in Chinese now.

We cannot attempt to explain what was said; all hands
were talking at once and they kept it up pretty much all
the time.

Old King Brady was now lowered to the floor.

Bleeding from the blow he had received, weak and dizzy
with it all, Harry had just sense enough left to play pos-
sum. He closed his eyes and lay there white and still.

Low Tai searched him, taking away his revolvers, but
Harry never moved.

Doubtless they thought he was dead for no further at-
tention was paid to him.

Low Tai now turned to Old King Brady and said:

“Now den, Blady, me gib you one big dose. You tell
where de pearls are now ?”

“Nothing to tell,” replied Old King Brady, famtly
is all no use, Low Tai.”

“We see about dlat,” snarled the Chink. “Now me leab
you to tink about it. Me comee back again blime bye.”

It was a relief to get rid of the gibbering crew, at all
events.

[43 It

Old King Brady lay there gasping.

He helieved Harry dead then, and the blood was so in his
head that he expected every moment would see his own
finish,

Thus it was cheering when Harry’s voice reached to ‘hi~;~3
ears: '
“Brace up, Governor! We are all right for the mo-

ment! We may escape yet!”
“My dear boy, are you still in the land of the Iiving!”‘
panted the old detective. '
“You bet. I was hard hit, but I'm not a dead one yet,

by any means.”

0ld King Brady, with a great effort, rolled over and
faced his partner, who was just staggering to his feet.

“You look terrible,” he gasped. “Are you so badly cut?
Your face is all covered with blood.”
“It is nothing, Governor. The loss of a little blood
won’t hurt me. It would be a good job if you lost some.
I thought you would die of apoplexy sure.”

“Not 1!

“Untie those cords—set you free.”

“I wouldn’t. They may be back any moment and you
will have to play ’possum again.”

What are you going to do?”

“How ever came you here? I was getting on all right.”

“It was another of my mistakes. I seem to have blun-
dered in this ease from start to finish. Wait a bit, Harry.
Let us think.” '

“Wasn’t that fellow Low Tai, the Chink detective?”

“Yes; if I ever do escape I shall make short work of
him. Hark! What are they doing upstairs?”

“I should say that most of the Chinks were leaving.
What became of Tip Ling?”

“Oh, he sneaked when the rumpus began. He is just
like all the rest.”

“No he isn’t, Governor. He helped me out when I

needed help; do you know the fellow is a wonderful ven-

triloquist? He beats the band. Let me tell you
“Don’t Harry. My head hurts me so I can’t think, and

I think

I won’t. I am getting too old for this business.
I shall retire after this case.”
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“You will do nothing of the sort, Governor. Cheer up.
There, don’t you hear them going down the steps2 We

are 1id of the mob, anyway. There are only two of them
who live in this house and Low Tai makes three. We still
have a fighting chance.”

For ten minutes or so the Bradys talked.

Meanwhile, things were happening upstairs which we
must pause to explain. .

As Harry had guessed, the Chinese Free Masons had
now taken themselves off, leaving only Woo Long, Low
Tai, the priest, Too Ling and the little China boy in the
house ; but five minutes later, while the three Chinks were
chattering together in the parlor, there came a peculiar
knock on the front door.

Woo Long hastened to open it, for the knock was the
gecret signal of the Hop Sing Ling, and who should walk
in but Dr. Yong Duck, whose treachery had been the real
cause of the Bradys’ troubles with this peculiar case.

Now what passed between Dr. Duck and the worthies
of the Hip Sing Ling is something we cannot tell, having
no report of that end of the businegs.

But certain it is from what followed that he was in-
formed of the presence of the Bradys in the house and
what had happened.

Equally certain is it that Dr. Duck was a member of
the Hip Sing Ling, and a bad one, for he had now come
to the house for no other purpose than to give his friends
the “double eross,” so to speak, and to enrich himself at
the expense of the order for whose interests he was sup-
posed to work.

All this the Bradys reasoned out later.

All they knew about the business nmow was that they
heard a step on the stairs, and when the door opened who
should walk into the cellar but Dr. Duck, and he came
alone. '

And the Bradys were ready for him!

A moment before Harry had persnaded Old King Brady
to allow him to cut his bonds; it was done with a little
knife belonging to Harry which had escaped the China-
men’s search.

