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CHAPTER L
THE TROUBLES OF THE FULLERTON FAMILY,

“Why don’t she come! ©Oh, why don’t she come!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Fullerton for the fortieth time at least.

“Patience,” said Mr. Fullerton, looking up from his
paper. “No doubt she will be here in a few minutes now.”
. “New York is getting to be such a terrible place,” re-
marked Aunt Effie. “It isn’t as it used to be in my time.
Even with an escort, it is positively dangerous fo be on
the street after dark.”

“It is those wretched Chinamen. You can’t tell me!”
chimed in Sister Kate. “Since Alice began teaching in
the mission she has kept all sorts of hours. This is their
praise-meeting night. The thing ought to be stopped,
even if we have to lock her up. It is just perfectly dread-
ful and some dreadful end will come of it. Don’t tell
me !”

What it was that Sister Kate did not want to be told
scarcely appeared.

Indeed it is doubtful if the girl knew what she was
saying, so great was the anxiety of the Fullerton family
that wild December night.

An easterly storm was sweeping over New York.

The rain was falling in a blinding sheet, driven by a

fierce wind which seemed each moment increasing in fury.

Had the youngest daughter of the household been at
home the Fullertons might have enjoyed a social evening
for once in their lives, in spite of the storm.

For once Mr. Fullerton had remained home from his
club.

For once madam had cut out her “bridge,” to which
game she had become a fierce devotee.

Even Sister Kate had no gentleman callers, and poor
old Aunt Effie, who was usnally alone of an evening, could
scarcely realize that for once the family had gathered
about the cheerful open fire in the library.

It might, we repeat, have been a social evening, in spite
of the storm, but for the fact that it was now nine o’clock
and pretty Alice Fullerton, the youngest of the million-
aire banker’s two daughters, had not returned.

According to the butler, Miss Alice had gone out on
foot at four o’clock without taking the trouble to mention
whither she was bound nor when she might be expected to
return.

Naturally the family were growing worried.

As the moments passed Mamma Fullerton began to
show signs of hysterics.

Papa Fullerton would have sneaked out to his club to
return when it was all over if he had dared.

Sister Kate continued to scold about Alice’s odd ways,
when there suddenly came a sharp ring of the electric
hLell, :

“At last!” cried Mrs, Fullerton.

“You want to give the girl a good talking to,” put in
papa. “This is entirely too strenuous. It mustn’t occur
again.”

“A good whipping is what she needs,” snapped Kate

Aunt Effie sighed and crosséd her hands.

“I don’t blame the child a bit for wanting to get away
from this dismal house,” the goed lady mmnittered under
her breath. “I’d run away myself if there was any place
to go.”

But was it the missing Alice?

It was not.

They listened in vain for her footsteps,
heard only the butler’s heavy tread.

Then came the knock on the door and the pompous
fellow entered.

“Mr. Joe, sir,” he said.
left him at the door.”

“Joe! How does he dare!” cried Mrs, Fullerton.
“Send him away at once!” -
She alone said it.
Sister Kate was silent. v
Aunt Effie, who, by the way, was Mr. Fullerton’s sister,
arose and left the room, dreading the coming storm.

“You might at least have asked the boy to step into the
hall,” said Mr. Fullerton, throwing down his paper. “Did
he say what he wanted, James ?”

“To see you, sir.”

“Send him away!” shrilled Mrs, Fullerfon.
vpon it. He has disgraced us. Send him away!

Mr. Fullerton arose with a determined look upon his
face.

“Show my nephew into the library, James,” he said.

Then came the explosion.

Mrs. Fullerton felt that she had things to say, and she
said them.

Kate stopped her ears with her fingers.

James stood, uncertain, at the door.

Then for once the banker actually asserted himself in
his own house.

“Show him in here!” he shouted.

and instead

“T acted on your orders and

“T insist
1354

“Kate, go upstairs.
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Mre. Fullerton, if you don't care to be present while I:pull the bell and summon a maid into whose charge he
hear what my sister’s son has to say to me, you go, too.” |put her when the girl came.

Kate departed. “Follow me, Joe,” he said then, and he drew his nephew
So did James. into the dining-room and closed the door.
Mrs. Fullerton sank back in her chair in a state of col-,  “Are you going to make capital out of this, Joe Brad-
lapse. ley ** he demanded fiercely. “Are you going to report it
Lven the unexplained absence of her youngest daughter for your infernal journal? Say!”
shrank into nothingness beside this matter of family; “You have a very low opinion of me, Uncle George. It
pride. should not be necessary for me to say if, but I will assure
But Banker Fullerton occasionally made himself master | you that I propose to do nothing of the sort, and you
of his own house, and this was one of the occasions. ought to be thoroughly ashamed of yourself for suggest-

James departed and in a moment returned, ushering|ing such a thing.”
in a big, handsome young fellow of twenty-two or three,| “And what do you suggest? Something must be done.

who was pretty well drenched with the rain. The police should be informed
Sister Kate had departed, but Mrs. Fullerton remained| “Don’t think of it. Do you want every reporter in
and sat glaring at the intruder. town flocking to this house and the morning papers filled

“@ood evening, Uncle George,” said young Joe Brad-|with accounts of your daughter’s elopement with a China-
ley, with a heartiness of manner which was entirely natu- | man?”
ral to him. “Good evening, Aunt. I am sorry to intrude| “I most certainly do not.”

upon you, but this is a case of must.” “Then steer clear of the police. If you want my ad-
“Be seated,” said the banker, loftily. Mrs. Fullerton vice ”
said nothing at all. “I do; I do, Joe. Bless my soul, something must be

“Thanks, ne,” was the reply. “I am very wet and my|done. Never in my life did I fee]l so helpless. Speak,
damp clothing might spoil Aunt Cordelia’s chairs. I ”boy. You know the inside working of things in this town

“Wait!” broke in the banker. “You say this a case of | hetter than I do. Try and forget any feeling you may
must. By that I presume you mean that you have reached have against us and tell me what to do.”
the end of your rope and have chosen this occasion to ask‘ “I have no feeling, Uncle George. When I quit this
for a loan. Be good enough to name the amount.” 'house and started out to earn my own living it was be-

“Pardon me, Uncle George,” returned the young man, cause I did not choose to be dependent upon you any
haughtily, “but you are jumping at conclusions. My longer; that was all. If you want my advice, why then,
business-here to-night is not to borrow money. When I I say get the Brady detectives without an instant’s delay

get to the end of my rope I trust I shall know how to take if they can be had, If they cannot rescue Alice then no-
care of myself without asking you for help. Has Alice bhody can.”

returned home yet?” “You are right. Where can they be found ?”
The banker started. “If they are in town, at their house on Washmgton
Mrs. Fullerton drew herself up in her chair. Square, I suppose.”
“She has not. What have you got to say about her?” — «They must have a telephone. Will you call them up
demanded Mr. Fullerton. and ascertain if they can receive us or if they will come
“I should prefer to say it to you alone, Uncle George.” | here?”
“BStep this way.” “In your name?”

“No,” screamed Mrs. Fullerton. “Say your say, Joe, “(Certainly! Certainly!”
Bradley! If there is trouble in store for me I want to! «All right.”

know the worst at once.” They returned to the library and Joe Bradley gave the
“Speak!” cried the banker. “Don’t waste words in try- call.
ing to let us down easy. Out with it, Joe.” “0ld King Brady is at home. He will see us,” he said.

“Very well, then,” replied Bradley. “As I was stand-! “Did you ask him to come here?”

ing on the corner of Fourth avenue and Fourteenth street, “Yes, and he declined. Old King Brady is a very
about an hour ago I saw Alice pass in a cab and with her independent man.”

was a Chinaman. They were bound south and were evi-| “I have heard so. I suppose I shall have to go to him.
dently heading for Chinatown. It was impossible for me Can you come with me? I suppose you have engage-
to stop them, and by the time I could get a cab, for I d1d ments :
try to follow them, it was too late. I thought you ouvht “As it happens, I have none. Yes, I can go with you
to know about it, Uncle George, so here I am. If I can it you wish.”

be of any assistance say the word.” l “Do, my boy,” replied the banker, brokenly. “I—I
Young Bradley finished his speech amid the piercing always depended so upon you, Joe. It broke my heart
screams of Mrs. Fullerton. when you went away from us, I—I——"

The banker paid no other attention to his wife than to,  “Say no more, Uncle George. I assure you that I have
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not the least feeling against you, but this house got too
hot to hold me, and, well——>

“And you quit it. I wish I could!” groaned the banker,
for his wife had gone upstairs.

“This comes of that infernal settlement work,” he
added. “First it was the Eastsiders who had to be con-
verted, and then it was the Chinamen. I suppose by this
time I have a Chinese son-in-law. Bless my soul, it is
awful to contemplate. What I shall ever do with your
aunt, heaven knows.
isn’t much more than half-witted, but—Great Scott, Joe,
listen to that. Only the beginning, boy. Only the begin-
ning! Talk about money bringing happiness, I can assure
you it has brought none to me.”

Piercing screams were heard on the floor above

They grew louder and louder.

Now they were on the stairs, now in the hall.

“Meet it like a man, Uncle George!” said Bradley.

The banker, trembling with nervousness, threw open
the door.

Mrs. Fullerton, screaming like a mad woman, came
rushing in. ‘

“My diamonds!” she cried. “My diamonds! I have
been robbed, George Fullerton! The safe has been open-
ed. All my diamonds are gone!”

“Qreat heavens!” gasped the banker, reeling.
mean to say you found the safe open, Dell 7”

“No, no! It was locked!”

“TLocked?”

“Yes, locked, I tell you.
This is her work!” _

The banker pulled himself together. .

“How came you to be looking for your diamonds at such
a time ?” he demanded. .

“Why shouldn’t I look at them?” was the reply. “It
always quiets me to look at my diamonds. Heaven knows
I have enough to bear. Will you send for the police ?”

“No, and if you do I will sue for a divorce!” roared
Mr. Fullerton.

“Come along, Joe,” he added. “We’ll go for the
Bradys. They are the cnly proper persons to handle this
case.”

“Do you

Alice had the combination.

CHAPTER 11
PUTTING IT UP TO THE KING OF THE HIGHBINDEES.

It was too stormy a night to take out the automobile,
so Banker Fullerton and his nephew went downtown in a
cab summoned from the nearest livery stable.

Arriving at Washington Square, west, where, in an old-

fashioned brownstone house, the Bradys, America’s best
known detectives, have Kept bachelors’ hall for several
years, they left their cab, found their number and rang
the bell. .
It was now about half-past ten o’clock and it seemed to
the banker almost a hopeless case to suppose that the de-
tectives could be induced to go out on business on such a
night.

Of course, between ourselves, Alice |

A colored man answered the ring and ushered the visi-
tors into a comfortably furnished library.

Here they were received by a tall, elderly man of strik-
ing appearance and some peculiarity of dress, such as a
long blue coat with brass buttons, an old- fashloned stock

'and stand-up collar.

When not in disguise Old King Brady always dresses in
this odd fashion and wears, in addition, a big white felt
hat, with an extraordinarily broad brim,

“You, I take it, are Mr. Fullerton,” said the detective,
rising. “I am Old King Brady.”

They shook hands.

“My mnephew, Mr. Bradley, reporter on the Evening

-| Universe,” said the banker, introducing Joe.

Old King Brady shook hands with young Bradley and

" [placed chairs for his guests.

“I am in great trouble, Mr, Brady,” began the banker.
“If you can help me out you may name your own compen-
sation, but, above all things, I must insist upon absolute
secrecy being observed.”

“I can tell better what I shall do after I have heard
what you have to tell me,” replied the old detective. “As

for the compensation, that is a matter for after considera-

tion. Proceed, please.”

“But it will be in confidence ?”

“My dear sir, all my cases are received in confidence.
If you are not satisfied of that neither of us had better
waste our time.”

“Go on, uncle,” said Joe. “Fire away; you can depend
upon Mr. Brady every time.” _ 2

The banker told his story.

0ld King Brady at once started up his question mill.
“How old is your daughter, Mr, Fullerton?” he began.
“A little over nineteen.”

“What mission is it that she has been working in?”

Mr. Fullerton named it.

“And her hobby has been to teach the Chinese?”

“Yes. It should not be allowed. I say that——"

“Wait, please. Let us stick to business. Of course it is
most unwise, but the missions will encourage it and we
can’t help that. What grounds have you for connecting
this safe robbery with your daughter?”

“8he knew the combination.”

“ Anybody else besides your wife?”

“My other daughter. The girls had jewelry of their
own, It was kept in a common safe.”

“Do you know the value of the missing diamonds?”

“I do not, really. It must be very great. I have given
my wife an immense amount of jewelry in the last twenty
years and she has bought much herself.”

“For a guess, how much?”

“It would not surprise me if it ran up to a hundred
thousand.”

“Pardon the suggestion, but did your daughter ever
steal anything before p»

“Mr. Brady! ”

~

I—
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“Now, now! A physician probes the wound before he
proceeds to dress it. T must get at facts.”

“You are right. I’ll be frank with you. On one ocea-
sion about a year ago, when my daughter was working in
an East Side mission, she took money from my desk and
gave it to those in charge of the place.”

“Much?”

“Three thousand.”

“Is your daughter well balanced mentally?”

“I am afraid not. After this I shall bave her mental
condition carefully looked into.”

“You have no knowledge of any particalar Chinaman
in whom she was interested at the mission?”

“NO-”

“Nor any further points which vou can give me?"

“None.”

“And now it is your turn, young man,” said Old King
Brady, turning to Joe. “How distinctly did you see this
Chinaman in the cab?”

“As plain as I see you now,” replied Joc. “They passed
directly under the electric light.”

“Was he iz American or native dress?”

“American dress.”

“I hardly suppose you noticed anything peculiar about
him ?”

“I can’t say that I did. I was too much excited. I saw
and recognized my cousin. I stdod still like a fool. It
seemed as if I could not move. Then I went for a cab
and tried to follow them, but it was no use.”

“How far did you go?”

“I went to Chinatown, but I could see nothing of the
cab. Of course it was like looking for a needle in a hay-
stack.”

“And then?”

“Then I took the subway to Forty-second street and got
up to Mr. Fullerton’s as soon as I could.”

“That is all,” said Old King Brady. “Mr. Fullerton,
I will take your case and try to find your daughter, but
we must wait

“Don’t say that you must wait until to-morrow,” inter-
posed the banker. “It is an awful night, I know, but I
will pay——

“Stop! You misunderstand me. I have not the slight-
est intention of waiting until to-morrow. To-night is the
time to act.”

“But you said

“I was about to say that I must wait for my partner’s
return.”

“Oh!”

“I prefer to have him with me. He is young and his
wits are keen, while I am getting to be somewhat behind
the age.”

“When do you expect him in?”

“At any moment now.”

“Will it be necessary for me to go over the ground
again? Do I have to wait?»

“You will not have to go over the ground again, but 1
should prefer to have you wait.”

Some general talk followed.

At a quarter past eleven they heard someone enter the
front door by a lateh key.

Instead of coming directly in the person passed through
the hall and entered Old King Brady’s little reception-
room, where for purposes of his own the old detective
sometimes keeps people waiting.

Mr. Fullerton and Joe Bradley heard a heavy step pass
through the hall, but neither of them observed the lighter
step which followed.

"0ld King Brady did, however, and, cxcusing himself,
he immediately arose and left the room.

He was back in a minute, followed by a good-looking
voung fellow, whom he introduced as his partner.

“I have taken up with Mr. Fullerton’s case, Harry,”
said Old King Brady. “It may be well enough for you to
hear the facts in a general way.”

“You had better be quick,” was the reply.
The banker seemed rather surprised by the abruptness

lof the remark.

Not so Old King Brady.

He rattled ‘off the main points of the case in short
order.

“I think we can find that girl to-night,” Harry quietly
said.

“Have you a clew to her whereabouts?” demanded Joe
Bradley. “You speak very positively.”

“Yes, I have a clew.”

“Good enough! You see I was right, uncle.
Bradys are our men.”

“T’'m sure of it,” said the banker.
ting back.”

“I don’t go back,” replied Joe.
if they will let me.”

“No objection in the world,” said Harry.
minute, Mr. Fullerton.”

He arose, and, stepping into the hall, said:

“You will come in here, please.”

A young girl, with white, scared face and drenched
with rain, stepped into the room.

“Alice !” gasped Mr. Fullerton.

“Hooray !” shouted Joe. “Three cheers for the Bradys!
Here’s prompt work.”

The girl burst into a flood of tears

But there was no clasping his “long lost daughter to
his breast” for the banker.

The Fullertons were not that sort.

“What does this mean?” he.demanded, drawing him-
self up sternly. “What have you to say for yourself,
girl?”

“Hush!” said Old King Brady. “Can’t you see that
she is frightened almost out of her senses? You will have
a maniac to deal with if you don’t take care. Speak
gently to the girl and take her home.”

The

“Now let us be get-

“I go with the Bradys

“But wait a
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Alice had dropped upon a lounge, and with her face
buried in her hands was sobbing bitterly. ‘

“But you want to get her story,” the banker said. -

“My partner has already had it from her.”

“But the diamonds? I must know

“Do you care more for the diamonds than you do for
your daughter, Mr. Fullerton ?”

“No; but—"

“The diamonds are still missing. We will do our best
to recover them. Now take your daughter home.”

The banker obeyed.

Joe Bradley would have spoken to the weeping girl, but
01d King Brady checked him.

The pair departed then, Harry seeing them safely
started in the cab.

At the request of Old King Brady, Joe Bradley Te-
mained.

