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Thé smoke ascen goblet, the man in the doorway seemed transed. “Watch!”
cried the juggler, and, raising his baton, he struck the bell. The man threw up
his hands and sank to the floor. The Bradys stood amazed.
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CHAPTER 1.

A JAILED JUGGLER. .

“It is useless to urge me, William. Go I will not with-
out the box.”

The speaker was a dark-skinned man with a soft, curly
black beard.

Anyone perfectly familiar with race types would have
recognized him as a Hindoo at a glance.

“But think twice,” returned the young man who stood
before him. “This is a chance which may not come
again. I have been moved deeply by your story. I am
young, and do not mind the loss of my job. I am willing
to run the risk for your sake.”

The Hindoo turned a pair of burning black eyes upon
" him, and seemed to look the young man through and
through.

“William, I thank you,” he said. “You have indeed
tried to show me kindness. Get me out of this horrible
madhouse and you will never regret it. Help me to my
revenge on my enemies and I will make you rich, but I
cannot leave here without the box.”

They were talking in one of the private rooms—cells
some called them—of Dr. Birdbank’s private “sanitar-
ium,” at Brachurn, Massachusetts, some few miles out of
Boston.

The- Hindoo, who was cntered upon Dr. Birdbank’s
register under the name of “Ram Chunda,” had been now
over five years an inmate of this notorious private mad-
house—for the place was nothing else.

His was certainly a peculiar case.

Practically the man had hecome dead to the world.

Save for the attendants no one was allowed to see him
except when the State Inspector came around, and then
he was exhibited in a padded cell.

Who the man actually was or how he came into Dr.
Birdbank’s clutehies were matters upon which no one
now in the asylum, with the exception of the doctor him-
self, was informed.

“William Rice,” the young man now with Ram Chunda,
was one of his attendants.

He was a good looking young fellow in his twenties,
who had been three weeks in the doctor’s employ.

He had other duties in the asylum beside attending
upon Ram Chunda, but the Hindoo was his principal
care.

“But listen, Mr. Chunda,” he said. “I do not even
know where thlq box ig kept, or if it is still in existence.
You say it was in the cab with you on the night you were
kidnaped at the South station in Boston, and brought
here; you have not seen it since. That was five years ago.
How unlikely that I can find it. Why tie yourself to it?
I have arranged a plan by which I feel sure that your es-

-

cape may be perfected, and now you balk everything by
bringing forward this box business. I would cheerfully
find it if I could, but unless I ask the doctor, who cer-

;| tainly will not tell me, I am utterly at a loss to imagine

how I can do so. Let up on the box, and to-night I will
try to arrange your escape.”

“William,” said the Hindoo, who was sitting cross-
legged on the floor of his cell, his usual position, “all
that you say is true. nevertheless I shall not leave this
place without my box. I have reason to know that it
has not been destroyed. I believe you can get it if you
ure willing to run some risk. Let me tell you one thing;
with that box I leave this place possessed of power., With-
out it I am the helpless being you see me now. What is
life anyway when one has neither money nor power, but
eating, drinking and sleeping? T get enough to eat here
as long as I remain quiet and make no trouble for the
doctor, as T have learned to do. I sleep well, and beyond
the close confinement to which I am subjected, I am not
ill-treated. I prefer to remain a prizoner unless I ean
leave with my box.”

“Very well. Then there is nothing further to say.”

“Yes, there is.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Chunda?”

“You are willing to run some risk to get.the box?”

“I am, indeed. I have taken & strange fancy to you.
I have made up my mind to help you to get free, and I
hate to be balked.”

“Naturally. I mean as to the balking. Why you
should have taken a fancy to me I cannot understand, but
I shall be able to do so once I get that box.”

“And you won’t even tell me what is in it?”

“It would be useless, for you could not understand me
even were I to try to explain. The things in the box per-
tain to my profession, as I have explained before. Fur-
ther than that I cannot go.”

“Your profession is that of a Hindoo juggler.”

“Yes, William, or an Indian juggler, as our British
masters would term me. We can do wonderful things,
boy—such things as vou never saw or dreamed of.”

“And yet you cannot et yourself free; you cannot tell
me where to find this hox.”

“My power is in the box, boy, but not quite all of it
True it is that I cannot set myself free, but I can tell
you where the box iz—that is in a general way.”

“Come, vou did not say that before.”

“No; but I say it now. I can make you dream the loca-
tion of the box; then it is up to you to get it.”

“Dreams! What are dreams?”

“Do not speak lightly of what you do not undersiand.
We Hindoos have learned to control dreams; to use them
to our advantage, even as you Westerners have learned
to harness and control the electric current without even
knowing its nature, for you must admit that even the
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most expert electrician in the world does not know what
electricity actually is.”

“I admit that. But, Mr. Chunda, T must go. I shall
be missed. If I am caught talking with you I spoil all.”

“Right.” But don’t call me Mister William. The word
Chunda is a sort of title. Call me that or call me Ram.”

“Ram is easier. But the dream business.”

“Listen! Can you get to Boston to-night?”

“Yes.,)

“Then postpone your plan and go to Boston. Get what
T tell you, swallow it, and you will dream where the box
is. Perhaps you will even get it. There is that chance.”

William looked puzzled.

“I don’t know your power,” he replied, “but I must
tell you that if we cannot make this attempt to-night it
must be postponed a week.”

The juggler looked the young man full in the eye a
minute without replying, and then said:

“I see that you are under obligations not to explain
why this is.”

“Again you have read my thoughts. Yes, I am.”

“I knew it. I see an old man mixed up with this,
can attend to-night—not again for a week.”

‘{It is s0. 2

“And a very beautiful young woman with whom you
are in love.”

“That is so, too. How can you know these things?”
= “It is simply what you Westerners call mind reading,
something you understand as little as you do electricity.
I merely give you these proofs of my power in order that
you may know what I can do. Let it be put over a week.
Get this drug, take it without fear, and I believe you will
get the box. At least you will be able to locate it or to
tell me if it has been destroyed.”

“And you cannot tell that yourself?”

“T can tell less about myself, William, than I can about
other people, strange as 1t may seem to you. Do you
agree to all this?” .

“I do, freely. Anything to help you, Ram.”
~ “Then get the drug, but do not take it until the night
you propose to help me make the escape, otherwise the
box will be ruined.”

“And if I am drugged, I shall oversleep.”

“No; you will wake up when the right time comes.
That I guarantee.”

“I am in your hands.
dmg Pl

“It is composed of three simple herbs blended equally
by steeping. The weight must be accurate. Give me
pencil and paper and I will write the names for you.”

“But can these herbs be obtained in Boston?”

“I do not know. It is up to you to find out. Stay;
doubtless you would like o test the power of the decoc-
tion before trying it for our purpose?”

“You read my mind again, Ram. It is wonderful.”

“And your wish shall be granted. If you get the drug
to-night, try it when you retire, but keep your mind off
the box or you may get into trouble.”

“If I get it to-night, and you guarantee that I shall
wake right up after I have dreamed about the box, sup-
pose in case I get the box, we might go right ahead. I

And the name and nature of the

Hel|

cannot make the final move before half-past two. What
do you say?”-

“Very good. If you get the box. T am ready.” Mean-
while you shall have a dream which I will relate to you
later.”

