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The trap dropped and Old King Brady came with it. The Chinamen jumped to catch him. "Now,
you see!" cried Harry's captor. "We gettee you all!" Harry and Alice were in

despair. They wanted their chief, but not this way.
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CHAPTER I.

A NIGHT ADVENTURE ON JAMAICA BAY.

Old King Brady, the world-renowned detective, shut
the window and pulled down the shade.

"It is indeed a terrible night," he remarked. "It is
snowing harder than ever. There is one thing certain,
Alice must not go."

"And so I am to consider my fate sealed," replied Miss
Montgomery, the accomplished female partner in the
Brady Detective Bureau of the city of New York. "In
that case who is to do the translating between you Secret
Service men and the Chinks?"

"Perhaps they will be all English speakers," suggested
Young King Brady, who was hugging the stove, as well
he might, for it gave out no heat and the room was
miserably cold.

"How foolishly you talk, Harry. That is just said to
make me willing to remain behind. Was there ever a
Chinaman who would utter a word of English when it
comes to an opium-smuggling case ? You know perfectly
well what I say is true."

"Don't squabble," said the old detective. "Business is
'business. We have this matter on hand, and Harry and
I simply have to go. But Jamaica Bay in a raging Janu-
ary snowstorm is no place for a lady, so translating or
no translating, Alice must remain behind."

The Brady Detective Bureau was in session at Kreizer's
Hotel, located in that remote corner of the city of New
York known as Canarsie.

The "hotel" was simply a restaurant and saloon with a
few rooms upstairs, situation almost at the water's edge,
and now, in January, practically closed to business; but
as its proprietor was also its owner and lived in the build-
ing with his family, Kreizer's Hotel was open for such as
chose to patronize it all the year around.

It was the last of January, 190—, and the hour was
nine P. M.

The Bradys had come to Canarsie in response to a
Secret Service order from Washington which came over
the telephone.

The order ran:

"Be at Kreizer's Hotel, Canarsie, at seven P. M. to-
morrow ready to assist special posse in an opium-smug-
gling case. Our men will come from New York on a tug.
You will be called when they signal and taken out to
them. Officer Mackin will be in charge, and will tell
you what to do. It is desirable, if possible, to have Miss
Montgomery accompany you, as this gang is probably
controled by Chinese, and she will be needed as an inter-
preter."

Now these orders were received by one of the clerks of

the Brady Detective Bureau during the absence of the
proprietors.

They were, as is very often the case with Secret Service
orders, singularly vague.

From where was the opium supposed to be coming?
Who were the parties suspected?
Who had tipped oft' the Bureau that this smuggling

job was in the wind?
These and similar questions naturally presented them-

selves to the minds of the detectives and no answers were
forthcoming. •

But this was the way with the Secret Service Bureau,
and the Bradys had long since learned to take everything
as it came when dealing with them.

And then came the snowstorm.
But for this things might have gone more smoothly.
It was now nine o'clock, as has been said, and the

Bradys were waiting for the summons in one of Kreizer's
upper rooms.

Meanwhile the storm was growing worse, instead of let-
ting up, as at one time it seemed likely to do.

The Bradys by no means relished the prospect before
them, but they were prepared to accept the inevitable,
and they waited with more or less impatience for the
summons which came at quarter-past ten o'clock.

A white-headed boy rapped on the door and informed
Harry, who answered the summons, that a man down in
the barroom wanted to see Old King Brady.

"We are off, Alice," said the old detective. "Now un-
derstand, you go to bed and remain quietly here until
morning. If we have not returned, then you go back to
New York. On no account leave this place to-night."

Alice assented, and the Bradys pulled out.
Downstairs in the barroom they found a rough-looking

man wearing a heavy pea jacket and a slouch hat.
He looked the Canarsie fisherman.
There was nothing about his appearance calculated to

arouse the detective's suspicions in any way.
"You are Old King Brady," said the man, approaching.
It would have been useless to deny his identity even if

Old King Brady had been disposed to do so.
For always, when not in disguise, the old detective

affects certain peculiarities of dress.
A long blue c6at with brass buttons, an old-fashioned

stock and stand-up collar, and a big white felt hat with
an extraordinarily broad brim.

"I am Old King Brady. What's wanted?" was the
reply.

"I am to take you "out on Jamaica Bay."
"There was to be a password. Have you it?"
"Mackin."
"The word is correct. We are ready to go any time."
"We will start right now, then. My boat is ready," said
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the man, and the Bradys followed him out of the hotel
into the storm.

Now, Canarsie is one of the greatest places for odd
crafts to be found anywhere around New York.

Formerly it was sailboats of every size and description
to be found down here.

Now the gasolene has usurped the work of the wind,
and it is motorboats of every sort known to man.

Masts have been removed and sails have vanished.
Old hulks go steaming about among newer and more

elaborate craft, and even oars, in many instances, have
been discarded, and irowboats, with little motors placed
amidships, go charging about the ba^.

The man in the peajacket led the way to the little
canal which sets in between old Canarsie beach and the
newly fillecf-in land behind the big bulkhead.

"My boat is here," he said, "and my orders are to run
you out to meet Capt. Mackin's tug; but say, I tort dere
was to be a woman along."

"She is not with us on account of the storm," replied
Old King Brady.

"Oh, all right," said the man. "It is a bad night. I
only ast because dat's what I heered."

Old King Brady made no reply.
He did not altogether like the looks of the fellow, but

then it could scarcely be expected to find society men in
dress suits running Canarsie motor boats, so without fur-
ther talk they got into an old sailboat to which a motor
had been attached. •

"Have we far to gb?" demanded Old King Btady, after
they had started down the canal.

"Dunno," was the reply. "Orders is to run down to
the inlet on the Barren Island side and wait for the
signal."

"But we are some hours late. How did that come
about?"

"My last orders was to start youse at ten o'clock, boss.
Is it much after that now?"

"Not very much. What your name, friendj?"
"Tom Grady."
"Who do you work for?"
"Oh, I'm just a boatman. I got this job from a gent

what came to Kreizer's this afternoon. He said he was a
detective; anyhow, he showed me his badge."

"You know what's in the wind? He told you that, of
course?"

"He didn't tell me nothin' about it, boss. I'm out to
rent me boat. I never butt in."

They ran on through the storm.
Facing Canarsie on the other side of Jamaica Bay is

the great peninsula known as Rockaway Beach on the
left, while Barren Island, with its many fertilizer* fac-
tories, lies to the right.

Beyond this large island comes Coney Island and
Sheepshead Bay.

At the start Old King Brady and Harry thought that
they would be able to follow the direction taken by the
boat.

But owing to the whirl of the snow, they soon discov-
ered that they were utterly unable .to do this.

When Grady cleared the canal they observed that he

turned to the right, but after a few minutes they lost
their bearings completely.

Grady, however, seemed to know just where he was go-
ing. 4

The boat pushed on, and its skipper maintained silence.
Nor were the passengers much disposed to talk.
"You are sure you can see your signal, Grady?" de-

manded Old King Brady at last. "It is very thick."
"I know it, boss, but it's all right. They will throw

a flashlight."
"Good! We can't miss that. Then I suppose you know

the bay pretty well."
"I've knowed it all my life. S,till, on a night like this

anny one is liable to get twisted."
"You will be apt to have trouble getting back again,"

remarked Harry.
"Oh, dat will be all right," replied Grady. "Dey'll take

me in tow." ,
They pushed on.
Old King Brady listened intently for the sound of the

breakers on Rockaway shoals, but he could hear nothing.
This sound would have marked their approach to the

inlet which forms the mouth of Jamaica Bay.
And just about this time Grady began to grow nervous.
SeveraJ. times he consulted a dollar watch by the light

of his lantern.
"Blame 'em, why don't dey show up?" he growled. "We

must be almost out to de mouth of de bay."
"Better sl^w down, hadn't you?" demanded Old King

Brady.
"Naw! I want to ketch 'em; what's de good slowing

down?" was the reply.
And instead of,doing so Grady put on more speed.
It was a few minutes after that a searchlight was sud-

denly thrown upon them.
But it was too thick to see what was behind it."
Grady blew a whistle three times.
"The tug?"-demanded Harry. • .
"Sure ting," responded the boatman.
The light steadily held, and he sent the boat in its

line.
They could hear men talking even before they came

in sight of the tug.
But they saw it at last when they were close upon it.
"That you, Tom?" a voice sung out.
"Yair! Dat's me!" shouted the boatman in reply.
"You got the Bradys?"
"Yair, I got 'em!"
"Good!"
There was a man visible in the pilothouse and one at

the side.
"You lemme go aboard foist, boss," said Grady. "Den

I'll lend youse a hand. It's ticklish, work making fast
alongside a night like dis, and we don't want to take no
chances."

"Yery good," replied Old King Brady, to whom this
seemed reasonable enough.

But there was treachery in the wind, and the detectives
were soon to find it out.

They ran alongside the tug.
Grady threw a line, and the man on board caught it.
Grady sprang aboard.
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Immediately the men flung back the line, and' the tug
started away.

Before the detectives could do more than exclaim the
whirling snow had swallowed up the whole outfit, for the
light was suddenly shut off.

"Up against it!" cried Harry. "Can nothing be done?"
"Nothing/* replied the old detective, with the utmost

calmness. "We have run our heads into a trap; we are
better off where we are than on board that tug. There
we should have to fight for our lives."

"What can it mean ? That telephone order must have
been false." '*

"I think not. More likely some leak in Mackin's de-
partment."

"And there is the danger in these Chinese opium cases."
"The Chinks are very slick articles, and the profits of

the business are enormous; but take hold, Harry. We
must make an effort at least to get back."

"The blame thing is slowing down, Governor."
"I've observed that. I am afraid the gasolene has run

out."
And this proved to be the case.
Now one cause of the anxiety of Mr. Tom Grady was

apparent.
There was no more gasolene to be found aboard when

Harry came to Jook.
The tide was running out, and Rockaway inlet was close

at hand.
The Bradys were adrift in the darkness and storm!

CHAPTER II.

ALICE IN THE TOILS.

"I can't be too thankful that Alice is not along," rer
marked Harry after a little.

"It is indeed a mercy," replied the old detective. "If
we get out of this alive it will be a wonder. How are you
standing the cold?"

"Oh, I'm all right. I only hope you can say the same."
"I am beginning to feel it, Harry, but I shall try to

forget it. There is a good deal in the imagination, you
know."

"If we could only get a light on either side."
"Yes, if we only could. Perhaps we shall in a few

minutes. Meanwhile keep steering to the right. Our best
hope is to make a landing on. Barren Island."

It was now so thick that they could scarcely see each
othe*.

Silence for some minutes followed.
"Governor!" exclaimed Harry presently. "Am I going

crazy, or do I hear your watch ticking? Have you it in
your hand?"

"Do you know I was going to ask' you the same
thing," replied the old detective. "I have been hearing
that noise almost since the motor stopped working.
Where does it sound to you?"

"Right where you are sitting."
Old King Brady produced, an electric-flash lantern.

Kneeling down, he peered into the locker under the
stern seat.

The instant he opened the little door the ticking came
louder.

Old King Brady thrust his hand into the locker and
drew out a cigar-box. *

Something inside was ticking like a clock.
"Overboard!" shouted Harry. "It's an infernal ma-

chine, intended to blow us out of business, surest thing
you know!"

"I imagine it is," replied the old detective. "I ha^e a
great mind to open it and investigate, however. There
is evidently clock work inside. It will hardly explode
until its time comes."

"For heaven sake, don't touch it!" cried Harry. "Pitch
it overboard, quick!"

Old King Brady gave the thing'a toss.
Instantly there was a loud explosion, and the water

came splashing in the faces of the detectives.
The Bradys sat silently facing each other.
It was nearly a minute before either spoke.
"If you had held onto that thing a > second longer you

would, be a dead one now!" gasped Harry then.
"Btoth of us," replied Old King Brady. "No wonder

that man kept looking at his watch and wanted to,get
away. He knew what was coming,"

"What time is it now?"
"Eleven o'clock." '
"And for that hour the infernal machine had been set.

If that tug-is still hovering around, I suppose those on
board think that they have finally got rid of the Bradys."

"And the intention was to include Alice. This is some
Chinese plot. I only hope the poor girl is safe."

"There is no particular sense in putting it up to the
Chinese except that'this happens to be an opium case,
if there really is any case. We have had dynamite tried
on us several times, but never by a Chinaman, that I
happen to remember."

"Well, that's so, too. Anyhow, it was a narrow escape."
It was indeed a narrow escape, and it so got on the

nerves of the detectives that even Old King Brady was
all in a tremble.

But just about that time they caught a sound 'which
set them to thinking of other matters.

It was" the breaking of waves upon the Rockaway shoals.
"We have passed through the inlet, Harry," said the

old detective.
"Yes, I hear," was.the reply. "We are drifting out

to sea now. How long has the tide to run?"
"I really don't know. Long enough to settle our case,

I daresay."
"Governor, is there nothing we can clo ?"
"Harry, I can't think of a thing. We have simply, to

take our chances of being picked up."
"Most remote on a night like this."1 >
"Truth; but I see one reason for hope."
"And that is?"
"It is my fixed belief that no man dies until his time

comes. If we are to die to-nig&fe, the time should have
been a few minutes ago when that infernal machine ex-
ploded."

But this was cold comfort.
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Still, Old King Brady was right; they were not destined
to die that night.

They escaped Rockaway shoals and drifted on.
Soon after this the snow began to grow less.
After a little it stopped altogether.
Now they got their bearings.
Old King Brady pointed out the lights on Rockaway

Beach and those in the factories on Barren Island.
?Soon after that they spied a tug coming toward them

from the west.
The detectives now began flashing their little electric

lamps as the only method they had of signaling.
As the tug drew nearer, Harry whistled and shouted,

and at last, just when they began to fear that the tug was
going to pass them unnoticed, the whistle was tooted and
it turned their way.

"Saved!" cried Old King Brady, with a sigh of relief.
**I told you how it would be."

"Boat ahoy!" came in a minute. "Do you need help?"
"We have broken down!" shouted Harry. "Drifting!

Take us off!"
"All right!" came the answer.
"Who are you?" shouted Harry in a minute.
"Tug Jennie Brown!" was the reply.
This was the name of a tug often used by the ordinary

Secret Service men of the New York squad to which Mr.
Mackin belonged.

"Ask if Mackin is aboard," said Old King Brady.
Harry put the question, and the answer came back that

he was.
"Shall I tell him who we are?" demanded Harry.
"Yes; it can do no harm," was the reply.
And Harry made the announcement.
"We'll get you," was shouted back, and a few minutes

later the Bradys found themselves safe on board the
Brown, and their motor boat was taken in tow, a find for
someone if it was never claimed.

Mr. Mackin hurried the detectives into the warm cabin
and made them as comfortable as circumstances would
permit.

"We were delayed by the storm," he said, after Old
King Brady had explained the situation. "Somebody
must have given my plans away. I wish to goodness you
may find out who it is."

"Then you were going to run to Canarsie after us?"
demanded the old detective.

"Certainly," was the reply. "Those were orders."
"What is the case?"
"I don't exactly know. Opium smuggling. There is

said to be a Chinese gang at work who are making big
hauls from tramp steamers off Rockaway. I was told
that you would give me full particulars."

"And we were told to report to you for particulars."
"There you are. Another leak in Washington. Clearly

the intention was to put you out of business."
"There can be no doubt about that. All we can do is

to report."
"Will you run into Cai^arsie now? If we can find out

who owns that old tub we were in it may help."
"Yes, if, you will take that in hand. Nothing can be

done to-night, I suppose. As it seems likely to clear, I

ought to get back, for I have an important matter on
hand for the early morning."

"You can leave it in our hands. We have now a per-
sonal reason for following the case up."

So the Brown turned into Jamaica Bay, and in due
time landed the Bradys safely at Canarsie, which place,
for a time at least, they felt that they were destined never
to see again. f

And here an examination of the launch, if the old
death-trap can be so styled, was made.

She proved to be the "Lilly" of Canarsie.
"There will be no trouble about identifying her," said

the old detective. "Probably that fellow Grady, if such
was really his name, stole her, as it would have been very
easy for him to do in the storm. Will you come with us
up to the hotel, Mr. Mackin? I shall be glad to put up
a little supper for you and all hands." &

But the Secret Service man declined and the tug de-
parted.

The Bradys then started for the hotel.
It was now half-past twelve, rather late for a supper,

but Old King Brady knew that Kreizer would have been
glad to have cooked one for a price.

The barroom was still open, and here a game of poker
was going on.

"Back again?" said Kreizer, looking up from his cards
as the detectives entered. "I suppose the storm inter-
fered with your job, whatever it was."

"We are through with our job," replied the old detec-
tive. "Let us have our key, please."

As Kreizer took the key from the little rack, Harry
noticed that the key of Alice's- room was also hanging
there.

A terrible fear seized him.
Had the conspirators cooked up some job to get Alice,

after all?
To Harry it was a moment of exquisite torture as he

put the question.
For Young King Brady is deeply in love with his ac-

complished partner. *>
The one thought which had borne him up during his

recent severe experience was the satisfaction of feeling
that Alice had not been called upon to share it.

"Why, Miss Montgomery was sent for about an hour
.ago, replied Kreizer. "She went out."

"Sent for! By whom?"
• "By you, she told me."
The Bradys looked at each other blankly.
"And who came after her?" demanded Harry.
"The same fellow who came after you."
"You know that man?" broke in Old King Brady.
"No, I never saw him before," was the reply. "What

is wrong?"
"Come into the other room, Kreizer," said the old de-

tective. "I am afraid it is all about as wrong as it can
be."_

The landlord stepped into the dining-room with the
Bradys and the door was closed.

"Kreizer," said Old King Brady, "this is the time when
we have made a fluke. That man wlis a; fraud. He tried
to blow us up with an infernal machine which he left
behind him after turning us adrift."



THE BRABYS AND LITTLE CHIN CHIN.

"That's a bad job! And you don't know him?"
"No more than you seem to. And now he appears to

have got Miss Montgomery into his clutches. Were tn%y
talking together before they went away?"

"Yes; they talked in here for a few minutes. She went
with him willingly enough."

"The boat he took us out on the bay in was an old
sailboat turned into a launch. Her name is the Lilly.
To whom does she belong?"

"WKy, that's Jim Lizer's boat."
"And who is Jim Lizer?"
"A fisherman. He's outside in the other room now."
"We will go upstairs. You question him and let us

know what hq says. If you can get us any information,
you will be well paid."