“By Jove! that was quick work, Mr. Brady,” the re-
porter exclaimed when he found himself alone with the
old detective.

“Mere accident,” was the reply. “Your uncle may con-
gratulate himself upon the strange turn his case has
taken.” , :

“Indeed, yes! I'm dying with curiosity to know how
it all came about.”

“Simple. My partner met the girl here in the square.
She was looking for our house.”

“It beats the band. But then Alice was always queer.”

Harry returned just then.

“Now tell us the facts about this girl,” Old King Brady
said.

He produced a box of cigars, and having passed the
weeds around, seated himself in his big easy chair and
prepared to listen.

“Why, there is really very httle to tell,” began Young
King Brady.
and headed for the house when I happened to see that
young woman in front of me. She was crying and had no
umbrella. T saw that she was drenched and apparently in
trouble, so I asked her what the matter was.

“She did not seem to want to answer at first. She said
she was looking for Old King Brady’s house.

“T then told her who I was and she brightened up and
seemed more inclined to talk. In g few moments I had
drawn the whole story from her.”

“That’s Alice!” muttered Joe.
take up with any stranger, I do helieve.”

“She told me that she was a teacher in the Chinese
mission,” continued Harry. “She said that one of her
pupils, whose name was Wing Moy, had told her that his
wife was very sick and asked her to pay her a visit. At
first she refused and the next time Wing Moy came to the
mission he brought her a box of candy and she ate some
of it.

“The stuff, she claimed, gave her a peculiar feeling in
the head and she felt that she simply must do whatever
Wing Moy told her to do. The Chinaman walked part

“I was coming across Washington Square

“She is fool enough to,

the way home with her and got her to talking about her
mother’s diamonds. He then expressed a great desire to
see them, saying that in his dreary life in Chinatown he
never saw anything pretty. She consented to bring them
to the mission and show them to him, which she did to-
night.”

“Oh, oh, oh! What a fool!” groaned Joe. “But that’s
Aljce. I don’t believe any drugged candy was necessary;
I suppose she claims that it was drugged ?”

“She thinks so now,” replied Harry. “But just the
same, she ate some more of it this evening and it had the
same results.”

“Did she actually take her mother’s diamonds out of
the safe and take them to the mission to show to that
wretched Chink ?” demanded Joe.

“That’s what she did. Of course he admired them and
begged her to accompany him to Chinatown and show
them to his sick wife, assuring her that he would bring
her right away in the cab and that the diamonds need not
leave her hands.”

“Poor soul!” said Old King Brady.

“She is away off,” added Joe. “I suppose she ate more
candy and then felt that it was her duty to go?”

“Just what she said,” replied Harry. “She was on her
way there when you saw her.”

“And how did it end?”

“Wing Moy took her into a house; she does not know
whether it was on Mott or Pell streets, and led her up-
stairs.”

“And then?” demanded Old King Brady.

“Could there be but one ending? It was in a dark pas-
sage that he snatched away her -handbag in which she
had the diamonds and dusted. He struck her between the -
eyes and that dazed her. She don’t know whether he-
went upstairs or down.” '

“And what did the poor thing do?”

“Got out the best way she could. Her money was all
gone, She did not even have carfare. She was afraid to
go home, and, well—she seems to have heard of the
Bradys, so she looked us up in a directory and started for
the house prepared to throw herself on our mercy. That’s
about all there is to her remarkable tale.”

“That’s the last of Aunt Cordelia’s diamonds!” eried
Joe, emphatically. “I don’t suppose you intend wasting
any time on the matter now, gentlemen. Probably the
Chink is on the way to "Frisco by this.”

“T don’t know about that,” replied Old King Brady.
“Harry, out with the rest.”

“T see you read my thoughts,” replied Young King
Brady. “Yes, I got a very accurate description of the
Chink.”

“Know him ?” asked the old detective.

“I think so. I should say there was no doubt that he
was Wing Moy Dock.”

“Hello!” cried Joe. “The fellow they call the King
of the Highbinders here in New York. So yeu have put
it up to him»
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CHAPTER III
SHADOWED TO CHINATOWN.

“So you know of this ng Moy Dock?” Old ng
Brady asked.

“Sure,” said Joe. “I 1nterv1ewed him only the other
day. It was after the last Tong war down in Chinkville.
I can take you right to his place; that is, if he is still
there, which I doubt.”

“TIt is more than doubtful,” said the old detectlve “but
let me ask you, Mr. Bradley, how a man with your social
connections comes to be a reporter on the Universe,
which, as I understand if, pays next to nothing for its
reportorial work ?”

“You understand it dead right, then,” laughed Joe.
“We are a lot of bums down there, but as I don’t dri
and am somewhat of a hustler I have managed to make
both ends meet. It is a blamed sight better than living

~ on my Uncle George.”

“Which you did before?” inquired the old detective.

“Yes. I was taken by him after my mother’s death.
‘He educated me—sent me to college, in fact. I'knmow 1
haven’t been altogether grateful, but the truth is I just
could not stand it. My uncle would not let me go into
business after I graduated. Everyt}ung I proposed he
opposed He ingisted upon me joihing clubs and going
in for society life generally, and it was one perpetual
growl about money and yet he would not let me get out
and earn my own living—see?”

“What was his idea?”

“Wanted to marry me off to an heiress. I didn’t see it.
" At home it was simply terrible. Constant quarrels and—
oh, well, at last T just skinned out and wrote him a letter
telling him that in the future I intended to look out for
myself. Society makes me tired, and I'm glad I am not
of it. Uncle George has never forgiven me, though.”

“You seemed to be on good enough terms to-night,
then.” .

“QOh, that was just a patched-up peace for the time
being. He forbade me the house and you can just bet I
won’t go there unless 1 am specially invited. That is
about all there is to it. Now you know how I am fixed.”

“And T must say that I admire your independence,”
replied Old King Brady; “but now, boys, we must get
busy if we expect to win out on this case.”

“Do you propose to tackle it to-night, then?” inquired
Harry.

“T certainly do,” replied the old detective. “I have no
idea that this Highbinder has already left New York, but
there is no telling what he may do to-morrow. To-night
is our time. Let us get down to Chinatown right now.”

“Any objection to me going with you?” demanded Joe.

“Not the least if you have nothing better to do.”

“No; I have no ass1gnment for to-night. I would like
to go.”

“Then come along by all means, and our first visit will

be to the room where you interviewed the King of the .

Highbinders at the time of the last Tong war.”

Old King Brady then went upstairs and Harry followed
him.

“What makes you so sure that the thief was Wing Moy
Dock?” Old King Brady asked when they found them-
selves alone.

“The gir] called him Wing Moy.”

“That is a reason for doubting it, Harry.”

“She said that he had lost part of the left ear.”

“Come, that is almost conclusive. Wing Moy Dock is
certainly so fixed.”

“That’s what he is.”

“We will procéed on those lines anyhow. Lucky thing
that girl took it into her head to steer for us. If is a
wonder the poor creature did not go crazy.”

Within ten minutes the Bradys and Joe Bradley started
downtown.

Chinatown, New York, is passing.

The constant warfare between the Hip Sing Tong, or -

On Leong, with its many shootings and stabbings, is rap-

idly driving the more respectable Celestials to seek other .

and more peaceful quarters.

They are flocking to Williamsburg, Hoboken and other

places.

short time the Highbinders will have old Chinatown to ]
themselves. ;

The Bradys and Joe Bradley were discussing this mat-
ter as they rode downtown.

From the remarks of the young reporter the Bradys
saw that all Chinks were alike to him.

“If you will allow me to say so, Mr. Bradley, you don’t

Competent judges are of the opinion that within a :

understand Chinatown pohtlcs at all,” the old detective

said.

“How is that?”

“Why, you seem to regard all Chinamen as murderers
and thieves.”

“And so I do, and so they are.”

“You are miles away from the truth. By far the great
majority of them are as honest ag the sun, industrious and
saving. Such are the On Leong.”

“But they-are always fighting ?”’

“Merely defendmg themselves from the Hip Sing
Tong, which is an organized band of murderers and
thieves. The On Leong is a sort of merchants’ protective
association, nothing more.” .

“The Chinese are a strange people. ‘With them murder
and robbery seem to be a recognized trade.”

“Tt is so, but do they differ from us in that respect?”

“Why, certainly.”

“I fail to see it. Look at our political organizations.
Look at our Wall Street gangs, most thoroughly organized
for plundering the people.”

“I see a difference.”

“Well, the only difference I see is that we cover our

1 “Highbinders’ Society,” as the police style it, and the
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organizations with a veil of hypocrisy, while John China-
man comes out boldly and says what he is.”

Harry laughed.

“You will never convert the public to your views in
regard to the Chinks, Governor,” he said.

“Just the same, I hold my views,” replied Old King
Brady. “Look here, Mr. Bradley, I will bet you that if
these diamonds are ever recovered, it will be through a
Chinaman, and in no other way.”

They had now reached Worth street, and, leaving the
car, crossed over to Chatham Square.

“It is around on Pell street where I saw the King of
the Highbinders,” said Joe. “Follow me.”

He led the way to a dilapidated tenement, with a Chi-
nese grocery on the ground floor.

“Upstairs here?” questioned Harry.

“Yes,” replied Joe. “Top floor, front room.”

“Under what circumstances did you get an interview
with this man?” asked Old King Brady.

“The ward detective arranged it for me,” was the reply.

“Then let me assure you that it is very doubtful if you
ever saw the genuine Wing Moy Deck.”

“0Oh, don’t you fool yourself.”

“I’d like to bet that the ward detective fooled you.
Those things are done every day. - The newspapers never
get the truth about this place or its people. But come
upstairs.”

Joe felt rather called down.

"He led the way through the dark halls.
" Many of the rooms were vacant and their doors stood
wide open.

“This house Is all but deserted,” remarked Old King
Brady. )

They reached the top floor and Joe pointed out the
room.

Harry’s knock on the deor brought no response.

“No one there,” said the old detective. “Try the door.”
_ Harry did so and found the door unfastened.

The room was vacant, as Old King Brady had pre-
dicted.

“Now we see,” said the old detective. “How much did
you give your wardman for introducing you to the King of
the Highbinders?”

“Ten dollars.”

“The room and the man were fixed up for the acca-
gion.” .

“I begin to believe it.”

“Never mind. We all get fooled once in a while.
let us think what we had better do.” i

They stepped into the room and Old King Brady closed
the door.

“It is a puzzle to know where to hegm,” he- remarked.

“Is it worth while to see Quong Lee?” questioned

Harry.

Now

The allusion was to the keeper of an opium joint on|

l(}hathar{n Square, who, feeling himself under great obliga-

tions to 0ld King Brady, has often assisted him in his
New York Chinese cases.

“I don’t see how he could help us any,” replied the old
detective. “This is a matter into which even Quong’s
sharp eyes could not see. As a matter of fact, having
failed here, I don’t see what more we can do to-night.”

Harry knew what this meant.

Old King Brady proposed to get rid of Joe Bradley

He said nothing, and the old detective resumed:

“T think we may as well quit. We will take this matter
up in the morning, Mr. Bradley, and if you will call at
our office later we may have something to tell.

“Hark !’ said Harry. “There is someone on the stairs.”

0ld King Brady moved to the door, but did not open it.

“There is no doubt that we have been followed,” he
whispered. “Wait.”

Joe could hear nobody, but then his was not the trained
ear of the detectives.

Harry distinetly heard stealthy footsteps advance to
the door and stop.

Suddenly Old King Brady flung open the door.

Quick as his action was, he was not quick enough for
the person outside.

A Chinaman sprang away and darted like a deer up a
flight of stairs leading to the bulkhead on the roof.

“Halt, there!” cried the old detective, drawing his
revolver and springing after him.

Hirry and Joe followed with all speed.

When they reached the roof they found the detective
there alone..

“What became of him?” demanded Harry.

Old King Brady pointed to the roof of the adjoining
building some ten feet below.

“He went down there before I could touch hu:n,” he

said. “He is lost in the shuffie by this time. No earthly
use to follow him up.”

“We have been watched,”, said Harry.

“It is the girl,” replied Old King Brady. “Unques-

tionably she was shadowed by the Chinks. They saw her
come to our house and, then the shadowers took us in
hand.”

“By Jove, you are right!” cried Joe. “There was a
Chink in the car which brought us downtown. What does
it mean?”

“It means that there is some deeper motive involved in
the stealing of these diamonds than appears on the sur-
face,” replied Old King Brady; “but we can go no further
in the matter to-night. Let us cry quits and go home.”

CHAPTRR 1IV.
THE BRADYS TWICE SURPRISED.

The Brays disposed of Joe Bradley at the corner of
Pell street and the Bawery and started uptown.

They went no further than Bayard street, however, and
there, turning, made their way to the Elizabeth street
police station.

Here, as he expected; Old King Brady found Wardman
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Gallagher, whose knowledge of the night side of China-
town is supposed to be second to none.

“We want to find Wing Moy Dock, Gallagher,” said
Old King Brady. “Can you help us at all?”

‘The answer was precisely what the old detective antici-
_ pated. _

“Perhaps I can and perhaps I can’t.
pends.”

“Upon what we put up?”

“Partly that; not altogether, though.”

“What do you mean?”

“Why,” said Gallagher, coolly
Moy arrested.” .

“No 293

“Decidedly no. We have entirely too much business
together. What’s the word ?”

He is supposed to be mixed up in a diamond robbery.
We want to get the goods back.”

“That might be fixed.”

“Is he in town?”

“I guess he is. He was the other day.”

“Will you see him and let us know what can be done?”

“Yes.”

“Thanks,” replied Old King Brady, and with Harry he
immediately left-the station.

“Think he will make good?” inquired Harry.
to me you took rather a foolish course.”

“And why?”

“Won’t he tip Wing Moy Dock off and send him fly-
ing?”

“No. I begin to seriously doubt if Wing Moy had any-
thing to do with the matter.”

“The girl described him accurately.”

. “What about the Chink Joe Bradley saw? Would not
the description fit him equally well ?”

“T suppose it would.”

“And there you are. We might dodge about in the
dark here for weeks and accomplish nothing. We have
been shadowed. For Gallagher to approach Wing Moy
will not post him on the fact that we are on his trail any
better than he is already posted if he is the thief. If not
we may win his help, which would be the next thing to
assuring success.”

Harry raised no further argument.

0ld King Brady never permits one to go beyond a cer-
tain point.

The detective now returned home and the case rested
for the night. , ,

The next development occurred at the breakfast table
next morning when Old Kimg Brady fook up the paper.

“Why, look here!” he exclaimed. “There was a bur-
glary committed at Mr. Fullerton’s house last night, or
rather an attempt at one. This is very strange.”

“What happened ?” demanded Harry.

“Madam’s safe was blown in the room next to the one
in which she slept. It is'the safe in which she kept her
diamonds. Shall I read you the account?”

That all de-

“I don’t want Wing

“Seems

“I wish you would.”
0ld King Brady read as follows:

“BURGLARS AT BANKER FULLERTON’S.

“Some time between midnight and two o’clock a bold
attempt was made to steal the diamond jewelry of Mrs.
George Fullerton, wife of the well-known Wall Street
banker, whose residence is No, 4 East 6-—th street.
street.

“The burglars must have entered by way of the yard of
the house connecting on Fifth avenue, climbing fences
until they reached the yard of Mr. Fullerton’s house.

“Here in some mysterious way they managed to attach
a rope ladder provided with two peculiar hooks to the
windowsill of the rear room on the story above the parlor
floor.

“This room, used by Mrs. Fullerton as a boudoir and |
sitting-room, contains the lady’s safe in which she kept
ihe diamond jewelry so well known to New York society.

“The Fullertons were not disturbed during the night,
but upon entering the room at a little after two Mrs.
Fullerton, who found herself wakeful at that hour, dis-
covered to her astonishment that the safe had been blown.

"“Calling her husband, the servants were aroused and
further examination was made.

“The rope ladder was discovered in place at the window .
and burglars’ tools and heavy blankets in which the safe |
had been wrapped were scattered about the floor, !

“Another and singular find was made in the back yard.

“This was a felt slipper such as Chinamen wear.

“Mfs. Fullerton heard no noise during the night, but .
it is supposed that the noise she made moving about her |
room served to scare the burglars off. |

“The loss is comparatively insignificant, as Mrs. Fuller-
ton’s diamond jewelry had all been removed from the
safe and all that was in it were a few pieces belonging to
Miss Fullerton and her sister, Miss Alice. These, valued
at something over $3,000, were taken.

“The police were at once notified by Mr. Fullerton over
the telephone.

“It is believed by them that the burglar wore the Chi-
nese slippers for the purpose of deadening his footfalls.
They scout the idea that a Chinaman may have been con-
cerned in the job.” ‘

“Wonderful |” cried Harry. “There is an inside his-
tory to that business, sure.”

“There certainly is, and, what is more, there were two
sets of Chinks after Mrs. Fullerton’s diamonds. One got
them, the other got left.”

“You don’t think that the money value of the stones
was the sole motive then ?”

“I am certain that it was not, Harry. We have stum-
bled upon a very mysterious case.”

“One thing we must give Fullerton credit for, he seems
to have managed to keep the fact that his wife’s diamonds
had already been stolen concealed from the police.” ° c



THE BRADYS AND THE HIP SING TONG. T 9

“I wish he need not have lugged the police into the
business at all.”

"“And so do I; but I daresay his wife would hear to
nothing else.”

The detectives discussed the case further and then
went to their little office on Park Row.