“(Can you do that?”

“T can, eimply by fixing my mind on you while you are
under the influence of the drug.”

“Then let it stand so. Give me the prescription or
whatever you call it.”

Now what the juggler wrote we shall not state, lest
others might be seized with the notion to experiment
with this wonderful dream drug, and do so to their own
disadvantage.

Enough to say that the names of Ram Chunda’s three
herbs were entirely unknown to William Rice.

Equally unknown were they to the Boston druggist to
whom the young man, having obtained an evening off,
presented the paper when he reached that city.

“You can’t get those in a drug store,” he said.
me look them up in the pharmacopeia.”

He took down a thick volume which was supposed to
contain the name of every drug and herb in existence.

“Yes, they are here,” he said. “I can get them for
you.”

“Are they poison?” William asked.

“No; perfectly harmless,” was the reply.

“But when steeped in equal parts?”

“Y have no idea what the effect would be in that case.
These are East Indian herbs. I never had a call for
them before. For what do you propose to use them?”

William evaded the question, and stated that he would
call on the following Monday for the drugs.

He then hurried to the nearest telephone station and
had a long talk with some person over the wire.

This done, he returned to Braeburn, meeting Dr. Bird-
bank almost as soon as he entered the house.

“You are back early, Rice,” said the doctor, a coarse
looking person, who but for his correct dress might have
been taken for a tough or professional crook.

“Yes, sir,” replied William, meekly. “I could not find
the friend I went to see, so I came back.”

“Instead of staying your limit. I like that. You seem
to be getting along-well. I never had anyone attending
that Hindoo who had so little trouble with the man.”

“And, indeed, I’ve had nomne at all, sir.”

“You have never seen him violent. Perhaps you have
an idea that he may be sane, William. If g0, you will not
be the only one.”

“I'm sure I don’t know, doctor.

“But to you he seems sane?”

“He certainly does not act or talk like a crazy man.”

‘tlet

I’'m no judge.”

“Wait till you see him in one of his violent spells. He
is the most dangerous patient I have.”
“T know you told me so. It’s none of my business. All

I have to do is to carry out your orders, doctor.”

“Good)” cried the doctor. “That’s the way I like to
hear a man talk.”

Thereupon William Rice went to bed.

The next day he told Ram Chunda of his nonsuccess
in getting the drug.

On the following Monday evening William, securing
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another evening off, also secured the wished-for decoc-
tion.

The druggist informed him that he had inquired into
the matter, and that the drug was perfectly harmless.

William Rice then returned to the asylum, and this
time not meeting with Dr, Birdbank, he retired directly.

It was not his night to be on duty. .

He undressed and prepared for bed.

Before retiring he poured out a small quantity of the
drug, and addmv a teaspoonful of water, all in accord-
ance with Ram Chunda g direction, swallowed the dose.

The stuff was abqolutely tasteless.

It had rather a warming effect on the stomach, and the
young man felt very comfortable after he got into bed.

“I hope I've made no mistake,” he thought. “It’s
dangerous work dealing with these Indian jugglers.”

He lay in a reverie for some time.

As far as he could tell the drug was having no effect:

But he was quite mistaken.

It had clearly got in its fine work, and William did
not know it.

Feeling sleepy at last, he turned over on his side and
closed his eyes.

If he slept he did not know it.

It seemed but a minute that he had lain thus before the
young man was suddenly aroused by the sound of a sil-
very bell.

Loud and clear it rang out a single stroke, the sound
seemingly being right there in the little bedroom.

William sat up and looked around.

Moonlight was streaming in at the window. There was
nothing unusual to be seen.

Then suddenly the bell rang a second time, and with
equal distinctness.

What could it mean?

Strangely enough, William never once thought of the
drug he had taken.

That incident appeared.to have gone wholly out of his
mind.

And now for the third time he heard the bell.

At the same instant he saw what seemed to be a
white mist gathering in the line of the moonlight between
the bed and the window.

Rapidly it appeared to consolidate into the form of a
man.

And thet man, as the drugged attendant saw him, was
certainly Ram Chunda, the Hindoo juggler, but differ-
ently dressed.

For now instead of shirt, coat and trousers he wore a
purple robe, belted in at the waist by a dark red sash.

Upon his head was the “puggree” or white turban worn
by a certain class of high caste Hindoos; there were em-
broidered slippers on his feet.

He turned his eyes full upon William and said:

“Youw heard the bell! It is the death beil! It means
not death to you, but to him whom I will. Sleep in
peace! Sleep and dream!”

And next morning William could not even remember
seeing the Hindoo vanish.

He could only regard the appearance, the words he
heard, and the bell itself, as part of a most remarkable
dream to be related in a subsequent chapter.

CHAPTER IL
A MILLION IN' GEMS.

A clerk looked in upon Old King Brady and said:

“Senator Harding.”

“Ha!” replied the old detective.
five minutes.”

Even a United States Senator was to be kept waiting
for theworld-famous detective, it seemed.

Such was the case.

Old King Brady wanted to finish up his morning mail.

He did not know Senator Harding, who hailed from a
far western state, and he was not over anxious to meet
him.

Old King Brady, be it understood, is a very independent
proposition.

He has reason to be, for by long years of devotion to
his chosen profession, the old man has become very
wealthy.

Naturally wealth and independence go hand in hand,
or at least they should do so. Certainly they did in Old
King Brady’s case.

Having read two letters, the old detective, who wore
hig-usual peculiar blue coat with brass buttons, also the
old-fashioned stock and stand-up collar, put on his big
broad-brimmed white felt hat, and called:

- “Alice!”

Immediately a decidedly handsome young woman en-
tered from an inner office of the suite.

This was Miss Alice Montgomery, the famous female
sleuth, who is a partner in the Brady Detective Bureau.

The junior, Young King Brady, did not appear to be in
evidence that morning.

“Senator Harding, of , has been announced,”
said Old King Brady, naming the Senator’s State, which
we prefer not to give.

“Indeed,” replied Alice. “And what does he want?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea. Since Harry is away,
I think you had better be present at the interview. The
man bears rather an unsavory reputation. I am not over
anxigus to meet him, but as he may be connected with
our latest Secret Service orders, I cannot well refuse.””

“Certainly not. You can’t turn down a United States
Senator.” : :

“I will if T choose then, Alice; that is, unless he is
backed up by Secret Service orders. Of course, under
our contract, we are obliged to work blindly for the-
United States Secret Service Bureau at times, though I
must confess I don’t altogether like it. As for taking up
this man’t business. unless it very earnestly appeals to
me, I certainly shall not do it.”

Alice smiled.

She has seen Old King Brady change his mind too
often to feel sure what he will do about any case offered.

“Shall T call the Senator in?” she asked. :

“Do, please,” replied the old detective, “and remain
present during the interview, unless I give you a secret
signal to retire.”

Alice opened the door and said:

“Senator Harding will please walk in.”

“Let him come in in
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“‘The Senator entered.

He wag none too pleasing a proposition to look at, but
his dress and manner were those of a gentleman.

He introduced himself to Old King Brady, and was in
turn introduced to Alice.

Then he handed the old detective a card.

It was the personal card of the chief of the United
States Secret Service Bureau.