The Bradys passed out of the dining-room by an inner
door and ascended to the room.

Fifteen minutes passed before the landlord put in an
appearance.

To Harry it was a quarter of an hour of agon}r.
He wanted to be up and doing, but Old King Brady

held "him back.
"Anything doing, Kreizer?" the old detective demand-

ed, as the landlord came into the room with a long face.
"Nothing," was the reply. "Lizer says the fellow must

have stolen his boat, which he easily could have done.
What made me so long was because I wanted to make
sure that he was giving it to me straight."

"Did he see the man when he came in after Miss Mont-
gomery?"

"Sure he did. The fellow had a drink while he was
waiting for her to come down. He stood right over us
watching the game."

And this settled it.
The Bradys had escaped, but poor Alice, left behind,

had been caught in the net which was spread for all
three!

CHAPTER III.

THE THREE TRUNKS ON THE ISLAND.

The Bradys called in Jim Lizer and personally ques-
tioned the fellow.

They sent him away satisfied that if he was not telling
the truth it would be impossible to get anything out of
him in an ordinary way.

They remained at the hotel until morning, for it was a
case where nothing else could have been done.

As soon as it was daylight th'e detectives set out to
learn what they could of Alice's fate.

They questioned every one who would be at all likely
to know.

At last success crowned their efforts to a certain extent,
for they found a boy who had seen Alice get into a row-
boat with the supposed Tom Grady.

This boat had been stolen from the canal and not re-
turned.

The boy saw. it pulled towards a flashlight which was
thrown from out on the bay.

This, of course, settled it> so far as Canarsie was con-
cerned.

There was no use in delaying there any longer.
Harry was in despair, but the old detective accepted

the situation with his usual calmness.
"You want to brace up," he said. "We must take it

easy if we expect to accomplish anything. I cannot be-
lieve that these people mean to kill Alice. It is on ac-
count of her knowledge of the Chinese language that she
has been carried off, unless I am greatly mistaken."

The daughter of a missionary, born and brought up in
China, Alice Montgomery speaks Chinese fluently, and
can read all the ordinary characters, which gives her per-
fect command of this difficult language as it is used in
America.

And as the Brady Detective Bureau has had to do with
many cases involving Chinese, this accomplishment of
Alice's has become pretty generally known.

The question now was what steps to take next.
For some time the Bradys walked up and down the new

bulkhead./
Old King Brady was thinking and Harry let him think,

for out of these times of silence on the part of the old
detective much often comes.

At last he spoke:
"The point seems to be why these people chose Canar-

sie for the scene of their operations," he began. "There
must be some reason. Jamaica Bay is in no way adapted
to their purpose if they actually were engaged in smug-
gling."

"So it seems to me," replied Harry. "They would have
to run a long way outside to meet any tramp steamer
heading for New York."

"On the other hand, the bay affords good hiding-places.
If these people own or control a tug they could easily
run up to one of the many islands back of Rockaway." It
may be that they have a holdout there. They may prefer
to carry the smuggled opium to town by train rather than
on the tug. Suppose we hire one of these launches, run
up the bay and see what we can find?"

Harry assented.
He seldom opposes his chief in cases of this kind, hav-

ing learned by experience that Old King Brady's judg-
ment is superior to his own.

So they engaged a large rowboat which had been pro-
vided with a motor and started out on the bay.

It was a dull gray morning and not very cold.
The Bradys headed for the islands.
These are so numerous, big and little, that many are

without names.
Only the fishermen know them all, and for a tug to

attempt the passage of the channels between them in a
snowstorm or fog would be a most dangerous proceeding.

Harry felt that it was almost hopeless to expect to find
anything here, but still he raised no objection, and they
pushed in and out among the channels until at length
they saw a man fishing from the deck of a small sail-
boat.

"That fellow looks like a native," he said. "Let us have
a talk with him."

Harry ran up alongside the fisherman.
"Friend," said the old detective, "we are looking for
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information about a tug which was out on the bay last
night in the storm. I don't know that you can help us
any, but if you can I will make it worth your while."

The fisherman pulled in his line before answering and
took off a fat weakfish which was on the hook.

"Mebbe I can," he then said, as he threw the fish into
the cockpit." "You'll 'be detectives out after smugglers,
I s'pose?"

"Well, it is not exactly that," replied Old King Brady.
"It is true that we are detectives, but we are not after
smugglers. Last night a young lady was lureu away from
Kreizer's Hotel at Oanarsie. It is known that she was
taken'aboard a tug which kept flashing its light in the
snowstorm. It is this lady we want. For the smugglers
we don't care a rap."

"Nor do I, if they are smugglers, for I am not one of
them," replied the fisherman coolly. "I have often seen
that tug going in and out here if it is the same one. I
knowed there was something mysterious about her. I
stopped in the hut over on Hog Island last night, and
I seen her light flashing. She was lower down first off.
Then she passed up the channel. Then she came down
again. I seen her flash a searchlight down the bay. She
must have run outside after that, for I didn't see no more
of her."

"I've no doubt it's the same tug," said Old King Brady.
"What is her name?"

"Now, there you have got me," replied the fisherman,
"and there's where the mystery comes in. Every time
I've seen her by day they have had a tarpaulin hung
down over her stern and her name board taken off the
pilot-house."

"So? How many times have you seen her by daylight?"
"Well, mebbe three times."
"Lately?"
"Once last week, once about three months ago, and

once last spring."
"And at night?"
"Well, there is a tug what has been prowling about here

more or less at night ever since I first seen this one what
I'm telling you about last spring, but whether it's the
same one or not I can't say."

"Do you live in the hut on Hog Island?"
"No; I live in East Eockaway when I'm home, which

isn't very often, for me and my folks don't hitch. I spend
most of my time on the water, and I often sleep in the
hut—see?" • ,

"I understand. You have no idea how far up the bay
the tug has been in the habit of going, I suppose, or you
would have told me."

"No, I haven't. I never go beyond Hog Island myself^
but I'll tell you another thing, and then I will have told
all I think of which can help you out any."1

"And what is that?"
"There was a fire up the bay on one of the islands last

night while the tug was up there."
"Much of a blaze?"
"Quite some while it lasted. Looked to me like some

fishing-box burning. You know there are lots of them
up there on the islands. I happened to come out, and
I seen the blaze in the distance. Later on I heard the tug

go by, and I came out to have a look at her. That's all
there is to the story, boas."

n was-a point gained, and Old King Brady gave the
man five dollars, after which he and Harry went on their
way.

They had asked the fisherman about the time when he
saw the tug pass, but hel told them he had no watch and
could not tell. He thought, however, that when the tug
went up it was in the neighborhood of eleven o'clock.

"Do you think there is anything in it?" demanded
Harry, after they were well away from the boat.

"I think there can be no doubt that the man was talk-
ing about our tug," replied the old detective. "We will
keep on for awhile, anyway. It may result in something.
At all events, I can think of nothing better to do."

They wound in and out among the islands, choosing the
broader channels through which a tug could easily pass.

The snow had not accumulated to any great extent,
being of the lighter sort which melted almost as it fell.

Here and there were huts or fancy fishing-boxes, be-
longing to private parties or to fishing clubs.

"Look ahead!" exclaimed Old King Brady at length,
as they were passing a small island. "Don't you see what
looks like ruins on that next island on the left?"

"I see something black on the grass, yes."
"Turn your glass on it."
Harry got out the glass.
^Yes," he declared, "there has been a fire. They seem

to have got their things out, whoever was there at the
time-/ They are lying scattered about."

"We will give that island a call," said Old King Brady.
"Drive ahead."

The .island was but a small affair, and was overgrown
with the usual bunch grass.

But the channel leading up to it was deep and wide
enough for a tug to pass through.

The Bradys had now come well up in the bay.
From the island to the Eockaway peninsular was but

a short run.
Thus from this point, unfrequented as it must have

been, one could easily get a train for New York with-
out much loss of time.

The Bradys pulled up alongside the island.
Here two stout stakes had been driven.
To one of these they made fast and went ashore.
Before them were the ruins of some small structure,

but whether a mere hut or some fancy fishing box it was
not easy to tell at first glance. •*• .

An overturned stove lying among the blackened, dead
embers seemed to offer a probable solution of the cause of
the fire.

Scattered about were three stools, a table, some china
bowls and other things.

And the china was the real stuffy such as Chinamen
use.

Harry picked up a couple of chopsticks.
Old King Brady found one of the native Chinese

Noen Kum Yen, or opium boxes.
It was evidently a fresh importation, for it was sealed

with a/red slip of Chinese paper, with characters upon
it. >
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He broke the seal and found it filled with opium, which
had surely been packed in China.

"You see, Harry," he said, "this hut was surely occu-
pied by Chinese.'' <

But the main object which attracted the attention of
the detectives just as soon as they landed on the island
still remains to be described.

These were three ordinary trunks, which appeared to
be of American make.

They lay among the grass, close to the water's edge.
One was open and upside down.
All were empty and the'lnside trays had been removed

in each case.
Old King Brady opened one and took a sniff.
"There was opium stowed in this trunk," he declared.

"It was probably filled with the boxes. It is the first
time I ever knew the Chinese to smuggle the hop in
packed in Noen Kum Yen."

Harry picked up the overturned trunk and started to
place it right side up.

"Governor, this is unusually heavy for an empty
trunk," he exclaimed.

Old King Brady took hold.
"It certainly is," he replied. "There must be a false

bottom here. Let us try the others."
They did so, and found both trunks heavier than they

ought to be, considering the lightness of their construc-
tion."

"Whoever emptied these trunks failed to finish his
job," remarked the old detective.

He began looking for some secret spring, but^ finding
none, set one of the trunks up on end, and while Harry
held it gave the thing several sturdy kicks.

It soon flew apart, and down upon the grass came tum-
bling a mass of gems and gold!

CHAPTER IV.

CHARLEY CHING TAKES HOLD.

"Well, upon my word!" cried Harry. "Whoever went
off with the hop last night missed the cream,, of this busi-
ness."

"They certainly did," chuckled the old detective. "I
don't understand this. Something got twisted. There is
big value in this jewelry here."

The contents of the concealed compartment consisted
of rings, brooches, stickpins, earrings and other articles'
of jewelry, including several superb bracelets. '

There were no loose gems, but those set in the jewelry
were of great value.

The list embraced the principal precious stones, such
as rubies, emeralds, sapphires, topa2es, garnets, zircons
and other minor gems.

There were but few diamonds, and these were all set
in rings—ten good-sized stones, worth perhaps $300 each,
and a few smaller ones of uncertain value.

But many of the emeralds and rubies were worth more
than the largest of the diamonds.

Altogether there were many thousand dollars' value in
the Bradys' find.

"And now,for the other trunks," said Harry. "I sup-
pose you intend to take this stuff along with you, Gov-
ernor ?"

"I should be a fool if I didn't," replied Old King
Brady. "What is more, if I don't find an owner, I pro-
pose to keep it. What I hope for, though, is that it will
be claimed and through that we will get a clew to Alice's
whereabouts or her fate." /

Harry sighed and turned another trunk on end.
Old King Brady now administered his kicks with a

little more caution, for there was no telling what he might
break.

It was just as well that he did, for when they got at
the contents of this false bottom they found that it con-
tained superb art objects carved out of Chinese jade,
which is quite valuable in itself.

There were little idols, figures of animals, tablets with
inscriptions, and many pieces of jade jewelry, exquisitely
carved.

"This is the stock of some Chinese jeweler, and was
probably sWlen in China," said the old detective.. "Some
of these jade objects are of great value out there, and all
the jewelry I take to be native work, with the possible
exception of those diamond rings."

"Shall we break open the third trunk?" demanded
Harry.

"We want to think what we are about. We can prob-
ably stow the jewelry away in our pockets, but we can't
the jade objects. How are we going to carry the stuff?"

"Blest if I know. We don't want to go back to Canar-
sie with a trunk."

"Look in that table drawer and see what you find."
But the drawer was empty.
Meanwhile Old King Brady was examining the interior

of the third trunk with a little more caution than he
had .bestowed upon the first.

"Here is the fastening," he exclaimed.
He pressed a spring, and the bottom of the trunk slight-

ly raised.
Old King Brady was easily able to pry it up.
What first met the gaze of the detectives was just what

they wanted, and that was wrapping paper.
The false bottom appeared to be full of it.
Old King Brady pulled out sheet after sheet, and then

eame to a collection of little, bronze art objects of Chinese
workmanship.

The bronze was real, and the objects, which followed
the same lines as those done in jade, were evidently very
old.

"Valuable to some museum," said the old detective.
"But now we have our paper, Harry, so we will go to work
and make up a bundle and go on oursway rejoicing. I'll
attend to it. -You prowl about and see if you can't find
some clew to the ownership of these trunks."

"The marks on the sides have been carefully scraped
off, Governor."

'"So I observe, but you will find.something, perhaps."
But he was mistaken, for Harry found nothing, nor

was the old detective himself more successful when he
came to look. . *
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So the Bradys stuffed their pockets with such of their
find as they could readily carry, and tied the remainder
up into a bundle.

This done, they ran over to the Rockaway shore. ,
Here -they struck in on a little fishing settlement of a

few huts.
From their occupants they learned that the hurned hut

had been occasionally occupied by two Chinamen, who
made a business of catching minnows, or "killy" fish, as
they are.locally called, in scoopnets and drying them.

Nobody had interfered with them, as they themselves
interfered with no one.

Whether these Chinamen had been in the hut the
night before or not, none of the fishermen could tell.

The Bradys now ran back to Canarsie without meeting
their friend, the weakfish man, on the way, with which
they were just as well pleased.

They called on Kreizer, with the hope that something
might have been heard of Alice, but it was not so.

Saying nothing of their find, of course, Old King Brady
told the hotel keeper what they had learned about the
tug.

"Some one about the bay ought to know wlfct her name
is," he said. "And it will be worth just a hundred-dollar
bill for me to find out, so get busy and see what you can
do. I don't suppose you pick up a hundred dollars down
here at Canarsie every week this time of year."

"Well, I should say not," retorted Kreizer. "I lose
money every day after the -end of September and on till
the first of May, and don't you forget it."

"Perhaps," replied the old detective. "But if you can
earn this hundred it will be most willingly paid."

The Bradys then started for New York, and in due
time turned up at their offices on Union Square.

Here again they had some faint hope of receiving in-
telligence of Alice, but it was not to be.

Old King Brady's first act was to call up the Secret
Service Bureau at Washington and ask about the tele-
phone message.

He found that he had been wrong and Harry right.
No such orders had ever been telephoned to the Bradys.
Thus it was all a plot to entrap them, and the orders

to Mr. Mackin, which had also came over the telephone,
must have originated from the same source.

But the telephone conversation did not end here.
Old King Brady told what had happened, and received

orders from the chief himself to prosecute the case vigor-
ously, for there could be no doubt that the whole thing
was the work of an opium gang.

The old detective and Harry now went into consulta-
tion.

"We want to advertise our find, Harry," said Old King
Brady. "We will try the Herald first, and if that don't
work we will get Quong Lee to write us a notice, which
we will post on the Chinese bulletin."

"And lose a day if the Herald ad. amounts to nothing,"
said Harry. "Governor, I can't stand it. Just think of
Alice! We want to put the ad. on the bulletin right
now."

"Right, and we will do it," replied Old King Brady.
"Get right down to Chinatown and see the notice posted,
but remember you must not give our name out."

"How shall we fix it? Let the applicant come to Quong
Lee?"

"To an opium joint—no! I oppose that. Let us
think."

"If we only had Alice to help it would all be so easy!
We could take a room in Chinatown then."

"Better do so as it is, perhaps."
"No; I can't manage it. All I could do is to make

up as a Chinese dummy and get some friend of Quong's
to help and translate. Let us give our name right out
boldly. Let them come here if we are to get any answers."

"No, it won't do, Harry. I can appreciate your anxiety
about Alice, but we must observe common precaution.
j »

A knock on the door interrupted the conversation at
this juncture.

It proved to be one of the Bradys' clerks.
"There is a Chinaman outside who wants to see you,

Mr. Brady," he said. "He says he doesn't care whether
it is you or Mr. Harry he sees."

The Bradys glanced at each other.
Had some one come to claim the find already?
"What is his name?" demanded the old detective.
"He didn't give it, sir. Shall I ask?"
"No; show him in."
And in a niinute who should enter but the one partic-

ular Chink in all America who would best fit the Bradys'
purpose at this juncture.

"Charley Ching!" cried Harry. "Well, well!"
He sprang up and shook the young man's hand warmly,

and Old King Brady did the same.
For Charley Ching was an old friend, if a young man.
He was a Chinese on his father's side only.
Born in San Francisco, he grew up to become a police

detective among his own people.
Many times the Bradys had employed him in their Cali-

fornia Chinese cases, and once before he had helped them
out in New York.

"No mention of the find," Old King Brady said to
Harry by a secret sign.

He wanted to be sure that he could secure Charley
Ching's services first.

"Well, and what brings you here?" he asked.
"Oh, I got tired of the Coast," replied Charley. "I

have been working in Boston the last two months. Yes-
terday I had words with the boss, so I quit and came
over here."

"What were you working at?" demanded Harry.
Charley grinned, and explained that he had been help-

ing to run a Chinese lottery.
"Want to help us on an opium smuggling case?" de-

manded the old detective.
"Sure!" replied Charley. "When?"
"Now,"
"All right. But I thought you" wouldn't hardly need

me, now that you have 'Miss Montgomery in the firm."
"Listen and you will see why we need you," said Old

King Brady. And he started in and told the whole
story.

He even showed Charley the objects found in the
trunks, for he knew that the young man was to be im-
plicitly trusted.
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Naturally, Charley Ching was immensely interested.
"Why, this /stuff must have been stolen in China," he

exclaimed.
"That is what we think," replied Old King Brady.

"But what we want is to get a clew to what has become
of Miss Montgomery. With these goods on our hands it
ought not to be difficult. Somebody will surely be inquir-
ing for them. Write out a notice for the Chinese bulletin.
You and Harry take a room down in Chinatown and see
what comes of it. Don't lose a minute. You may have
the luck to get started to-night."

"Right," said Charley. "Got a Chinese pen?"
The Bradys had one, and in a few minutes Charley

had painted a lot of flytracks on a piece of red paper,
which Harry also produced.

"And what does that say?" demanded the old detec-
tive. ' • .

"Found on an island in Jamaica Bay, three trunks,
with jewelry, jade and bronze in them. The owner can
hear more about the find by applying to Wing Luk," read
Charley. "I'll add the address when we get the room."