Now thus far this had been decidedly a case of sur-
prises.

Here the detectives found another surprise awaltmg
them.

“There’s a Chink now,” said Harry as they approached
the office; “don’t you see him standing in our doorway?
 Can he be waiting for us?”

“It looks very much like it,” replied the old detective;
“but I must say I can’t exactly comprehend what it
means.” :

With their eyes taking in the fellow for all he was
worth, the Bradys advanced.

“Great Scott, that is Wing Moy Dock, Governor!”
Harry exclaimed.

It must be understood that this so-called King of the
Highbinders was a well known character in Chinatown.

0Old King Brady, as it happened, had only seen him
once, however, but Harry had seen him several times.

“You are sure?” questioned the old detective.

‘“Absolutely certain.”

“Strange. Gallagher may have sent him to us, Gov-
ernor.”

They pushed on to the entrance, and just. as they
reached it the Chihaman turned and saw them.

His stolid countenance lit up slightly. .

The man was in American dress—very stylish, too.

But his English was not as much up to date as his
clothes. )

“GBood morning,” he said, extending his hand.
morning.”

“It is all right, Mr. Wing Moy Dock,” replied Old King
Brady, shaking hands.

“T can see you a few minutes? Yes?”

“Certainly. Step upstairs.”

Old King Brady led the way and opened up the office.

Harry brought up the rear with a sharp eye on the
Chinaman.

If a treacherous attack was contemplated there would
have been little chance for it, with Harry close behind.

He shut the door and placed a chair for the Chink
alongside of Old King Brady’s desk.

“Now, then, what is it?” demanded the old detective
“Tell your story, Wing Moy Dock.”

“You know me?”

“Yes, I know you.”

“I president of the Hip Sing Tong.”

“Qtherwise the Highbinders.”

“Yair. Say, you big detlective. Will you takee case
for me? Hip Sing Tong good for pay.”

“Perhaps. Let us hear about it. But ﬁrst who sent
you here?”

“Nice

“Nobody. I just come.”

“Didn’t your friend Gallagher send you?”

“No, no. I no have seen Gallagher dlis week,”

This was said with every appearance of honesty.

But that Old King Brady took no stock whatever in the
man’s statements need scarcely be said.

“Let us hear about your case,” he added.

“You lead papers dlis morniig? You lead about big
dliamond stealing uptown?”

“Where?”

“Mlister Flullerton’s.”

“What paper did you read it in?” ~

Wing Moy named one of the journals.

“You have that paper?” Old King Brady asked.

“Yair,” replied the Chinaman, and he produced it.

“Let me read this story,” said Old King Brady. “Keep .
quiet now until I am through.”

The account was, as might have been expected,qun-
blushing in its falsity. '

It deliberately asserted that the burglars had secured
all of Mrs. Fullerton’s diamonds, although the falsity of
this must have been known.

There were pictures of diamonds as big as the Kohinoor
surrounding ‘portraits supposed to represent Banker Ful-
lerton and his wife.

The main picture 0ld King Brady easily 1dent1ﬁed as
that of a well-known New York politician; the woman’s
he was unable to verify, of course.

So this was the Chinaman’s source of information.

0ld King Brady did not attempt to enlighten him, but,
laying down the paper, said:

“Well? What do you want us to do?”

“Now, lookee here, Mr. Blady,” said the Chinaman,
giving his chair a hitch, “mebbe you t’ink you know a
whole lot about the Hip Sing Tong.”

“I know you are a lot of blame thieves.” -

“Sure, Mike. So some you Melicans is a lot of blame
Yieves, only you no say so; we do.”

“Exactly. Well?”

“You likee find those dliamonds and gettee big re-
ward ?”

“Perhaps.”

“Den me give you tip. You go ahead and work up you
case. Den when you gettee dliamonds you lettee me see.
I want one—only one—see? You keepee all de rest and
get big reward.”

“That won’t work, ng Moy. I must know more.”

“What more?” -

“Why you want the one.”

“Sure Mike. I no can refuse you dlat. You biggest
detlective in New York. So I go Gallagher he want de
whole t’ing. Mebbe he ’lest me anyhow. I don’t want
nothing to do with de p’lice in dlis business; only you.”

“All that sounds well, but you haven’t told me about
the one.”

Wing Moy Dock gave his chair another hitch.
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“It is so hard to make you Melican man lunderstand,”
‘he said.

“Try it on, man; try it on,” replied Old King Brady.
“I’'m no such big fool as you take me for.”

“Belly well. Now, see here, so some Chinaman go into
you Catholic church and steal one of you idols, so you call
dem, how you likee dlat?”

“But we don’t have idols, as you call them, in the
Catholic Church.”

“You know what I mean?”

“Statues ?”.

“Yair. Allee same you go Chmee joss house you callee
dem idols.”

“QOh, get ahead. Has anybody been stealing a High-
binder idol, with diamond eyes?”

“Yair. Dlat it. In Canton flifty year ago dley pull out
one eye, and steal it. We gottee dlat idol down Mott
stgeet. He bring good lueck to my kind of Hip Sing
'Tong Dere was two kind, Blady—see? Other kind so
they can keep us from getting dlat dhamond dley will—
see 77

“And Mrs. Fullerton had that diamond ?”

“Yair.”

“And the other fellows have got it?”

“Yair. So we t’ink. P’haps so, mebbe so. Dunno for
sure, but so dley have den we wantee dlat dliamond, and
we pay big money to get.”

“How big?”

“Thousand dollar.”

“Not near enough to get me.”

- No ‘Chinaman ever names the price either for buying or
selling that he really means.

Old King Brady, whose interest in all this was growing,
was curious to see how high a bid the Highbinder would
actually make.

“Two thousand,” said Wing Moy Dock, twisting up his
face.

0ld King Brady shook his head.

“How muchee you take?”

“Oh, you name your price.” -

“T’ree thousand.”

“Five thousand.”

“Flive thousand?”

{‘Yes.”

“Belly much.”

“No less.” :

“Belly well. We give him.”

“You must want that diamond pretty bad.”

{1 Yall' »

“Is it a big one?”

“Not so big. It have big flaw in it. Yeu no eould sell
it for one thousand dollar.”

(CN’O?”

“No, siree.”

“How do you know that Mrs, Fullerton had this dia-
mond?”’

“Me see it.”

“You ?”

“Yair. Me butler at hotel out in California.
comee dere last year. Me see it den.”

“How is it set?”

“She wear it over her han' along with whole big bunch
other dliamonds.”

“In a coronet?”

“Yair.”

“8o that’s your preposition?”

“Yair; dlat my proposition.
sure.”

“But can you put me next to these thieves?” :

“You bet.. You come Chinatown mry place dlis after
noon. Me do just dlat. Den you do the rest.” i

i

She

You gettee you money

“Do you want them arrested?”

“Me no care.”

“How many are there of them?”

“T’ree.” '

“Where is your place?”

“You come?”

“Yes.”

“Allee light.
Come dere.”
- Wing Moy Dock produced an engraved card, if you
please.

It read: “Wing Moy Dock, Expert Chinese Butler,
P. 8.~Can cook everything Chinese.”

The address was a number on Pell street, but net thatg
of the house to which the Bradys and Joe Bradley had“
gone the night before.

Den you gettee busy by t'ree o’clock.

. £

CHAPTER V.

THE BRADYS WAIT ON THE HIGHBINDER KING. '

Having delivered his card and made his appointment,

Wing Moy Dock took himself off as quick as he possibly
could.

“Most remarkable | exclanned Harry as soon as the
last echo of his retreating footsteps had died away on the
stairs. ‘

“This has been a case of surprises from start to date,”
0ld King Brady replied. .

“A trap, of course.” 4

“For ue?”

“Yes; don’t you think so?”

“Frankly, Harry, I don’t, and yet it may be so. »

“Can a Highbinder be trusted to tell the truth?”

“Yes; if it serves his purpose he will tell it just the
same as any other criminal. I believe this is a case of
jealousy between two lodges of Highbinders. The one
which has the idol which brings luck naturally wants to:
restore the eye, which, in their estimation, no doubt, Wﬂli
restore its lucky powers. The rival lodge, not wanting
them to have luck, naturally fight,the thing.”

“Still T don’t see the case clear.”
~ “I do.”

“Well 7”




| THE BRADYS AND THE HIP SING TONG.

“Wing Moy Dock’s gang robbed the girl Alice, but
failed to get the diamond.”

“And the other bunch robbed the house?”

“As I read the riddle.”

“How on earth did they get up to the windows?”

“Pshaw, Harry! To climb up by the ladder would be
nothing for an expert Chinese juggler who can go up an
inch rope.”

“We can talk all day and you will find an answer for
everything. Do you really propose to keep your appoint-
ment #”

“Yes, I do.”

“Settled. I bet you it is just a trap to put us out of
business. Remember, we were shadowed by Chinks last
night.”

“All the same I shall make the call.”

This settled it.

The old detective was opening his morning mail when
Mr. Fullerton came bustling in.

“Good morning, gentlemen. Good morning!” he ex-
claimed. “You have read the papers this morning, I
suppose?”

“Yes, we have read of the robbery at your house,” re-
plied Old King Brady. “Two accounts, in fact; one gives
the burglars al] your wife’s diamonds, the other only the
jewelry belonging to your daughter.” .

“This latter is the truth, of course.”

“As we supposed. The dlamonds have not been re-
turned.”

“Indeed, no. This is very singular. Did you read
about the Chinese shoe which I found in the yard?”

[ Y’es'” ,

“The police paid little heed to it. I said nothing about
the other business, of course, and was lucky enough to
prevail upon Mrs. Fullerton to keep a still tongue. Do
you see any connection between my daughter’s case and
this?” ' &

“I most certainly do,” T

“Hal! I supposed you would say so.
mean?”

“In my judgment it means that Mrs. Fullerton pos-
sessed some particular diamond which for some mysteri-
ous reason is wanted by these Chinese.”

“I can’t imagine that.”

“Let us look into it for a moment. I—"

“Just a second. Have you done anything on the case?”

“Oh, yes. I have obtained information which may
prove to be an important clew.”

“Qlad to know it. If I had had my way I should not
have reported the case to the police at all, but my wife
simply insisted upon it. Go on.”

“Did Mrs. Fullerton possess a diamond coronet with a
large flawed diamond set as the central stone?”

“She did.”

“Did she wear it at a hotel in California a year ago
where there was a Chinese butler, manager or steward or
whatever he called himself ?”

What can it all

11

“She did. The bhotel Mojave, near San Diego. How
did you get onto this?”

“We can’t give details, Mr. Fullerton. It is against

our rule while we are working up a case.”

“Oh, very well.”

“About this coronet, how long had your w1fe owned
lt P

“8he bought it in San Francisco that trip. It was not
of great value. All the stones which were genuine were
flawed and some of them were false.”

“So? Was the coronet among the things your daugh-
ter took from the safe.”

“You excite my curiosity, Mr. Brady. It was not. The
fact is, Mrs. Fullerton owns two coronets; the other is of
value and very much resembles the one in’question. Alice
left the flawed one behind her and took the good ome.
The other was stolen lagt night.”

“Indeed! Why did Mrs. Fullerton buy this inferior
coronet?”

“I can’t say. She took a fancy to it. It was cheap
There is no accounting for a woman’s whims.”

“That is all I wish to know unless you can describe that
central stone.”

‘“As it happens I can. It was a very singular diamond.
Its size was about as big as an old-fashioned silver half-
dime and it was very deeply cut and was of the purest
water except for a strange brown spot in the centre which
strongly resembled the pupil of an eye.”

“I see.”

“Does the description help you out any?”

“Oh, yes, a lot.” :

“l am glad. Now here is something I have brought
you. The police refused it, much to my relief, for it
enabled me to keep it. Here it is.”

Thus saying, Mr. Fullerton laid down a small package
which he had been carrying.

“The Chinese shoe!” exclaimed Old King Brady

“That is it.”

“Good !”

He opened the package and looked over the shoe.

“Its only peculiarity lies in the fact that it has a couple
of Chinese letters inside,” he said. “They may lead to
something. I shall keep this. If the police inquire for it
refer them to me.” '

“Do you propose to consult with them?”

“Unless they come after me, certainly not.”

“Very well. That is all T have to say. 1 wish you good
luck.”

Mr. Fullerton left then, and Old King Brady, handing
the shoe to Harry, told him to take it up to Quong Lee
and find out what the characters on the inside meant.

Harry accordingly hustled up to Chatham Square.

It was rather early to expect to find the old divekeeper
out of bed, for his business as an opium joint keeper re-
quired him to remain up until all hours of the night.

And it so proved that Quong Lee was invisible.

Harry saw his assistant, however.
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“Dlat a name of a man,” he said.

“How does it read ?” Young King Brady inquired.

“Gee Wang.”

“You know such a person?”

“Yair.”

“Where does he live?”

“Around Mott street.”

The number was given.

“Is he a Highbinder?” Harry then asked.

“Yair,” replied the Chinaman. “He belly bad man,
Gee Wang.” :

“Does he ever come here:”

“Yair.”

“Was he here last night?”

“Nope-”

This was as far as Harry could go.

He took a turn around on to Mott street, however, and
had a look at the residence of Mr. Gee Wang.

There was a fdn-tan joint in the basement and lodging
rooms on the floors above.

Young King Brady returned to the office and reported.

“That number is directly in the rear of the number on
Pell street which Wing Moy gave me,” remarked Old
King Brady.

“I noticed that.”

“Did you go around on Pell street to make sure?”

“Yes.” :

“It. may have some significance. Although I never
heard before of a Chink writing his name in his shoe, I
* am very much inclined to think that in Gee Wang we have
this second-story thief.”

There was nothing further doing in the case until the
time came for the Bradys’ appointmént withr Wing Moy
Dock.

The house on Pell street was several doors west of the
half-deserted tenement.

It was a typical Pell street structure of the better sort.

On the ground floor was a store devoted to the sale of
Chinese bric-a-brac.

0ld King Brady ascended to the top floor and knotked
on the door of the front room, as the Highbinder had
directed.

It ‘was immediately opencd and the detectives entered
a room well furnished after the Chinese style.

Wing Moy Dock received them.

Besides the King of the Highbinders, there were four
other Chinks in the room.

They sat around with their hats on and were a particu- |

larly villainous lookmg lot, all wearing Chinese dress.
They stared in grim silence as Wing Moy shook hands
with the detectives and closed the door.
“So you come,” said the Highbinder.
“We are here,” the old detective replied.
“Dlat be good. Now I tellee you more.”
“Well?”
“Dlese gemplen allee light; my good friends.
mind dem?”

You no

“Not at all; go on.” -

“We know who stealee Mrs, Fullerton’s dliamonds iast
night.”

“Perhaps I do, too.”

“You?”

“Yes.” I

“How you can?”

“Shall I tell the name of one of the thieves*™

“Sure Mike, so you can.” ‘

“Gee Wang.”

Wing Moy started.

Immediately the Chinks on the chairs began oabblmg

etk

" |among themselves.

0ld King Brady almost regretted having said a word
about Gee Wang.

The effect on the Chinamen worried him.

For as much as ten minutes the talk contmued Wing
Moy Dock joining with the rest.

“Come,” said the old detective at last. ‘‘Speak up,
Wing Moy, and tell what it is you want us to do.”

The talk instantly ceased.

The Chinks on the chairs suddenly grew as grave as
owls.

“Allee light, Mlister Blady,” replied Wing Moy Dock
with a bland smile, “me tell. Come ’longa me. Now we
shiddoo.”

CHAPTER VI

THE BRADYS GET A BAD SETBACK.

It cannot be said that the Bradys care much for Chi-
Dese cases.

While the element of mystery which they always con-
tain is attractive, the personal danger involved is great.

Thus, as they left the Highbinders’ assemblage, both
the Bradys were fully on the alert and held themselves
ready to pounce upon Wing Moy Dock at any time.

But there seemed no need.

The Chinaman led the way downstairs and out on to
Pell street.

Then he led them to the house which they had entered
the night before.

As they passed into the hall alongside the grocery store
0ld King Brady called a halt.

“Hold on, Wing Moy. There are very few people liv-
ing upstairs here,” he said. “How do I know but what
you are leading us into some trap?”

“No, no, no!” cried Wing Moy, greatly troubled. “Na
tlap. I swear straight goods. Honest Injun! No, no!”
“But how can I tell? Explain yourself. We kno
that Gee Wang stole the diamonds. Do you want us td

arrest him? Are you taking us where he is?”

“Yair. Me gettee him- to come to you upstairs—seer
Den you jump him—see? Secare de life out of him—
see? Makee him tellee where he hid dlose dliamonds—
'see? After me gettee dliamonds me no care what you dc
with Gee Wang.”
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1 Old King Brady was worse puzzled than ever to know
hat to do.
: The risk was great.
- But by assuming it he stood a chance of recovering all
the stolen jewelry.
On the other hand, if he shied at the risk, the only way
was to arrest the so-called King of the Hip Sing Tong

then and there.

That this would amount fo but little was almost cer-
tain.

There is no dumber creature on earth than a Chinaman
in the hands of the police.

Harry knew just how it would be.

“The Governor will balk, but he will bust ahead in the
end,” Harry said to himself.

And so it proved.

“Go on,” said Old King Brady. “If you play us foul,
look out for yourself, Wing Moy Duck.”

“No, no,” said the Chinaman. “Me stlaight goods.
You shall see.” .

They ascended the stairs and entered a room on the top
floor.

It was the one next to the room the Bradys had visited

- the night before.