Upon it was written:

“Introducmg Senator Harding inthe matter of case
No. —

“Ha!” said Old King Brady. “You are the party back
of this Indian juggler business, then?”

“I am,” replied Senator Harding. “Has anything been
done in the case? At first I intended to keep in the back-
ground, Mr. Brady, but I am growing impatient. I have
determined to look into the business myself. I ask for a
report.”

0Old King Brady looked at the Senator with none too
favorable an expression.

“All has been done that we have been able to do,” he
replied. “As yet we have not succeeded in securing the
man’s rescue from Dr. Birdbank’s place.”

“When do you expect to accomplish it?”

“On Thursday of this week.”

“I thought it was Thursday of last week. You so re-
ported.”

“I did, and such was the tlme set, but my partner,
Young King Brady, who has the case in hand, telephoned
me last Thursday evening that the matter would have to
go over a week.” -

“And the cause of the delay?”

“Was because he thought best.”

“Your answer explains nothing, Mr. Brady.”

“It carries with it all the explanation I can give you,
sir. ‘When I place business in the hands of my partner,
I expect him to use his discretion. I never interfere. I
was in Boston that night prepared to finish the matter up.
I returned to New York upon receiving this word. I shall
return again to Boston on Thursday. I hope then to suc-
ceed.”

The Senator looked annoyed, but he preserved his calm-
ness of manner.

“I am not questioning your methods, Mr. Brady,” he
said, “but I want to understand just what you are about.
Will you mind stating precisely what your orders are?”

“Not at all. I will read my orders, which came to me
by letter.”

“Please do.”

And Old King Brady, turning to his letter file, ab-
stracted a sheet and read the following:

“Yeu are requested to take up the following business
for this bureau.

“Dr. Birdbank, Braeburn, Mass., keeps a private asy-
lum. Dr. B. has for the last five years held a patient who
is practically a prisoner. One Ram Chunda, a Hindoo
juggler It is desired to secure this man’s freedom, and
to gain his gratitude and confidence.

“This is not to be done openly. No proceedings are to
be brought against Dr. Birdbank in any case.
highly desirable that this Hindoo’s release should be ar-
ranged as an escape. Once this.is accomplished it will be

AY

V4

It is§

up to you to keep the man in tow until you receive fur-
ther instruction. You will inform me immediately the
escape is effected. By giving this your best attention you.
will greatly oblige.”

“Vague,” said Senator Harding.

“Very,” replied Old King Brady.

“And is this all you know about the case?”

“All except certain points received from my partner.
Through my own influence——" 4

“Which is very extensive, I am told.”

“Fairly so. I was about to say, through my own in-
fluence I have Dbeen able to seecure for my partner the
position of personal attendant upon this Hindoo. It
cost me both money and trouble, neither of which would
have been sufficient but for the fortunate chance that Dr.
Birdbank happened to be dissatisfied with the man he had.
Since then my partner has succeeded in becoming very in.
timate with this Hindoo. He feels confident that with
my help on the outside he can bring about this escape.
All he has learned about this man is that he was kid-
naped at the South station in Boston five years ago, and
has remained in Dr. Birdbank’s clutches ever since.”

“And your pariner has not learned the cause of this
kidnaping?”

(‘No.})

“Nor who was behind it?”

“NO-”

“And that is all you know of the matter?”

“All. Under no circumstances should we have taken
up such a case for an individual. We are working ex-
clusively for the Secret Service Bureau.”

“I see. Itisrather a blind lead. And now, Mr. Brady,
I will be frank with you. I propose to enlighten you a
bit. I am behind this case.”

“Yes.” .

“Yes,osir. And T know a little more about it than
you do. The man who caused this Hindoo to be kidnaped
was one Simon Mosback, a dealer in East India goods
here in New York.” -

“On South William street for many years. Now
dead.”
“Txactly. He left a large estate—millions. Among

other property he owns Dr. Birdbank’s sanitarium. His
estate has never been settled. It remains in the hands
of trustees, who are directed by Mosback’s will to allow
Birdbank to enjoy that property rent free so long as he
cares for the lunatic Ram Chanda.”

“The man i3 no more crazy than you or I, Senator?”

“I quite believe yvou. although I have no information
on that point. Mosback was a very vindictive man. He
quarrelled with this Hindoo juggler, and took this singu-
lar mean of securing his perpetual imprisonment, and he
meant it to be perpetual at the time of his death.”

((Why?”

“Because the man possesses a secret which Mosback
tried to get from him and failed. His act was purely
one of revenge.”

“And in case the Hindoo escapes, this doctor will have
to pay rent?”

“Yes. Naturally he will observe every pregaution.”

“He has became quite lax in that particular, my part-
ner informs me.”
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“Indeed? So much the better for us then.” 3

“I think we shall succeed. Are you telling any morc?”

The Senator fidgeted in his chair. -~

. “The fact is, Mr. Brady, I hardly know what to do,” he
said.

“In other words, you don’t know whether to trust me
or not.” ,

. “It is not altogether that. I don’t know what to do
with this Hindoo after you get him.”

“We have no orders to hold him. Hig kind are well
known to be most slippery propositions.”

“I know it.”

“Senator Harding, evidently you came here for in-
formation, but you are too much afraid of giving away
your business to ask it. Is it not so?”

The Senator smiled.

“That's about the size of it.” he replied.

“Very well then, my dear sir, it is either talk or not
talk. Why take up my time?”

“You put it bluntly, Mr. Brady.”

“I come straight to the point.
you in this Hindoo?”

“Let me tell you something.”

“Well?”

“0ld man Mosback left all his property to charily.
He cut off his only child, a son, a very decent young man,
with a #ellor.” :

. ‘(Ah!”

“Yes,

“I sce.

What interest have

Family quarrel, you see.”
And * ,
“And Joe Mosbhack, the son, is my private secretary.”

‘(Ajh!’}

“He recently came into possession of some of his
father’s private papers. These told of this secret, and
about the Hindoo. Joe, after a good deal of hesitation,
%onﬁded it to me. There seemed to be good .grounds for

elieving that there was money in the business, and
SO'_”

“And so you agreed to stake the young man?”

“Exactly. Now granting vou get the Indian

“What are we told to do with him? That’s the point,”

“Can you arrange to have him arrested on some
charge and jailed there in Boston until we can get at
him 7

“No, sir!” replied Old King Brady. emphatically.

»

“I

. cannot unless the man has committed some crime.”

“Not even for the Secr:t Service Bureau?”

“Not even for the bureau, which has not requested it,
and will not, I am well assured.”

The Senator bit his- lip.

“Really, Mr. Brady, vou are rather hard on a man,”
he said.

“XNot at all, sir. not at all. T abet no crooked busi-
ness.”

“Now don’t put it that way or we shall quarrel.”

“Which wouldn’t trouble me in the least.”

T see I shalhave to come out flat-footed.” “

“Most certainly you will if you expect to do business
~with me.” -

“May I see you alone for 4 minute?”

“No more alone than vou see me now, Senator. Miss

Montgomery is my partner, and is perfectly familiar with
all my affairs.”

“You are certainly a very hard man, Mr. Brady, but
something must be done. Of course I cannot expéct you
to engage in any such business merely for Secret Service
fees.”