"That's all right," replied Old King) Brady; "but tell
me, Charley, how do you express Jamaica Bay in Chi-
nese?"

"Want it translated literally?"
"Yes."
"It reads the bay of many islands south of the long

island part of the big city."
"Do the Chinks call New York the big city?" asked

Harry.
"Yes; we have no characters to represent the words

New York. Our written language is not made up of
sounds. Each character means some special thing."

"But suppose you wanted to write San Francisco?" in-
quired Old King Brady. . •

"That would be city of gold."
"And Boston would be the city of beans, I suppose?"

laughed Harry.
"The city of crooked streets on the bay," replied Char--

ley. "And Chicago is the flat city, and so it goes; but we
don't write out the whole of it, as you would. This char-
acter I am pointing at means city, and this little mark
means big. The Chinese language isn't so hard if one
would not try to learn it as you would English or German,
by sound. You have to learn each word separate."

"And that takes forever," replied Harry. "But I must
disguise and prepare to do the dumb Chink act again."

He left the office and went into the costume room, bid-
ding Charley accompany him, for the Chinaman had to
disguise also, lest some San Francisco Chink should spot
/him.

When they came back no one would ever have guessed
that Young King Brady was not a fullfledged Chinaman
and Charley was made up to resemble a much older man
of his own race.

CHAPTER Y.
WHAT HAPPENED TO ALICE.

If Alice had strictly obeyed Old King Brady's positive
order not to leave the hotel under any circumstances, she
would not have fallen into the trap.

But said trap was very successfully baited, and the bait
employed can be almost always depended upon to catch a
woman.

When word came to Alice that a man wanted to see
her she was just getting ready to retire.

Feeling that there could be no danger in interviewing
this person with Kreizer around, Alice hurried down-
stairs. . '

Mr. Tom Grady was awaiting her in the barroom.
"I want to speak to you alone, Miss," he said, raising

his cap, with rude politeness.
"Step intol;he dining room," replied Alice.
Her heart sank.
She immediately suspected that semething had hap-

pened to the Bradys yi the storm.
And this was just the string the fellow proposed to play

on.
"Don't be alarmed, Miss," he said, as Alice closed the

door. "There has been an accident. I—er—I hardly
know how to tell you, but—er—you must come with me
right away."

"An accident! Who to ?" cried Alice, catching her
breath. " Speak out! Don't keep me in suspense! But,
first, who are you?"

So far she had not forgotten caution.
"Oh, I'm Tom Grady, Miss," replied the fellow. "I

am the man wEo took the Bradys out a while ago."
"Oh! Well, which is it?"
"Old King, Brady, Miss."
"He is injured?"
"He is dead!"
"Oh!"
Poor Alice nearly fainted.
"Yes, Miss. He slipped when we tried to get on the

tug. We got him out of the water; but I suppose the
shock must have been too much for the old gentleman's
heart. He only lived a few minutes. Young Mr. Brady
feels terrible." He sent me right back after you."

"And where is he?"
"On board the tug, Miss—Captain Mackin's tug. I'll

take you out there."
Alice was terribly overcome.
Still she felt doubtful. «s
"Why didn't you come in with him?" she demanded.

"Where is the tug now?"
"Just outside, Miss," was the reply. "Young King

Brady thought it would be best to run right to New
York. It's risky bringing the tug in here on a night like
this. So I pulled ashore in the boat. But unless you feel
able, Miss, I can get back and tell Young Mr". Brady that
you would sooner go to New York by train."

This and the mention of Mr. Mackin's name settled it.
Alice determined to go.
It would have been better if she had spoken to Kreizer

about it.
But the hotel keeper was playing poker in the barroom

with three rough-looking men, so Alice did not like to
intrude.

Hurrying to her room, she put on her wraps and passed
out into the storm with this man, which she c'ertainly
would not have done if any other bait had been dangled
before her.
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Grady ied the way to a rowboat lying just inside the
canal and they went aboard.

After he had pulled out a little way he drew a whistle
from his pocket and blew a shrill blast.

In a minute a searchlight was thrown and he pulled
on, coining at last alongside a tug.

A man in a peajacket, similar to Grady's, caught the
line and, making fast, Alice was helped aboard.

And now, all too late, she discovered the trick.
The door of the little cabin was opened and a China-

man peered out.
"That's right. That's the girl!" he said, in Chinese.
At the same instant, the tug started.
What became of Mr? Tom Grady Alice never knew, for

now she was seized by the shoulders J>y the man with the
peajacket and run into the cabin.

Here there was another Chinaman waiting.
"Holdee gal!" he cried. "She havee levolver! Me

get!" .
And the other at the same time thrust a revolver in

Alice's face.
But danger always has the same effect upon Alice.
Instead of /becoming excited, she grows perfectly cool.
"Don't search me," she said in Chinese, as the man

began fumbling about. "I'll give up the revolver."
And she did so, for it was clearly no use to hold out

against these three.
"And now I'll leave youse to your friends the Chinks,"

said the white man, and he departed, closing the door
behind him.

Alice dropped on the wooden seat which ran around
the cabin.

"What do you want with me?" she demanded, in Chi-
nese.

"You find out by and by," was the reply. "Now, you
be good and we will do you no harm."

"Is Mr. Brady here?" demanded Alice.
"You will never see Old King Brady again," replied

the Chinaman; "he is dead, and so is Young King
Brady!"

"I believe you lie!"
^"Believe what you like. I tell you the truth."

"Where are you taking me?"
"Never mind."
Alice subsided.
It seemed useless to question these men further.
The other Chinaman said nothing to her.
Nor did they speak between themselves.
Alice, who knows many Chinaman, both in New York

and San Francisco, could not recall ever having seen
either of- these before.

And the tug steamed on.
When it laegan tumbling about Alice knew that they

must have passed through Rockaway Inlet. '*
And they ran on for a considerable tune.
Alice tried to get her bearings by looking out of the

window.
But, although the storm was now passing, all she could

tell was that theyr,went by Coney Island and turned up
into New York Bay.

They ran on 'for a short distance only, when they

met by a small steam yacht, which came slowly toward
them.

There was an exchange of signals by whistles, and the-
tug rounded up alongside the yacht.

Alice listened and caught the following talk.:
"Hello, Cap! That you?"
"Sure. Where's the guy who's paying, for the job?"1

"Shut up! He's in the cabin. I'll call him.."
A bell rang.
Presently Alice heard another voice call:
"feello, Cap!"
"Aye, aye, sir!"
"Get the goods?"
"You bet!"
"And the Bradys?"
"There hain't no Bradys no more."
"Good enough! And the girl?"
"I have her safe."
"Correct! We'll run her aboard first."

. The Chinamen were listening eagerly.
"What will he say when he knows?" one remarked.
"Silence.!" was the reply. "Do you forget that she

can understand ?"
Alice sat still, and said nothing.
Of course, at the time she did not know what kind of

a craft was outside.
She had expected to be taken to Chinatown, but this

time it was not going to work out that way.
There was. some talk, some of which Alice caught and

some she didn't.
At last the man with the peajacket opened the cabin

door and looked in.
"You are to go aboard now, and bring the girl," he

said.
"Say, Charlie! You tellee him?" demanded one of

the Chinamen.
"Naw! Tell your own stories!" growled the man.

"Come on!"
"Waitee mlinit. Him expect to see Dock Gong?"
"S'pose so. Don't know; don't care! Come on with

the gal. We want to get out of this. It's up to you to
settle your own affairs."

The Chinamen prepared to leave the cabin, and very
reluctantly, it seemed to Alice.

That something had gone wrong with their plans was
easily seen.

"You come with us," the talking one said to Alice in
Chinese.

Peajacket put his oar in.
"Come! Hain't you-going to say goodby to a feller?"

he demanded, catching Alice around the waist.
And he got it right across the face as he started to

kiss her."
"You blame cat!" he snarled, backing away.
"Good 'nuff!" chuckled the Chinaman.
" 'Ware the cat!" sneered Alice. "You won't try that

again!"
She pushed past the fellow and followed the China-

men on deck.
Then she saw the yacht, a dainty, little craft; but she

could .see no name.
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A tall,, white man stood on the deck, wearing an ulster
and a handsome fur cap.

"Where's Book Gong?" he instantly called out in Chi-
nese.

"He is not here," replied the talking Chink, in the
same language. "We will explain when w£ come aboard."

Then there was some Chinese swearing done.
It was directed against the missing Book Gong.
They crossed to the yacht.
Meanwhile Peajacket and another appeared, loaded

down with little Chinese opium boxes, such as Old King
Brady and Harry found on the island.

The instant he saw them the white man, who wore a
black velvet mask over the upper part of his face, gave a
roar of rage, which might have been heard half ncross
the bay.

"What does this mean? Where are the trunks?" he
demanded in English.

"We didn't bring the trunks. They were so clumsy,
and we hadn't room for them," replied Peajacket.

Then he got it!
It was a wonder to watch the frightful rage into which

the man flew.
His language was unendurable to Alice, and she walked

forward.
The talking Chinaman trailed after her.
A fatal blunder had evidently been made in leaving

these trunks behind.
Why, Alice could only guess, not knowing what the

Bradys learned next morning.
The question was put as to whether Book Gong had

remained behind to watch the trunks.
Peajacket deliberately replied that he had, and that it

was by his orders^-that the trunks had been emptied.
Alice saw the two Chinamen glance meaningly at each

other, and knew that this was a lie.
The remainder of the opium was now brought aboard.
The mask'checked his rage, and began nervously pacing

the deck.
The man in the pilot house ^of the tug never said a

word.
Whether he or Peajacket was captain Alice could not

tell. • '
Nor did she get the name of the tug. \
There was none on the pilot house, and a tarpaulin

hung over the stern, concealing the name, which was un-
doubtedly there.

The opium all aboard, the tug steamed away, but not
until Peajacket ha4 been handed a fat roll of bills.

Then the yacht started.
By this time Alice had been able to gfcV her bearings.
They were in Gravesend Bay.
The yacht struck across toward the Quarantine station

on Hoffman's Island.
Just as they started the masked man approached Alice

and said in English:
"Miss Montgomery, I bid "you welcome to my yacht."
Alice made rio answer.
"You will follow me," added the man, after waiting

an instant, as though expecting a reply.
Alice followed in silence, and was conducted into a

snug little cabin.

Here the opium boxes had been brought and lay piled
up on the table.

The man closed the door and stood peering at Alice
through the eyeholes of his mask.

"Still nothing to say?" he demanded.
"Why should I have?" retorted Alice, facing him. "By

a trick you have been able to bring me jaere. Why should
I talk to a man who is ashamed to show his face?"

"Why?" replied the mask. "Because you are wholly in
my power. Listen, Miss Montgomery! You do not know
me, but I know you. As soon as it is safe I shall show
you my face. Meanwhile what about the rest of me?
Don't you think that, outside of my face, I am a fairly
good-looking man?"

He threw aside the ulster and stood in an expensive
yachting suit.

In his four-in-hand tie a superb diamond sparkled.
On his left hand were three others, equally fine set, in

a gypsy ring.
He was certainly a well-proportioned, striking-looking

fellow, and, with his dress, surroundings and manner of
speaking, he seemed to be a person of some consequence.

"I have nothing to say," replied Alice, coolly. "I don't
care to talk with a man who treats a woman as you have
treated me and who is ashamed to show his face."

"If I was to show you my face you would be sorry
that I did it," answered the mask in Chinese. "Mean-
while, Miss Montgomery, let me tell you that no harm
will come to you here. I have long admired you from a
distance. I want a wife, and I want one who can talk
Chinese and so help me in my business. You fill the
bill exactly, and let me tell you right now that it is my
intention to marry you, so prepare your mind, for what
I say will surely come to pass."

CHAPTEE VI.

ON THE TKA1L OF A CHINESE DWARF.

Young King Brady and Charley Ching hurried down
to Chinatown.

This section of New York, we will state, for the benefit
of such readers as are unfamiliar with the metropolis,
lies to the right of Chatham Square, at the foot of the
Bowery.

Here the Chinese colony completely occupies lower
Mott street, Pell and Doyers street, and there is a spill
over into the lower Bowery, City Hall place, Park street
and the Square. /

On-the corner of Doyers and Pell streets there is a dead
brick wall, against which one always finds posted various
slips of red paper bearing Chinese characters, and here
as they pass the denizens of Chinatown stop to read.

This is the Chinese bulletin, or "newspaper," as some
style it.

These papers are notices of guild -meetings, or sales of
goods, of articles Ibst and found, and so on.

It was on this wall that Harry proposed to post the
paper Charley Ching had drawn up; but first it was
essary to engage a room.
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This proved to be a little difficult, for, of course, they
wanted one furnished.

They visited several places, and at last, on the top floor
of an old building on Pell street, they succeeded in get-
ting a room with two beds and a cook stove, which suited
well enough.

It was rented.by the week by an old Chinaman who
kept a grocery downstairs and had the lease of the whole
house.

Harry let Charley do the talking, of course, and a
week's advance rent was paid.

They then took possession, and Charley, finishing his
paper, they posted it on the bulletin. - •

It was now nearly five in the afternoon, and Harry
felt that they could hardly hope for results before the
next day.

He and Charley pushed about here and there, looking
->in at one or two opium joints^'and fantan cellars, so that
Charley could hear the talk that was going about China-
town.

Then Harry bought the evening papers, and they re-
turned to the room.

Charley Ching lighted a fire in the little stove and
began smoking a Chinese tobacco pipe, while Harry sat
down to read the papers.

But his mind was so troubled about Alice that he could
scarcely think of what he was reading.

Charley tried to cheer him up by talking, but lie found
himself cut off pretty short, until all at once Harry gave
an exclamation and said:

"Listen to this, Charley. It seems to have to do with
our case."

And he read from the paper as follows:

"FOUND DROWNED.
"Rockaway, Jan. .—Two fishermen who were ply-

ing their calling on Jamaica Bay early this afternoon
came across the dead body of a Chinaman off Star Isl-
and.

"The man was apparently under forty and was dressed
in American clothes.

"The body bore marks of violence. There was a severe
scalp wound, which may indicate a fractured skull.

"There was nothing found upon the remains to dis-
close the identity of the dead man, but he is believed to
be one of two Chinamen who have lately been catching
and drying killyfish in this part of the bay.

"The body was towed to Rockaway and turned over to
the authorities."

"There!" exclaimed Harry. "What do vou think of
that?"

"Looks as if it might have something to do with the
case," replied Charley. "Fin sure I can't tell, for I don't
know the country down there. Are there many Chinese
fishermen operating on that bay?"

"I don't believe there is one besides these fellows we
heard of, and in their case the fishing was only a blind."

"Oh, mebbe not. The killyfish "is a great favorite
among my people. They could easily sell all they caught,
those fellows." *

They talked further on the subject, and Harry settled

it in his own mind that the drowned man had some-
thing to do with the burned hut.

About half-past seven there came a knock on the door.
"At last!" murmured Harry. "Open up, Charley.

Probably we have got a bite."
It was only Old King Brady who walked into the room.
The old detective closed the door and looked around.
"Well, you boys seem to be very comfortably located

here," he said.
"Anything from Alice?" demanded Harry.
"No; unfortunately not. I called in on another mat-

ter. Did you see in the papers about the dead man who
was found in Jamaica Bay this afternoon?"

"Yes. A Chinaman, found off Star Island, wherever
that may be."

"I propose to find out. I am going right down there,
so I thought I'd drop in and tell you."

"How did you find out where we were?"
"Got Quong Lee, our friend the opium joint keeper on

Chatham Square, to send his boy around to the bulletin.
He gave me the number."

"Did you tell Quong anything about the business?"
"Only in a general way. He thinks that notice is sim-

ply a bait, and that no real treasure was found."
"He didn't know of any opium gang who hung out

on Jamaica Bay, I suppose?"
"If he did he did not'tell me."
"I suppose you feel that you can trust him, Governor?"
"Harry, I have the utmost confidence in the man, as

you well know."
Once Old King Brady had been able to do this particu-

lar opium joint keeper a great favor.
Quong Lee never forgot it.
From that hour he has been the old detective's standby

in New York's Chinatown.
There was some further talk, and Old King Brady

pulled out and started on his long run to Jamaica Bay.
He had been gone some time and Charley Ching and

Harry were playing a game of dominoes, when again there
came a knock on the door.

Harry got up and opened it.
Outside stood an undersized Chinaman, with an un-

usually big head and coarse features, who addressed him
in Chinese.

'Harry touched his lips and ears and shook his head.
Charley called out something in Chinese, and the

dwarf, if he could be so called, came in and Young King
Brady made the door fast behind him.

Then came a dull siege for Harry..
The little Chink and Charley Ching talked for a good

fifteen minutr*,
Of course, there could be no check on Charley Ching.
If he wanted to sell out to the enemy Harry would

never have known.
But the Bradys had trusted the young halfbreed many

times and always found him faithful. '
Harry had all he could do to restrain his impatience.
He took up Charley's Chinese pipe, and sat smoking.
At last the confab came to an end, and the little man

rose to go.
Charley followed him to the door and shook hands as

they parted.
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The moment he had closed the door he gave Harry the
Bradys' secret sign meaning "follow."

Harry was on his feet in an instant.
First he-tiptoed to the door and suddenly flung it open.
The little Chink was not listening outside, as he

thought might be the case.
Charley put out the light and, locking the door, they

stole downstairs together.
"Get anything?" whispered Harry.
"Sure," was the reply. "We ought to change, but I

suppose we can't wait."
"No, we shall lose him if we do."
They passed out on to Pell street, just in time to see

the little man turning into Doyers street.
Here he paused and looked up at the bulletin.
"What did you get, Charley?" demanded Harry. "Any

news about Miss Montgomery?"
"No, no! No such good news. But there he goes again.

We must be on the move."
They trailed the fellow down Doyers street to Chatham

Square and thence to Park Row.
It now became evident to Harry that he was bound

out of Chinatown.
So far he had never looked behind him once.
"Come, Charley, tell us all about it," he said. "That

fellow is bound for Brooklyn. "I want to know what
he said." ^

"Well," replied Charley, "he began by asking me if I
posted the notice, and I told him that I did. He asked
if I had the treasure. I told him I had not; that I was
acting for another. Then he wanted to know how he
could get a sight of it. I told him that the only way would
be to prove his property, and that it would be given up to
him if he was willing to pay enough. He asked how much
was expected. I told him I was directed to get his offer.
Then he said that he was acting for some one else, and
would call to-morrow at six in the evening."

"Seems to me it took you a thundering long time to
cover that ground," said Harry.