Opening from it was still another room, much smaller.
This was separated from the first by a heavy portierre.
Both rooms were scantily furnished in Chinese style.
Wing Moy passed into the little room and pulled open
a sort of panel in the wall.
It raised on hinges and he fastened it up with a stick.
“Lookee here,” he said. “See dlat roof down here?”
It was the roof upon which the man had jumped the
night before.

“Well ? gaid Old King Brady, glancing down.
“Me-go dere,” continued Wing Moy Dock.
dere Gee Wang he libs.

—see "
He went back into the other room and pulled up a

“Down
Me bring him up by sleclet stairs

“panel in the floor.

Here there was a very narrow stairway built in close to
the chimney breast.

“You watch out of window. You see me bling Gee
Wang up,” the Highbinder said. “Me come light back—
see?”,

“All right; go ahead,” said Old King Brady.
he long.”

The Chinaman immediately started downstairs,

“By Jove, Governor, we are running a hig risk,” said
Harry.

“We must take it,” was the reply.
that door.”

“No, it is open,” replied Harry.

“It gives us+a way to make a quick retreat.”

0ld King Brady stepped to the panel window and look-
ed out, Harry joining him.

“There he comes!” the latter exclaimed.

Wing Moy Dock had suddenly appeared on the roof.

“Don’t

“See if he locked

He walked along to the bulkhead and disappeared in-
side.

The Bradys, craning their necks out of the window, had
been watching all this.

It would have served them better if they had kept a
watch at the door.

For they were not alone in these apparently deserted
apartments, as they supposed. |

At that very moment three Chinamen, and one a par-
ticularly large one, were taking them in from the other
room.

There they stood in absolute silence.

In a moment they started forward.

The Bradys, with their backs turned, were still watch-
ing for the reappearance of Wing Moy Dock.

On crept the three Chinks in their bare feet.

One carried a club, the big fellow drew a revolver, while
the man in the rear held a rope.

The Bradys at the little window stood oblivious, se
deeply was their attention engaged.

Just then they saw Wing Moy Dock emerge from the
bulkhead, followed by another Chinaman.

“There they come,” remarked Harry.

There was something coming !

Suddenly the foremost Chinaman brought his club
down upon Harry with terrible force.

The young detective dropped like a stome, while Old
King Brady turned to face his foes.

It was too late.

The big Chinaman thrust the revolver into his face.

At the same instant the third man threw the rope
around his neck.

There was no standing up against it.

0Old King Brady went down under a blow with the club
and was dragged from the room.

Harry lay unconscious, and in a minute Wing Moy
Dotk and his companions came up the secret stairs.

Harry did not see them.

He knew nething for some time after that.

In fact, night had nearly fallen before he revived to
find himself lying on the floor in a pool of blood.

His head was aching horribly, his mind was so confused
that he could scarccly remember where he was or how he
came there.

In the dusk he could barely see.

“Knocked out, by thunder!” he muttered
thought they had done me up for good, I guess.
about the Governor? Have they killed him?*

Over in the corner he could just discern the body of a
man lying face downward upon the floor.

With considerable dlfﬁeulty Young King Brady got on
his feet.

He walked oversto the body, for the moment thinking
that it was his chief.

But no!

The man was smaller and of different build.

Harry bent down and rolled him over.

“They
But what
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He knew now that he was handling a corpse, for the
body was stiff and cold.

“A Chink!” muttered Harry.

He felt for his dark lantern and found it in place.

Flashing the light upon the face of the Chinaman, he
saw that it was Wing Moy Dock. \

Harry was in despair.

‘He put his hand to his own head.

His hair was stiff yith coajulated blood.

As the little shutter was low, the Bradys had removed
their hats in order to stand under it.

Harry’s hat lay on the floor where he had placed it.
Old King Brady’s was gone.

“I’ve got a bad knock,” thought Young King Brady,
“and it ought to be attended to at once. Let me think.”

For the moment he was on the point of hurrying
around to the Elizabeth street police station and report-
ing Old King Brady missing. '

But this he hesitated to do, well knowing that Old
King Brady, above all things, desires to keep his private
affairs secret from the police. .

“Not yet,” Harry said to himself. “They thought they
had killed me, and if they intended to kill the Governor
I am sure they would have made a clean job of it here
I’ll wait.”

He returned to Wing Moy Dock.

The floor all around the dead man was bathed in blood.

Flashing his lantern down, Harry saw that the wretch-
ed Chinaman had been stabbed in the back and the knife
pulled from the wound.

“1 may as well get whatever papers he has about him,”
Young King Brady said to himself.

He went through the dead man’s pockets hastily, but
could find nothing.

“Whoever killed him has overhauled his pockets,”
thought Harry, and he examined his own.

Strangely enough, they had not been disturbed. .

Even a considerable sum of money which he happened

to have about him, amounting to something over a hun-
dred dollars, remained undisturbed.

“I must get out of this,” thought Harry, and he started
for the door.

At the same instant he heard soft footsteps ascendmg
the stairs.

“By Jove, more Chinks coming,” muttered Harry.

He made a dart for the secret stairs, hoping to escape
to the roof of the other building.

The opening had been closed up, however, and in his
confusion of mind and the excitement of the moment he
could not see how the spring worked.

“I must face the music,” thought Young King Brady,
and he drew his revolver. N

On came the stealthy footsteps.

In a second a young Chinaman looked in at the door.

He was in American dress, and as his eyes fell upon the
body of Wing Dock he gave an excited exclamation.

Harry, who flashed his lantern upon him and covered

him with his revolver, recognized one of the men he h
seen in Wing Moy Dock’s room.
“Don’t shoot!” cried the Chink in perfect English,
“What has happened? Who killed Wing Dock? Spealy”
“Are you here as my friend or my enemy?” demandpd

Harry. “I’ve had a dose of this myself, and I don’t pb-
pose to stand any nonsense. I want you to understahd
that.”

“TI'm your friend, sure,” was the calm reply, “unless
you killed that man. Then I am your deadly enemy; but
1 don’t believe you did kill him.”

“T certainly did not.”

“Where is 0ld King Brady?”

J

“I don’t know. We were attacked by Chmamen, ngh- |

binders 1 suppose.
ed me. I don’t know what happened to Old King Brady.
When 1 got it over the head with a big club I fell.”

“Was he shot or stabbed ?”

“Stabbed.”

“It’s a bad job; but put down your revolver. There
must be no quarrel between us. You Bradys have failed
to make good. It is too bad but it can’t be helped.”

“Who are you?”

“You can call me Charley Lee.
can make out of my Chinese name.”

“You speak good English.”

That’s the best you

“Yes; I am a halfbreed. My mother was an American :

woman, Tell me all that happened here.”
Apparently there was nothing to fear.

Harry put up his revolver and told what had occurred.”

“T can’t blame you and the old man,” said Charley,
“except that I think on your own account you ought to
have kept a sharper watch out.”

“T think so, too. We have certainly been to blame.”

“What are you going to do? Tell the police? Report
a murder, set all Chinatown talking, or what?”

“I don’t want to do that. My idea is that Old King
Brady is not dead. I had rather not drag the police into
this if it can be helped.”

“And I am very sure he is not dead. I have good
reasons for thinking so. As for this corpse, the Hip Sing
Tong will take care of that if you will only keep your
mouth shut.”

“I’ll do it if you will help me nd Old King Brady.”

“That is just what I will do—what I want to do.”

“Then it is a bargain.”

“Have you been through his pockets?”

“Yes; everything is gone.”

“All right. Come on.”

“Where?”

“To report this thing to Wing Moy Dock’s friends.”

“Do I have to go? I want to get over to the Hudson
Street Hospital and have this wound dressed. I have got
work to do.”

“And you look so white and sick that you are hardly
able to go alone. I'll go with you after I have reported
this.”

They knocked me out and nearly kill- ;

|
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And indeed Harry felt so faint that he was only too
Tad to accept this suggestion.
“We will go downstairs. I will wait in the street,” he
id. *“I can’t see any use in me going with you.”
“All right,” replied the Chinaman.
They descended to Pell street and Harry waited.
It was some minutes before Charley Lee returned.
; “The Hip Sing Tong will look after everything,” he
said. “I will go with you.”
. They then went down to Worth street and started
across town.

CHAPTER VII,
HELD A PRISONER BY THE HIP SING TONG.
0ld King Brady was not so hard hit as Harry.
The idea in his case seemed only to be to reduce him
to subjection ; not to injure him in any way.

As soon as they had him in the hall the Chinamen

lifted the old detective to his feet.

The big fellow got him by the right arm and the man
with the rope caught him by the left.

Here they stood as if waiting for something.

Was it for the coming of Gee Wang?

0ld King Brady thought so.

In a moment he heard the Chinaman enter the other
room.

Then al] in an instant there was a sharp cry and the
sound of a heavy fall.

The . Chinks began gabblmg exmtedly among them-.

selves.

The man with the club looked into the room, where
more talk was heard.

In a few moments he came out again, and, having
made a few remarks, Old King Brady was dragged back
" into the first room and down the secret stairs. v

The old detective only caught a glimpse of Harry as
he passed.

. He saw nothing of Wing Moy Dock nor of Gee Wang.

They came out upon the roof and pagsed into the bulk-
head.

Then it was downstairs into the other house.

They wound up in a room on the second floor which
was fully furnished in Chinese style.

Here there was another secret panel alongside the chim-
" ney, as in the other house.

It stood open, and one of the Chinamen, removing the
rope from ahout the old detective’s neck, ordered him to
enter and pass down the stairs.

In cases like these Old King Brady always adopts one
course.

Where protest is useless he never makes it, but always
does in silence exactly as he is told.

Thus he entered through the secret panel and descend-
ed the stairs.

A Chinaman stood behind him with a cocked revolver.

“Go on! Open the door at the end of the stairs and
enter 1” he called in broken English, adding:

“If you stop I will shoot !”

Needless to say Old King Brady went on.

“What of Harry?” he asked himself.

But there was nothing to be done, so he dismissed the
thought from his mind and continued to the foot of the
stairs.

Here there was a door, which he opened.

He found himself looking into a small room with stone
walls-on all sides.

It was evidently a sub-cellar.

There was a bamboo couch, a table and a few chmrs

Standing by the table was the Chinaman whom Old
King Brady had seen on the roof with Wing Moy Dock.

He took him to be Gee Wang.

“Come in,” said the man.

Old King Brady entered and the door closed behind
him, :

“You open dlat door.
Chinaman said.

“T’ll not turn my back on you, my friend,” replied the
old detective calmly, “but I will do as you tell me 1f you
will stand by the door.”

The Chinaman moved to the door.

0ld King Brady then tried to open it.

There was nothing doing. The door was as firm as a
rock.

“You see?” said the Chink.
so easy. You no can.”

You go out so you can,” the

“You t'inkee you get out

“I see. I am a prisoner here,”
“Yair. Now you turn your back.”
[13 No ")

“You turn quick.”

IIe whipped out a big nghbmder revolver.

Old King Brady was helpless.

Although we neglected to mention it, he had been
searched by the Chinamen while standing in the hall and
his own revolver taken away.

True he had another in his secret pocket, but as he
stood he could not well get at this.

“You mean to kill me?” he asked.

“No; me no killee,” was the reply. “Me plomise. Me
no killee so you turn you back Me shootee you dead so
you no do.”

0ld King Brady turned his back and stood motionless.

He could not hear a sound for several minutes.

Then a voice suddenly spoke behind him, saying:

“Hello, Old King Brady, Esquire, detective! You can
look around mow!?

Old King Brady turned to find ‘himself facmg a man
once his most bitter enemy. :

His heart sank.

The man who had mysteriously taken Gee Wang’s place
he knew to be an unprincipled scoundrel, an ex-convict,
an opium fiend, a villain of the worst description.

There he stood dressed in a well-worn cheap business
suit, his hair'snow white, his face yellow from the effects
of opium.
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There was a hard, cruel look in his eyes.

“You know me?” he asked.

“I certainly do,” replied Old King Brady, summoning
all his self-restraint. “You are Terry McGraw.”

“All there is left of him.”

“Well?”

“Well, old man, you see that at last the tables have
turned and you find yourself in the power of the man you
helped to break and send to Sing Sing. There is some-
thing like restitution in this.”

Old King Brady sat down at the table and leaned his
head wearily upon his hand.

The outlook was anything but pleasant.

This Terry McGraw had once been a wardman whose
beat covered Chinatown.

He had become, through long association Wlth the Chi-
nese, an inveterate opium fiend.

It is said that all who habitually use opium become
thieves.

Be this as it may, Terry McGraw certamly became one.

Old King Brady some fifteen years before, having un-
dertaken a burglary case, traced it home to the man be-
fore him.

It ruined McGraw and he went up the river on a long
sentence.

This had been partially commuted owing to his broken
health.

0ld King Brady knew this.

He had seen McGraw several times since he revamed
his freedom.

The wretch had whiningly asked him for money and
‘Old King Brady had been liberal with him.

He regarded him in the light of a shuffling tramp, one
of the kind which crawl around the Bowery late at night.

Needless to say, he was the last person he dreamed of
~:seeing now.

“Why don’t you answer?” demanded the ex-wardman.
“What do you sit there moping for? What do you sup-
pose I am going to do te you?”

“Blest if I know,” replied the old detective. *“Ask me
something easy. Do you live with the Hip Sing Tong
now?”

“Right here with the Highbinders.
them a year now. I can even talk Chinese.
best friends.”

“Let me see, you were pretty good at blowing a safe
once. Did you do the safe blowing at Fullerton’s the
-other night?”

“Did I? You used to pride yourself upon being able to
tell one cracksman’s job from another. Do you think that
job looked like my work ?”

“Didn’t see it.”

“You didn’t, hey? I know better.”

“Have it your own way, Terry.”

“Qh, I believe you. Well, draw your own conclusions.
* Now to business. Know why I am here?” -

“No"’ "

I have been with
They are my

“You think it is to kill you?”

“Oh, bite it off, McGraw. I don't think anythmg e
cept that I want to know the worst.”

“Well, then you shall. I’ve got nothing so mu
against you as you may imagine.”

“But you just said

“Oh, then I was only doing a little chuckling.
pose that is my privilege. You nipped me in the line
your business. 1 should have done the same if I was
your place. This is another deal.”

“Will you ever explain?” :

“'m going to right now, Brady,” replied McGrmv
flinging himself into a chair. “I’ve been sent by the
Chinks to do the chin-chin act with you because I can
talk better English than they can and are thus better able
to make you understand—see?”

“Go ghead.”

“There have been two Fullerton diamond robberies.”

“Weu?”

“The first was committed by a man who is now dead.”

“Well?”?

“His name was Wing Moy Dock. Ha, old man!
you surprised? Are you surprised ”

“Don’t make a fool of yourself by trying to be dramatic.
Have the Highbinders killed Wing Moy Dock, then ?”

“They have,”

“And my partner?”

“Little Harry is dead, too, rest his dear little soul.”

Old King Brady restrained himself.

He saw that the fellow was trying to torture him.

Whether to believe him or not he could not tell.

“Go on, go on!” he said. “We’ll admit that everybody
is dead but you and me. In that case what is the word?”

“Explanations are now in order,” replied McGraw, hav-
ing lighted a villainously bad-smelling cigarette. “You
are a prisoner among the Highbinders.”

“Yes, yes.”

“Don’t get impatient. These Highbinders have a dinky
little wall-eyed idol which they set a heap of store by.
Years ago out in China some fellow swiped one of the
eyes of said idol and pawned it or sold it, or something or
other—see ??

“I follow you. I know all about it. The idol’s eye was
a diamond. Wing Moy saw it on Mrs. Fullerton. Hence
the robbery from Mrs. Fullerton’s daughter. All this is
perfectly well known to me.” '

“You are better posted than I thought you were. Well,
Wing Moy didn’t get the eye, but he got a bully good lot
of diamonds, which he ought to have turned over to the
Hip Sing Tong, but didn’t. Instead of that, he hid ’em
somewhere, and we, I mean me and these here Highbind-
ers, naturally want them.”

“Yes, yes.”

“That’s part of the story. Now for the other part,
which I bet you a dollar you haven’t heard.”

“Get ahead.”

“0Oh, ’'m getting. The other bunch—there are two

I suyp-
bt
in

Are
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c&s of them—with the help of an expert cracksman, find-

ing that Wing Moy Dock had failed on the eye and wasn’t
giving up the diamonds for a little bit, did what they
meant to do in the first place and that’s the cracking of
the safe. They did get the eye. They brought it here,
and, by Jove, they managed to lose it in their dinky little
joss house, which vou will see by and by.”

“And what have I to do with all this®?

“Lots. These Chinks are’ queer people, Brady. They
don’t do business on our lines, not for a little bit. Before
either of these here jobs was pulled off they had some
kind of a chin-chin one night with their idol, and he, she
or i} told ’em—at least they think it did—that the miss-
ing eye would only be restored through a man with a long
blue coat and a big white hat. They came to me and
asked if I knew such a person.

““Why, sure I do, says I, and then I adds, ‘it’s 01d
King Brady.’ ”

“And you sent them to me?” :

“Didn’t. I told ’em where you were. They started to
go for you. I work for the opposition bunch, you see—
and what dq they discover but that Wing Moy Dock had
sneaked in ahead of them. Well, now! Say, that settled
his case. They watched. Result: There’s a dead Chink
to-night in Chinkville, and we have corralled the notori-
‘ous—excuse me, I mean noted—Old King Brady here.”

“And for what? What am I expected to do?”

“Blest if I know. That is for the dinky little idol to
decide; whatever he, she or it says, that these Hip Sing
Tongers will surely do.”