“Well?”

“Let me whisper something.”

“Say it out loud.”

“T spoke figuratively.”

“Try. it again and speak plainly.”

“Oh, well then, understand, Mr. Brady! There i8 a
million in diamonds and gems involved in this matter.
They belong by rights to Joe Mosback. Help me to get
them for him, and you get your ghare.”

CHAPTER IIL
HARRY’S SECOND EXPERIENCE WITH THE INDIAN DRUG.

The last chapter will show what odd cases the Bradys
sometimes find themselves called upon to work on, and
how little they often know of cases they actually are
working on wherr the Secret Service Bureau is con-
cerned, for that bureau is, and necessarily so, secretlve
to the last degree.

It will also be seen that “William Rice” was none other
that Young King Brady, or “Harry,” as he is always
called by his partners.

Still another point must be noted, and that ig the men-
tion made by the Hindoo juggler of the “old man,” and
the “beautiful woman” with whom the supposed William
Rice was in love.

Certain it is that Harry is deeply in love with Alice,
and one day hopes to marry her.

And it was equally certain that no hint of any of this
business had ever escaped him in the Hindoo’s presence.

But it is a wellknown fact that these Hindoo jugglers
do things so wonderful that it is no wonder many believe
in ‘rhmr magic.

On the other hand, it w1ll be well to note the fact that
this particular juggler had been five years unable to gain
his freedom.

And yet how easily he gained it after he got the boz,
which had been stolen from him at the time he was kid-
naped!

But this remains to be shown. In the meantime we
must return to Young King Brady, who having taken the
mysterious drug, we left already under the Hindoo’s spell.

And Harry dreamed a dream that night which he was
destined never to forget.

We shall not describe this dream directly. We prefer
tolet Mr. Ram Chunda describe it for himself. :

Harry awoke next morning at the usual time feeling
entirely himself. -

He remembered the “death bell,” and the vision of the
juggler, but, as we said before, he considered both
recollections as part of "his dream.

It was not until eight o’clock that Young King Brady
went on duty, the night man who had charge of his pa-
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tients always served them in the early morning, while
Harry when on duty took charge until eight p.m.

The two took turns, and it was night duty one day
and day duty the next.

When Harry entered Ram Chunda’s room the Hindoo
was seated cross-legged on the floor as usual, and also, as
usual right after breakfast, he was smoking a cigarette.

Harry could not come close to his man, for inside the
‘outer door was a steel grating, beyond which Ram Chun-
da was never allowed to pass, unless guarded by two.

“Well, boy,” said the juggler in the perfect English
which all educated Hindoos now speak, “what kind of a
night did you have?”

“You gave it to me straight, all right,” replied Young
King Brady. “It wags a night of dreams.”

“As I supposed it would be. Now don’t tell me your
‘dreams, let me tell them to you.”

“Can you do that?”

“I can.”

“HOW?”

“If I told you that, you would be as wige as I am,

while I should be giving away secrets which it took me

years to learn, besides which is the fact that it would be
very difficult to make you understand. But to get down
to your dreams.” .

“Well, I suppose you are hmtmg at mind reading. But
go ahead.”

“First, you dreamed that you were on board a queer,
old-fashioned sailing ship, where the men dressed in
antique costume.”

“Wrong.”

“What? It cannot be.”

“It is.”

“Btay, I have it!
before that?”

“Yes-’?

“Don’t tell me what it is. I’ll tell you later.
dream what I have just said?”

“Yes, afterward, but not first, as you said.”

“Do you reckon it the second or third phase of your
dreams?” P v

“Third.” ! '

“T understand. You dreamed it just as I tell you?”

“Precisely as you state it.”

“] knew it! Next you dreamed of a fearful storm,
and of the ship being wrecked upon a rocky coast?”’

“You are covering a lot of ground in one sentence.”

“Such is my intention. Your next dream amounted to
that.” .

“It amounted to that.”

“I pass now to the shipwreck—to when it was all over.
Two men alone were saved as you dreamed?”

“Yes.” .

“One was the captain of the ship?”

“Yes‘”

“The other was a man like me—a Hindoo?”
“Yes.’,
“The captain clung to a small chest which he had gone
to great lengths to save?”
© “Yes, it ig all true. It nearly cost him his life.”
“It did cost him his life. The Hindoo killed him after
he had buried the chest.”

You mean you dreamed something

Did you

“You know it alll”

Even Young King Brady, who had been up against
Hindoo jugglers before and knew something of their
wonderful powers, was lost in amazement over this man’s
power of telepathy.

“Did your dreams end there?” demanded Ram Chunda.

“Practically, yes. The rest is misty and confused.”

“Can’t you remember anything of it?”

“QOnly that a woman rescued the Hindoo.”

“After he had thrown the captain’s body into the
sea?”

“Yes.”

“The Hindoo did not d1g up the chest?”

“Not that I can remember. I really can’t follow the
dream beyond that point.”

“Now to get back to the begmmng——what you call
your first dream. You heard a bell?”

& Yes", N

“You, saw me?”

“I certainly did.”

“T told you it was the death bell, but that it did not
spell your death?”

“You did.”

“And then I told you to go to sleep and dream?”

“That is certainly what you said. How can you know
all this?”

“William, it is most simple. I know it all W a per-
fectly natural law, which I could explain if I chose, but
you would have to be previously edueated up to a point
where you could understand it.”

“I wish you would try it on. I may be brighter than
you think.”

“No; not now. Later, perhaps, Are you now convinced
of my power?”

“I am convinced of the power of the drug.” ~

“But not of my mind reading?”

“I don’t understand that. Certainly you have read my
mind, but perhaps you knew what sort of dreams your
drug would produce.” ‘

The Hindoo looked disgusted.

“Your answers only go to show how useless it is to
attempt to make you understand these things,” he gaid.
“But never mind. When do we attempt the escape?”

“On Thursday night.”

“Very well. Let me advise you not to take the drug
until then.”

“T have no such intention. But if I take it then what
do you expect the effect to be?”

“I expect you to dream of the location of that box.”

“You said something of the possibility of me getting
the box.”

“There is that possibility.”

“But how?”

“William, sometimes men walk in their sleep.”

“Don’t you make me walk in my sleep into Dr. Bird-
bank’s room and get shot.”

“Ha! There is that danger. Give me your hand.”
Harry extended his hand, and the Hindoo taking it, re.
mained silent with his eyes closed fco some minutes. '

Then opening his eyes again, he dropped the hand and
said:

“You are in no danger. You will live for years to
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come. But leave me now. I do not wish to talk any
more of these things.”

“We will make the trial on Thursday night?”

“We will escape, William, when the time comes.”

And this was the last Harry could get out of him.

The day passed as usual.

That night Harry was on duty, and his “shift” slept.

There was little to do so far as Ram Chunda was con-
cerned, but a young milionaire, who occupied a private
“cell” on another corridor, and who was raving, made
things very warm for Harry, and by the time the lunatic
finally did go to sleep he was pretty well worn out.

Thus next day Harry slept late, as was his privilege.

He was dressing towards moon when Dr. Birdbank
knocked on the door.

“Rice,” he said, “I would like to have you go on at once
to-day. -Barnes wants to go to Boston. He will be on
band at eight, so you will get your night’s sleep.”