"Why, he was trying to coax me to tell him how I came
to find the trunks, and I was trying to make him tell his
own name and who sent him if he was not the owner of
the trunks."

"And you made nothing out of it?"
"Nothing whatever, Harry."
"I don't believe that he knows anything about the

trunks. He just called in out of curiosity."
"I don't think so myself, but it might be that way."
"I have a great mind to send you back to the room.

Why were you so keen to follow him?"
"Because he wore a little jade head on his watch chain.

It was just like some of those you showed me .up at the
office."

"Couldn't he have bought the thing right there on Pell
street?"

"He certainly could."
"Charley, that was not clew enough. Others may call.

One of us ought to go back."
"Very well, just as you say, Harry. Which shall it

be?"
"You, of course. I will trail this man to wherever he

is going and then return unless something prevents."

They parted near Duane street, where everything was
being pulled to pieces to accommodate the new bridge
terminal^ ^

Here Harry fully expected to see the little man go on
to the Brooklyn Bridge,

But he did not.
Instead he struck across the City Hall Park and started

down Broadway.
"Going to Jersey/' thought Harry.
But he had to say to himself "wrong again" when he

had passed Liberty street and the little Chinaman kept
paddling on down Broadway.

"Staten Island," thought Harry.
But the little man turned'down Rector street and

thence into Washington.
They were now in Little Syria, where a Chinaman is an

unusual sight.
"Still any old nationality goes in Little Syria.
If a green man should suddenly appear on the streets

there, it is doubtful if anyone would pay more than casual
attention to him.

No one paid the least attention to this yellow one, nor
to Harry.

The little man turned in at a shop bearing an Arabian
sign.

Here Harry thought he had lost him.
But he improved the opportunity by slipping into a

dark doorway where he could still keep an eye on the
Arabian shop and yet make a change.

So he got rid of his Chinese wig and rubbed the lines
off his face, which made it match the wig. '

When he stepped out he was no longer the dumb Chink,
but something near the only original and genuine Young
King Brady.

And still the little Chinaman tarried in the shop with
the Arabian sign.

He came out in a moment, however, carrying a huge
basket.

It was so heavy that it was all the dwarf could do to
carry it.

Now it was no longer a question of fast walking, but
just the other way.

Harry trailed him to the Battery boat landing where
the fireboats tie up.

He*e the rowboats connected with1 the gentleman's
yachts lying out by Liberty Island land.

The little Chink descended the steps, lugging his
^basket.

Harry got across the broad street in a hurry.
He was just in time to see the little man being pulled

away in a rowboat.
The man at the oars was in a yachting suit, but his

face was brown.
Harry could see plainly by the big arc light near the

fireboat office.
This young man was clearly a Malay or a Philippine.
Young King Brady had now come to the end of his

rope, temporarily at least, for there was no other boat at
the landing.

.Clearly the little Chink was the steward or cook on some-
gentleman's yacht.
^ Harry now felt confirmed in his theory.
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The man had called from mere curiosity.
He felt that he had been wasting his time.
But how differently he would have acted could he have

known need scarcely be said.
Alice was a prisoner on a "gentleman's" yacht.
The knowledge of this would have been almost suffi-

cient to make Harry jump into thejbay and continue his
chase.

CHAPTER VII.

ALICE MEETS LITTLE CHIN" CHIN AND FINDS HERSELF
STILL A PRISONER.

Alice and the mask were not making much headway
until the former made the astounding announcement thai?
he intended to make Alice his wife.

This caused the brave girl to immediately alter her
course of action.

Alice has been up against this sort of thing before, and
experience has taught her that the best way is always to
jolly these unexpected lovers.

She tried ft now.
Bursting into -a light laugh, she said:
"Well, whoever you are, my friend, you have certainly

paid me the highest compliment which a man can pay a
woman; .but I must say I don't like your method of ob-
taining an introduction."

"It was rather abrupt," replied the man with a chuckle,
"but would I have stood any chance of success if I had

'tried any other way?"
"Probably not; but tell me, what about my friends the

Bradys? Are they really dead?"
"I so understand it. But that is not my doings^ You

want to forget your friends, Alice. I am to be your
friend now."

"It takes time to get used to a situation like this. Tell
me what I have to expect. I want to know all."

"Oh, well, you have nothing to expect at present but
what will be agreeable enough. We go to my house. To-
morrow I shall let you rest. After that we shall see."

"And where is your house?"
"Ah, my dear Alice, that I shall not tell you. But tell

me what you think of my Chinese?"
"About as good as mine. You must have spent many

years in China."
"Yes, more than twenty."
"In what part?"
"Oh, all over, but I never traveled into the far interior;

did you?" <"
"Once with my father when I was a child. But if you

lived twenty years in China, you cannot be a young man."
"That depends upon when I began living there. I am

certainly not an old man. But I will detain you no
longer now. In a little while we make a landing. One
thing first. How many Chinaman did you see on that
tug?"

"Only the two who came aboard with me."
"There should have been a third. Was any allusion

made to him?" .

"Yes; those two kept making remarks. If you want
my opinion, something happened to the third man."

"Ah! As I suspected. Where did they get you? Canar-
sie?" :

"Yes."
"Did the tug run up Jamaica Bay after you went

aboard?"
"No. We put right out to sea."
"Thanks. Your direct talk is what I like. There has

been some double-dealing here, and if it is as I fear, I
have met with a heavy loss. Your detective skill may
come in handy in that case if you are disposed to help
me."

"I might be so disposed if I saw any money in it; but
come, be as direct with me as I have been with you.
What has become of the Bradys?"

"It will give you a shock if I tell you."
But Alice had passed beyond that. '
She no longer felt certain that the Bradys had really

fallen into the hands of the opium gang, of which this
smooth-spoken person was probably the leader.

"Tell me," she said. "How can I tell how to act if I
don't know the truth?"

"If I am to be direct, then I can't tell you what I don't
actually know," replied the mask, "but I am willing to
oblige. Who came for you to Kreizer's Hotel ?"

"A young fellow who said his name was Grady."
"He also came for the Bradys?"
"He said so; but I did not see the man who came for

the Bradys."
"Well, he probably told the truth. His orders were

to drown the Bradys. Whether he actually succeeded
in doing it or not I have no means of knowing."

Alice looked the mask straight in the eyes as she re-
plied :

"Well, I hope he did."
"Do you really mean that?" demanded the man.
"I really mean it. I am tired of the Bradys; they

have worked me to death. I am tired of the detective
business. I want to make money, and I see money in that
line of business. There! Now you know how I feel."

And as she said it Alice waved her hand at the pile of
opium boxes.

She could see the eyes glitter behind the velvet mask.
"We shall soon be better acquainted, Alice, I hope,"

said the man. "In the meantime neither of us can fully
trust the other, but this I will say; if you tell the truth,
I can put you in the way of making all the money you
want. We ought to make a splendid team. But now I
must leave you, and we may not meet again for some
little time. Meanwhile my representative is a little
Chinaman who will presently wait on you. I call him
Little Chin Chin. Obey him and you are obeying me.
Will you shake hands before we part?" (

"Surely," replied Alice, and she did it without an out-
ward tremor, although inwardly merely to touch the hand
of this man made her shudder. The mask then left the
cabin, and Alice heard the door at the head of the com-
panionwa}r locked behind him.

She sank down into a chair and sat pondering.
What if the truth had been told her? What if the

Bradys were really dead?
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And the yacht steamed on.
At last it stopped, and she could hear some little con-

fusion.
But it was over in a minute, &nd she waited.a long time

before anyone appeared.
Finally the door was opened and the identical Chink

to be trailed by Harry next evening came paddling down
the stairs. **

This was manifestly Little Chin Chin, and Alice so ad-
dressed him in Chinese.

The man showed pleasure but no astonishment.
"You speak my language very well," he said. "I always

thought no American could learn it till I met the boss.
Now I know two. You are to follow me, miss. Don't
make any trouble, please. My orders are to shoot you
if you do, and I shall certainly carry then! out. Come."

Alice followed him up on deck.
The yacht had come up to a small pier which projected

into a little cove.
- Behind it rose a high bluff.

This-told Alice that she could be nowhere else than on
- the south shore of Staten Island, in the neighborhood of

Prince's Bay.
She could see no house and no light anywhere,; but there

was a flight of wooden steps leading up *on top: of the
bluff.

The place was clearly a lonely one, remote from.' the*
settled part of the south shore of Staten Island;

And yet this was still New York City, if she was * right,
and on that same island a vast population,dwelt.

There was.no one to be seen on the deck, except one
white man who was well wrapped up, and who was pacing
up and down.

He paid no attention to them, and they passed onto the
pier, where Little Chin Chin led> the way to the steps.

"Climb high," he said in Chinese, and then he threw
an admiring look at Alice which troubled^Jjer much.

It had been bad enough with the mask, but he at least
was a white man, with the manners of a gentleman.

Little Chin Chin paddled up the steps after Alice, but
just before they reacEed the top he darted ahead of her,
evidently fearing that she might make a break.

But Alice had no such" intention, for she knew how
hopeless it would be to try it.

. Reaching the top of the steps, she found herself in a
gentleman's garden.

Beyond, at a little distance, were barns and other out-
buildings on fhe right, while on the left rose a large, old-
fashioned mansion built of gray stone.

The blinds were closed and no light shone.
On either side of the garden rose a high fence which

extended to the edge of the bluff.
"I stick to Little Chin Chin," thought Alice. "There

is no use in even thinking, of escape here, so far as to-
night is concerned." ,

The Chinaman led the way along the snow-covered walk.
They ascended steps, and a door was unlocked.
Alice expected to step into a cold, unfurnished hall.
But no! The hall was as big as a room, warm and well

furnished with sofas, chairs and tables as though it had
been a room. *

Little Chin Chin struct* a match and lighted a gas jet.

He then locked the door and lighted a small hand lamp.
"You are tired," he said. "You want to go to bed.

Come, follow me."
And Alice was conducted, to a large upper chamber,

well furnished in the olden style.
Again Little Chin Chin lighted-gas.
"Now understand," he said. "You must not leave this

house. There are fierce dogs here. When I go .down
1 shall loose them. They will tear you to pieces if you
try to escape. Good night. May the, (dream god take
you to the ones you love best."

"This last remark we have translated literally-—with
Alice's help, of course.

Little Chin Chin closed the door and locked it on the
outside.

Alice shot the bolt on the inside.
There was another door leading into the next room

which was locked and bolted on the other side.
Alice bolted it on h«r side, went to the" window and

started to raise it. ,_ t' "
It was not fastened, but there were iron bars on the

outside, and it was the same with each of the other win-
dows in the room.

As she raised the sash she heard the bay of a blood-
hound.

The ominous sound was quickly answered from another
part of the grounds.

"This is a bad business, but it might be worse," thought
Alice.

She could, see the yacht from one of the windows. '
The man in the long overcoat was still pacing the deck*
Worn out with the fatigue and excitement of the night,

Alice turned down the gas, wrapped the spare blankets
around, her and lay upon the bed, without undressing.

Contrary to her expectations, in,a.few minutes she was.
asleep.

CHAPTER VIII.

PICKING UP CLEWS.
»

Old King Brady went down to the bridge and took an;
East New York elevated train.

At Manhattan Junction he changed for Canarsie, and
in due time turned up again at Kreizer's Hotel.

Kreizer was at his cards as usual, only this time it was
pinochle instead of poker.

He immediately got up and went behind the bar.
"Anything doing?" demanded the old detective.
"I couldn't find out the name, of the tug," replied

Kreizer. "Several people I know have seen it, but there
was no name on the pilot-house and a tarpaulin always
hung over the name astern, but there have been Chinks
seen aboard, and they found a dead one up the bay this
afternoon."

"So I heard," said Old King Brady. "Did you get any
particulars?"

"No; I only know what I read in the paper."
"Then you have nothing to report?"
"Really nothing, I'm sorry to say; don't think I haven't

tried, for I did."
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"Oh, I believe that, Kreizer. Now look here, I'm going
across to Rockaway. I want to see that corpse. I came
around this way because I wanted to find out what you
had done. Now help me out by getting me a man to
take me across the bay."

"I think, if you don't mind, I'll go myself," replied
Kreizer. "I'm getting interested in this case."

Of course Old King Brady raised no objection.
So Kreizer went out and engaged the very launch which

had so nearly proved the coffin of the Bradys, and they
ran up to Star Island, where they landed.

Old King Brady told Kreizer about the fire, but made
no mention of their find.

As soon as he began flashing his lantern about he saw
that someone had been to the place since his visit that
morning, for tha trunks were not as he had left them.

They had been completely demolished and the pieces
lay scattered about.

"This is where the Chinese fishermen lived, a!nd there
can be no doubt that they were mixed up in the opium
business," he said. "But we will not remain here. I just
wanted to see if anyone had been here since Harry and
I were here this morning, and I see that such is the
ease. Now for Rockaway. There is no doubt that this
dead man was one of the gang, and it is just possible that
something may be found upon himx which will give us a
clew."

Again boarding the launch, Kreizer ran it over to
Rockaway.

Here they Had a good distance to walk before reaching
the undertaker's where the remains of the dead China-
man had been taken.

Old King Brady made himself known to the undertaker,
a Mr. Snedeker, who readily showed them the corpse.

-"The inquest is to-morrow," he said, "but the coroner
has been here. The man was not drowned, as was sup-
posed. He must have been murdered. Someone struck
him on the back of the head and fractured his skull."

Old King Brady examined for himself and found that it
was so.

"Was anything found on the body?" he asked.
"A number of things," replied Mr. Snedeker. "They

are here." ^
He opened a drawer and exhibited a jackknife, a revol-

ver, a box of cartridges, three keys, a package of cigar-
ettes, a small photograph of a Chinese woman, and a let-
ter written in Chinese.

The last held Old King Brady's attention for some
minutes.

"Can you read that,'Mr. Brady?" demanded Snedeker.
"No," was the reply:
"I thought mebbe you could, the way you looked at

it."
"I was looking at it for a different reason. This letter

was probably written by. a white man."
"How can you tell?"
"It was written with a stub pen. No Chinaman would

ever have used anything but a Chinese bamboo pen. I
should like very much to take this letter away with me^
Mr. Snedeker. I can very easily get it translated."

"I'd like to let you have it, but the coroner would be
to object," was the reply.

"Who is the coroner?"
"Dr. Wilson, of Jamaica."
"Can you get him on the»telephone for me?"
"I think so, if he is in.
The attempt proved successful.
The coroner told Old King Brady that he might take

the letter if he would return the original with the trans-
lation.

The old detective now left for New York by train.
But before doing so he personally made a search of the

dead Chinaman's clothes, discovering nothing further.
It was nearly midnight when he struck New York, and

he hurried to Chinatown, going straight to the Pell street
rooms which Harry and Charley Ching hired.

He had to knock three times before the door was
opened, and Charley, looking very sleepy, appeared.

"Well, have you had any applications for the treasure?"
he demanded.

"Onty one," replied Charley. "Harry and I trailed the
man down by the Brooklyn Bridge. Then Harry chased
me back, and I haven't seen him since."

"When was that?"
"Just after you left."
"The boy is having a long trail. I've been to Rocka-

way, and I saw the dead Chink. It's a case of murder,
probably. TKis letter was found on the corpse; see what
you can make out of it."

Charley took the letter and at once expressed the same
opinion which Old King Brady had done to Mr. Snedeker.

"This letter was never written by a Chinaman," he
said. ; •

"So I thought. How does it read?"
"It is pretty bad Chinese, Mr. Brady. Miss |£ont-

gomery could do a lot better. Give me a little time."
Charley worked over the letter for solne time and then

began to read:- ' •

"Chicago, .
"Book Gong—I start back to-morrow. , Have taken a

few orders on hop, and promises on the other stuff. I
am still determined to put the Bradys out of business
and to capture the girl. She is a wonder, from all I hear,
and I have fallen dead in love with her. Wonder if she
would fall in love with me if she could see me as I am?
But this don't have to be to begin with, and after sh0
gets used to me she may not care. The Bradys will be
put out of the way. I have the pipes all laid, and shall
begin work as soon as I return. Tell Little Chin Chin to
fix up the big front chamber for her. I may not come
down to the island for a day or two, but don't you come
to 11 Wall. Be good. Your friend,

"JULIUS."

Old King Brady lit a cigar and gave Charley one.
"Julius, Julius," he repeated. "I can't imagine who

the writer can be, or why he should want to put us out
of the way. The girl is evidently Alice, but if she 'knows
any such person, I never heard her speak of him. And
that remark, 'if she could see me as I am'; Charley, are
you sure you have that straight*'

"That's the way it reads, Mr. fJrady."
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"It would seem as if the man meant to go masked for
awhile after capturing Alice."

"It might be that. I am not sure of one character
there. It might mean different."

"One thing important, he gives an address, which I
shall certainly look up in the morning."

The letter is a couple of weeks old.*'
"So I see. He has had plenty of time to make his ar-

rangements to do us up, and I must compliment him on
his skill, for he came very near succeeding."

"Say, Mr. Brady, there is one thing which has just
come into my head."

"Out with it, Charley."
"He speaks of Little Chin Chin. The man who was in

here was one of the shortest Chinamen I ever saw, almost
a dwarf."

"Is that so ? Looks as if he might he the man alluded
to. But I will wait here. Harry may come in with news
which will change everything."

So Old King Brady put in the night in Chinatown, but
neither Harry nor anyone else turned up.

Bidding Charley Chiiig keep close, Old King Brady left
at daybreak and went home.

No Harry; no word of Alice at her lodgings!
Then it was to the office, where he found the same state,

of affairs. *
Old King Bradys now began to overhaul his books to

see what he could make out of the name Julius.
But nothing came of it, and memory refused to serve

him. • - »
At nine o'clock he started for Wall street and entered

No. 11.
The bulletin board gave three Juliuses.7

Julius Kahn, real estate, Julius White, stock broker,
and "Julius Ramage, lawyer.

Neither of these names suggested anything to the old
detective, so he started for the janitor.

The man proved intelligent and ready to talk.
"I'm looking for a man in this building who has some-

thing the matter with his face/' he said. "His first name
is Julius. . I don't know his last name."

"Julius Ramage," replied the janitor promptly. "Him
with the birthmark.. Sure, he's the ugliest man I ever
see, and a fine strapping feller, too, outside of that."

And then Old King Brady knew with whom he had to
deal.

Six years before, under another name, such a man had
been arrested by him for embezzling a large sum from a
commercial house in California whose dealings with the
Chinese were quite extensive.