Old King Brady made no remark, but sat motionless.

“Any comments or criticisms on my little chin-chin?”
McGraw asked. ,

“I have none to make,” was the quiet reply, “except
that I wish you would honestly tell me if Harry is really
dead.”

“My dear man, I don’t actually know whether he is or
not. 'The Chinks told me so, and I tell what I have told
you.”

“QOne thing further, what becomes of me after I make
good the idol’s prophecy if I am that lucky.”

“Blest if T know.”

“It will help matters for you to be frank, McGraw.”

Just then there came a peculiar whistle.

“Turn your back!” cried the ex-wardman. “Turn your
back unless you want to die!”

Old King Brady was getting used to this sort of thing.

He turned in his chair.

Then he heard McGraw move across the floor.

A slight click followed.

It could not have been the door, for Old King Brady
was facing that.

He turned around then and found himself alone.

“Anyway my life is safe while I can make the Hip
Sing Tong believe that there is a chance of me being able
to restore their idol’s diamond eye,” the old detective said
to himself as he arose and began to pace the floor.

CHAPTER VIIL
GROPING ABOUT UNDERGROUXD.

Harry went over to the Hudson Street Hospital with
Charley Lee and had his head dressed.

The operation was painful, for the wound covered con-
siderable space.

It was, however, only an abrasion of the scalp and had
not in any way affected the skull.

Charley Lee stood by him and they left the hospital
together.

“What will you do now?” he asked.

“] am ready for business again,” replied Harry.
0ld King Brady lives he must be found.”

“That is what he must. So must the diamonds which
Wing Moy Dock got away from that girl.”

“Tell me what brought you into that room ?” demanded
Harry, turning suddenly upon the Chinaman.

“Why, I was looking for Wing Moy,” was the reply.
“He did not come back, so I started out to find him.”

“Didn’t you know where he had gone?”

113 NO-”

“Didn’t any of them know who we saw in that room?”

“No; he didn't tell us.”

“Are you working on your own account or on theirs?”

Charley Lee gave Harry a peculiar look,

“Well, what about that?®” he asked.

“I want to know.”

“Say, Brady?"

“Well, say it.”

“Them diamonds what Wing Moy got from the girl
represent big value.”

“I know they do.”

“Are you dead stuck on finding Old King Brady?”

Harry saw at once what was coming.

“It will be a lot easier to deal with one Chinaman than
a dozen,” he said to himself. “I must humor this fellow
and find out what he is driving at, anyway.”

“What do you mean?” he demanded. “Come out flat-
footed, so we can get it straight.”

“I was only thinking that if you wasn’t and we could
pick up those diamonds ourselves, and——"

“And divide ¥

“Yes.”

Charley shot another inquiring look at Young King
Brady.

“T’ll go you,” replied Harry, quietly.

And to himself he added:

“Now we shall get the truth.”

And he did.

The story which the rascally young half-breed whis-
pered in Harry’s ear was substantially that told to Old
King Brady by Terry McGraw.

Harry questioned him closely and gained a knowledge
of all the details he could.

“Do you believe in this idol?” he finally asked.

“Well, I do.”

14 If
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“You think they will take Old ng Brady before the
idol to-night ?”

“I am dead sure they will.”

“Won’t your bunch of Highbinders be there?”

“Yes, but not until later.”

“Why ?7}

“Because the two kinds never consult the idol together.
One kind go on certain nights, the other kind on certain
other nights. This.isn’t our night.”

“I see. Then there is no danger of Wing Moy’s bunch
going into the secret joss house to-night?”

“They would not dare, but that won’t hinder them from
laying for the other fellows to-night and attempting to
revenge Wing Moy’s death.” -

“And to take the diamonds from the others in case they
get them?”

“That’s right.”

“Then you think there is likely to be a fight?”

“T am blame sure of it, and somebody is going to get
killed. What do you propose?”

‘“Then come along and we’ll see if we can’t get into the
joss house ahead of either bunch. Mebbe we could find
the diamonds ourselves.”

13 NOW i

“Yes, right now.”

“But wor’t the Gee Wangers be there? I call them
that for the want of a better name.”

“Not until midnight. We have got hours to work in
yet.”

“All right.
Harry meekly.

“If I play with this fellow it will be about the surest
way to connect with the Governor,” he thought. “I have
no doubt that he knows where he is.” *

But Charley Lee did not know.

He was only a half-breed and had not been initiated
into all the secrets of the Highbinders by any means.

Charley was now in high feather.

He wanted Harry’s idea of what the diamonds stolen
from Alice Fullerton were probably worth.

He wanted Harry to go and have a drink, and when
that was refused he persisted in dragging him into a store
and buying expensive cigars.

. At last they got back to Chinatown.

“Now,” said Charley, “I'm going to take you to see a
girl.”

“What’s that for?” demanded Young King Brady.
thought we were gunning for diamonds.”

"“So we are. But I can’t get down into the joss house.
I don’t know the way. This girl is married to one of the
big Highbinders and she may. I think I can persuade her
to tell me if she does.”

“Were you never there?”

“Sure; I’ve been there lots of times, but I was always
taken in blindfolded.”

“T see. Well, lead on to your girl.
band ?”

T’ll do just whatever you say,” replied

“I

Who is her hus-

“Gee Wang.”

" Harry gave a whistle.

“Look here, that is running pretty close to thé dajger
mark, isn’t it?” he said.

“Don’t you fret. I have reason to believe thaff old
Wang won’t be home to-night. Mollie dresses up pfetty
good if we are able to catch her. She’ll help us § we
promise her part of the swag, which, of course, she §on’t
get once our hands are on the diamonds.”

There seemed to be no better way than to allow C
to carry out his villainous plans to a finish.

Young King Brady therefore-raised no objectiond) and
in due time they turned up at the number on Mott dreet
which had been written in the Chinese shoe found in Mr.
Fullerton’s back yard.

" Charley led the way fo. the top floor.

“Now you stand back,” he said. “I’ll knock at the
door and see if Mollie is in and Wang with her. If I
don’t come out right away you light out and I’ll meet you
around on the square as soon as I can. You will know
by that that Wang is in.”

He knocked on the door twice before getting any re-
sponse. )

Harry saw a slatiernly looking white woman appear to
greet him,

The talk was in Chinese and Charley shpped iunside.

He was out again in a few minutes.

“Come in, Bill” he called. “I want to introduce you
to my friend, Mrs. Wang.”

The conditions in the Wang apartments were just what
Charley had hoped for.

Not only was Gee Wang out, but Mrs. Wang was de-
cidedly nervous.

rley

“This is my friend, Mrs. Wang,” said Charley, intro-
ducing with a flourish. “What about filling the can?”

“I’ll stand the price,” replied Harry, “and T’ll rush the
growler, too, if you say so.”

“@’wan,” said Charley, and Harry seized the can and
departed.

He found Charley talking conﬁdentlally to Mrs. Wang
upon his return, and he received a wink which seemed to
say that everything was going right.

Charley got away with pretty much the whole contents
of the can.

“An’ so youse want me to give away me hushand’s
secrets?” the woman said at last. “If I was sure of get-
ting a bunch of them sparklers what you tell about I
wouldn’t mind showin’ youse how to get down to the little
joss house; that’s all I kin do annyhow.”

“You do that much, Mollie, and yon won’t regret it,”
Charlie said.

“Well, I dunno,” replied the woman, suddenly shifting.
|“Wang will sure kill me if he ketches me; that’s no
tdream.”

“He’ll not be back before two o’clock. I know that.”
“I think it meself, for this is his night to the ledge,
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w&ch means the joss house just the same; but there is
the chance.”

“Let us go a little way and see.”

“Sure, if you get them diamonds youse will give me
the slip.”

“No, we won’t.”

“Do you think they are hidden down there, Mrs.
Wang?” asked Harry, butting in for the first time.

“Ah, how should I know?” retorted the woman. “Do
youse t’ink I am after prying into me husband’s business?
I’'m not that kind. Charley Lee comes to me with a yarn
about diamonds. Mebbe it’s true and mebbe it isn’t. 1
don’t mind tryin’ it on, but if we are ketched it spells
death to all t’ree, so it does.”

“Come!” said Charley. “We are losing time. Wang
might come home. Now is the time to make the try if it
iz to be made at all.”

Mollie arose.

It was easy to see that her head was much befuddled
by nervousness.

“Come on,” she said. “I’ll show youse the road. As I
said before, it is all I kin do.”

They went downstairs to the basement hall.

“Keep quiet now,” whispered the woman. “They are
playing fan-tan inside there. It’s all well enough for you
and me, Charley Lee, but if they see a strange white man
here there’ll be the deuce to pay.”

She walked to a door which led down into the cellar,
and cautiously opened it. ) ‘

“Youse go first,” she said. “I’ll have to take me time.” |

Charley heading, they descended into the dark cellar,
Mollie coming down the stairs behind them.

“Sure we kin do nothing in the dark,” she said.
a light we are after wanting now.”

“It’s

Harry produced his electric flash lantern.

The cellar was pretty well choked with old boxes, bar-
rels and other rubbish.

Mrs. Wang looked around helplessly.

“Sure there’s a. passage underground troo to Pell
street,” she said, “if a body could only find it. Dey only
use it wunst in a while. It’s meant for a way to escape in
case de cops gets after dem.” - |

“Is it a trap door or a hole in the wall ?” asked Harry

“A trap door in the floor. It’s under some of dese
blame boxes.” '

“Whereabouts? Have you ever seen it open?”

“Wunst. Wang showed it to me. He towld me that if
ever de cops came after him dat’s de way he should go.”

“Then you must know in what part of the cellar it is.”

“Sure, it’s over dere in dat far corner.”

It was in “dat far corner” that the boxes and barrels
were tMickest.

“We have to get busy,” said Harry.
way.”
He and Charley began moving the boxes and barrels,

“It is the only

Luck was with them, and in a few minutes they came
upon a small trap door set in the cellar floor.

Young King Brady caught hold of the ring and pulled
up the trap, revealing a ladder below.

“Now I’ll go no further,” said Mollie, adding:

“All I've got to say is if you go back on me, Charley
Lee, it will be a bad day for you, for I’l} fix up a story
what will set Gee Wang at yer heels for fair.”

With this, the woman turned and went stumbling up
the cellar stairs.

“Gee! I’'m afraid I’ve stirred up a bad one,” growled
.Charley. “It’s ’Frisco for mine if we win out.” ’

“Which we haven’t yet, so let’s get ahead,” replied
Harry, and he started down the ladder.

It landed him in a narrow vault; where there was a
sheet iron door.

This proved to be locked, and Charley Lee was in

 despair.

“Now don’t you worry about that,”’ said- Harry. “I
have no doubt I can open the thing.”

He produced his skeleton keys, tackled the door and in
a few minutes was able to swing it back.

A narrow passage enclosed with rough boards led off in
the .direction of Pell street.

“Shall T shut the door?” demanded Charley.

“Do so. Did you close the trap?”

“Yes.”

“Come on then. We must see this thing through.”

They passed the length of the two yards and came to
another door.

“We are now under the house on Pell street where the
Highbinders’ lodge is,” declared Charley.

And the secret joss house is under that?”

“Yes.” :

“Then we are close upon it?”

“Sure. It may be right behind this door.”

Harry put his ear to the keyhole and listened, but he
could not hear a sound.

“We’ll tackle the door,” he said, and out came his
skeleton keys again.

In a minute he had it open and they entered another
vault.

Here there were two doors besides the one throngh
which they had entered.

Behind one of these doors the hum of voices could be
distinetly heard.

“Chinks in there,” breathed Charley.
the joss house.” ’

“You were never here before?”

‘(NO ”

The second door opened right alongside the first.

“We will try this,” said Harry.

He got out his skeleton keys still again and opened the
door.

It led into a little box of a place which contained noth-
ing but two stools.

“That must be
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 Light streamed in overhead through two holes in the
~ partition,
Harry got up on one of the stools and peered through
the hole.
“This is what we want,” he whispered, bending down.
“Come up here, Charley Lee.”

CHAPTER 1X.
OLD KING BRADY IN THE SECRET JOSS IOUSE,

"It is well known to the initiated that Chinatown is
riddled with secret vaults and underground passages.

The Bradys had both struck into the secret den of the
Hip Sing Tong, thanks to this factional quarrel which
had sprung up between the Highbinders themselves.

For a long time Old King Brady remained alone in his
vault.

He was not tied up, but his dark lantern had been
taken from him in the search, along with his revolver and
other things.

Thus he found himself quite helpless to do anything
after the grimy lamp which lighted the vault burned itself
out, as it did a few minutes after the disappearance of
Terry McGraw.

Old King Brady watched its last flickers in despair, for
he was then in the act of trying to find the secret door.

“Nothing doing now,” he said to himself as he placed
it on the table. “I can only wait.”

And that wait was one of the most tedious experiences
01d King Brady had ever put in.

At last he dozed off for a moment, sitting there by the
table with his head resting on his hand.

He was rudely aroused by feeling a hand upon his
shoulder, and a voice said:

“You come now, Brady. The Highbinders are ready
for you.”

~ “Terry McGraw!” gasped the old detective, springing
up.

“Yes, Terry McGraw. Xeep your shirt on. Don’t
make a fuss. I’'d like to see you safe out of this snap if
I can, and for you to keep perfectly quiet is the only way
to bring that about.”

Meanwhile the ex-wardman was lighting the lamp.

“That thing iz burned out,” said Old King Brady.
“Do you think I was sitting here in the dark on pur-
pose 27

“TI see it is. I’ll have to take it and get more oil. Don’t
you move now. There is a Chink who speaks no English

1 dorn’t doubt that you looked for the secret door, old
man. If you had found it and tried to explore these
vaults it would have spelled death.”
- “All right, I'll be good,” replied the old detective.
“Oh, say,” exclaimed Terry, “I want to tell you some-
thing. Conditions have changed a bit since we talked
last—see?”
“All right. Go ahead.”

“It’s like this.
0'3,1 ”

“Yes, yes.”

“The goods he got from her were great and worth a
lot, but he didn’t get the idol's eye.”

“You told me all that before.”

“I know. Now, listen: Becaunse Wing Moy hid the
goods his fellow Highbinders knifed him.”

“Well?”

“Gee Wang handled the other job—see ?”

“Yes, yes. Come to the point.”

“Gee Wang claimed that he did not get the eye either,
but I know a blame sight better ”.

“And so do 1.”

“How ?”

“He got the diamond tiara and in it was the eye.”

“That’s right. When I seen the thing it was perfect.
When Gee Wang showed it to the Hip Sing Tong the
centre stone was missing. That was the eye. If he
didn’t take it out I’ll eat my head.”

“You will have no occasion to make such an unsatisfac-
tory meal. From what you tell me I have no doubt he
did take it out.”

“Yes, but he denies it. The Hip Smo Tong has got
together. What they are all gunning for now are the
diamonds Wing Moy hid—see?”

“Yes'”

“Tnecidentally all hope that the eye may be found among
them, and that thus the prophecy of the dinky little idol
may be fulfilled.”

“All but Gee Wang.”

“Yes. I believe he has got the eye. I merely tip you
off, Brady. I—that is—well, no matter! You was al-
ways pretty blamed skillful in finding secret doors, panels
and the like, and I look to see you succeed in this case.
The whole push of the Tongers will be where you are
going. Now you kmow all I know, so look out for your-
self, old man. Now I'm off for the oil.”

01d King Brady waited patiently.

In a few moments he heard McGraw in the room again.

“I’'m back, Brady,” said the convict. “Now for a light.”

He lighted the lamp and placed it on the table.

“You are now to go with me to the joss house,” he
said, “and I shall have to blindfold you. Hope you don’t
object?”?

“I’m in the hands of the Hip Sing Tong. Get ahead
with your work and let us see the finish of this thing,”

Wing Moy Dock robbed the Fullertor

—

-0ld King Brady replied.
watching us with a blame big revolver cocked and ready. |

McGraw then tied a handkerchief over the detective’s
eves and took his hand.

“Follow me,” he said. “Itis all on a level. There are
no steps, so you need not be afraid.” v

The old detective was thus led forward fo' a consider-
able distance.

“Halt!” cried McGraw. N

0ld King Brady stopped.

Immediately the Llinder was removed.
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0ld King Brady found himself in a larger room than
the one he had left.

It was packed with Chinamen.

There were as many as fifteen present.

All were in full Chinese costume.

There were no chairs nor seats of any sort in the room,
which was brilliantly illuminated by a large Chinese lan-
tern that hung suspended from the ceiling.

The only furnishing was an altar at one end, upon
which, raised on three steps, was the “dinky little ido R4

This was made of gilded wood.

1t represented a squatty little man with his toes turned
out and his head set deep between a high pair of shoul-
ders.

The mouth was wide open and the tongue lolled out.

The ears were as big as muffins; there was little in the
shape of a mose.

Originally there had been two brilliant eyes.

The one stil] in place was a badly flawed diamond about
as big as a marble.

The other showed an empty socket, with the wood
around the rim somewhat broken away. ‘

Taken altogether, the image was about as ugly a look-
ing specimen of a heathen god as 0Old King Brady had
ever seen. '

Upon the altar, in addition to the idol, were the usual
bunches of paper flowers, little gilded images and the
boxes of joss sticks.

The Chinamen sfood about in silence, with their hands
thrust into the ample sleeves of their blouses.

Among them was Gee Wang and several who Old King
Brady recognized as men he had seen in the room with
Wing Moy Dock.