0ld King Brady was lying as the Chinamen had left
him, and Harry dropped upon the floor, playing “possum
again, when he heard the step on the stairs.

With that far-famed smile of the Chinaman—*“the smile
that is child-like and bland”—Dr. Duck beamed on the
Bradys through his gold spectacles and carefully closed the
door. .

“And so, my good friend, Mr. Old King Brady,” he said
in his perfect English, “I find vou in trouble. Would it

not have been better if you had taken me into your full
Possibly, then, by this time you would have
accomplished your object and recovered the black pearls of

confidence?

the Hip Sing Ling.”
And in that moment Old King Brady read the whole

story of the pearls in the fellow’s face.

“When I dropped them he picked them up,” he thought.
I see it all now.”

“Good-evening, Doctor,” he said, quietly. “You have
come here on business, I see.”

“I have.

“Then oblige me by coming to the point at once.”

You are right.”

“You speak like a man to whom time was precious. You
are in almost as big a hurry as you were last night when
you thought you put the pearls in your pocket and didn’t.
But I will humor you. I suppose your life is in danger

here? You see, your partner is already dead.”

“He iz, Doctor, and I realize my own position fully.
Kindly tell me why you came here.”

“It is business—purely business. You followed me tip

last night. You know what happened. Of course you

know that I have the pearls.”

“I have already guessed that. Well?”

“But you are supposed to have them, or rather to know
where they are. I have no use for the things beyond what
I came here to-night to sell

them to the people in this house. I have learned what has

they will bring me in cash.

happened. Rather than mix up in the matter any further
I prefer to sell the pearls to you. What will you give me
for them if I will turn them over to you and set you
free?”

“I"don’t know that T am prepared to make a bid that
way, Dr. Duck,” replied Old King Brady. “I could not
pay you now. J—7 '

“I do not expect it. I know that you are a man of your
word. Give me vour word that you will not proceed against
me and that vou will give my messenger a certain sum for
the pearls when they are brought to you and that will be

sufficient. I trust you—you trust me.”

“And if T refuse to deal with you?”

“Then I go back upstairs and leave matters to take their
course. 1 have been sent here to talk with you because
they think I may make vou confess. These people have
no suspicion that I have the pearls, but T can sell them
to the Hip Sing Ling later on and you need not hope to
reach me, for when I leave here I disappear. The Chinese
mintster will seon go back to China. T have no desire to go

with him. T shall not return to Washington again.”
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THE BRADYS AND THE HIP SING LING.

“I see; but I would like to see the pearls before I make
my bid.”

As he lay on the floor, Old King Brady faced Harry, to
whom Dr. Duck’s back was turned and he was able to con-
vey his intentions to his partner by a secret sign.

And that sign said:

“We will jump on him and take our chances!”

Harry responded with a sign of assent.

In the meanwhile Dr. Duck was fumbling in his pocket.

He produced a little pasteboard box wrapped in paper.

“Let me listen!” he said.

watching me I am in as much danger as you are yourself.

“If those people upstairs are

But there was no one watching except the Bradys.

Dr. Duck had never been suspected by Woo Long or Low
Tai. ,

And as he watched, Harry could not but think how
strangely the ancient prophecy of the Hip Sing Ling had
been fulfilled, for was it not a fact that Tip Ling turned
out to be the hereditary priest of the order, and was it not
also a fact that the black pearls had been brought to the
golden idol then standing on the altar in the other room?

These certainly were facts.

Strangely enough, the prophecy had been literally ful-
filled. .

Dr. Duck unwrapped the box, opened it and displayed
the pearls. ‘

“There they are, Brady!” he cried. “Itis I who wins!
¥ was notified of the loss of the pearls from London long
before you heard of it. Where you fail I succeed. Now

make your bid!”

He had not heard Harry.

Noiselessly Young King Brady had in the meantime
risen fo his feet.

“This is my bid!” he cried, suddenly seizing Dr. Duck
by the throat.

And then, while Harry jammed his knee in the fellow’s
back and pulled his head over, Old King Brady jumped
on Dr. Duck and snatched the pearls away.

It was as neat a bit of work as the Bradys had ever per-
formed.

Harry squeezed the docjor’s throat so firmly that he
eould not utter a cry.