At the trial Old King Brady had been an important wit-
ness against him,1 and he was convicted, but got free on
bail under appeal.

Later the man jumped his bail and disappeared, leaving
the trusting friend who went on his bond to face heavy
IOS.B. "

That he took with him the bulk of the money he em-
bezzled the old detective had always believed.

"IU1 arrest him on sight if I get the chance," thought
Old King Brady, and he asked what Mr. Ramage's hours
were.

"He is very uncertain," replied the janitor. "I saw
him yesterday, but it was the first time for a week."

Old King Brady did not ask the janitor not to report
his inquiry, feeling that this would be the surest way to
bring about the report. , .

He went upstairs, tried Mr. Ramage's door and found
it fast.

There was no one in the hall, so the old detective got
busy with his skeleton keys and had the door open in a
minute.

The office was but a small one, a single room, neatly
furnished.

Rapidly Old King Brady began his search.
Everything but the safe was examined.
But the safe must have contained all that was valuable,,

for he could find nothing of the least interest.
He was just about to give it up, when he discovered a

bunch of letters hanging on a hook in a corner which he
had overlooked.

These he hastily ran over.
And this resulted in another find.
Several of the letters were in Chinese, and had evidently

been written by Chinamen.
Old King Brady pocketed them all.

' He then made a rapid examination of the English let-
ters.

He found two dating back several months which inter-
ested him.

The first read as follows:

"New York, June 10th.
"Mr. J. Ramage, 11 Wall St.:

"Dear Sir—Replying to your ad in Sunday's Herald,
would say that I have a piece of property to rent which
may suit your purpose. It is located on the south shore
of Staten Island, between Prince's Bay and TottenviUe.
It is known as the Van Vleit place. It will be rented,
furnished, for the summer to a responsible party for the
very low price of $30 per month. It contains twenty-odd
rooms, has a good barn and carriage-house, also a small
pier at which your yacht could tie up. There is a good
well of water in the yard, but no water in the house.
Shall be pleased to hear from you.

"Yours truly,
"Joseph Bayliss,

"Stapleton, S. I."

The letter bore Joseph Bayliss's business heading,
which was "real estate."

The second letter was from the same man and very
brief.

It ran: |

"Dear Mr. Ramage—I am pleased to note that you have
decided to engage the Van Vleit place. Will prepare the
lease at once, and it will be ready any time you like to
call. The stories about malaria are simply lies.

"Yours,
"J. Bayliss."

"And here he lives still, perhaps," Old Kin^f Brady said
to himself. "If so, that wll be the place to which he
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probably took Alieex This is as it should be. $ow I can
get to work."

He let himself out without being observed and started
back to Chinatown, feeling that arl' hour or so .could make
but little difference in Alice's case.

He wanted to show the letters to Charley Ching.

CHAPTER IX.

ALICE GOES FROM BAD TO WORSE.

Aliee slept but a few minutes, as it seemed to her, when
she was suddenly aroused by something.

She started up to find her ears ringing with a fearful
cry.

Had she dreamed it?
For the moment it seemed as if it must be so.
Then suddenly it came ringing through the old house

again.
Such another despairing yell she had never heard.
It made her think of the cry of some lost soul jfjom the

bottomless pit.
She sprang, to her feet and turned the gas up full.
"Heavens! What can this mean?" she gasped. "Can

anybody be doing that for my benefit?"
She stepped to the door and stood listening.
In a moment she heard someone walking along the fyall

barefoot, and then came a low knock on the door.
"Well?" cried Alice.
She was so nervous that involuntarily she allowed her

voice to run into a scream.
"It is I, Miss Montgomery," spoke the voice of the

mask. "Are you dressed?" ' -
"Yes."
"Qpen the door. I swear by the memory of my mother

that I will not harm you."
Alice unbolted the door on her side, and it was un-

locked on the other and opened.
The, mask stood without.

1 He was barefooted, and wore pajamas, and had a beau-
tifully embroidered Chinese dressing gown belted around
him. His face was as white as the wall, and his right
hand clutched a revolver.

"You heard that cry?" he asked.
"I certainly did," replied Alice. "What does it mean?"
"If I knewvl would tell you. Three times I have heard

it before since I came to live in this house. I have
searched the premises on all three occasions, and that
thoroughly, but I can find nothing. You are a detective;
what do you think?"

"Has the house the reputation of being haunted?"
"If it has, I don't know it. I never mix with my

neighbors. The agent denies it. Will you come with me
and see what can be found?"

He picked up a lighted lantern which he had placed
on the floor.

"I'm only a woman," replied Alice. "Why don't you
call Little Chin Chin to your aid?" v

"He is awj^ on the yacht. We are alone in the house."
Alice shuddered.

She could only see in all this some plan to draw her
into further trouble.

"How can I trust a man who refuses to show me his
face?" she asked.

The mask gave a groan—an unmistakable groan.
"Don't ask me to show you my face now, Alice/' he re-

plied. "Believe me, it is for,your own good that I keep
it concealed."

There was almost an appeal in the,tone in which these
words were spoken.

"Well, all right. I will go if you give me your solemn
promise that no harm shall come to me .by your hand
or that of your people."

"I swear it! Oh, I am in dead earnest, Alice. But
tell me, do you believe in clairvoyants?"

"I never gave the matter much thought. Why do you
ask such a question?"

"Because a Chinese clairvoyant once told, me that I
should hear three fearful cries, and when I heard the
fourth I should die."

"Indeed! Well, if you heard three before and two to-
night that makes five and you still live, so your Chinese
clairvoyant is all olf."

"That is true. Do you know you have given me hope."
"Don't be silly enough to believe in .such rubbish. If

we are going, let us go. From what direction do you
think the cry came?"

"It seemed to me to come from the roomssbelow."
"And so it did to me. Let us,go downstairs and "see

what we can find."
"It's good to have company," remarked the mask.

"This thing has got on my nerves, and I'm not a nervous
man either."

"What does Little Chin Chin think of it?"
"Do you know, as it happens, he has been away each

time I have heard the cry, so I never told him anytffing
about it. He is only my cook and general servant. I
keep a Chinaman about me who acts as my valet and
clerk, a very intelligent fellow whom you will like. His
name is Dook Gong. He has heard the cry each time.
He firmly believes in the ghost theory, and has begged
me to leave the house, and I think I shall'have to take
his advice."

They went from room to room. ,
Alice was captivated by the lovely old colonial furniture

which she saw.
"To whom doe's this place belong?" she asked.
"To infant heirs of the Van Vleit family," replied the

mask.
"This furniture is most interesting."
"Do you like such things? Well, they are for sale, and

if you marry me I will buy any part of them, or all, if
you wish."

"Shall we go further? We seem to have searched all
the rooms on this floor."

"I don't imagine it is the least use."
"There is the cellar."
Dook Gong and I searched the cellar twice, also the

attic.
"Shall we try the attic now?"
"Suppose we do."
They went to the top of the house, and there Alice saw
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old spinning wheels and more colonial furniture in a more
or less damaged condition.

But they left it, no wiser than they had been, before
about the origin of the cry. %

"I give up," said the mask. "Go back to bed, Alice. I
shall go downstairs and take a drink of whisky to make
me sleep. Bolt your door and be careful of yourself. It
will soon be daylight, and then I shall have something
to tell you which will certainly interest you. Good night."

Alice went back into the room, bolted the door, and
either purposely or from f orgetfulness the mask failed to
lock it on the other side.

Alice sat down by the window.
Outside she could hear the dogs barking.
She wondered what time it was—her watch had been

taken from her—and she wished she had asked.
Suddenly the report of a revolver rang out below.
"You scoundrel!" she heard someone yell in Chinese.
We have used the word "scoundrel," but what was said

was actually a great deal stronger.
Then all in the same breath came another shot.
This was instantly followed by a heavy fall, and the

whole house shook. .
AMce sprang to. her feet.
She had been shaken and nervous before, but now came

that calm courage for which this brave girl is so noted.
Unbolting the door, she flung it wide open and listened,

but she could not hear a sound.
Below the gas still remained lighted.
For fully a minute—it seemed like ten—Alice stood

listening.
"I must know the truth!" she thought. "I go down."
"Her revolver had been taken from her, but she had

a small derringer which had been so carefully concealed
that the searchers failed to find it.

This she now produced and stole down the stairs.
The light burned in the apartment behind the parlor,

which was fitted up as a dining-room.
Alice stole to the door and peered in.
Upon the floor and lying on his side all in a heap was

the mask.
Alice could see no one else in the room.
"They have killed him!" she thought, remembering'the

man's fears.
,' She entered the room and bent over him.
Blood was flowing from a bullet wound in the back of

the head.
Alice turned him over on his back.
She saw that the man was surely dead.
"Who can have done this and why?" she asked herself.
The mask's revolver lay upon the floor within reach

o$ his hand.
Alice turned to pick it up, and as she did so from be-

hind a heavy portierre sprang Little Chin Chin.
His eyes were blazing, and in his hand he held a cocked

revolver with which he covered Alice.
A]l in the same instant the two Chinamen from the

tug sprang upon her from behind, and the revolved was
wrenched awav.

> *•"

Thus disarmed and cornered.. Alice was now thoroughly
frightened, as well she might be.

Instantly she shouted something in Chinese.

It was an imprecation which these wretches under-
stood.

"May Joss send leprosy upon the man that harms me,"
would be a free translation.

By the Chinese this imprecation is most dreaded.
Moreover, Alice knew that their belief was that such

an imprecation uttered by a woman in a moment of peril
of this sort would be literally fulfilled.

"Tie her hands!" ordered Little Chin Chin. "I will
shoot her if she resists, but she must not be otherwise
harmed."

And to this Alice was forced to submit.
"Leave us alone," said tke dwarf then.
The pair retreated.
The look which Alice got from Little Chin Chin then

made her shudder.
"So you see you are wholly in my power," he said.

Listen! You shall never marry that man now. He is
dead!"

"And you killed him," replied Alice calmly, speaking in
Chinese.

"No."
"I do not believe you."
"I tell you true. Let me show you what he is like, this

man who you would have taken for your^husband! Oh, I
heard your talk in the cabin. I know."

And Little Chin Chin bent down over the body and
tore away the mask.

No wonder "Julius Ramage" had hidden his face!
It was blotched with a fearful birthmark.
Alice turned away, with a shudder.
"Now you see!" said Little Chin Chin. "You will

not marry him; you will marry me. We will go away in
the yacht together to South America, where nobody
comes. I'm a good man. I shall /sell the hop we brought
in to-night. That will give me plenty of money, and I
have more besides. Yes, you will marry me,"

"On the day when the sun bursts and the moon falls
from heaven," replied Alice, using a common Chinese
expression.

"We shall see," said the dwarf, "I'll tame you, my
lady! Wait and see!"

He called and the two Chinamen re-entered.
"Take her to the room," he ordered.
Alice was dragged down into a small room fitted up in

one corner of the cellar.
Here she was tied to a stool and left sitting in the

dark, with her back against a partition.
And when dawn came it thus found her a prisoner in

the hands of this Chinese opium gang.
Needless to say that Alice looked back almost regret-

fully to the politeness of the dead "mask!"

CHAPTER X.

IfARRY FALLS INTO THE CLUTCHES OF LITTLE CHIN CHIN.

Harry, after the departure of Little Chin Chin in the
boat, found himself standing alone on the Battery, uncer-
tain what to do.
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He first thought that it was useless to attempt to follow
the matter up further.

At the same time there was Alice at the other end of
the line, perhaps. " '

This was the disturbing factor in his mind, for Harry's
love for his fair partner is deep and tender.

He could not endure to think that he had left a stone
unturned.

Just as he was beginning to feel that, after all, he
would have to give it up he caught the sound of oars.

At first he thought it was Little Chin Chin coming
back again, bufc as he looked out over the water he saw
a rough-looking, young fellow pulling a rowboat in toward
the landing stairs.

"That chap may have noticed where they went," he
thought. "It can do no harm to question him. I'll try
it on."

He waited until the young man had made his landing
and came up on the walk.

"Look here! I want to ask you something," he said,
at the same time displaying his detective's shield.

"What do yer want?" was demanded.
"You saw a boat, with a Chinaman in it, pull out

on the bay?"
"Yes, I did. You want to know more, I suppose.

What's it woit?"
"What do you know?"
"The whole blame business: Who he is, who he woiks

for, where he's going, all about it. See?"
"Five."
"Ten, boss. I'm a poor man. I knowed there would

come inquiry about dat bunch some day, and I made me
price den. Ten's de woid. See?"

"All right. Ten it is, but that's all, mind you."
*'0. K. Fork over. Is de bulls after Bamage at last?"
"Go on and talk. I'm doing the questioning."
"Well, den, dat yacht's named de Tiger; she belongs to

Mr. Eamage, and I uster be on her last summer. See?"
"Who is Mr. Eamage?"

.-"I dunno what his biz is. He lives along in a big
house down on de sout' shore of Staten Island. He's got
a red birt'mark all over his face. Dere's only Chinks
what lives wit' him, and he can spiel it in Chinee as good
as any Chink of de bunch. See?J)

"And this yacht is lying off Liberty Island now?"
"Sure. I seen her. Want to be took out to her? If

you do, I'm your man."
"It's too late. She will be gone before you could get

me there."
"Well, I guess dat's no dream. Little Chin Chin must

be dere by dis time."
"That's his name?"
"Yair. He's steward of de yacht an' cook at de house.

He can make chop suey to beat de band."
"Is Mr. Eamage a crook?"
"Dunno for sure. I tink dough he's a hop smuggler,

if you want my opinion. I never butted in to ask ques-
tions. I was only wit' him free weeks before I got de
bounce."

"Tell me how to get to this place by rail from St.
George, if you know, and that's all."

The man named the station.

Satisfied that he could get nothing further out of him,
Harry pulled away-and hurried to the Staten Island
Ferry, where he was just in time to catch a boat.
^He had now something definite to go by, and he no

longer had any idea of giving up the chase.
The name of Eamage told him nothing, but he was

ready enough to believe that the man was at the head of
the opium gang, of course.

During the long sail and the ride which followed Harry
had all he could do to maintain his patience.

At last he left the train at the station the young man
had named.

It was an unimportant one, which we do not care to
name.

There was a general store and three or four houses
visible, and that was all.

Harry made inquiry at the store, which fortunately was
still open.

" There is a man with a birthmark on his face living
in the old Van Vleit house," replied the storekeeper. "I
never heard his name, though. He's one of your silent
kind, and comes and goes on his yacht, I am told. I
never see him but once myself. I don't know nothing
about him at all."

Harry, thanking the storekeeper, was about to with-
draw when the man' called him back.

"Say, are you expected down there?" he asked.
"Why, no; I can't say 'that I am," replied Harry. "I

want to see Mr. Eamage on a little matter of business,
that's all."

"Well, then, if you take my advice you will look out
for yourself. He's got three bouncing big bloodhounds,
and they are turned loose inside the fence at night."

"Thanks for the caution," replied Harry. "I shall be
on my guard."

He started down the road, which the storekeeper told
him led directly to the old Van Vleit house.

He passed the last house a good two blocks before he
came to the end of the road.

At last he saw the old mansion looming up ahead of
him.

A high, iron fence cut it off from the road.
This was just the width of the house, which stood well

back.
The remainder of the extensive grounds was cut off by

a wooden fence, which was still higher.
Getting his bearings, Harry discovered that this fence

on each side extended back to the edge of the bluff.
There was no light visible in the house, and the iron

gate in front was secured by a heavy padlock.
"A veritable old dungeon," thought Young King Brady.

"Upon my word, I don't see how I am going to get in."
Just then he heard the deep bay of a bloodhound be-

hind the fence on his left.
Then on the right came the answering bark.
The storekeeper had told the truth. v

Adjoining the fence on the left was a strip of woods,
and Harry entered here and walked to the edge of the
bluff. ,, ^

A little steam yacht was just pulling away from a small*
pier, which projected out under the bluff.

"That fellow seems to have given it to me straight, all



THE BRADYS AND LITTLE CHIN CHIN. 21

rights" thought Young King Brady. "If I am to get in
there at all I must try it from the rear."

He looked about for a chance to climb down the bluff,
but that was impossible at this point, so he hurried on,
skirting the woods, until at last he came to a very steep
path, which led down to the beach below.

The tide was out or Harry could1 scarcely have made
it.

As it was, he had gained the pier in a few minutes, and
saw the steps leading up to the old Van Vleit garden.

And here he paused to listen for the bloodhounds, but
he could hear nothing of them, so he tackled the steps,
making as little noise as possible.

At the top he paused to listen again.
The, dogs were quiet, and there was a light shining be-

tween the closed shutters of one of the windows.
Along the rear of the house ran a broad piazza.
At one end was the remains of a trellis, which must

once have supported a rose bush, or some sort of vine,
which had now disappeared.

Harry approached on tiptoe, making next to no sound.
His revolver was in his hand, and he was ready for

the dogs, in case they came.
But this did not happen.
He gained the steps without having heard a sound.
Stealing across the piazza, he tried the door and found

it fastened.
But for this he did not care so much.
He saw that he could easily get on the piazza roof by

aid of the trellis, if only the dogs did not take a hand
in the game.

The bloodhounds were certainly real, but, for some rea-
son, they did not get onto Young King Brady's move-
ments that night.

Pushing up the sash of the nearest window, Young
King Brady listened for some minutes, but could hear
no sound.

It was a chance he had scarcely expected to get, blJt he
realize that he was running a terrible risk.

But this cut no figure.
If Alice still lived he was satisfied that she must be in

this house.
Climbing in through the window, he carefully closed

the sash, lest the cold air should betray him.
The room was a large bedchamber, well furnished in

old-fashioned style, but apparently it had not been re-
cently in use, for the dust lay thick over everything.

Harry pushed on to the hall and listened again. It
was pitch dark, and not a sound was to be heard.

Thus far he had only ventured to use his electric flash
lantern once or twice; but now he turned it on full force
and proceeded to examine the room on that floor.

The first he struck was the one in which Alice had been
confined the night before, and out of which she had gone
so hurriedly when she heard the shot downstairs.

And here came discovery, for Alice had left several
tokens of her presence behind her, a handkerchief bearing
her" initial, a peculiar comb which she had removed from
her hair when she lay down on the bed, et cetera.

"She was brought here," thought Harry. "Heaven
grant that the dear girl still lives!"

He now crossed the hall and examined two rooms.

In the rear chamber he found much to interest him.
This, as he afterward knew, was "Ramage's" ijoom.
It was very comfortably fitted up, and there were many

things to show that its occupant was a person of taste
and intelligence.