“All right, sir,” replied Harry.

“And I am called away by a telegram. I shall not be
back until to-morrow. Be extra careful of Ram Chunda.
I think one of his violent fits is about due.”

“I certainly shall, sir.”

“I understand that you had a whole lot of trouble
with J—— last night,” continued the doctor, naming the
millionaire. “I shall give Barnes a sleeping potion, which
he will administer. He will explain its working to you,
and to-morrow night you can use it. The man simply
must have more sleep or he will die.”

Thereupon the doctor went away.

Harry went on duty and remained at his post until
eight o’clock, when he was relieved by Barnes.

“This is-an awkward arrangement,” he said. “I don’t

like it. We want to get the doctor to make it week shifts. |

I don’t get sleep enough. I am half dead now.”

He must have known that Dr. Birdbank was going
away, for he was half drunk, and Harry plainly saw it.

Still the fellow seemed to know what he was about
perfectly well, so Young King Brady went to his room.

All through the afternoon Ram Chunda had been sin-
gularly silent. In fact Harry could scarcely get a word
out of him, and at last he gave it up asa bad job.

When Harry had undressed a strange and overwhelm-
ing desire to try the drug again seized him.

He tried to forget it, and tumbled into bed.
“ Stronger and stronger came the impulse.

“I’d just like to see if Ram Chunda could read my
dreams, if he doesn’t know I'm going to take the drug,
or even if I should have any,” Harry reasoned.

Then he said to himself that just because he wanted to
take the stuff so badly he couldrn’t.

He dropped asleep, and in a moment suddenly awoke.

And now Harry found himself in a singular condition.

He got up, took the bottle out of the washstand and
uncorked it before he fairly realized what he was domg

Then he caught up on himself.

“I won’t do it,” he muttered.

“Yes, you will. You must,” an inward voice seemed
to say to him. “If it didn’t hurt you last night, it won’t
hurt you to-night. Go ahead.”

. It was like a drunkard and his bottle.

In the end Harry yielded and repeated the dose of the
night before.

From the instant he gwallowed the stuff a strange calm-
ness came over him.

He got back into bed and lay in perfect peace.

. Was he asleep or awake!

Harry never could quite determine.

But one thing is certain, his first experience of the
previous night was repeated.

He heard the “death bell” ring three times.

He saw the misty figure of Ram Chunda form in the
noonlight.

Doubtless it was only a dream, and strange dreams fol-
lowed.

That night You:ng King Brady certainly did the som-
nambulist act in most peculiar fashion, and all the while
he dreamed.

First it was that Ram Chunda came again and stood by
the bed.

“William, get up and dress yourself,” the Hindoo said
in a tone of authority. “The time has come to act.”

And as Harry dreamed, he obeyed the juggler, and they
passed out of the room, descended the stairs, passed into
the other building, and stood before Dr. Birdbank’s door.

“You have skeleton keys about you, detective; open
the door. The doctor is away, and there is no danger,”
said Ram.

It did not seem at all strange to Harry that the jug-
gler should know he was a detective, but quite part of the
programme.

He dreamed that he opened the door with his skeleton
keys and entered the doctor’s private room.

. Then Ram, who still stood beside him, said:

“I have located the box. It is on the top shelf of that
closet, and the door is locked. Open it and get the box.
1t is of dark wood, studded with brass nails, and has Hin-
doo letters on top inlaid in brass. When you have got it
bring it to me.”

Thereupon Ram Chunda disappeared out of Harry’s
dream.  And in an instant Young King Brady, so far as
any recollection of what happened is concerned, ceased
to dream.

The next he knew Harry awoke in iz own bed.

His head was perfectly clear; all effects of the drug had
departed.

“Strange what an effect that stuff hag on a fellow,” he
thought. “I'm glad I tried it again. I’ll bet a dollar
Ram Chunda can’t tell what I dreamed this time. Last
night he simply fixed his mind on me, and put those
thoughts in my head. That’s what made me dream as I
did.”

He turned over and flung himself into a more comfort-
able positlion.

As he did so his left foot struck against something
hard in under the covers.

“What on earth is that?” thought Harry.

He put down his hand and felt of the thing.

It appeared to be an oblong box about two feet in
length, perhaps a foot wide, and six inches deep.

Harry sprang out of bed and lighting the gas, threw
back the covers.

There lay a box made of some dark wood, heavily



8 THE BRADYS AND

THE DEATH BELL.

studded with brass nails, with Hindoo letters inlaid in
brass on the lid.

Taking it up, Harry found that it had conmderable
weight.

He shook it, but nothing rattled.

“How singular!” he muttered.. “Have I been walking
- in my sleep? Did I actually enter the doctor’s room and
get this box?” -

He now examined it more closely, and found that the
lid had been forced, some of the wood around the lock
having been broken away. ;

He threw it open, filled with curiosity.

But his curiosity was not to be gratified then.

The box, which was lined with brass, was entlrelL
empty.

And such was Harry’s second expenence with the drug,

CHAPTER 1V.
WHAT HAPPENED AT THE OLD PUMP HOUSE.

Thursday night saw Old King Brady and Alice at
Young’s Hotel in Boston.

They came over by the flyer, ready to aid Harry in his
plan of escape.

Had Old King Brady then taken up with Senator Hard-
ing’s personal end of the case?

Was he after that million dollars in d1amonds and
gems?

In a way it wag so.

Certainly when Senator Harding left the office of the
Brady Detective Bureau he thought so.

But the old detective had committed himself to noth-
ing.

As for the Senator’s further explanations of the matter,
we propose to hold them back for the present.

Sufficient to say at this stage of our story that while
they convinced the old detective that the Senator be-
lieved in this treasure, they still were very far from
convincing Old King Brady that Joe Mosback had any
right to it, or Ram Chunda, either.

The old detective had taken up the case on trial, so
to speak.

Supper was ordered and eaten.

Alice then retired, ag she was fatigued by the journey,
and needed sleep.

But the old detective, owl that he is, read the first
part of the evening, and dozed in an arm chair the second.

At midnight he called Alice, who made a quick toilette.

The two then took the last train for Braeburn, which
lies about twelve miles out of Boston on one of the north-
ern roads.

Old King Brady had been to Dr. Birdbank’s before, so
he knew just where to go.

The sanitarium stood on a hill about a mile from thed
station, and Old King Brady and Alice started along the
road.

It was now half-past one o'clock, and the escape was to
be pulled off between two and half-past.

0Old King Brady and Harry had made all their arrange-
ments.

No matter what they. Were—the reason will soon be
made plain.

Reaching the gate which led into the sanitarium

grounds, Old King Brady was surprised to find it wide
open.

There was a porter’s lodge here, a neat stone building.
Dr. Birdbank was most particular that no one should be
admitted to his grounds without first telephoning from
the lodge.

But the old detective had anticipated no difficulty in

gaining admittance, even if he found the big gate shut,
as he expected to. )

Sufficient to say, the porter was in the old detective’s
pay, and the intention was to have him assist in the
escape.

-But the lodge was entirely dark.

0ld King Brady pressed the electric bell several times.

They could hear the bell buzz, but there was no re-
sponse.

0Old King Brady now tried the door and found it un-
lecked.