“Here He is, Gee Wang!” cried Terry McGraw. “Now
go ahead with your business and see if your wooden god
tells the truth.”

“No,” said Gee Wang, stolidly.
alleddy yet. No.”

There was a murmur of assent from the other China-
men.

0ld King Brady thought they all eyed the ex-wardman
strangely.

“What’s the hitch, I wonder?” he asked himself.

It soon appeared.

McGraw tried the usual tactics of his class when deal-
ing with the Chinese.

He roughly demanded what the matter was.

Gee Wang pointed to the idol.

“He say you no stay here, so you go,” he said.

McGraw broke out with a torrent of foul abuse.

Ie had done all the dirty work for the Tongers. He
had protected them from the' police and had been paid
nothing for it. They couldn’t talk to Old King Brady
and he could. He could railroad Gee Wang to Sing Sing,
et cetera, et cetera. He would be blamed if he would go.

Just the same he went. '

No answer was made to his tirade.

“No go ahead now

One of the Chinks opened a door, and then half a dozen
setting upon the ex-wardman, they thrust him from the
room.

Two went along with him and the rest returned.

That these two ran McGraw to the street Old King
Brady felt was probable, for they returned in a few min-
utes looking pretty well satisfied with themselves.

Meanwhile all stood in silence and the old detective,
with his back to the idel, looked from one grim face tc
the other, wondering what was to be his fate.

Again and again he thought of Terry’s tip.

It came to him during those minutes that he ought ic
make use of it.

“If Gee Wang has got the eye about him these Chinke
won’t do a thing to him,” he said fo himself. “Anyhow
it will square accounts for what they did to poor Harry
and Wing Moy Dock.”

But now the time had come for business.

A small, boyish-looking fellow stepped forward and
placed himself in front of the detective.

His first words showed that the Hip Sing Tong had no
need for Terry McGraw’s services as an interpreter.

“Now, Mr. Brady, we must explain this situation tc
you,” began the Chinaman. “I suppose you may think
that you are not particularly well known among the peo-
ple of my race in New York, but permit me to assure you
that such is not the case. Your skill is perfectly known to
us all, and as we have need of it to-night you are here.”

“You certainly speak well,” replied the old detective.
“If you are as sgkillful in everything as you seem to be in
your handling of English you must be a very smart young
man.”

“Thanks for your good opinion, but you will gain noth-
ing by trying to flatter me. As it happens, I was edu-
cated at the University of California, so there is po
reason why I should not speak good English. You under-
stand why you are here?”

L&I dO.”

“State the case, please, so that I may be sure.”

“I am here for a double purpose. First, to find dia-
mond jewelry stolen by Wing Moy Dock and supposed to
be hidden somewhere in the joss house; second, to find
the missing eye of that idol, which Gee Wang stole from
Mr. Fullerton’s house up town.”

Immediately there was a great gabbling among the
Chinks.

Gee Wang sprang forward, white with rage.

For tiie moment Old King Brady thought he was going
to draw a knife. :

~It ome big lie!” he shouted. “Me no gittee dlat dlia-
mond eye!”

Then he checked himself, and, drawing back, added:

“Wing Moy Dock, he gettee eye! He hid him along
with odder dliamonds. You so shall see.”

0ld King Brady, acting upon Terry McGraw’s tip, had

;started the ball rolling.
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The next ten minutes was taken up in talk which the! Tie then took each of the walls in turn and went over

-0ld detective could not understand.

Such another wagging of Chinese tongues he had never
-heard.

At last the crisis came.

Suddenly revolvers and knives were drawn.

A fight to a finish seemed to be imminent.

And it was this precise moment that Harry, looking in
‘through the peephole saw the sceme whlch we have de-
scribed.

CHAPTER X. .
HOT WORK AMONG THE HIGHBINDERS.
Old King Brady himself put an end to the mix-up.
“Put up your guns and don’t be fools!” he shouted.
““Put them up or I will do nothing to help you, even if you
kill me for refusing.”

Some understood, while others probably did not, but:

‘the old detective’s words carried weight.
The young man who had been talking also added some-
- 'thing in Chinese.

The result was a patched-up peace.

Revolvers and knives vanished.

Again the Young Chinaman turned to 0Old Xing Brady,
‘but. his face wore a peculiar look which had not been there
before,

“He wonders if 1 really know anything,” thought Old
King Brady, “and I am wondering if he is a friend of the
Wing Moy Dockers or the Gee Wangers—everythmg de-
.pends upon that.”

them from floor to ceiling.

At first all hands kept a close watch upon him, but as
the search continued they paid less attention and began
talking among themselves.

Old King Brady began to make discoveries at the very
start.

We cannot detail all the movements of his search.

The first important discovery he made was the two
peepholes high up against the ceiling.

It was rather startling when he came upon them to dis-
cover that behind each peephole was a human eye looking
in at him.

But Old King Brady showed his surprise by no sign.

“These yellow rascals have a couple of spies watching -
me,” he thought.

His interest would have been a little greater could he
have guessed that ofie of those eyes belonged to Harry.

As for Young King Brady, he would have called $oftly
through the hole to his partner, but there was Charley
Lee standing on the stool at his side.

Charley was disquieted.

After watching Old King Brady’s movements for a few
minutes he got down off of his stool and pulled Harry

“after him and over into one corner.

“This is a bad job,” he whispered.

“It would seem to knock us out,” was the reply.

“He is looking for the diamonds.”

“Evidently, but he may not find them.”

“If he can’t find them, how can you hope to?”

“I might have better luck. We had better watch this

“We want to get to work if we are ever gomg to,” he 0w through to the end.”

-said aloud. “I don’t know just where I came in on this
-deal, but T want to get there wherever it is.”
“We shall settle that now,” said the Chink.
‘hired you to come in on this deal ?”
“Wing Moy Dock.”
“Just so; and what did Wing Moy Dock tell you should
be your reward ?” ‘
“Five thousand dollars.”
“You get it if you find the diamonds he hid and the
-eye.”
“All right.
ask you a question first.”
“Ask it.”
“What reason have you for believing that Wing Moy
Dock bid the diamonds in this place?”
“The very best. He had charge of this joss house.
knew all its secrets, and they are many—see ?”
“I see. I shall now begin work. First let us examine
rthat god of yours.”
“No need. It has already been done thoroughly.”
“Very well. I will rest on your assurance.”
0Old King Brady now went to work in his usual style in
-such cases,
Taking hiz stand in the middle of the ﬂoor the detec-
‘{ive ordered the Chinamen to line up close to the altar.

“Who

He

Then I am ready to go to work. Let me!

“In the meantime the risk we run is awful. If we are
caught spying here we are dead ones sure.”

“8hall we get out, then?”

“XNo; I don’t say that. I don’t know what te do.”

“Then let’s do nothing but wait and see which way the
cat jumps.” ’

“We will wait a little while anyhow; but just think!
I'm sure Old King Brady must have seen me when he
looked through the hole.” :

“Same with me.”

“Think he knew you?”

“I don’t see how he could. All he saw of me was my
eye.”

“Suppose he gives it away to the Highbinders that
there is someone watching here?”

“He won’t be likely to do that.”

“If we can trust him1!”

“I am sure you can. What he probably th.mks is that
they have put spies on him.”

Charley shuddered.

“] have almost a mind to give it up and light out ” he
said, “and yet if we could succeed it would be a big
thing.”

“Let’s get back to business,” replied Harry. “0ld King
Brady may have found the diamonds by this time.”
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Baut he had not.

. And yet when Harry again put his eye to the peephole
the old detective was just making a big discovery.

This was a secret panel close down by the floor behind
the altar.

Here there was just enough space for one to crawl be-
tween the altar and the wall.

The Chinks were all in front and their discussions were
again getting pretty hot, it would seem.

Old King Brady, having spied the secret spring which
controlled the panel, pressed it and a sirip of the wall
« which, be it understood, was of pine boards, flew noise-
lessly out.»

Here was a hole big enough for a man to crawl through,
and there appeared to be an opening beyond.

Nor was this all.

0ld King Brady felt that he had discovered the dia-
monds.

For there, hanging to a nail upon the inside of the
panel, was a lady’s handbag.

Was this Alice Fullerton’s bag?

. Were the diamonds in it?

If so, then these Chinamen could not know of the
existence of the pamel which Wing Moy Dock certainly
must have known. ‘

Where did the opening lead to?

He turned and looked cautiously around.

The Highbinders were chattering on the other side of
the altar like so many monkeys. :

Not one of them was loaking his way.

What troubled him was the peepholes.

They commanded the space behind the altar.

Had he been spied upon?

If so, unless he at once proclaimed his discovery he was
lost, it seemed to him.

Just at that moment a loud shout rang out in front of
the altar.

0Old King Brady stepped around wheré Le could see.

At the same instant there was a rush and the revolvers
and knives were drawn again.

And this time it meant business.

Several set upon Gee Wang.

Others lined up with him.

Bang! bang! bang!

Shots were flying, the joss house was thick with smoke.

Gee Wang went down first of all.

A Tonger jumped on him and buried a knife in him.

It was hot work among the Highbinders then, for the
two factions of the Hip Sing Tong seemed determined to
annihilate-each other.

Old King Brady’s mind was instantly made up.

“If I stay here I'm a dead one, that’s certain,” he said
to himself, “It’s any port in a storm.”

Now it has taken many words to describe this sudden
turn of affairs. ’

Actually it was all the work of a moment.

The next and Old King Brady had vanished.

He opened the panel, and, crawling through, pulled the
singular door shut behind him.

And now was the time the old detective missed his darL
lantern.

Practically he was helpless for the want of 1t

Old King Brady was in the dark.

Not go Harry, however,

He was at his peephole taking in the hot fight of tin
Hip Sing Tong.

But he was alone.

At the very instant the firing began Charley Lee elutch-
ed his arm.

“Too hot for me!” he whispered. “I’'m off !

“Hold on,” said Harry; “let’s see the end of this.”

But Charley Lee was waiting for nothing.

He crept from the room and vanished on the instant.

Then Harry saw Old King Brady’s movement. -

“Qood for the Governor!” he muttered. “The dia-
monds are in the handbag sure, but where does that pas-
sage lead to? That’s the question?”

He stuck to his post.

The fight was still on.

Five Chinks lay stretched upon the floor.

They were dead, too.

What the bullet did not do was completed by the knife..

Had the Wing Moy Docks or the Gee Wangers won out,.
when at the throwing up of hands on the part of a num-
ber of combatants the firing ceased.

Then it was gabble, gabble, gabble!

The Highbinders who remained alive mow seemed to
come to an understanding.

The young man who had talked so well to Old King
Brady bent down over the dead body of Gee Wang.

What followed could scarcely be called a search.

The Highbinder- literally tore the clothes off of the
dead man.

Every inch of his apparel was gone over, the others
watching the operation in silence.

At last the young Chinaman sprang to his feet anc
held up in triumph a badly flawed diamond about as big
as & marble.

A wild shout went up.

Suddenly everybody began to look at everybody elsc
and to run about the joss house in a confused way.

To Young King Brady it was like looking at a serie-
of moving pictures.

“They have just missed the Governor,” he said to him-
self. “They can’t know of the existence of the panel, i}
they did they would have found the handbag.”

A more astonished, not to say frightened, lot of China--
men was never seemn.

At last the young man shouted out somethmg, and al?
hands but him fell on ‘their knees before the altar.

The young man then climbed the steps and put the
diamond into the eye socket.

Then he also fell on his knees on the top step of “the:
altar.
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For fully ten minutes all hands remained in this posi-y
-tion and in absolute silence.

Then they arose, the young man gettmg up first.

Al] called out the same words in unison.

Three times they bowed before the idol, each time
touching the floor with their heads.
~ The young man then advanced, to the door, opened it
and passed out, the others following him in single ﬁle, the
last man extinguishing the lantern.

Harry dropped from his stool, drew his revolver and
prepared for the worst.

He fully expected that somebody would enter the room
and that he was going to be called upon the defend him-
self.

Nobody came.

“By Jove, I’ve got the place to myself, thought Young
King Brady, but what is going to become of those dead
Chinks?”

This was Harry’s first thought but the real question
was what had become of Old King Brady?

This his young partner now started out to ascertain.

CHAPTER XI.
AT THE MERCY OF THE FIENDS.

Harry cautiously opened the door and listened.

Not a sound could he hear.

He strode to the adjoining door and fried it.

The door was not locked, as he had expected to find it.

Putting his dark lantern into commission, Young King
Brady crept into the joss house among the dead ngh—
binders.

And dead they were, every man of them.

He went around behind the altar.

Of course he knew just where the secret panel was, but
it was some minutes before he could find the spring.

But at last he mastered it and the panel flew open.

“@overnor !” called Harry. “Governor, are you there?”

There was no answer.

The handbag was gone from the nail, however.

Old King Brady had evidently been at work.

“He has gone,” he said to himself, “and the only thing
is for me to go after him, I wonder where this infernal
passage leads to?”-

It was a mere burrow in the earth.

Harry carefully closed the panel, and, flashing his dark
lantern ahead of him, crawled on.

It was not possible to stand upright.

The passage was altogether too low for that.

It was also very narrow.

In some places ‘the earth had so caved in as to render it
almost impassable.

Everywhere Old King Brady had left his trail behind
him,

Presently the passage came to a sudden end up against
what Harry at first took to be the brick foundation wall
“of some house.

“Can I have crossed Pell street?” he asked himself.

“It does not seem to me that I have gone far enough for
that yet.”

He flashed his lantern about and came to the conclusion
that it must be the Pell street sewer that he had run up
against.

Here the earth had been cleared away for a considera-
ble space.

Looking along, Harry saw that the bricks had been
removed at one point.

There was a hole in the sewer wall big enough for an
ordinary man to pass thrpugh.

He listened at the opening.

The low gurgle of running water could be Reard.

“It’s the sewer,” Harry assured himself. “The Gov-

| ernor must have gone through this opening. Not a very

pleasant prospect, but if he did it I must, that’s all.”
He examined his grobund and then crept in through the
hole feet first.
It was simply horrible,
Now Young King Brady found himself almost suffo-
cated.
“He never could have gone this way,” he said aloud,
“and yet—ha, I see!”
It was an opening in the other wall of the sewer which
Harry had discovered.
It was not directly opposite the one he had come
through, but a little further down.
The break was made in the same way by carefully re-
moving the bricks.
Young King Brady lost no time in crawling through,
glad to get out of the noisome place.
It was just a continyation of the passage.
Flashing his light upon the earth, Harry distinctly saw
footprints.
Their size corresponded with Old ng Brady’s shoe.
He had not far to go now before coming to the end of
this underground trail.
In a moment he came upon a ladder leading up to &’

, | trap door.

Beyond this the passage did not extend.

Climbing the ladder, Harry pushed up the trap door
easily, for it was not fastened. .

Here he struck another sub-cellar vault. !

There was a second ladder and trap which brought lnm
not into the open cellar of some house on the north side
of Pell street, as he expected, but instead it was a small
enclosure surrounded by solid brick walls on all four sides.

But there was an opening above and a standing ladder
fastened against the wall leading up.

And now Harry began to smell smoke.

It came down through the opening in little whiffs.

Clearly there was something on fire upstairs.

Harry ran up the ladder as fast as possible.

It ended abruptly on what he took to be the third-story
and up against the chimney breast.

The place was so full of smoke now that Young King
Brady could hardly breath.
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The house was on fire.

This he knew before he reached the end of the ladder,
for dull sounds, shouts and people running reached his
ears,

Harry flashed his lantern upon the wall in front of the
ladder.

He could see no break nor anything like a secret spring.

He struck upon the partition.

It was as firm as a rock but from behind it came a dull
cry.

It sounded to Young ng Brady like:

“Help! Help! Help!”?

Leaving Harry for the moment, we must return to the
old detective.

Old King Brady, by the aid of matches, had indeed
traveled the same road taken by Harry.

When he reached the top of the last ladder there was
no smoke, and, looking over the wall with eyes more ex-
perienced than those of his partner, Old King Brady
readily discovered a secret spring.

This he operated, and a narrow panel opening outward
the old detective stepped into rather a sizable room.

It was scantily furnished with bed, table and chairs, a
cook stove and the like.

A man’s hat and a few odds and ends of clothes hung
about.

" There was nothing to indicate that it was the home of
a Chinaman—rather the reverse.

And the place was deserted.

He arose, walked to the window and looked out.

It was Pel] street that he found himself looking down
upon.

Striking his last match, a whole boxful having been
consumed in his underground journey, he lighted a grimy
lamp.

He went to the door and tried it.

The door was not fastened ; indeed, it had no lock, but
only an old-fashioned latch.

“I guess I am safe here for a few minutes,” thought the
old detective, and he proceeded to open the handbag.

It was as he had supposed.

He had recovered some of the pieces of the Fullerton
diamond jewelry, if not all.

Fram the bag he took a wonderful necklace, which
flashed and glittered in the light.

Sunburst pins, earrings, brooches, stick pins and other
pieces were brought to light.

0ld King Brady saw that his find was of immense
value.

Hastily running the articles over, he stowed them away
in his pockets, and then raising the window, tossed the
bag out into Pell street.

«T fancy I have succeeded in my. end of the search,” he
muttered ; “if the police do as well with theirs the Fuller-
tons are in luck, But now to get out of this and learn
what has become of poor Harry if I can.”

He started for the door, but before he had taken two

| here.

steps it was flung open and Terry McGraw entered the
room,

The ex-wardman gave a startled cry.

“You here!” he exclaimed.

“As you see,” replied Old King Brady, who had halted
by the table.