Quick as lightning Old King Brady jammed a handker-
ehief into the Chinaman’s mouth, effectually silencing
him. ,

Then they threw him and tied him up, all being accom-
plished with scarcely a sound.

“We win out, Governor!” breathed Harry, when all was

‘| house some time after midnight.

over and Dr. Duck lay glaring at them helplessly from the
floor.

“And the next thing is to get out,” replied the old de-
tective. “Come, let’s slope.”

They stole up the cellar steps and opened the door.

All was quiet, and they crept through the hall to the
basement door, unbolted it and threw it open, only to find
themselves, up against two policemen. ,

At the same instant there was a thundrous knocking on
the front door upstairs. ‘

* * * * * * *

“Well ended, Harry, even if badly begun,” said Old
King Brady, when he and his partmer entered their own
“We have won out,
thanks to Tip Ling, the faithful fellow, and here our case
ends.” '

It was sol

Tip Ling had left the house for no other purpose than
to bring help.

It came just in time to aid the Bradys at the finish.

* Woo Long, Too Ling and Detective Low Tai were gath-
ered in; likewise Dr. Duck.

But the Bradys entered no complaint against these Chi-
namen with the exception of Low Tai, who went fo the
i1sland for six months on charge of assault.

The rest the Bradys allowed to go free.

The -pearls were sent to London, and in due time the
Bradys received a most liberal reward.

Detective Jack Albright died i the hospital.

Detective Low Tai, stripped of his shield, disappeared
from New York after the expiration of his sentence.

Tip Ling, through Old King Brady’s influence, got hls
job, and is now a power in Chinatown.

Nothing more was ever heard of the Chinese Free Ma-
sons, who promptly gave up their house.

And such was the satisfactory ending of the case of the
Bradys and the Hip Sing Ling.

THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS’ DIAMOND SYNDICATE;
OR, THE CASE OF THE ‘MARQUIS’ OF WALL
STREET,” which will be the next number (338) of “Se-
cret 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
vou order by return mail.
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THE STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
moat famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—

©ontaining 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. Every
boy should obtain this book. as it contains full instructions for er-
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
zontains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etec., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
sbtain a copy immediately. .

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
iplete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
gtage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager. Prempter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manuger.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
st jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
aver popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
aolored cover containing a half-tone photo of the auther.

HOUSEKEEPING.

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing
2ull instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
ar country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
;ﬂgge;s at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
lisheaq.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive buoks
@n cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
#sh, game, and oysters; alse pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
jpaslféry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
200ks.

No. 37. HOW T0O KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
averybody, boys, giris, men and women; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
srackets. cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
3cription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys., Batteries,
ate. By George Trebel, A. M. M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations, :

No. 64. HOW T0O MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full directions for makimg electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

y R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW TOQO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
iarge collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
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 beok of imstructions, by a practical professor (delighting murti-
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 complets compendium
2f games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
or parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
oney than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
aook, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagateile,
»ackgammon, croguet, dominoes, etc,

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all
the leading conundrums ef the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
200k, giving the rules and full directioms for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage, Caslno. Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedre 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
somplete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.
~ Neo. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It
" im a great life secret, and ouc that every young man desires to know
ai! about. There’s happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing th rules and etiquette
af good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
‘n the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION,

WNo. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.
—~Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
#ialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
"vth many standard readings.

: Transparencies.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOMHA A SPEAKER.—Containing four«
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutiomist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possibie,

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation aré
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods ot
har.dkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full Jist of the lapguage and sentiment of fowers, which i®
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 handsomse
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains fwl jmstruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-roem and at parties,
ldlow to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular squars

ances.

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 gea-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Contaiuing 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 thse
hrightest and most valuabie lirtle boeks 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 andl
containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, parequet, parrot, etc.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely iilus
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinte
how to caten moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
Copiously illustrated. By J. Harringtor

on
Also how to cure skins.

Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preserving birds, animals and insects. i

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepinf
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eighl
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eve®

published.
MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and {a-
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. Thie
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fosf
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc.
. No. 84, HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing fuu
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submitting manuseript. Alsc containing
valuable infermation as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
%)_slxtio]n of manuscript, essential to a =successful author, By Prince

iland

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A wog
derful book. containing useful and practical information in tk9
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
fz}mily. Abounding in useful and efective recipes for general com:-
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Coa-
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58, HOW TO BR A DETECTIVE.—By 0Old King Brady,
the world-known detective In which he lays down some valuabdie
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
and esperiences of well-known detectives.