“There is something all wrong here, Ahce ? he de-
clared. “What does this mean?”

“TLat the fellow has betrayed youw, I suppose,” replied
Alice. “I can account for it in no other way.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“It is up to us to find out.”

“Stay here and I will go over the house and see if T

can’t find that fellow Bnggs

“No, no! Let us stick together, Mr. Brady.”

“Are you atraid-of yourqeli [aed

“I am afraid for both of us.
on Harry’s account. If he had known things were going
wrong he would have sent us word.”

“Perhaps he could not get the chance., But we will
go over the house together and see what we find.”

They did so, and found nothing.

The man Briggs was unmarried, and lived here in two
furnished rooms, keeping house for himself,

0ld King Brady had been in the rcoms, but now he
fcund the furniture gone and the house deserted.

All of which certainly argued very badly for the suc-
cess of their scheme.

“We will push on up to the sanitarium,” said the old
detective. “I am much afraid there is going to be noth-
ing doing to-night. Without the help of Briggs I don’t
see how we can possibly succeed.”

This determination was not reached without consider-
able talk, but their way up the broad avenue, which wound
arouns the side of the hill, was pursued in silence.

'Their road led them through a stretch of natural for-
est, the trees having been thinned out, and the lest of
them preserved.

Soon they came out where they should have had a
sight of the sanitarium, and the mystery was in part ex-
| plained.

Before them stood three rumed walls, the third had
fallen.

Rukbish lay scattered about everywhere.

In short, Dr. Birdbank’s place had evidently been de-
stroyed by fire, and that some time before.

“Well?” exclimed 0ld I\mg Brady, as he gazed upon
the desolate scene.

“This is serions enough,” sald Ahce
this have oceurred?”

“When could

I am particularly anxious'

~
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“Not yesterday, certainly. The destruction is com-
plete.  Why on earth dld not Briggs inform us?”
“QOr Harry?”
Old King Brady sighed deeply.
“If it had been in Harry’s power to inform us, need
I say that he would most certainly have done s07” he re-
marked.
“Mr, Brady, you alarm me.”
“I -am alarmed myself, Alice.
lives lost here.
worst.”
“How can we ascertain?”
Old King Brady looked at his watch, by the aid-ef hlS
flashlight.
“Quarter past two,” he said. “There is no way in which
we can ascertain before morning, I suppose.”
“Unless the carriage comes for us, as we have ar-
~ ranged.”
“It will hardly do that now. Yet there is a chance.”
“It seems to me most likely that it will come, and that
Briggs will come with it. He knows that we are to be
here this morning at this hour. It would be a certain
opportunity of connecting with us, and he may embrace
it.” Y
“That is so. We will wait.” s
They walked around the ruins.
Everything, even the barns and outbuildings, had been
destroyed.
“It iz a wonder we didn’t see something about this
in the paper,” Old King Brady remarked.
“It is, indeed,” replied Alice. “But I must own to not
having read the papers very carefully for the last day or
two.”
“Nor have I. Hark! Don’t I hear the sound of wheels,
or do my ears deceive me?”
“I don’t think they do.
is someone coming, sure.”
They hurried around to the front.
The sounds were now plainer, and in a moment a carry-
_all, with one man in it, came out from among the trees.

“Briggs, sure enough!” exclaimed Old King Brady,
with a grunt of satisfaction. “Now we shall know what all
this means.”

They advanced to meet the man, who pulled in, dis-
mounted, and came towards them.

“Waal, Mr. Brady,” he exclaimed. with a country
drawl. “Ruther surprised, weren’t you? Meant to get
here sooner so’s to be on hand when you got here. Say,
isn’t this great?”

“When d1d it happen?” demanded the old detective.

“Night before last.”

“Any lives lost?”

“Only one, so far’s we know.
Mr. J

“Phe millionaire you were telling me about?”

ep. He didn’t get out. All the rest were accounted

for. } Great Scott, didn’'t T have a tough time saving
sorie yn ’em! You bet! Waal, so it goes.”

“Well, Mr. Briggs, well? You know what I am most
anxious about?”

“Sure. It’s all right. Yer partner an’ that there
Hindoe are over to my house a-waitin’ for you.”

There may have_bcen

Yes, I hear wheels. Thére

A crazy man named

e

You must prepare your mind for thel|,

“Why was I not informed?”

“Tried twice to get you on the telephone, but I couldn’t, -
I didn't like to telegraph. Yer partner said not to.
He thought we’d just better wait for you to come. Only
thing is P’'m a bit late.” .

“How did it happen?”

“Waal, T dunno, an’ I don’t know as anybuddy does.
Doc was away that night. They think it’s crossed wires,
{ helieve. “Leetricity is a mighty dangerous thing.”

“Did it break out at night?”

“Sure. Jest about this time. Fust I knowed was from
your partner. He rung my bell. ‘The house is on fire!
he hollered, when I looked out the window. ¢Yer better
get up, there,” he says. The Hindoo was with him.
Beforc I could get down to the door they were off like a
streak.”

“But I thought you said they were at your present
house, wherever that is?”

“Sure I did,” replied Briggs, hastily. “They came
around in the morning. The Hindoo had hurt his foot
and couldn’t hardly walk. I took an’ moved my things to
the pump house at the old B—— reservoir, and there I've
been keepin’ ’em hid. Yer partner’s had to stick close
to the Hindoo, who has been having some of his spells.
You didn’t beheve the man was crazy, but he is; as crazy
as a bug. That’s the reason yer partner couldn’t get
away to telegraph or telephone you himself. I'm’ to
drive you there.”

“And where is the doctor”’

“I dunno where he is to-night.
day.
ville lunatic asylum ’till he can find a place.
he sent home, I believe.
give me the bounce.”

“Why?”? ,

“Why? Oh, I s’pose he thought he hadn’t no use for
me with the place burned down.”

“I see. Alice, I want to speak to you a minute. Pleaee
excuse me, Mr. Briggs.”

““Qh, that’s all right. Take yer time,” said the porter.
“PI’m ready to drive you to the old pump house as soon
as you are ready.”

0ld King Brady drew Alice to one side.

“What do you think of the man and his story?” he
asked.

“Why, it =cems straight enough, Mr. Brady. Don’t
you think so?” ’

“I hardly know what to think. We don’t want to forget
that the fellow is crooked, and I was able to bribe him.”

“That is so; on the other hand, if he had intended
crooked business, he would hardly have come here alone.”

“It would seem so. I think we better go with him, I
don’t see who could possibly have any interest in putting
up a job on us except Dr. Birdbank bimself.”

“And he is Briggs’ employer.”

“There you are, But why Harry has not let us know is
the part which puzzles me.”

“He may have been 1n very close attendance on the
Hindoo, as this man says.”

They talked further.

The decision was to go with Briggs. -

So they got into the carryall and the start was made.

He was around to-
He took all his dangerous people to the Somer-
The others
I dunno much about it. He’s
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“Is this the rig you were to provide for us?” Old King
Brady asked,

‘(Yes »

“But I particularly told you we wanted a closed car-
riage.” )

“Qh, waal, I know. I meant this rig came from the
same livery I was going to hire from. I didn’t s’pose it
made no difference about having a closed carriage to-
night.”