“Bad luck,” he said inwardly.
straight away out of this place!”

“Good! Good enough!” cried McGraw, with a hearti-
ness which Old King Brady felt was assumed. “But what
brought you here? What do you want with me? How
did you manage to get away from the Chinks? They
meant to kill you—I know.”

“Easy, easy,” said Old King Brady. “One thing at a
time. You claimed to know all about the secret joss
house of the Hip Sing Tong; did you happen to know,
then, that theré was a secret passage leading out of it
which ends in your rdom here?”.

“No, by thunder; I didn’t know anythinor of that sort,”
he exclaimed. '
“And yet such is the fact. I have ]u:t come through

lt ”

“Where does it open? Show me.” '

01d King Brady was inclined to temporize with the ex-
wardman.

He saw that his pockets were bulging and he had his
suspicions.

So he opened the secret panel and showed McGraw the
hidden way to the vaults below.

“It beats the band!” cried Terry.
must have known.”

“Did Wing Moy Dock know that you occupied this
room ?”’ _
“Did he know it? Why, man, it was he who put me
As T told you, I have been working for the High-
binders one way and another for the last few months.

But, tell me how you got away?”

“Oh, the Chinks got into a quarrel among themselves.

Meanwhile I had discovered the secret passage and I

“If I had only gome

“Wing Moy Dock

.quietly slipped out.”

“Didn’t they know about the secret passage?”

“Don’t know. Can’t say. I don’t believe they did.
Still they might.”

“Bradyr”

“Well, McGraw ?”

“Did you find the diamonds?”

“Now, look here, what time did I have to find the dia-
monds? From the time you were thrown out up to the
time I left the Highbinders did little but quarrel among
themselves. It wound up in a regular free fight and Gee
Wang and others were killed.”

“Killed! Gee Wang dead!”

The look of relief which came over Terry McGraw’s
face gave Old King Brady further assurance that his sus-
picions were correct.

“McGraw,” he said sternly, at the same time fixing his
eyes upon the man.
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“Hello! What’s the matter with you, Brady?”

“Nothmg is the matter with me, but the matter with
_you is that you have just come from Gee Wang’s rooms.
You have been through the place and have your pockets
stuffed with the swag of the Fullerton robbery!”

As he spoke Old King Brady whipped out a small re-
volver, which, concealed in one of his secret pockets, had
escaped the Highbinders’ search.

He expected no trouble in capturing Terry McGraw.

And that is just where he missed it.

Quick as lightning, McGraw threw himself upon Old
King Brady and struck the revolver to the floor.

Then followed a desperate struggle.

Clearly McGraw had been trained as a wrestler.

He bested the old detective at every turn.

Buch a contest could last but a moment.

It ended ‘when McGraw got a grip ou Old King Brady’s
‘throat.

Choked almest to the point of strangulation, Old King
Brady sank senseless to the floor.

In de}aying his retreat the old detective had made a
terrible mistake.

He now lay upon the floor tied hand and foot with
trong cords.

McGraw stood by the table upon which lay the Fuller-
rom diamonds. _

He had been through Old King Brady’s pockets and
this was the result.

The ex-wardman looked down upon him,

“Ha, you old fiend, so you are not dead, after all!” he '
--ried, fixing upon Old King Brady eyes filled with mahg-!

nant hate.

0ld King Brady remained silent.

He saw that he was at the mercy of a black-hearted
:iend and he trembled for the result.

McGraw now began pocketing the diamonds.

“You were right,” he said.
e discounted, of course.
place. They had better have let me stop in the joss
nouse. I got the goods at one end while you were get-
7ing them at the other, and now I've got them all, yes,
WL

Having finished stowing away the diamonds, McGraw
et to work in a way which made Old King Brady’s blood
~un cold.

Tearing the sheets from the dirty bed, he ripped open

he mattress, exposing the excelsior within.

Then he piled the chairs on top of the bed and d1s-
tributed the bedclothes over them.

On top of this he put the table and added the clothing
wwhich hung on the nails and other combustible things.

“McGraw !” cried the old detective.

“Well? I hear, Brady. What do you want ?”

“Don’t do it.”

“Don’t do it! I will do it. Man, 1f you omly knew
how I hate you! If you only knew how I lived hating
wou all through those long, lonely days I put in up the

. clutching his partner’s arm.
“Your shrewdness can’t;
I did go through Gee Wang’s

river, you would waste no breath in making that appeal.
Can’t you see that this is the hour of my revenge?”

Old King Brady saw that the case was hopeless.

Among other things, McGraw informed him that there
was no other tenant on the floor but himself.

He struck a match, dropped it in among the excelsior
and fled from the room.

And Old King Brady gave himself up as lost, for in an
instant the whole mass burst into flames.

CHAPTER XIL
CONCLUSION.

Old King Brady had been at the mercy of a fiend whose
black heart was utterly incapable of showing mercy, and
the worst had come.

A thick suffocating smoke filled the room:.

From under the pile of furniture and clothing red
flames were shooting forth.

Then, in the vain hope that someone might hear him,
Old King Brady gave that agonized cry, made what he
himself believed to be a vain appeal for help.

In an instant it seemed that appeal was answered.

Through the thickening smoke rushed a mamly form.

“Harry, Harry!” gasped the old detective. '

Harry wasted no time in talk.

A few quick strokes of the knife did the business.

He pulléd his pastner to his feet and they went stumb-
ling out of the room together, almost blinded by the
smoke. )

Then it was downstairs and out into the street. _

The Chinese on the lower floors had already swarmed
out of the burning building.

Just as they gained the street the engines came tear-
ing up.

“Let us slide, Harry,” “breathed the old -detective,
“This is no place for us, and
the sooner we are out of it the better.”

Harry said nothing.

Excitement and mental fatigue had alnipst overcome
him.

All Chinatown was up in arms over the fire, and Old
King Brady, seeing his partner’s condition, braced up and
led the way to the Bowery.

“Pull yodrself together,” he said. “There is nothmg
the matter with me except that I am half dead with joy
to find that you are still living, for I firmly believed you
to be dead.

“Dead! Not a bit of it!” laughed Harry, half hysteri-
cally. “Why, Governor, I saw everything that happened
in the secret joss house of the Hip Sing Tong, and what
is more you saw me.” v

“Ha! Is it so? Then yours must have been the eye
which looked at me through that hole in the wall?”

“Mine wag one of them.”

“And the other?”

“A half-breed Chink whom I picked up and who de-
serted me in the end.”
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“80? This has been a strange case.”

“T should say as much. But did you get the diamionds?”

“Got ’em and lost ’em again, worse luck.”

“Lost them to who? How?” -

“Terry McGraw.”

“Don’t know him. . Who is Terry?”

“Unfortunately for me I have the best of reasons for
knowing him. But here we are on the Bowery. Now let’s
walk slowly and I’ll tell you all.”

A comparison of notes followed.

By the time they reached Great Jones street the Bradys
had their case up to date.

“It is the most exasperating thing that ever happened
to us, it seems to me,” declared Harry. “I dom’t suppose
we shall ever see the diamonds again now.”

But Old King Brady took a much more hopeful view
of the situation.

“Qh, I don’t see it in that light at all,” he said. “Me-
Graw is well known to the police.. A general alarm ought
to unearth him, and I think we had better start that going
now.”

“But suppose he jumps the town?”

“He’ll jump Chinatown for a day or two, but never
New York.”

“Why do you say that so positively?”

- “Because the man is an opium fiend. It isn’t so. easy
to get the hop everywhere} it is easy to get it in New
York. Take my word for it, Terry McGraw will stay
right here; indeed, it would not surprise me if he had
already begun an opium debauch.”

They had turned now and were walking slowly down
the Bowery.

“Yes,” continued Old King Brady. “I think we had
better go over to police headquarters and start the ball
rolling. We are both tired out and need rest. To-morrow
we can take hold with a fresh and stronger hand.”

“What do you suppose ever could have been Wing Moy
Dock’s real motive for engaging us, Governor?” Harry
agked.

“Now, look here, ask me something easy. When you
start to look for a Chinaman’s real motive, you have got
a contract on your hands which is pretty difficult to carry
out.”

“Do you think he meant to do us?”

“In the end, yes, very likely, but in the meantime I
believe that he thought we would be able to work the
diamond eye out of Gee Wang and so gain credit for him
with the Hip Sing Tong.”

“T wish.now I had brought the eye along.”

“Well, I hardly blame you for leaving it behind. It
was in its place, and you recognized that, I think
Hello, young man! What are you doing on the Bowery
at this time of night?”

It was Joe Bradley.

He came rushing up to the Bradys with extended hands.

“So glad Pve found you!” he exclaimed. “What brings
me here? Why, Pve been hunting for you everywhere.

You didn’t keep your appointment at four o’clock at the-
office, and.

“Couldn’t.” :

“Have you got any clew to the diamonds?”

“Clew! Why, we have had bushels of clews. We have:
even had the diamonds, but unfortunately we lost them.
Listen and we will iell you just what he have been abeut.”

Then he went over the whole train of adventures.
through which he and Harry had passed. .

“By Jove, you certainly have had hot work on your
Highbinder clew,” declared Bradley, “but look here, I be--
lieve that this meeting is almost providential. I am in--
clined to think that I am just the very man you want tc-
see.”

“How do you figure that out?” demanded Old King
Brady.

“Rasily,” was the reply. “I believe I must have seen
that man McGraw after he deserted you in the burning.
room.”

“Hello! Where?”

“In a big saloon on the other s1de of the Bowery near
Bayard street, where there was the toughest lot of beg--
gars and bums that you ever laid eyes on. I went in there:
thinking that I might find you.” :

‘“Panhandlers’ Hall. I know the place. Go on.”,

“I was standing at the bar drinking seltzer when just
such a man as you describe came in and braced the bar--
tender for a loan on a diamond. It was real, too, and

‘after some haggling, the bartender let him have fifty:

dollars on it.”

“Describe the man as accurately as you can,”
King Brady.

Joe Brady entered into the most minute descnptmn.
adding that he afterward shadowed the man.

“And where did you see the last of him ?”

“He was going into a house in East Fourth street. I
can show you the place if you come with me.”

“That is just where we will go, and right now.”

They turned again and went around on Fourth street.

The house which Joe Bradley pointed out was an old-
fashioned three-story brick.

It certainly bore all the earmarks of crookedness.

The blinds were tightly closed and not a ray of light
could be seen through the windows..

But upon the fanlight over the door was the number
painted in figures unusually large and a red light burned
behind it.

They walked on.

“Aren’t you going in?” demanded Joe.

“To give him a chance to escape by the back way?
Hardly. I am too anxious to snare my bird to begin by
giving him the scare. Let us see what the policeman on
the beat has to say about the place, if we can find him.”

They were fortunate enough to encounter a policeman
on the Bowery, and, still better, he proved to be a rounds-
man whom Old King Brady knew. The detective gques-
tioned him about the house.

said Old:

s
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“It’s a hot joint,” the roundsman said. “Prince Karl
i¢ running it.. Do you know him ?”

«I have heard of him. His place was pulled in Forty-
sixth street a year or so ago.”

“Yes. Well, I’ll help you, Mr. Brady. You can count
on me,” he said. “Of course, I don't want to make any
trouble. T’ll call up the station. Come on.”

They went to the nearest patrol box and the rounds-
man gave the call.

Old King Brady then sent Harry back to Fourth street
to watch in front while he and Joe Bradley remained with
the roundsman until the arrival of four policemen re-
lieved the situation.

“Two of you fellows get around into Great Jones street
and pass through into the yard in the rear o" Prince
Karl’s place,” ordered the roundsman.
~ Two of the men silently withdrew. Old King Brady
then told the roundsman that he was not needed.

Then they went around to Fourth street, where they
joined Harry.

 Leaving the policemen, the Bradys and Joe Bradley
ascended the steps, the old detective giving the bell a
strenuous pull. There was no answer.

He rang the bell again and again—just kept right on
ringing until the door was opened and a frightened look-
ing Chinaman appeared.

The Bradys flashed their shields and pushed past him
into the hall.

“Shut the door,” ordered the old detective.

A man now appeared at the parlor door.

He was a slim, nervous-looking foreigner, with a big
diamond blazing in his shirt front.

Evidently this was the proprietor, “Prince Karl.”

“Vat you vant?” he demanded as the detectives again
showed their shields.

The Chinaman said something unintelligible except for
two words—“cops outside.”

“Yes, the cops are outside,” added Old King Brady,
“and what is more, they won’t come inside if you do as
you are told, Karl.”

“Vat?”

“We go through your place.
want.”

“Come ahead.”

Prince Karl threw back the door.

The Bradys and Joe Bradley passed into the opium
joint.

It was arranged in the usual style of the higher class
hop joints in New York, and contained the usual quota of
people under the influence of the drug.

“Lead the way to the private rooms upstairs,” demand—
ed the old detective of Karl.

“But dere no vas private rooms.
families.”

With out replying, Old King Brady opened the back
parlor door and passed out into the hall.

There is a man here we

I life upstairs mit my

He had scarcely reached it when a voice was heard
screaming from above.

“Karl! Karl! For heaven sake! Quick! Send for a
doctor. I made a mistake! My hand slipped. I've taken
an overdose.”

Old King Brady went bounding up the stairs.

" He had recognized the voice of Terry McGraw.

“You, Old King Brady!” gasped the trembling wretch,
who stood at the head of the stairs in his underclothes.
“Great heavens, man, you have your revenge now!”

The words came thickly,

The man’s eyes were half-closed. He swayed and fell
prostrate upon the floor.

Perhaps the nervous shock of seeing Old King Brady
affected a weak heart—the doctor who subsequently ex-
amined the wretch thought so—perhaps the laudanum
which he had drank was responsible for it all.

Be this as it may, from that swoon the ex-wardman
never revived, and Old King Brady’s precaution in calling
the police went for naught,

Thus died Terry McGraw, and the world was better for
his sudden taking off.

The diamonds were found in the clothes which lay over
a chair in one of the hall bedrooms.

Not a stone was missing save the one put away with the
bartender of Panhandlers’ Hall, and the diamond eye of
the idol of the Hip Sing Tong.

The former the Bradys recovered, as it was worth fully
a thousand dollars, but concerning the latter they made
no report to Mr. Fullerton, to whom the jewelry was next
day restored.

Nor did the Bradys report their adventures to the
police.

They never heard of the bodies of the dead Highbind-
ers being found.

Mr. Fullerton was liberal and a large reward came the
detectives’ way.

Alice was sent abroad with a governess and shortly after
entered a convent.

Joe Bradley became reconciled with his uncle and aunt,
through the favorable outcome of the remarkable case of
“The Bradys and the Hip Sing Tong.”

THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS AND ‘MR. MORMON’; OR,
SECRET WORK IN SALT LAKE CITY,” which will
be the next number (410) of “Secret Service.”
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are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdeader, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
you order by return mail.
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ng.
16 Shcker than Silk; or, The Smoothest oy Alive. By Rob Roy.
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 YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
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These Books Tell You Everything!

A COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA!

Bach book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated cover-
vllset of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that

sfrlld can thoroughly undesstand them.
Ramtioned.

Look over the list as classificd and see if you want to know anything about the subj

THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL PE

SENT BY MAII, TO ANY ADDRESS

WROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
SENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Sguare, N.¥Y.

MESMERISM,
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-
.:mved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
reases by ammal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Wugo Koch, A. C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” ete,

PALMISTRY.

Ne. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together thh
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explammg phrenol
smd the key for tellmg character by the bumps on. the head.

#eo Hugo Koch, A, C. S. Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM.

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-
“#ructive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also
»xplaining the most approved methods which are employed by the
iemding hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

SPORTING.

No. 21 HOW TO HUNT AND_ FISH.—The most complete
“wunting and fishing guide ever published. It containe full in-
Mructions about guns, bunting dogs, traps. trapping and fishing,
upgether with descnptxons of game and

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
fllustrated. Every bey should know how to row and sail a boat,
ffull instructions dre given in this litile book, together with in-
ntructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
f#ior business, the best horses for the roed; also valuable recipes for
dligeases pecaliar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
%ook for boys, containing full directions for constructing cances
%33d the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
&g C. Stansfield Hicks,

FORTUNE TELLING.

We. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BO“ .. —
%&tﬂmmg the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean-
E%G‘I almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,

mmous games of cards. A complete book.
HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS. —Everybody dreams,
@?«n ﬁo Tittle child to the aged man and woman. 'This little book
#v38 the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
it 3dacky Jdays, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
#mowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
dook, Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
the fortuné of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-
struction for the use of dumb - bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
thorizontal bars and various other methods of developmg a good,
frealthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations.
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
fm this little book.

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
®ontaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ-
ant positions of a good boxer. KEvery boy should obtzin one of
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
without an instructor.

No. 25; HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAS‘P—Contammg full
fnstructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Wmbracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
A handy a.nd useful book.

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also Instruction in archery.
X)escrlbed with twenty-one practical 1llustratlons, giving the best
Rositions in fencing. A complete book.

) e TRICKS WITH CARDS.

! Ne¢ 1. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
Explanations of thé¢ general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
fiz card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
Jﬂeight—ot—hand of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
r_]yocially prepared cards, By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

Every boy can.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Emn-
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with 1i-
lustrations, By A. Anderso

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—~
Gontnmmg deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurore

and magicians, Arranged for home amusement. Fully ;llustrated,

MAGIC. -

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic an¢
eard tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruct.

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

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN —Containing the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public, Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicale
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Contairing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Alse contain-
mg the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Andersor.