As not a sound had been heard thus far, Young King
Brady grew bolder and proceeded to make a systematic
examination of everything.

There was an expensive rolltop desk by the window.
It was locked, but Harry is provided with skeleton

keys for desks, and he used them to good advantage
here.

Within were various books and papers.
Harry ran them over hastily.
Two important discoveries followed:
The first was a letter from one Jake Bollinger, acknowl-

edging the receipt of $500, and promising to put through
the scheme to lure the Bradys to Kreizer's Hotel at Canar-
sie and out on the bay, where they were to be blown up
in a boat by an infernal machine.

The whole details of the plot were given.
Mr. Mackin was to be also notified and sent to Canarsie

by water.
This in case the Bradys consulted with the Ne\r York

Secret Service men to prove the genuineness of the call.
And the man Bollinger was well known to Harry.
Formerly he had been a Secret Service detective, but

had been discharged for drunkenness a few years before.
The book was of still more importance.
It was the ledger of the "New York and Shanghai

Company," as its title read.
It was, in fact, a record of a series of opium-smuggling

ventures extending over two years, from which enormous
profits had been realized.

A list of the names of those interested was given.
Heading it was "Julius Ramage," No. 11 Wall street.
Following this name were those of two Chinese, promi-

nent names in Chinatown.
Then came the names of two well-known whites.
This pair constituted a large wholesale drug house on

William street.
Harry's examination of the book was but a hasty one,

but it was sufficient to show him that to this firm the
opium had all been sold.

There were also names of Chinamen at Shanghai who
did the shipping, and other interesting information, all of
which was of the highest importance if the New York
end of the gang ever came to be punished.

Harry pocketed the letter, but as the book was too large
to carry he took it into the dusty room across the hall,
where he hid it behind an old-fashion-ed mahogany bu-
reau.

He then closed the desk, locked it and prepared to ex-
tend his explorations to the rooms below.

The deserted rooms were cold and the gloom of the
place had a singular effect upon Harry.

It seemed as if some terrible tragedy must have been
enacted in the place.

When he got into the library this feeling increased,
and there he saw the blood on the carpet, where Julius
Ramage fell.

Poor Harry almost collapsed.
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The body had vanished, but the blood stain he eaw was
-comparatively fresh.

Naturally he .thought of Alice.
"Have these mysterious people killed her?" -
It seemed to Harry that it must be so.
He pushed on and came into a kitchen, and here he

found his first evidence of Little Chin Chin.
The kitchen evidently was in use right along, although

, there was no fire in the range then, but on the table
stood the heavy \basket which the Chinaman had brought
from Little Syria.

Harry opened it, and found that it contained provisions.
Clearly the Chinaman must be in the house.
"It is either the cellar or the attic," though Harry,

'"and I may as well try it upstairs first."
But that crimson stain in the^library seemed to have

ta horrible fascination for him.
Back he went, .and ;then he .noticed the portiere, which

before in his excitement over the blood ; stain he had
overlooked.

"There must be a room beyond :here," he thought.
He stepped toward the curtains, when all in the same

instant that fearful cry rang out through the deserted
-rooms.

Harry stood transfixed.
It would have been better if ;he had looked behind

shim.
Three Chinamen -were creeping noiselessly toward him,

their soft, felt slippers giving back no sound.
Harry whipped out his revolver ,and again stepped

toward the portiere.
At the same instant the curtains were thrown aside, by

Little Chin Chin.
He opened his huge mouth,, and =again the cry rang

out.
It seemed. incredible that «o small a person could make

'Such a tremendous sound.
But Harry had no time to think or ;act, for^all in the

•same instant the Chinks behind struck :him .down.
"Nokillee! Wait! He is one of the Bradys! Me

fcillee him' myself!" shouted Little Chin Chin.
But the blow poor.Harry had received on the .back of

vtbe head knocked him; senseless, iand ;he lay all uncon-
scious upon the floor on the very.spot where Julius Ram-

-«ge met his fate.

CHAPTER XL *
/ .

OLD KING BRADY TAKES UP WITH LITTLE CHIN CHIN.

Old King Brady found Charley Ching at the room.
The San Francisco half breed was one of those persons

who will stick to their p«>st as faithfully as a hen sitting
on a nest of eggs.

He informed Old King Brady that he had .neither seen
nor heard anything of Harry and that he had received two
•Chinese callers, who came to inquire about the treasure,
both of whom he declared were manifest fakes.

"Our plan don't seem to have worked out very well,"
said Old King Brady, producing cigars and sitting down

by the table. "But never mind. Harry is well able to
take care of himself. He may have found it necessary
to keep ;dark. Meanwhile I .have picked up a clew, per-
haps. Cast your eye over these Chinese letters, Charley,
and tell .me what they are about."

"Ah!" said Charley, as he unfolded the first letter.
"This is good Chinese. No American ever wrote this."

"Well, read it," said Old King Brady.
But Charley Ching was not like Alice.
He could read Chinese, and he could read English; but

when it came to translating the flowery expressions of
the former language into the latter he made a terrible
mess of it.

It was Old King Brady himself who finally straightened
the thing out.

Thus, as it would be useless to: attempt to give these
letters literally translated, we will merely present a sum-
mary of ;their contents.

The first was from a Chinese firm in Shanghai.
It stated that they had received from Mr. Julius Ram-

age—the name was written in English—the sum of sixty
thousand dollars, with which they had purchased, as di-
rected, Chinese jewelry, articles of Jade and bronze.

The same had been packed"*inder, false bottoms of three
trunks, the bodies of which were filled with opium, packed
in the usual Chinese boxes.

The letter further went on to say that the trunks had
been duly delivered to the captain of the British tramp
steamer Yerma, (Shanghai for New York.

Here w.as definite information.
Old King Brady consulted the morning paper and

found that the Yerma had arrived the day before.
Here was a chance to arrest somebody for smuggling.
The other letter was from a Chinese firm on Mott

street, Wee, Wong & Co.
It referred to the Shanghai purchase and to the expect-

ed consignment of opium.
Here was direct evidence 1:hat this well-known New-

York Chinese ' commercial house was in the smuggling
deal.

"Shall you arrest them?" demanded Charley.
"Not yet," replied Old King Brady. "Of course, they

must have heard of the notice on the bulletin, but they
are too cagey to show their hands. No doubt they backed
this man Earnage up with money to embark in the jewelry
importing business. We will wait a bit and see what move
they..make. "«•

But, although the old detective talked patience, he was
actually most impatient.

There was Alice!
It seemed wicked to sit idle, with her fate unsolved.
The trouble was Old King Brady did not know what

to, do.
While he sat smoking, pondering and listening to Char-

ley's clatter there came a knock on the door.
"Caught!" muttered the old detective. "What shall I

do now?"
There was no place to hide.
It was either a case of facing the visitor boldly or let-

ting Charley turn him away.
Old King Brady decided on the former plan, and Char-

ley opened the door to admit Little Chin Chin.
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The dwarf gave a start when his eyes rested upon the
old detective. ~

It was very slight, but it was noticeable.
He instantly recovered himself, however, and came into

the room, talking to Charley in Chinese.
"Recognized 1" thought Old King Brady. "My friend,

I will never leave* you till I know where you belong."
He had just made up his mind to act on the Bayliss

letters and take the old Van Vleit house in hand on gen-
eral principles when the little cook appeared.

Charley and the dwarf now talked Chinese, and Old
King Brady simply sat back and smoked.

Evidently Charley found himself in deep water, for his
nervousness was apparent.

"I shall have to help him out," thought Old King
Brady.

He got up and, opening the door, beckoned to the half-
breed to follow him out into the hall, which Charley did,
closing the door behind him.

"That the man Harry followed?" he asked.
"Yes."
"He knows me?"
"He didn't say so, but I think he does."
"What did he say?"
"Wanted to know what can be done about the treas-

ure. He claims to know who the owner is."
"Mention names?"
"No."
"Is he a merchant, a laundryman, or what?"
"I think he is a servant, Mr. Brady, if you want my

opinion."
"Leave him to me. You stick close by me, Charley.

There is no doubt that he is our man. You did not men-
tion Harry, I hope?"

"Not a word; nor did he. The man is sure a fraud."
"You mean he is a bad fellow?"
"Yes."
"Leave him to me."
They returned to the room, where Old King Brady

took the bull by the horns,
"What is your name?" he demanded.
Little Chin Chin was sitting by the fire, his face as

unexpressive as a wooden block.
"Chin Chin," was the reply.
"What do you know about this treasure, which I ad-

vertised on the bulletin ?»
"I know who it belongs to."
"Who?"
"Mr. Eamage."
"Where is Mr. Ramage?"
"He lives Slaten Islan'."
"You work for him?" ..,„-
"Yair. I cookee."
"He sent you here?"
"Nope."
"You came yourself, hoping to get your hands on the

treasure?"
"Yair."
"Do you hope now?"
."Nope."
"Why not?"
"You."

"Ha! You know me?"
"Sure."
"Who am I?"
"Old Kling Blady."
"Is Mr. Ramage a hop smuggler:''
"Sure." " • :T-
"Yon know that an attempt was made to kill me nigbt

before last?"
"Sure."
"Who did it?"
"Mlister Ramage."
"You have seen my partner?"
"Sure."
"Where is he now?"
"Slaten Islan'. Mlister Ramage, he catchee him and

de lady."
"So? They are both in that house?"
"Sure."
It was a clever Chinese crook against the shrewdest

crook catcher in the land!
"What do you propose?" demanded the old detective.
"Me tellee him in Chinee," replied Little Chin Chia.
"You will tell me in English. You speak it well

enough."
"Sure."
"Well?"
"Me givee up. Me t'ink me gettee dem t'ings. No go.

You catehee Ramage. You pay me flive bundled r dlollar
me givee everyt'ing away, but you no 'lest me, boss. See?"

Old King Brady thought for a minute.
Then he set Charley on the game.
They chattered for some minutes in Chinese.
"It seems to be as he said," Charley then announced.

"He claims that Harry and Miss Montgomery are both
prisoners down there. He says he came up to New York
in Ramage's yacht, of which 'he is steward. He says he
will take you down there and let you into the house. He
says there is no one''there but Ramage."

And Little Chin Chin nodded.
"He tellee true," he added. "Me no can get dem t'ings

now. Me don't care. Me sell out. See?"
"Where is your yacht? What's her name?" the old

detective demanded.
' "She de Tiger. She down by Liberty Island. See?"

"You will not go back to that house in the yacht, my
friend. You will go with me."

"Alice light," replied the Chinaman, shrugging his
shoulders. "Me no care. You givee me flive bundled
dlollar, dat allee me care."

It looked like a case of selling out his master, but Old
King Brady could not tell.

"I'll go with you, Chin Chin, and I'll go alone," he
said. "We don't want the police mixed up with this.
But tell me how my partners came to be captured?"

"Boss, he get man to ketchee lady by Canarsie. Young
feller he come into de house last night and boss ketchee
him. He lock 'em both up in cellar. I dunno what dey,
talkee. I no care. ^ Me wantee flive bundled dlollar, dat
all."

"And you will go with me to Staten Island?"
"Sure."
"Very well. We will start soon; but now I am going
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to show you this treasure. You would like to see it, I
euppose ?"

"Me no care. So long me no can get, me no care."
But Old King Brady was fighting for time.
"Make him give you an ac'curate description of how

to get to the house by water," he said.
Charley tackled the cook, and at length announced

that he had it straight.
Meanwhile Old King Brady wrote a note to the chief

of the river police service, asking him to arrest the cap-
tain and crew of the yacht Tiger, lying off Liberty Island,
and to proceed at once with a sufficient force, either on
the yacht or by police boat, to the old Van Vleit place on
Staten Island, the direction of which Charlev Ching

' ; V C

would give him. ;

He then took Charley outside and instructed him where
to deliver the note.

And Old King Brady knew that the request would
be promptly complied with.

It was necessary to give the police time to act, and
Old King Brady could think of no better way of keeping
his main's attention occupied than by taking him to the
office and showing him the find in the trunks.

It was rather an original way of looking at the mat-
ter, we must admit, but we can only state what occurred.

Old King Brady considered it a good opportunity to
study his man.

He wanted to go with him alone, but to go on the yacht
was too dangerous a proposition to be thought of.

So, bidding Little Chin Chin follow him, Old King
Brady started uptown.

He half expected the Chink would try to bolt as soon
as they struck Pell street, in which case he would have
promptly arrested him.

But no! .
The little man stuck to him, and Old King Brady took

him to the office and exhibited the contents of the trunks.
Little Chin Chin viewed the display stolidly.
He remarked that the jewelry was worth much money.
Then he put his hands into his sleeves and said no

more.
Old King Brady hardly knew what to make of him.
Not then did it occur to him that the Chinaman might

be somewhat lacking in intelligence.
He had reason to believe so later on. '
Calling up the river police and finding that his orders

had been complied with, and that the police boat had
already started for the yacht, which was indeed lying off
Liberty Island, Old King Brady started for the Staten
Island Ferry.

There was little use in talking.
The Chinaman adhered to his brief way of answering.
He stuck close to his story and, finding that nothing

was likely to come of pressing him, Old King Brady left
him alone.

And so they traveled the same road which Harry had
done the night before, and in due time reached the old
Van Vleit house. /'

Little Chin Chin now took hold.
"We go in by cellar by back way," he said. "He no see

us dlen. You ketchee him quick, so."

He led Old King Brady by the woods down on the
shore and up the steps.

There was no sign of the police boat or the yacht.
"Would it be safe to proceed alone?" he asked himself.
The deserted appearance of the old mansion bore out

Little Chin Chin's story.
They came up to the piazza.
Alongside the steps was a cellar trap door.
"Down dlere," whispered the Chinaman. "You waitee

here, me go inside and open him door."
Old King Brady assented and the dwarf paddled up

the steps, opened the back door with a key and disap-
peared.

Old King Brady turned and looked about the enclos-
ure. • •

Just then he caught sight of a small yacht coming
around the point of the little cove.

It looked as if Charley Ching was right on the job.
A few seconds later and Old King Brady caught sight

of the half breed on deck.
Just then a fearful cry rang out within the house.
Involuntarily Old King Brady stepped forward.
This brought him upon the cellar trap door.
Instantly it dropped beneath his feet.
And Old King Brady went w^th it down into regions

below.

CHAPTER XII.

CONCLUSION.

When Harry came back to consciousness he found him-
self lying in the same little cellar room in which Alice was
kept a prisoner that first night of her capture.

He was bound hand and foot, and his head ached as
though it would split.

Hours of dreary wait followed before he saw a soul.
Then, long after daylight, came stealing into the cellar

two Chinamen, who temporarily released him and, while
one held him constantly covered with a revolver, Harry
was allowed to eat the food they brought.

After this he was tied to the same stool where Alice
had sat before him.

Not a word was spoken, nor would the Chinamen an-
swer when he tried to question them.

At last they left him, and there was another wait of
several hours before he saw any one again.

They had taken away all his belongings, so far as
he could tell.

His wrists had become so painful that his sufferings
grew almost unendurable at last.

Finally came the break in the monotony.
There was a little room partitioned off in one corner

and down into this came the stairs from the room -above.
Now noise was heard on these stairs, and in a moment

the two Chinks appeared, leading Alice between them.
The poor girl was pale and worn, and her hands were

tied behind her. ^
They led her up to the partition right alongside of

Harry, and here she was tied, the rope being passed
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through two holes bored in the board and made fast in-
side.

Without speaking a word, the two Chinks paddled off
upstairs, and they heard the door close.

"Alice !" gasped Harry. "Then you are actually here !
I was afraid of it, but then it is a comfort to know that
you are alive."

Alice looked at him pityingly.
"And you, poor boy!" she said. "Not until this very

moment did I know that you were here."
"Have you been here right along, ever since your cap-

ture that night?"
"Yes, I was brought here then, and I have been here

ever since; but, thank heaven! no one has offered me
worse harm than to keep me tied up. First it was in one
of the chambers upstairs; then in this cellar; later in
the attic, where I was allowed a bed to lie on, and now it
is here again; but the painful part of it is to find you
here. Of that I little dreamed. You came looking for
me, of course?"

"I followed. up a Chink. I hoped I might find you.

Poor Harry was quite overcome.^
"You must hear my whole story," said Alice, "and in

the meantime let us both cheer up. You don't know
what a relief it was to see you here, Harry. Perhaps you
may not guess it — of course, I was lied to — but I was told
that you and Old King Brady were both dead."

"And indeed the one who told you that may have be-
lieved it, Alice. They tried to blow us up with dyna-
mite that night. But we escaped, and if we can only
hold out sooner or later the Governor is bound to come
to the rescue. Tell your story. If I had my way you
should never again go through such an experience as
this."

And Alice related the scenes through which she had
passed.

"And, who do you suppose killed the man?" demanded
Harry. "Was it this cook, Little Chin Chin?"

"So I think. He is a dreadful man. Actually I think
he has been made insane by the excessive use of opium.
His actions have been so strange! Last night he tried
for two hours to make me consent to become his wife.
He just stood in front of me saying the same thing over
and over again. This morning he went away on the
yacht and took all the opium with him. I haven't seen
him since."

"How many Chinamen are there in the house?"
"At first it was only Little Chin Chin. Then two

others came. That was last evening. As they led me
through the hall I saw two more."

"Those two who were here just now, are they the ones
who were with you on the tug?"

"Yes, and now to end my story: One of them has
been more attentive to me than the rest — the tall one.
He' hasn't said much, but I don't like his manner. I feel
more afraid of him than I do of Little Chin Chin, and —
oh, Hajyy, look there !"

Overhead in the boards which formed the ceiling was
a round hole, which had accommodated a stovepipe.

At this hole, peering down upon them, the face of a
Chinaman appeared.

As soon as he saAv that they were observing him the
face was withdrawn.

"That's the fellow!" breathed Alice.
^He is there to listen to our talk," replied Harry.
And then and there he resolved to say nothing of the

finding of the treasure.
Clearly this was a house divided against itself.
Its master had already fallen a victim to Chinese

treachery.
Whose turn would it be next?"
But Alice, not guessing the drift of her lover's

thoughts, asked him for his story now.
And Harry told it, omitting all mention of the treas-

ure.
"And how did you come to get a sight of Little Chin

Chin?" asked Alice, for she felt that Harry's story had
been incomplete.

"I'll tell you that later on," was the reply. "There
are good reasons, Alice, why I shouldn't go into it now."

Alice sighed.
"I want to be hopeful, but it is hard work," she replied,

"I do hope and pray we don't have to put in another night
in this horrible place."