“Nor does it. I merely wanted to understand.”

“I hope, Mr, Brady, that you don’t think I’d play you
any tricks after the liberal way you’ve treated me?”

I hope, Briggs, you wouldn’t think of doing so0.”

“0Of course not! Why should I? Say, I'm dead straight.
Wouldn’t never have gone back onto Dr. Blrdbank 1f I
hadn’t knowed him to be a crook.”

They turned into a lonely wood road, where it was
very rough going.

“How come you to take up your quarters in this old
pump house?” the detective asked.

“Whal, yer see, it iz in a lonely place. Since the new
B—— reservoir was built there don’t nobody never come
this way. I knowed all that, so as yer partner had to hide
the Hindoo somewhere, we thought it would be as good a
place as any. At all events it suited him.”

“How far do we have to go?”

- “Abount two miles from here, or, say, two and a quarter,
to get it down fine.”

They soon began to ascend a steep hill.

This argued the existence of a reservoir, and sure
enough they soon came to it.

In the distance Old King Brady could see a low stone
gtructure, covering considerable ground.

“There you are!” cried Briggs. “That there’s the
place. Shouldn’t wonder if yer partner came out to meet
you. He said likely he would, if the Hindoo quieted
down. Ie was pretty bad when I started out. Mr. Brady
would have come along with me only for that. By jinks,
I thivk I see him standing there by the door now.”

A man of about Young King Brady’s size and general
build was certainly standing near the door of the building
ahead of them.

He looked towards the approaching carriage.

But it was too dark for Old King Brady and Alice fo
make him out.

Yet they did not doubt now that it was Harry.

Everything seemed to be coming out according to
schedule.

The pump house was built of gramte and had iron bars
at the high windows.

But this is quite customary with pump houses at reser-
voirs, which are usually located in places quite as lonely
as this was.

0ld King Brady was about to give a peculiar cry,
which Harry would have answered, when the man sud-
denly turned and went inside.

“What’s that for?” demanded Alice.
seen us coming.”

“Perhaps the Hindoo hollered,” suggested Briggs.
“He’s bollering all the time.”

Whether this was true or not Old King Brady could not
tell.

“He must have

Harry had reported what Dr. Birdbank said about the
Hindoo’s “spells”; also that he had not seen him in one
himself.

The carryall rounded up at the door of the pump house,
which was closed.

“What are you going to do with your team, Briggs?”
the old detective inquired. .

“Hitch under a shed near here,” was the reply.

Old King Brady got out and turned his back on the
door to help Alice out.

The step was rather high, and Alice looked down at it
instead of at the door.

Briggs instantly started, and then the old detectxve and
Alice turped around.

Turned to find themselves facing two men, each of
whom held a cocked revolver.

Briggs jumped out and drew another.

And the men were both strangers to Old King Brady.

“Well, Mr. Detective,” exclaimed the elder of the pair,
sneeringly, “you are up against trouble, you see.”

CHAPTER V.
THE ESCAPE.

It is necessary to return to Young Xing Brady.

Harry, when we left him, it will be remembered, had
just discovered the mysterious box of which he had
dreamed, hidden in his bed, and opening it found it empty,

“How could it have come here?” he asked himself.

There was but one explanation which he could enter-
tain. ‘

“I must have been both walking and working in my
sleep,” he thought. “There is no other way. But what
shall I do now? This is not Thursday night. No use to
attempt to escape.”

He thought for a few minutes, and then determined to
go and inform Ram Chanda if he could do so without at-
tracting the attention of Barnes.

So he hurried on his clothes, and hiding the box in the
bed, started downstairs and through the long corridors,
coming at last to the door leading into a little corridor,
at the end of which was the Hindoo’s cell.

Barnes might be in this corridor, or he might not.

It was all uncertain, for his beat covered three.

Harry opened the door with his key, and closing it be-
hind him, hurried to the door of the Hindoo’s room.

There was electric light in this part of the building, and
one burner was turned on here.

Harry could see nothing of Barnes.

The Hindoo’s door was locked, and when Harry opened
it and let the light in on the steel grating, he saw the
Juggler sitting cross-legged on the floor, smoking a cigar-
ette, in his usual style.

“Well William,” he said, quietly, “so you got the box.”

“You read my mind as usual, Ram. Yes, I certainly

have a box. How I got it, though, is more than I can
tell.”

“Preams, boy, dreams! So you obeyed me and took the
dose again.”

“Disobeyed, you mean.’

“] mean what I say. It was I who, by fixing my mind
upon you, forced you to take that dose. That’s hypno-
tism. As for the rest, no matter; but understand, I am
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at the bottom of it all.
your room while Barnes is absent. Not that I expect
him to interfere with us. The fellow was half drunk
when he last looked in on me. He has a bottle in his
pocket. I have no doubt that he is sound asleep some-
where now.” )

“But, Ram, this is only Tuesday. We cannot escape.”

“Boy, we can, Trust me. Now that we have secured
the boxz, I have no fear.”

“I am sorry to dlsappomt you, Ram; the box is empty »

(CNO')J

“It is.
inside.”

“I am not surprised to hear you say this, William.
Remember Dr. Birdbank has had that box in his posses-
sion for five years, but I doubt much if he has found the
things I left in it.”

“It has a false bottom?”

“It is false all over. Take me to the box, or bring the
box to me.”

“Hither you say, Ram. Whlch ghall it be?”

“Take me to the box.”

Now this was to be more easily accomphshed than
may be imagined.

During the weeks of h1s service at the sanitarium
Harry had taken an impression of the lock of the grating,
and had provided a key which would open it.

He did not hesitate. It seemed to him as if he could
not. '

The Hindoo had now arisen, and his eyes were fixed
upon the young detective.

It seemed to Harry that he simply must obey.

In an instant the grating was opened.

“If we are caught, it is a bad job for both of us,”
Harry murmured.

“Have mno fears,”
tells me that we shall not be caught
my deliverance has come.’

Harry hastily led the way to his room.

They met.no one.

Entering, he turned the key in the door, and throwing
back the bed clothes, revealed the box.

“At last!” murmured the juggler.

He seized the box and opened it.

“I was right,” he exclaimed. “Nothing has been dis-
turbed. What is the hour?”

Harry looked at his watch.

“One o’clock,” he said.™

“So? A good time. Now listen. Is there a guard sta-
tioned at the main door of this infernal den?”

“Yes; there is a man there all night.”

“Is he a bright proposition, as you say? Or is he a dull
one?” _

“I don’t know which man is on duty to-night, but
neither one of them is any brighter than the law allows.”

“Good! Then, William, if my magic tells me right,
we shall walk out by the front door instead of taking ad-
vantage of your elaborate plan of escape. Turn your
back, pleage.  Don’t look around until I give the word, as
you value your life.”

Harry obeyed.

The lock has been broken. There is nothing

replied Ram Chunda. “My magic
That the hour of

Open the grating, take me to|

Perhaps it was twenty seconds before the word came,
certainly not much more.

“Now!” said the juggler.

“Why, where is the box?” Harry exclaimed.

It had vanished.

“(one,” replied Ram.

“But if you can make it vanish now, why didn’t you do
it when they kidnaped you?”