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing fuli
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing
many curfous tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
Anderson., Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dxce, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thrty-sxx illy gtratlons y A. Anderson.

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a _com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.

Illustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every bey
should know how inventions originated, This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetiam, optics,
pneumatics, mechanics, ete. The most instructive book published.

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full
instructions how to prqceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer; dlso directions for building a madel locomotive; together
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Fufl
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Zolian Harp, Xylo-
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon 8. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bardmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Coxutaining
a description of the lantern, together with its history and inventiom.
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. dsomely
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Centaining
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.

By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.

No 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—~A most com-
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES .—Giving
complece instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and requests

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.—
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also giving sample letters for instruction.

No. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful littls
book, telling you how to wri‘a to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any«
body _you wish to write to. Every young man and eveiy voung
tlady in the land should have this book.

No. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Cos:
tammg full instructions for writing letters on almost any subjeet s
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letbess.
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THE STAGE.

No. 41, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor: It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtam a copy immediately.

0. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
bcemc Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German cemedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.

No. 16, HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing
full instructions for constructing a_window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
?olv;veé's at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
ishe

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddmgs cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand colleetlon of recipes by one of our most popular

cooks.

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catehing birds.

ELECTRICAL.

No. 46 HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for makmg Blectric Toys, attenes,
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induection
coxls, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67, HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of imstructive 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. KEvery intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every might 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 pub]lshed A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any book published.

No. 353. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon croguet, dominoes, ete,

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS —Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.

No. 13. HOW TOQ DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There’s ha])plness in it,

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECI’I‘ATIONS
-—Conrammg the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with many standard readmgs

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a_good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possible,

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best
sources for procuring information on the guestions given. ¢

SOCIETY.

No. 8. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
hardkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
vnthuut one.

HOW TO DANCE is the title of 2 new and handsome
httxe booL just issued by Frank Tousey, It contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
gow to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square

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 mterestmg things not gen-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautifpl, 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 ané
containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockmgblrd bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete,

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
ﬁlso how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington

eene.

No. 50, HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preservmg birds, animals and insects.

54, HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete mformatl)n as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, ete. Fully explamed by twenty-eight
illustrations, making 1t the most complete book of the kind ever

published. P
MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and in-
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. This
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14, HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for
makm all kinds of candy, ice-cream syrups esgences, ete. etc.

v+, -HOW TO BDCOME AN A ﬁOR.——ConLalmng full
mformatxon regarding choice of subJects the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince

-Hllan

0. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. —A won-
derfu] book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
&}mxly Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
plaints.

Ne. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con-
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady,
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for begimners, and ajso relates some adventures
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.

bney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regnlations. Fire Department, and all a boy should
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and Wutten by Lu Senarens, author
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.”

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in-
structiong of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com-
piled and written by Lu Senarens. author of “How to Become @
West Point Military Cadet.”

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.



WORK AND

WIN

The Best Weekly IPublished.

ALL THE NUMBERS ARE ALWAYS IN PRINT.
READ ONE AND YOU WILL READ THEM ALL

LATEST ISSUES:
340 Fred Fearnot Among the Mexicans; or, Evelyn and the Brigands.

341 Fred Fearnot and the Boy Engineer; or, Beating the Train
Wreckers.
342 Fred Fearnot and the *“Hornets”; or, The League that Sought
to Down Him.
343 Frﬁd B lE,-amot and the Cheeky Dude; or, A Shallow Youth from
rooklyn
344 Fred Fearnot in a Death Trap: or, Lost in The Mammoth Caves.
345 Fr’i‘d Fearnot and the Boy Rancher; or, The Gamest Lad in
exas.
346 Fr[eld Fearnot and the Stage Driver; or, The Man Who Understood
orses.
347 Fr]e?'d ll;‘earnot's Change of Front; or, Staggering the Wall Street
rokers.
348 Fred Fearnot's New Ranch, And Ilow He and Terry Managed It

Fred Fearnot and the Lariat Thrower; or, Beating the Champion
of the West. ‘.

Fred Fearnot and the Swindling Trustee; or,
Little Fortune,

Fr'e‘d Fearnot and the “Wild" Cowboys, And the Fun He Had With

Fred Fearnot and the ‘“Money Queen’;
Sharper.

Fred Fearnot's Boy Pard: or. Striking it Rich in the Hills.

Fred Fearnot and the Railroad Gang,; or, A Desperate Fight for

tfe.
Frﬁd ll;‘earnot and the Mad Miner; or, The Gold Thieves of the
ockies,
Fred Fearnot in Trouble: or, Terry Olcott's Vow of Vengeance,
Fred Fearnot and the Gir! in White; or, The Mystery of the
Steamboat.

Frf)(]i IFearnot and the Boy Herder; or, The Masked Band of the

Saving a Wiflow's

or, Exposing a Female

Fred Feamot in Hard Luck; or, Roughing it in the Silver Dig-

Frte% F"eérnlot and the Indian Guide; or, The Abduction of a Beau-

iful Gir

Fred Fearnot’s Search for Terry, and Terry's Faith in Him.

Fred Fearnot and the Temperance Man; or, Putting Down the
Rum_Sellers.

Fred Fearnot’s Fight for his Life; or, The Cunning that Pulled
Him Through.

Frgd Fearnot and the Wild Beast Tamer; or, A Week With a

ircu

Fred Fearuot and the Fiddlers' Convention; or, The Music that
Puzzled the Musicians.

Fred Fearnot’s Wall Street Game: or, Beating the Brokers.

Fred Fearnot and the Wild Mustang; or A Chase of Thirty

367

Days.

368 Fred Fealﬁmt and the Boasting Cowboy; or, Teaching a Brag-
art a Lesson.

369 Fr§d Fearnot and the School Boy; or, The Brightest Lad in New

36

361
362

363
364
365
366

[=]

370 Fred Fearnot’s Game Teamster; or, A Hot Time on the Plains.
371 Fred Fearnot and the Renegade or, The Man Who Defied Bullets.
372 Fred Fearnot and the Poor Boy; or, The Dime that Made a For-

tune.
373 Fred Fearnot's Treasure Hunt! or, After the Aztec’s Gold.
374 Fred Fearnot and the Cowboy King:; or, Evelyn and the “Bad”

Men,
375 Fr'e;cri Et‘earnot and “Ro ring Bill”; or, The Wickedest Boy in the
west. B

376 Fred Fearnot haud the Boy Prospector; or, The Secret Band of
naian ulch,
877 Fred Fearnot and the Banker's Boy; or, The Lad Who Cornered
e arget.
378 Frelzd Fearnot and the Boy of Grit; or, Forcing His Way to the
Top.

379 Fred Fearnott and the Diamond Queen; or, Helping the Treasury
epartmen

880 Fred Fearnot and@ the White Masks; or, Chasing the Chicago
Stranglers.

381 Fred Fearnot at Sandy-Licks; or, Taming a *‘Bad” Man,
382 Fred kearnot and the Drunkards Son; or, A Hot lught Against

Ru
383 FrledkFearnot and the Snake-Charmer; or, Out With the Circus
fakirs.

384 Fred Fearnot’s Pony Express; or, A Rough Itide in Texas.

385 Fred Fearnot Held Back; or, The Time Terry Failed Him.,

386 Frﬁd Fearnot and the Tough Trio; or, Keeping the I'eace at Gold

ar,

387 Fred IFearnot and “Nobody's Boy’ ; or, Helping Along an Orphan.

388 Fred Fearnot's I'romise. or, Helping a Drunkard's Boy.

389 Fred Fearnot and the Hunted Man; or, Solving a Queel Mysteu‘

390 Fred Fearnot and the Girl of (_xold or, The Female ~Wizapd"
Wall Street.

Fred Fearnot and Un(‘le Josh or, Saving the Old Homestead.

Fred Fearnot and "'Long Luke" ; or, The Toughest Man in 'l'exas.

Fred Fearnot on the Diamond; or, Playing Pennant Ball.

Fred Fearnot and the Silver b)ndlcate, or, Reating the Wall
Street Sharks,

Fred Fearnot’s Conquering Stroke; or, Winning the Silver Sculls.

Fred Fearnot’s Summer Camp; or, Hunting in the North Woods.

Fred Fearnot's Baseball Boys: or, Playmg in the League.

Fred Fearnot and tbhe “Wharf Rats”; or, Solving a North River
Mystery.

Fre;i Fearnot and His No-Hit Game:

ons. .
Frﬁd Iearnot and the Boot-Black: or, Giving a Poor

391
392
393
394
395
396
397
398

399
40
401
402
403
404

405
406

or, Striking out the Cham-

<

Boy [is
8.
Fred Fearnot's Puzzling Curves; or, Fooling the League DBats.
men.
Fred Fearnot’s Triple Play; or, How He and Terry Won the

Gam

Fred Fearnot and *Ned, The Newsy”;
New York.

Fred Fearnot and the Farmer’'s Boy; or, A Greenhorn from the
Country.

Fred Fearnot and the White Moose; or, Out on a Strange Hunt,

Fred Fearnot’s Swim for Life; or, How He Fooled His Foes.

407 Frgd Ilzearnot and the Grafters; or, Trailing the East -Side

rooks,
408 Fred Fearnot and the Bell-Boy; or, The Great Hotel Robbery.
409 Frlelclifl‘earnot and the Council of Ten; or, The Plot Against Hig
e,
410 Fred Fearnot's Football Boys; or, Winning on the Gridiron,
411 Fred Fearnot and the Broker's Game; or, Downing a Wall Street

Gang.
412 Fred Fearnot and Wild Will; or, Reforming a Bad Boy.
413 Fred Fearnot and the Range Robbers; or, Seeing Justice Done.
414 Fred Fearnot’s Drop Kick; or, IMlaying Great Football.
415 Fred Fearnot and the Temperance Boy; or, Driving Out, the
Home Wreckers.

or, The Sharpest Boy in

416 Frztg lF‘earnot's Deal in Diamonds:; or, The Strange Man from
rica.
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SECRET

OLD AND YOUNG KING

SERVICE

BRADY, DETECTIVES.

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY

LATEST ISSUES:
338 The Bradys' Diamond Syndicate; or, The Case of the “Marquis”
of Wall Street.
339 The Diradys and the Seven Masks:
Doectors™ Club.
340 The l.md)s and the I'resident’s Special;

or, Strange Doings at the

or, The Plot of the

341 The l{md)s and the Russian Duke; or, The Case of the Woman
I'rom Walil Street.

342 The ]ldd)b and the Money Makers; or,

After the “Queen of the

Que
343 The Bxad)s and the DRutte Doys; or, The Trail of the Ten “Ter-
rors

344 The Blad)s and the Wall

345 1h§ l.lad)s Chinese Mjystery; or, Called by the King” of Mott
treet.

346 The Bradys and

Street “Widow™ ; or, The Ilurry in

Srazos Bill”; or, Ilot Work on the Texas Bor-
dep
347 The liladys and Broker Black; or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall

Street.

348 The I»mdys at Big DBoom City; Out for
Thieves.

349 The Bradys and Corporal Tim:

350 The DBradys’ DBanner Raid; or,
Camp.

851 The Bradys and the Safe Blowers
Yeggmen.

352 The Bradys at Gold Lake: or. Solving a Klondike Mystery.

or, the Oregon Land

or, The Mystery of the Iort.
The White Boys of Whirlwind

; or, Chasing the Ising of the

353 The Bradys and “Dr. Doo-Da-Day” ; or, The Man Who,was Lost
on Mott Street.

354 The DBradys’ Tombstone ‘‘Terror’; or, After the Arizona Mine
Wreckers.

355 'lhe Rradys and the Witch Doctor; or, Mysterious Work in New
Orleans.

356 The Bradys and Alderman Brown; or, After the Grafters of
Greenville.

3567 1hIe Bradys in “Little Pekin”; or, The Case of the Chinese Gold
King.

358 The Bradys and the Boston Special;
ing from Wall Street.

359 The Bradys and the Death Club; or, The Secret Band of Seven.

360 The Rradys’ Chinese Raid; or, After the Man-Hunters of Mon-

or, The Man Who was Miss-

tana.
361 '1h£ I,x?dys and the Bankers’ League; or, Dark Doings in Wall
Stree

362 The Bradys’ Call to Goldfields;
Nevada.

363 The Bradys and the I’it of Death: or, Trapped by a IMiend.

364 The Bradys and the Boston Blokex, or, The Man Who Woke up
Wall Street.

265 The Bradys Sent to Sing Sing: or, After the Prison Plotters.

366 The Dradys and the Grain (‘rooks: or, After the “Ning of Corn.”

387 The Bradyv-’ Ten Trails: or, After the Coloradn Cattle Thieves

368 The Bradys in a Madhouse: or, The Mystery of Dr. Darke.

369 The Bradys and the Chinese “Come-Ons": or, Dark Doings in
Doyers Street.

370 The I,mdys and the Insurance Crooks: or, Trapping

or, Down'ing the “Knights of

A Wall Street

Ga
371 ’the Ililadys and the Seven Students; or, The Mystery of a Medical
olle
372 The ]hadys and Governor Gum; or, Hunting the King of the
Highbinders.

373 The Bradys and the Mine IFakirs: or, Doing a Turn in Tombstone,

374 The Bradys in Canada; or, tiunnng i v all Street *\\ onder.””

375 The Bradys and the ilighbinders” League; or, The P'lot to IBurn
Chinatown.

376 The Bradys' Lost Claim: or, The Mystery of Kill Buck Canyon,

377 The Bradys and the Broker's Double: or, Trapping a Wall Street
Trickster.

378 The Bradys at Hudson's Bay :
379 The Bradys and the Kansas
Green Goods Case.

380 The Bradys' Ten-Trunk Mpystery

Road

381 The Bradys and Dr.

The Search for a Lost Explorer.
(‘ome—()ns"- or, Hot Work on a

or, Working for the Wabash

Ding: or, Dealing With a (‘hinese Magician.

382 The DBradys and "0ld King Copper”: or, Probing a Wall Street
Mystery.
383 The Bradys and the "Twenty Terrors” : or. After the Grasshopper
ang.
384 The Bradys and Towerman *“10”; or, The Fate of the Comet

Flyer.
385 ’lhft‘ radys and Judge Jump; or, The “IRadman™
386 Th% ]hadys and Prinee III-Ti-Li:

Tisco.
387 Thte Lladys and “Badman Bill"; or, Hunting the Hermit of Ilang-

From Up the

or, The Trail of the I“akir of

388 The_Bmdys and “0Old Man Morey'” : or, Hustling for Wall Streef

Millions.
389 The Bradys and the Green Lady:

house.
390 The Bradys’ Stock Yards Mystery;
cago
391 The Bradyvs and the 'Frisco Fire Fiends; or, Working for Earth-
quake Millions,
392 The Bradys’ Race With Death: or.
393 The Bradys and Dr. Sam-Suey-Soy .

Clew
394 The Iladys and “Blackfoot Bill™

395 The Bradys and the "Lamb l.eague”
of Wall Street.

396 The Bradys' Black Ifand Mystery: or, Running Down the Coal
Mine Gang.

397 The Bradys and the “King of Clubs™

Corner,
398 The Bradys and the Chinese Banker:
Street Diamonds,
399 The Bradys and the Bond Forgers: or, A Dark Wall Street \Iysterv
1400 The Bradys' Mexican Trail: or, Chasmg the “King of the Mesa.’
401 The Bradys and the Demon Doctor: or, The House of Many Mysteries.
40? The Bradys and “Joss House Jim™'; or, ‘I'railing a Chinese Opinm Gang
403 The Bradys and the Giriin Blue: or, After the Maiden Lane Diamonds.
404 'The Bradys Among the “Hill Billies'": or, A Case From 0Old Kentucky.
405 The Bradys and 1he Gold Miners; or, Working a Wild West Trail, -
406 The BBradys’ Mysterious Shadow: or, the Seeret of the Old Stone Vault.
407 The Bradys and “Mustang Joe”; or, The Rusilers of Rattlesnake Run,
408 The Bradys’ Snapshot Clew: or, Traced by rhe Camera,
409 The Br 1dys and the Hip Sing "Tong; or, Hot Work on a Highbinder

or, The Mystery of the »Mad-

or, A Queer (ase from Chi-

Dealings With Dr. Duval.
or. Hot Work on a Chinese

or. The Trail of the Tonopah
. or, After the INive IFakirs
; or, The Clew Found on the

or., lighting for Dupont

QOO

(luse
110 The Hmdvs and “Mr. Mormon'': or. Secret Work in Salt Lake City.

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 YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS

of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers,
in the follcwing Order Blank and send it to us with the price
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN

P T T T R T T T T T T T A

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New
Drar Sir—Enclosed find......cents for which

v...copies of WORK AND WIN. Nos.,........... e

oo O “ WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos.......

vl & WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos. . ... R
£ 111

THE LIBERTY BOYS OF 76, Nos.....

they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill
of the books you want and we will send them to you by re-
THE SAME AS MONEY.

L R I R R R R I I R S P a ]

York. e £ 11
please send me:

....... R I R R I I R I R I

A R R I T P N LI I I T Y BT

R I R I I A S R R R P N R I I )

. s L R I R I I I AR A AP R A AP ARI  )

veer ® @ PLUCK AND LUCK. NOSiuuttt it e et e e e e

.... “ « SECRET SERVICE. Nos.............. U

.... “ “ FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos...... e e e
[143 114

Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos....
.Street and Non. .

66 e DR

B ) 1 T

S I T N I I N I T U S AP

Town..........State........

cesnco