"Amen to that! But, listen! There is some one
coming down- the stairs."

It proved to be the Chink whose face had appeared at
the pipe hole.

He came shuffling out of the little enclosure and began
talking with Alice in Chinese.

She answered, and a rapid dialogue followed, lasting
some minutes.

At last the Chinaman stood back in silence.
"Well?" demanded Harry. "What is all this aboutV9

"I believe he can speak English well enough," replied
Alice, looking the fellow straight in the face.

The Chink made no sign.
"He wants me to ask you if you and Old King Brady

stopped on a certain island in Jamaica Bay that night
where a hut had just burned ?" said Alice.

"Yes, we did."
"He wants to know if you saw three trunks there—

empty trunks?"
"Yes."
"Well, Harry, he says that in those trunks was con-

cealed a lot of jewelry and other valuable things."
"Tell him he knows more about it than I do, then."
"Alice proceeded to translate. N
"He says he believes that you lie," she said then. "He

thinks that you and Old King Brady goj; that stuff; that
it was advertised on the Chinese bulletin at the corner
of Pell and Doyers streets that such a find had been
made." .

"Te.ll Him what I said, that he knows more about it
than I do."

Alice did some more Chinese talking.
Her face grew troubled as she listened to the man's

reply.
"He means mischief, Harry," she said. "What shall

we do?"
"Nothing."
"He says he will kill you if you don't tell him the

truth."
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It looked bad.
Just then another Chinese face appeared at the pipe

hole.
Clearly erery word spoken was feeing listened to.
"Ask Him what he will take to set us free?" said Harry,

ioping to entrap the fellow into speaking English.1

And it worked!
"You never go flee!" cried the Qhink, whipping out a

big revolver. "See, Charley, I knowee you! She you
gal. So you not tell me what you an^ Ole Kling Blady
fland when you bleakee open dem tlunks me Mllee you!"

What Harry's answer would have been under other cir-
cumstances, it is hard to say, but just then three Chinks
came tumbling into the roam, and all three began jabber-
ing in Chinese.

"What is it?" demanded Harry.
"Littl-e Chin Chin is coming," replied Alice, "and Old

,King Brady is with him."
"A prisoner?"
"Hush! I don't know."
The fellow who .had threatened Alice pocketed his re-

volver.
All four stood around looking as meek as lambs.
One picked up a bag, which Harry nad previously ob-

served lying in a corner of the cellar.
An instant later and Little Chin Chin popped in upon

them.
He had laid aside his hat and let his pigtail hang down.
The talk which- followed Alice alone understood.
"Why did you bring tkat girl down here?" he de-

manded.
"Because I chose to," replied the threatening Chink,

fcoldly. "What then?"
little Chin Chin flew into a rage j
"You fool!" he cried. "You turn on me now! It is

just the wrong time. I have seen the treasure. »01d
King Brady has it, and hei himself showed,it to me. I
feawe enticed him here. He will have to give it up to get
free himself and I shall win I .Look!"

The cellar trap door was supported in place at the
top of a short flight of steps by a prop, which the little
man now suddenly pulled away.

As he did so, he opened his mouth and once more let
out that fearful cry.

The trap dropped, and Old .King Brady came with it.
The Chinamen jumped to catch him,

' "Now you see!" cried Harry's captor. "We gettee you
All!"

Harry and Alice were in despair.
They wanted their chief, but not this way..
•Old King Brady sprang to his feet, but the Chinamen

bore him down again, and his hands were tied behind
•bin.

The utmost confusion followed.
Presently the four got hold of the old detective and

<*nied him up the stairs.
"Now, girl, you makee him givee up; you mally me or

fa*T» die!" cried Little Chin Chin.
At the same instant footsteps were heard outside.
"Help! Help! Down here !" shouted Hairy, on the

spur of the moment.
And it was lucky he did, for that shout brought the end.

Three <af the river police came hurrying down the
stairs. ,

Little Chin Ckin bolted.
"After them!" cried Harry. "They have Old King

Brady upstairs! tymck!"
Four more came down, and with them Charley Ching,

who quickly released Harry and Alice, while the police
went to the old detective's aid.

And they were just in time to capture the whole out-
fit, who were streaking out by the front way.

And so the case ended.
The yacht captain was arrested, and in tUe Tiger the

river police came down the bay.
Charley Ching saw Old King Brady vanish. Hence

the quickness with which the police acted.
The prisoners were taken aboard the yacht and rounded

up in the Tombs. * .
Search was made for the body of the man known to

our readers as Julius Eamage, but to Old King Brady
as Henry Kice, but it was not found.

Later it turned up on the Grav^esend shore.
Little Chin Chin was indicted for his murder, but

he was never tried.
The man went raving mad and was removed to Mat-

teawan, where he still remains.
Harry recovered Eamage's book, of course, and, with

the Bellinger letter and Old King Brady's Chiaese let-
ters to back them, the detectives did good work.

Wee Wong and 'his partner were arrested.
So were the partners in the drug house. „
The opium was traced to another Chinese firm, to whom

Little Chin Chin had sold it, and it was seized.
It cost these people a pretty penny to square with

the Government.
The treasure was sold at the appraiser's stores and

brought a large sosm, which went to Uncle Sam.
Who murdered Dook Gong was never learned.
Doubtless the two Chinks on the tug were the guilty

ones.
They and the other two landed in Sing Sing.
Bollinger got wind of the affair, and escaped.
And out of it all the detectives only received the usual

Secret Service fees.
For the* Government did not recognize the dangers

through which they had passed.
And wwh is the way it went with the case oi "The

Bradys and Little Chin Chin."

THE END.
* /

Bead "THE BRADYS AFTEE THE BANK
STEEET BUNCH; or, BOUNDING UP THE DOCK
EATS," which will be the next number (472) of "Secret
Service."

SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FEANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUAEE, NEW YOEK, and you will receive the copies
you order by return-mail.
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ITEMS WORTH READING.
For more than an hour a witness for the defense had

dodged questions. His faulty memory was particularly exas-
perating to the counsel for the plaintiff, who was seeking to
recall to the witness's1 recollection an event of four or five
years previous. Eventually the man remembered "something
about it." "Ah," continued the lawyer for the plaintiff, "what
did you think of it at the time?** "Really," said the witness,
speaking before the lawyer for the defense had time to inter-
pose objection, "it was so long ago I can't recall exactly what
I thought o£ it." "Well," shouted the cross-examiner, excit-
edly, "if you can't recall exactly, tell us what you think now

.you thought then."

A New York woman, not being content with the reputation
she enjoys of being one of the most beautiful women in her
State, has literary aspirations. Recently she was a guest at
luncheon when the conversation drifted to books and plays.
Various discussions followed. The beauty took part and ex-
pressed herself freely. But when she asked her listeners
whether they considered Ibsen a "psychological and patho-
Vogical writer," he handed out a stunner. A graveyard silence
reigned until one girl, who was bolder than the rest, asked
what pathological meant. Here is where the beauty lost liter-
ary prestige. "I looked it up a few days ago," she replied,
"but I cannot remember just now what it means."

"Perhaps," said a New York lawyer, "the little story I'm
going to tell will be' as much of a comfort to some other
nervous speakers as it was to me. At the farewell dinner

%iven to Israel Zangwill I sot next to Joseph Jefferson. For
the sake of opening the conversation, I said, 'I wish I were
you to-night' 'Why?' he asked. 'Because you don't have to
speak and I do*' 'Oh,' said Jefferson, T>ut I do have to, and I
feel just as uncomfortable as you possibly could.' 'I supposed,'
said I, 'you had become so used to that sort of thing, yon
wouldn't mind it a bit.' 'Indeed, no,' he answered. 'You know
I have been playing Rip: Van Winkle for more than thirty
years; yet every time I go on the stage my knees knock to-
gether. If they did not I should know that the fire had gone
•out.' "

In addressing crowds, President Roosevelt frequently makes
reference to the sacrifices of those who fought fn the wars.
T6 give emphasis to his speech, the President usually levels
his forefinger apparently at some veteran within range and
proceeds something after this manner: "You, sir, down there

—you who wear that button in your coat lapel." Upon one
occasion the President delivered three speeches in one day to
as many different audiences, and each time he pointed im-
pressively to the man with the button in his coat lapel. All
the President's speeches were delivered within the territory of
a metropolitan newspaper, and to "cover" each speech a differ-
ent reporter had been assigned. "Down in front of him, brav-
ing the rain," wrote the first reporter, "stood a veteran of the
civil war with his seventy years and his lame leg. There were
others like him there, but the President caught sight of the
bronze button in this particular man's coat lapel, and, leaning
far over and pointing at him, shouted cheerily: 'You man,
down there, with the button, you saved the Union.' " Wrote
the fecond reporter: "Espying a veteran of the civil war fully
forty- feet in front of him in that dense crowd, the President
leveled his finger at the man and said: 'You, my man; you at
whom my finger points; you with that button in your coat, you
saved this Union.' m Wrote the third reporter: "As the Presi-
dent's eye searched that immense crowd his eye caught sight
of a veteran's button upon the coat of a snow-haired soldier.
The man was sixty feet in front of the President, who, point-
ing his forefinger at the hero, said: 'You, my brave man; yon
with that button in your coat, you helped to save this Union.'
Every eye turned in the direction of the old man, into whose
blue eyes the tears welled, and in a muffled tone he spoke-
back, 'God bless you, sir; God bless you!' "

WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS,
Inquisitive—I suppose you miss your husband very much?

Widow—Indeed I do. Do you know, when my corns bother
me I haven't a friend to turn to who will lend me a razor.

Mr. Dobbs—I, madam, am in the habit of calling a spade a
spade. Mrs. Blobbs—Then for heaven's sake don't tell us what
you would call a rake!

"I'm quite positive," said Miss Lovelorn, "that he loves me a
great deal-—" "How do you know?" demanded Miss Hard-
man. "Oh, I can tell by his sighs whenever " "Now^ dont
fool yourself. You can't gauge the depth of a man's love by
his sighs."

Bacon—Singing milkmaids are favored in the Swiss valley*
it being held that the cow, soothed by melody, yields move
milk than it would if not sung to. Egbert—But 1 suppose •»
cow is a good deal like a man. He hates to give up for some
kinds of. singing.

"I suppose," remarked the coy widow, "that you are not an
advocate of early marriages?" "Oh, yes, I am," replied tHe<
scanty haired bachelor. "Then," continued the c. w., "why !•
it you are still a bachelor?" "That's quite another matte*,"
answered the bachelor. "The only marriages I believe in are
early ones, because there is some excuse for youthful foil]****'

He was no coward; nay, rather, men had jsven called him
brave. At the peril of, his life he had stopped runaway hones,
had plunged into the sea to rescue a child from drowning, aad
had gallantly charged up San Juan Hill in the face of the*
Spanish bullets. Bat BOW his face paled and he trembled. "F
dare not," he muttered'. "But," he added resolutely, "since
she whom I vowed to love and- cherish has asked it of1 me, I
will not falter." So, with calm courage and a resolute mien
he descended to the kitchen to discharge the cook.
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A WOMAN OF NERVE.

By ALEXANDER ARMSTRONG.

The following episode in the career of the celebrated Ma-
dame Vestris happened in the winter of 1847, when the star
of her genius was still in the ascendant, in spite of her fifty
years.

She had married the famous Charles Mathews the younger
only a short time before, and was visiting Paris in his com-
pany.

The chief object of their visit was to secure a ballet troupe
for a spectacle the preparations for which were then in prog-
ress at one of the large London theaters at the time under
their united management.

But it so chanced that the selection of the ballet fell prin-«
cipally upon Mathews, because his wife Was temporarily dis-
abled by an unlucky sprain of the ankle.

She was confined to their hotel in the Rue Sainte Honore,
where, of course, she could console herself by giving receptions
to her admirers, who were quite as numerous in France as in
England.

One evening she was alone in the small but elegant salon
adjoining her apartment.

Her waiting-maids were within call, and could now and then
hear from one of the further rooms the playful bark of her
King Charles spaniels, Flock and Floss, which always accom-
panied her on her travels.

Taking up a newspaper, her attention became absorbed by
the first article on which her glance alighted, for it was upon
a subject that had excited all Paris for a number of days.

A number of robberies had taken place in quick succession,
whose perpetrator had not been discovered.

It was evident, from certain characteristics cowmon to all
the crimes, that they were the work of one man.

His favorite, and indeed only method, had been to secrete
himself in close proximity to some fashionable and wealthy
lady's sleeping apartment, and then to possess himself of her
jewels and other valuables after she had fallen asleep. When
his victim happened to awake he had not hesitated to use vio-
lence to prevent her giving an alarm.

The only clew to the villain as yet lay in the knowledge that
he had but two fingers on his left hand, a circumstance that
had been noted by one lady who had had the nerve to simulate
unconsciousness while secretly observing his felonious opera-
tions in the subdued light of her boudoir.

A panic of fear was said to be existing among such ladies as
were noted for the number and value of their jewels, and sar-
castic comments were passed upon the ineffectiveness of the
police authorities.

Madame Vestris was a woman of exceptionally strong nerve.
but she could not restrain a little timorous thrill when, having
finished the article, she limped across the salon to the door of
her boudoir, intending to summon her maids and retire for the
night.

Before entering her boudoir, howeyer, she turned to extin-
guish the wax lights of a candelabra that had been left burn-
ing in addition to the small, shaded lamp by which she had
been reading.

The candelabra stood upon a bracket, and cast a strong,
level light upon the floor, throwing out the shadows of the in-
tervening pieces of furniture, especially of the table at which
she had been sitting, in pretty strong relief, inasmuch as the
shaded reading lamp in the middle of the table shed its lesser
luster In a small, circumscribed circle.

As she cast a final glance over the room, she was suddenly
filled with fear on perceiving ,cast out upon the floor, directly

across her footstool, the unmistakable shadow oi$a man
crouching under the table at which she had been sitting.

She remained perfectly quiet, but her terror was increased
a hundredfold as she saw, or thought she saw, the image of a
hand that possessed only two fingers.

She was convinced that the mysterious criminal, whose
deeds had so excited the city, was lying concealed there, and
had so lain, probably in contact with the very folds of her
dress, the entire evening.

Having come to this conviction, through a swift and dread-
ful train of reasoning, which every woman understands, Ma-
dame Vestris remained for the moment almost petrified.

Her jewels were noted for their splendor and costliness, and
she was known to always have them in a casket at her bedside
upon retiring; and since her arrival in Paris it had also be-
come pretty well known that she was in the habit of retiring
comparatively early, while her husband's duties kept him away
from the hotel until a late hour.

Her maids slept at the further end of an outside corridor,
and thus for a considerable time she was virtually alone upon
the third floor of the hotel.

Of course, the robber had made himself acquainted with
these circumstances, and was waiting his opportunity to enter
upon his course of pillage and violence, possibly to end in
murder. —

These thoughts and conclusions flashed through Madame
Vestris' mind with terrible rapidity.

Then, by a tremendous effort of will power, she not only re-
covered her jntrepidity and coolness, but also formed a plan
to extricate herself and outwit the villain.

Without extinguishing the lights, she began to carol a light
operatic air, while resuming her seat, and touched the silver
spring bell on the table with which she was in the habit of
summoning one or the other of her maids. ,

This action alone cost her a great pang of fear, for if the
spaniels should accompany the maid, they would doubtless at
once sniff out the presence of the concealed robber, who might
then attack her without delay.

Fortunately, however, the maid who responded to her call
was not accompanied by the dogs, which had romped them-
selves to sleep in one-of the remoter apartments.

"Adele!" said Madame Vestris, "is the establishment of M.
Vernac, the jeweler, still open, .think you?"

"Oh, yes, madame! " replied the maid. "It is Saturday night,
when all the shops keep open until twelve, and it is now but
a little after ten." *

"I shall then have to get you to take a message to him at
once," said the actress. "He has been repairing my costliest
diamond necklace and my tiara of sapphires and brilliants,
which he promised to return this evening. I shall not sleep
without having them at my bedside to-night. Whether repair-
ed or not, he shall send them with you by one of the clerks. *
Bring me the writing materials from my boudoir."

Adele did as she was directed, and, still humming her song,
Madame Vestris, with a firm hand, penned the following, which
she sealed and directed to M. Vernac, the then fashionable
jeweler of the Rue des Italiens:

"Monsieur.—The two-fingered villain is concealed under the
very table at which I write, unsuspicious of my knowledge of
his presence. Summon the police, and lose not a moment in
hastening to Madame Vestris."

"There!" said the heroic actress, handing the missive to her
servant, "that, I fancy, will bring me back my beloved jewels
without an hour's delay, and teach M. Vernac a lesson at the
same time. Here is some small change, Adele. Take the first
fiacre you find disengaged, and lose no time in returning."



SECRET SERVICE.

Adele was about quitting the room when her mistress was
seized with a sudden horror at the thought of being left alone
with the desperado, and she called her back.

"Before you go," said she, with a counterfeited calmness,
"tell Marie to come here and keep me company. I will see If
she has made any improvement in that embroidery work I
tried to teach her in London."

"Alas, madame," said Adele, "Marie took the liberty of going
to bed an h<£r ago."

"The lazy little minx!" cried the lady, laughing. "But no
matter, I will amuse myself during your absence by rehears-
ing my part in the new spectacle."

Adele departed, and Madame Vestris was left alone—alone,
save for that terrible presence, whom, perchance, an imprudent
movement of her foot beneath the table, or even a tell-tale
quaver of her voice, might at any instant awaken into a ca-
pacity for evil and murderous purpose, the very thought of
which caused the blood to curdle in her veins.

But she had set herself to play a part such as she had
never played before, and nobly did she enact it to the very
close. '*"

She recited the lines of her forthcoming role over and over
again; she sang, she trilled, she carolled in a manner that
would have ravished the ears of thousands; and all to that
single deadly, lurking auditor, whose suppressed breathing she
fancied she could sometimes detect between the pauses of her
voice, and whom she felt to be within a hand's-breadth of her
trembling limbs.

During all this enforced gayety she was a prey to such
secret and mental anguish as can only be imagined by the
most sensitive of womanly natures. i

The seconds crept by like minutes, the minutes seemed
hours, and at last, when she had pretty thoroughly exhausted
her voice, she sank back with a sigh and contented herself with
humming musically and in a low voice.

Presently, at the end of an hour, though it might well have
seemed an eternity to her, her heart gave a great leap as she
heard the clatter of wheels in front of the hotel. A moment
later Adele entered the room, but with such a demure look
upon her face that her mistress at first feared that her mes»-
sage had miscarried.