_ No. 0. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful information regarding the Gamera and how to work it;
also bow to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and ofthe:r

Handsomely illustrated. By Gaptain W. De W.

ney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance.
course of Study, Examinations, Daties, Staff of Officers, Posk
Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy shoulé
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, authes
of “How to Become a Naval Qadet.”

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete 18
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Navad
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptien
of grounds and buildings. historical sketch, ard everything a beg
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Comk
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Becoms &
West Point Military Cadet.”

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.

Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Yerk.
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5 The Bradys and “Wild Bill”:

SECRET

SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES, .
PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY

LATEST 1ISSUES:

The Bradys and “Black Juck™; er, Tracking the Negro Crooks.
The Bradys' Wild West Clew: or, Knocking About Nevada.

Lhﬁ ]ll,md)s Dash to Dead\\ood. or, A Mystery of the Black

ills.

The Bradys and "Uumpy Hank™: or, The Silver Gang of Shasta.
The Bradys and Dr. Dockery: or, The aeuet Band of Seven.
The Bradys’ Western Raid: or. Trailing A “Bad” Man to Texas.

2 The Bradys at Fort luma. or, The Mix-up with the “King of

Mexico.”
The Nradys and the Bond King; or, Working on a Wall Street

Case.

The Bradys apd Fakir I'red; or, The Mystery of the County
Iair.

The Rradys' California Call; or, Hot Work in Ilangtown.

The Bradys >Miilion Dollar Camp; or, Rough Times in Rattle-
snake (anyon.

The Bradys and the Black Hounds; or, The Mystery of the Midas

Mine
The Bmdys Tp Bad River: or, After the Worst Man of All
Thé Bxkadys and "Uncle Hiram"”; or, ot Work with a Hayseed
The Bradys and Kid King: or, Tracking the Arizona Terror.
'111(9‘ Biadys Chicago Clew. or, Exposing the Doard of 'Trade
Tooks
The Bradys and Silver King: or, After the Man of Mystery.
The Bradys Hard Struggle: or, The Search for the Missing
Fingers.
The Bradys in Sunflower (ity: or. After “Bad” Man Irown.
or. The Sharp Gang of Sundown.
“Broncho DBiiL”

The Bradys in the Saddle: or, (hasing
The Trail which Led

The Bradys and the Mock Millionaire: or,
to Tuxedo.

The Bradys® Wall Street Trail; or. The Matter of X-Y-Z.

The Bradys and the Bandits’ Gold; or, Secret Work in the
Southwest.

Th‘g lliradys and Captain Thunderbolt; or, Daring Work in Death
alley

The Bradys' Trip to Chinatown: or, Trailing an Opium Fiend.

The Bradys and Diamond Dan or, The Mystery of the John
Street Jewels.

The Bradys on Badman's Island; or, Trapping the Texas *Ter-

or.

The Bradys and the Hop Hitters; or, Among the Opium Fiends
of “Frisco.

The Bradys and
Tennessee.

The Bradys' Latest “Bad” Man; or, The Case of Idaho Ike.

The Bradys and the Wall Street “Wonder”; or, The Keen Detec-
tives' Quick Case.

The Bradys' (all to Kansas: or, The Matter of Marshal Mundy.

The Bradys and Old Bill Battle: or, After the (Colorado (‘oiners.

The Bradys and the Man from Wall Street; or, The Strange Dis-
appearance of Captain Carew.

The RBradys and Big Bart Brown; or, Trapping the “Terror” of
Toddleton.

The Bradys and the 'Frisco Fakirs; or, The Boy Who was Lost in
Chinatown.

“Boston Ben’; or, Tracking a Trickster to

Thﬁ Bradys and ‘“Klondike Kate*; or, The Hurry Call from

awson.

Th; Bradvs and “Tullman Pete" ; or, The Mystery of the Chicago
pecia

The Bxadys and the Wall Street Prince; or, The Boy Who Broke

the Brokers.
The Bradys and the ‘“Belle of Bolton” The Search for the

Lost 'Frisco Liner.