But Adele was something of an actress herself, and there
were those lightly following her up the staircase who brought
the assurance of safety and release.

She was almost instantly followed into the salon by three
police officers, who were in turn*, not only followed by M. Ver-
nac, the jeweler, but also by Mr. Mathews, Madame Vestris'
husband, who had been picked up at one of the theaters on
the way. ^

As soon as the Wave lady saw her husband she uttered an
hysterical scream and flew into his arms, with a forgetfulness
of her sprained ankle for which she could never afterward ac-
count.

At the same Instant the officers overturned the table, and
then quickly pounced upon the concealed ruffian hidden under-
neath.

He made a desperate resistance, being a powerful ruffian,
and armed to the teeth.

But he was overcome after a short struggle, and led away
to prison, after the'heroic lady had briefly related her story of
the detection of his presence and the stratagem by which she
had caught him in the toils.

The criminal turned out to be one Dufresne, a galley slave
from Toulon.

He had made himself notorious in the South of France be-
fore breaking loose from prison and entering upon the series
of crime which now fortunately led to the conclusion of his
career.

He was a hardened and somewhat original wretch, and is
known to have remarked to the officers with much nonchal-
ance:

"I ought to forgive the stratagem by which I was ruined.
Parbleu? for a whole hour I was the sole auditor of the great-
est singer and actress in Europe, who gave herself exceptional
trouble to entertain me."

A Lincoln story which has perhaps never before been print-
ed is told by one who had it from the lips of Rear-Admiral
John L. Worden, who, as lieutenant, commanded the Monitor
in its fight with the Merrimac. When the Monitor was in
process of construction there was considerable discussion at
Washington as to whp should command it. As the vessel was
in so many ways an experimental craft, it was felt to be not
entirely a proper thing to order anyone to take charge of it,
and the idea qf calling for volunteers was considered. A
friend of Lieutenant Worden, however, suggested his name.
He was asked if he would take the command, and he gladly
accepted it. When he had made the emergency run from New
York, on the receipt of news that the Merrimac was destroying
the Union fleet, and after he had defeated the Confederate
ironclad, Liutenant Worden was taken, wounded and uncon-
scious, from his ship and escorted back to Washington by the
same friend who had suggested his name—an officer on duty
at navy headquarters. At this friend's house he was cared for.
On the morning after the battle at Hampton Roads President
Lincoln and the members of "his Cabinet held a meeting to
consider the various aspects of the battle, and the naval officer
was called in, as a witness of the battle, to describe It.
"Where is Lieutenant Worden now?" asked the President.
"At my house, sir," replied the officer. The President reach-
ed for his hat, and a moment later the meeting adjourned.
"I don't know what you gentlemen are going to do," he said,
"but for my part I am going to pay my respects to the young
man who fought that battle." He went directly to the sick-
room where Worden lay, blindfolded and in great pain. With-
out speaking, he reached out his great hands and folded them
over one of Worden's. Someone told the lieutenant that it
was President Lincoln who had come. "You do me a great
honor, sir," he said. President Lincoln stroked his hand.
"You need no man to do you honor, lieutenant," he said, "for
you have done great honor to yourself and your country."
In all his life thereafter Admiral Worden declared that noth-
ing ever moved him as did the grasp of the President's hands
and the deep, thrilling sympathy in his voice. In the course
of that visit President Lincoln told the lieutenant that promo-
tion was awaiting him.

The homely forms of speech used by the country people
with whom little Edith, and her mother boarded this summer
were frequently very puzzling to the child. One evening the
farmer's wife, in talking for a few minutes with Edith's
mother, remarked that, as she was very tired that night, she
believed she would "go to r^ost with the chickens." When
Edith's bedtime arrived a little later the youngster was no-
where to be found. After considerable search she was discov-
ered sitting on a large stone near the chicken house quietly
watching the fowl as they came in one by one. "Edith!"
called her mother. "What^are you doing there? I've been
looking for you everywhere; 'it's time to go to bed." "I know,
mother," was the reply; "but they're nearly all in now, so
she'll be here soon, I guess. "Who are in and who will be
there? What on earth are you talking about, child?" asked
the mystified mother. "Why," explained Edith, rather im-
patiently, "you know Mrs. said she was going to roost
with the chickens to-night and I'm waiting to see how she
does it."



These Books Tell You Everything!
A COMPLETE SET IS A KEGTJLAR ENCYCLOPEDIA!

Baflh book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good/aper.in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, Illustrate^ ccifW?o
KEOflt of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a< simple manner that anj1
Aild can thoroughly understand, them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjects
fa«ntioned.

THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS
B'ROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
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MESMERISM.
Ho. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-

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

Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.
PAdVIISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TO DO, PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology,
and the key for telling character by the bumps on toe head. By
&M> Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM.
No. 83. HOW/TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-

tu&uctive information regarding the science of hypnotism. -Also
explaining the most approved, methods, which are employed by the
folding hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

SPORTING.
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete

hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains^ full in-
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
Haeether with descriptions-, of game and fish. j

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOArA—Fully
Illustrated. Every boy should know "how to row and sail a boat,
ffull instructions are given, in this little book, together with in-
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.

No: 47~ HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
K complete treatise .on ttte horse. Describing the most useful horses
Sor business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
diseases> peculiar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
ftook for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
Bad the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
9Z 0. Stansfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING. >
?*<*, 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—

Sontaining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean-
Sag of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
E&nd curious games of cards. A complete book.

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
•Tom the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
{gives, the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
and unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Qraculum," the book of fate.

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desjrous of
blowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
Misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
hook. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
Kk« fortune of your friends.

No. 76.,HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
9* the secret of palmistry. Also the secret, of telling future events
JIX aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.
Nd. 0. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-

fftruction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
horizontal bars and various other*'methods of developing a good,
fe*althy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
tecom« strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
m this little book.

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
96htaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer-
Bnt positions of a, good boxer. Every boy should obtain one* of
9h«*e useful and instructive books, as-it will teach you how to box
Brithout an instructor.

No, 25. HOW TO. BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
(iMtructionfl for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Hmbracing thirtyrfive illustrations. By Professor W. Macdoaald.
% handy and useful book.

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full Instruction for
Banting and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery.
Stoscribed with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
SHitionii in fencing. A complete book.

* ^ * TRICKS WITH CARDS.
No. M. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.--ContainIng

Bfeplanation* of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
Si card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
$tffht-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of

H&ffnet,

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—En&~
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with ilh
lustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.--
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated

MAGIC.
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great booh of magic anil

card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card trick®
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 secondgjighS
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and tb€>
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only,
authentic explanation of second sight.

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

Nov 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing ov«ff
one hundred highly amusing and instructive trick* with, chemical*,
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing oy«P
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain-
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson,

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing full
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of cuany kinds. Bj[
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

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

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

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a corn*
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,,
together with many wonderful experiment*. By A. Anderson,
Illustrated.

MECHANICAL.
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy

should know how inventions. originated. This book explains then?
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics^
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published,

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing fulS
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer ; also directions for' building a model locomotive;' togetaw
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Ful*
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin", Zither, ^Eolian Harp. Xylo*
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief d»=
scription of nearly every musical'instrument used in ancient OF
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald*.
for twenty years bandTOaster*>f^thei, Royal Bengj^rtarines.

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE, A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of the laBternv together.with its history and invention*
Also, full directions, for lt*,us« and for painting, slides.: Handsomely
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Trickfc
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOyE-LETTERS.—A mo»t Ortfr

plete little book, containing f^Indirections for writing love-lettertb
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old,

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Givinf>
complete instructions for.writing letters to ladies on all subjectig
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.-*
Containing full directions forVriting to gentlemen, on all subject! 8
also giving sample letters for instruction.

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful llttte
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every youafi
lady in the land should have this book. » • . « » - * - £ " . . _

No. 74.. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS' CORRECTL*.—©s&
taining full instruction* for writing letter* on almoot way onbjeitf?
alao rules for punctuatiea 9&A eompoilttoa,, wit* *9«8iii«K



THE STAGE. rj
v 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
Obtain a copy immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing ^a. half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
-flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
lished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a 'grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
-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 *s "parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching 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 makin'g Electric Toys, Batteries,
*te. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations. •

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction
•coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW TO. DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large, collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAIN1VIEJSIT.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
•of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment,
money than any book published.

It contains more for the

Xo. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the.rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
'backgammon, croquet^ -dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO 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 TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

fs a great life secret, and one that every young man' desires to know
»1! about. There's happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No, 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
^dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with fflnway standard readings. West Point Military Cadet."

PRICE 1O CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24k Union Square, Vew York,

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.— Containing
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also /containing gems froK
all^the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the moil
simple and concise manner possible. f

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.-r-Giving rules for conducting dr>
bates, outlines for debates, tjuestions for discussion, and the
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY. *
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.— The arts and wiles of flotation art

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which ic
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
without one.
, No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome

little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
hew to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
dances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.— A complete guide to lov^
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.— Containing full instruction in th«
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 th«
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Bead this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.— Handsomely illustrated anfi

containing full instructions for the management and training; of tht -
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS. — A useful and instructive book. Handsomely
trated. By Ira Drofraw. v

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.— Including hints
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birdfc
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— &
valuable book, giving instructions in collecjjng, preparing, mounting
and preserving birds, animals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— Giving conS*
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, .keepinfe
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ev«S
published.

MISCELLANEOUS. -'
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.— A useful and I*»

structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also «X«
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and dt=
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thfe
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A complete hand-book f«i
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups^essences, etc.. etc.

No. 8i. -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.— Containing fuffi
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and th«
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

'NO* 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.— A
derful book, containing useful and practical information in tba
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to everjl
family. Abounding in useful' and effective recipes for general com*
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.— Cofi-
taining valuable infortaation regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No.*68. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.— By, Old King Brad*>
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuabW
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventttMQ
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contai*
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it£
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othfll
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W«
Abney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARS
CADET. — Containing full explanations how to gain admittance
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, PON
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shooM!
know to be a Cadet. Compiled -and written by Lu Senarens, autboi
of "How .to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.— Complete !*•
structions of how to gain ^admission to the Annapolis Navtil
Academy. Also containing '•the? course of ^ instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, \historical sketch, 'and everything a
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy, @O
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to BeOMM



" W O R K A N D \ V I N "
> CONTAINING THE GREAT FEED FEARNOT STORIES

COLOBED COVEES. 32 PAGES PRICE 5 CENTS.
471 Fred Fearnot's Deadliest Duel; or, Forced to Figkt »

Foreigner.
f72 Fred Fearnot and the "Wood Hawks"; or, Tfie Mystle

Band of the Forest.
473 Fred Fearnot and Hockey Hal; or, The Boy Who Won

the Prize.
474 Fred Fearnot in the Elk Country; or, A Thousand Miles

on Sledges.

475 Fred Fearnot and Hans the Skater; or, Beating the Dutch
Boy Champion.

476 Fred Fearnot and the Tricky Guide; or, On Snowshoes
in the Frozen North.

477 Fred Fearnot and "Teddy the Waif"; or, The Search for
a Runaway Boy.

478 Fred Fearnot and the Madman; or, The Reign of Terror
in Ralston.

"THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76"
A WEEKLY MAGAZINE CONTAINING STORIES OP THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION.

COLORED COVERS. 32 PAGES. PRICE 5 CENTS.

163 The Liberty Boys' Fierce Retreat; or, Driven Out of
Manhattan.

164 The Liberty Boys with Hand's Riflemen; or, The Flight of
. The Hessians.

365 The Liberty Boys at Tarrant's Tavern; or, Surprised by
Tarleton.

366 The Liberty Boys' Drum Beat; or, Calling Out th«
Patriots.

367 The Liberty Boys in a Tight Place; or, Dick Slater's
Lucky Shot.

368 The Liberty Boys Settling Old Scores; or, The Capture
of General Prescott.

369 The Liberty Boys and Trumpeter Bajney; or, The Brave
Bugler's Defiance.

370 The Liberty Boys in Irons; or, Caught on a Prison Ship.

"PLUCK AND LUCK"
COLORED COVERS.

CONTAINING STORIES OP ALL KINDS.

32 PAGES. PRICE 5 CENTS.

497 The Seven Tigers of the Mountains; or, All for Love and
Glory. By Richard R. Montgomery.

,498 Slippery Steve; or, The Cunning Spy of the Revolution.
By General Jas. A. Gordon.

499 Blown Out to Sea; or, Lost Among a Strange Race. By
Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.

£00 The Boy Volunteers; or, The Boss Fire Company of the
Town. By Ex-Fire-Chief Warden.

501 The Swamp Doctor; or, The Man Witch. By Allyn
Draper.

502 The Rival Roads; or, From Engineer to President. By
Jas. C. Merritt.

503 The Boy Editor; or, The Struggles of a Brave Orphan.
By Howard Austin.

505 Lost Among the Slave Hunters; or, An American Boy's
Adventure in Africa. By Richard R. Montgomery.
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S E C R E T S E R V I C E
OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

Price 5 cents. 32 Pages. Colored Covers. Issued Weekly
LATEST ISSUES:

410 The Bradys and "Mr. Mormon" ; or, Secret Work in Salt Lake
City.

411 The Bradys and the Cellar of Death ; or, Ferreting out the Bos-
ton Crooks.

412 The Bradys' Lake Front Mystery ; or, A Queer Case from Chi-
cago.

413 The Bradys and the Dumb Millionaire ; or, The Latest Wall
Street Lamb.

414 The Bradys' Gold Field Game ; or, Rounding up the Nevada Mine
Brokers.

415 The Bradys and Dr. Hop Low ; or, The Deepest Mott Street Mys-
tery.

416 The Bradys and the Beaumont Oil King ; or, Three "Bad" Men
from Texas.

417 The Bradys and the Prince of Persia ; or, After the Tuxedo
Crooks.

418 The Bradys and Captain Darke ; or, The Mystery of the China
Liner.

419 The Bradys and the Canton Prince ; or, Working for the Chinese
Minister.

420 The Bradys and "Diamond Don" ; or, The Gem Smugglers of
the "Arctic."

421 The Bradys and Banker Banks ; or, Caught on a Wall Street
Clew.

422 The Bradys in Little 'Frisco ; or, The Case of Ting Long Lee.
423 The Bradys and the Check Raisers ; or, After a Wall Street Gang.
424 The Bradys and the Bad Land Bears ; or, The Bone Hunters of

South Dakota.
425 The Bradys and the Car Crooks : or, Working for the Frisco Line.
426 The Bradys and the "Queen of the WTest" ; or, Trailing the Ari-

zona Gem Thieves.
427 The Bradys and the Wall Street Money Fakirs ; or, The Mys-

terious Mr. Mix.
428 The Bradys and the Chink Smugglers ; or, The Hurry Call to

Canada.
429 The Bradys and Kid Joaquin ; or, The Greasers of Robbers' Can-

yon.
430 The Bradys and Gump High ; or, The Mystery of the Ruined

Joss House.
431 The Bradys ana the River Pirates ; or, After the Dock Rats'

Hall.
432 The Bradys and the Silent Five ; or, The Secrets of Shadyside

Gang.
433 The Bradys and the Opium King ; or, Braving the Perils of Pell

Street.
434 The Bradys' Bleecker Street Mystery ; or, The House With a

Hundred Doors.
435 The Bradys Among the Frisco Gold Thieves ; or, The Black Band

of Old Dupont Street.
436 The Bradys and the Doctor's Death League ; or, The Mystery of

the Boy in Red.
437 The Bradys and the Man Trappers ; or, Hot Times on Whirlwind

Lake.
438 The Bradys and the House of Skulls ; or, The Strange Man of

Five Points.
439 The Bradys' Daring Deal : or, The Bargain With Dr. Death.
440 The Bradys and the Coffin Man ; or, Held in the House of the

Missing.
441 The Rradys and the Chinese Dwarf; or, The Queue Hunter of the

Barbary Coast.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

442 The Bradys Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the Confidence
Men.

443 The Bradys and the Death Trunk ; or, The Chicago Secret Seven.
444 The Bradys and Mr. Magic; or, Alter the Thumbless League.
445 The Bradys' Double Trap ; or, Working the Night Side ol A'ew

York.
446 The Bradys and the Gun-Boat Boys ; or, Unraveling a Navy Yard

Mystery.
447 The Bradys and "Old Foxy" ; or, The Slickest Crook in New

York.
448 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Players ; or, In the Secret Dens of

Chinatown.
449 The Bradys and the Three Black Stars ; or, The Million Lost in

the .Meadows.
450 The Bradys' Church Vault Mystery; or, Tracking the Bowery

Fakirs.
451 The Bradys and "Gum-Shoe Gus" ; or, Hunting the White Way

Crooks.
452 The Bradys and the Belfry "Owls" ; or, Trailed to the Tombs.
453 The Bradys and the Chinese Juggler ; or, The Opium Fiend's Re-

venge.
454 The Bradys after "78X" ; or, Caught by a Sing Sing Clew.
455 The Bradys and the Telegraph Boy ; or, Exposing the League of

Three.
456 The Bradys' Six Bell Clew ; or, The Masked Men of the Magic

Mountain.
457 The Bradys and the Queen of the Highbinders ; or, The War of

the Tongs and Leongs.
458 The Bradys and the Floating Head ; or, The Clew Found in the

River.
459 The Bradys After Captain Death : or, Saving a Million in Rubies.
460 The Bradys and the Witch Woman; or, The Mystery of Mulberry

Fiend.
461 The Bradys and the Blind Peddler : or. Working in the Dark.
462 The Bradys Chasing the "Queer" Makers ; or. The Missing Secret

Service Man.
463 The Bradys and the Hop Crooks : or, The Hidden Man of China-

town.
461 The Bradys' Double Death Trap ; or. After the St. Louis Seven.
465 The Bradys and the Trunk Tappers; or, Solving a Railroad

Mystery.
466 The Bradys' Church Clock Ciew : or, The Man in the Steel Cage.
467 The Bradys and the Six Skeletons : or, The Underground House

on the Hudson.
468 The Bradys and the Chinese Fire Fiends; or, Breaking Up a

Secret Band.
469 The Bradys and the Stolen Bonds: or, A Tangled Case from

Boston.
470 The Bradys and the Black G i a n t ; or, The Secret of "Little

Syria."
471 The' Bradys and Little Chin-Chin ; or. Exposing an Opium Gang.
472 The Bradys af te r the Bank Street Bunch ; or, Rounding up the

Dock Rats.
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