; OT,

307 The Bradys and the Bingo Boys; or, The Trail that Led to Hang-
town.
308 The Bradys and the Broker's Club; or, Solving a Wall Street Mys-

tery.

309 The Bradys and “Bad Buzzard”; or, The Fight for the Kive Forks
Mine.

310 Thl\el Bradys and the Chinese P’rince; or, The Latest Mott Street

stery.

311 The Bxadys and the Man From Tombstone; or, After the ‘““‘King

of Arizona.”

312 The Bradys and Hop Toy;

town.

313 The Bradys and the Copper King,; or, The Mystery of the Mon-

tague Mine.

314 The Bradys and ‘“Bullion Bill"; or, The Mystery of Mill No. 13.

315 The Bradys in Jollet. or, The Stmnge Case of Jeweler James.

316 The Bradys and '"Roaring Rube”; or, Rounding up the *Terror”
of Ten Mile Creek.

317 The Bradys and the Boss of Broad Street; or, The Case of the
“King of the Curb.”

318 The Bradys Desert Trail; or, Lost on the Deadman's Run.

319 The Bradyq and the Opium Syndicate; or, After the “Marquis”
of Mott Street.

320 The Bradys and “General Jinks"”
the ‘“Katy Flyer.”

321 The Bradys and the Man With the Barrel; or, Working for the
Prince of Wall Street.

322 The B(fadys and “Bedrock Bill'"; or, The *Deadmen” from Dead-
wood.

323 The Bradys and the *King"” of Chicago; or, The Man Wko Cor-
pered Corn.

324 The Bradys and Admiral Brown; or, Working for the United

States Navy.
325 The Bradys and “Madame Millions”; or, The Case of the Wall
of Pekin; or, Called on a Chinese

or, Working for the Mayor of China-

; or, After the Card Crooks of

eet Queen.
326 Thgl Bradys and the ‘“Prince”

327 The Bxadys Facing Death: or, Trapped by a Clever Woman.
328 The Bradys' Rio Grande Raid; or, Hot Work a#t Badman’s Bend.
329 The Bradys' Madhouse Mystery ; or, The Search for Madame Mont-

ford.

230 'l‘heh Bradys and the Swamp Rats; or, After the Georgia Moon-
shiners.

331 The Bradys and “Handsome Hal”; or, Duping the Duke of Da-

332 The l%rag{'s atnd the Mad Financler or, Trailing the “Terror” of
Wall ree
333 Thl\el Bradys and the Joplin Jays; or, Three “Badmen” ‘from
issouri.
334 Thle lBradvs and Capt, leondnke or, The Man from the North
335 The Bradys and the Wall Street Club; or, Three Lost ‘‘Lambs.”
336 'L‘mi1 Bg‘adl‘;s Lightning Raid; or, Chased Through the Hole in
the Wall.
337 The Bradys and the Hip Sing Ling; or, After the Chinese Free
Masons.
338 The Bradys' Diamond Syndicate; or, The Case of the “Marquis™
of Wall Street.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

24 Union Square, New York.

IF¥F YOU WANT

ANY BACK NUMBERS

of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct.
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L R I I N R O I N I T T T T T I I IR R N I AU A B I A N IR AL B

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. e

....coples of WORK AND WIN, Nos....cvvvieiniernanenncennns
. “ WILD WEST WEEKLY, NoS..ciieiriertiriiiiiinnirnarenannsans
“ THE LIBERTY BOYS OF 76, Nof....vauueiiiinireenennernniaanns

s

(44
cees @ © PLUCK AND LUCK. NOBievuuueuennermnnrnmnrnaenenennenenanesss
eee. @ « SECRET SERVICE, Nof...cucueuennen.

[14

S &

Dear Sir—Enclosed find......cents for which please send me:

[

e o s s s e s e n e s esers sans s s st sesss et

e ass e s et sssesesvitbocy

P I e R A A R N )

PR es s ses 8P st .sss et
e o s s e e en e ceo e

% THE YOUNG ATHLETE’S WEERLY, NOS...cevvescruaurnrsaasasennrarrtosrconsesnaerton,
“ Ten-Cent Hand Books, NoOS........oueeereeneenerasssrsrsasssssassrassscescssensescstoce

Name.............uvveveeer....Street and No.. .. ..ooooovnnn....Town..........Btatecoouinoinecee