“William, don’t be a fool, and don’t think that I am
going to explain my methods further than to say that
there is nothing supernatural about them. As a matter
of fact, there is no such thing as the supernatural. All
there is about us Hindoo jugglers is that we understand
the working of certain natural laws which are not gener-
ally known, and which we take precious good care to keep
to ourselves.> That is enough. Question me no further;
but in this instance your curiosity shall be gratified
merely to show you that I am speaking the truth. Pass
your hand down my back.”

Harry did so.

Inside the loose Jacket which the Hindoo wore he could
feel a flat, hard surface. -

“The box folded up,’ said Ram.
fied ?”

“Perfectly. Did you find everything in it you wanted?”
“I did. Nothing has been disturbed, just as I supposed.
You see it was not intended that any other eyes than
mine should gaze upon the contents of that box. Take

the bottle, William, and then attend to me.”

Harry pocketed the bottle containing the drug.

“You keep that,” said Ram. “You may want to
dream some more. Now watch me.’

He put his hands behind him for an instant, and then
withdrawing them, began to wave them about over
Harry’s head.

And as he did so a singular phenomena took place, for
which Young King Brady was never able to account.

Without any further attempt to explain the wonderful
things Harry was to witness in this man’s presence we
need only add Ram’s own positive statement, that every-
thing which He did could be accounted for by natural
laws.

Now a thin whlte gauze began descending over Harry’s
head. It came lower and lower until it entirely enveloped
him, but it did not descend quite to the floor. Thus it
did not interfere with his walking.

“Face about!” breathed Ram.
told.”

Harry obeyed.

This time it was longer.

Towards the last he could hear the ]uggler making a
blowing noise.

This he understood when he wag told to turn.

Now Ram was similarly enveloped himself.

No trace of his features could be discovered through
the gauzy stuff. * '

But a change had eccurred.

The gauze appeared to be all on fire.

There were no flames, but just a dull red glow.

In his hand the juggler held a short brass wand

Evidently this was hollow.

“Now are you satis-

“Look when you are
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Ram pressed it to his lips and blew through it, at the
same time directing the tube towards Harry.

Nothing appeared to come out of the tube.

Young King Brady could not even feel the wind when

~the Hindoo blew against his face.

“Look down,” said Ram, and as Harry did so he saw
that he also appeared to be on fire.

“Are you satisfied now that I possess powers of natural
magic?” the juggler asked.

“I should be a lunatic if I was not,” Harry replied.

He put his hand outside the drapery and unlocked the
door.

Either he knew the way to the main door of the sani-
tarium or his magic told him, for he took it unerringly.

They encountered no one.

Certainly fortune seemed to favor them that night.

As they reached the main hall they saw a man sitting
by the door half asleep.

The floor was carpeted, and they were able to advance
noiselessly, nor was their presence discovered until they
were cloge upon the door, when the Hindoo gave a peculiar
mournful cry.

The man sprang out of his chyir, his eyes starting out
of his head as he let out one yell of terror.

He would have fled, but he could not do so withount
passing those two awful figures.

He compromised by clapping his hand to his heart and
dropping upon the floor in a dead faint.

“We have scared him to death!” breathed Harry.

“Not 50,” said the Hindoo. “He will come out of it all
right! Quick! Now is our time!”

He shot the bolts of the door.

“It is also locked!” Lie whispered.

“This man must have the kev,” said [arry.

He bent down over the man, felt in his pockets, found a
bunch of keys, and in a few seconds had the door open.

“Now then!” whispered Ram, and out they went.

They shot down the steps and passed in among the
shrubbery.

“Do you know the way out of the grounds?
course you must,” the Hindoo breathed.

“Sure. Don’t your magic tell you that?”

“It can tell me nothing of the sort. Don’t be a fool.
Lead on. But stay. We must not go as we are. Turn
your bdck to me.” '

Harry obeyed.

What the juggler did Young King Brady never knew,
but certain it is all the drapery around him faded away,
and when he was told to turn, Ram Chun(h had also lost
his mysterious covering.

The Hindoo heaved a deep sigh and pressed hls hand to
his head.

“William, I am done up,” he said. “It is a long time
since I have exercised my power, and it wearies me. I
shall do no more to-night. Take me to Boston. I hope
‘you have money. I have not even one cent.”

“I hawe plenty,” replied Harry, “but it will not be pos-
sible for us to get a train until morning, nor can we
rouse up the livery stable keepers at Braeburn to hire a
team. The best thing we can do is to lie quiet until
morning and then walk to the next station and take the
train there.” ‘ :

-

ﬁut of

pl

“T don’t like the plan. We shall be instantly identified
on account of my color. The doctor’s people will tele-
phone to have ug stopped.”

“Perhaps it 1s 0. I think of another plan. I am
somewhat acquainted with the country around here.
There is another railroad which runs into Boston about
two miles away. Let us walk to it and take a train there.”
“That is better. But how to get out of the grounds?
We must not pass the porter’s lodge.” v

Nor did they. Briggs’ stury about being aroused and
told of the fire hy Harry was pure fiction.”

They made their way to the high wall which surrounded
Dr. Birdbank™s grounds, and }Harry managed to climb
to the top., where by the aid of rope, which he secured
in a shed near the barn, he drew Ram Chunda up and
lowered him down on the other side.

They then struck across country by a wood road.

Harry had never traveled this road, but he knew its
general direciion.

It brought them out on top of a hill where there was
an abandoned reservoir. :

Iu short. it was the place where Old King Brady and
Albice were to get into trouble later on.

From this hill an extended view of the surrounding
country was to be had, and as they turned to look back
they were treated to an unexpected sight.

Tt was Dr. Birdbank’s sanitarinm all in flames!

“Look! Look!” cried Harry. “It is the doctor’s.”

“Ah!” said Ram. “You are right! We have escaped
just in time. May it burn to ashes! My only wish is that
uie doctor was inside.”

And thus it will-be seen that Young King Brady and
the Hindoo juggler had nothing to do with the destrue-

tion of the sanitarium.

llow the fire actoally occurred the Bradys never
fearned.

Harry and Ram Chunda continued to watch the fire

until the roof fell in, and then continued their walk to the
railroad.
LHAPTER VI
WLAT HAPPENED AT THE OLD PUMP HOUSE.

0ld King Brady and Alice were cornered by three.

The situation was sufliciently alarming. _

That they had been betrayed into it by the man Briggs
became plain when he also thrust a revolver in the old
detective’s face.

“Well, gentlemen, well!” said Old King Brady.
is the meaning of this?”

“ls this the detective, Briggs?” demanded the elder
man.

“Yes, sir,” replied the porter.
Brady himself, and this here lady’s his partner.
the ones you want.”

“Right,” said the man, and he turned to his companion
questioningty.

“Well, we've got “em,” said the other. “Separate them
and lock ’em in as we arranged. Why do you hesitate?”

“It’s your business.”

“No more mine than yours as matters stand.”

“What

b

“This is Old King
Them’s

He threw the door wide open.
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“0ld King Brady enter!” he cried. “The young woman

. remains outside.”

“But why not explain here and let us understand this
situation?” protested the old detective.

Instead of replying the fellow pressed his revolver
closer. .

“Say, why not do ’em up right now and dump their
bodies into the reservoir?” he exalaimed.

“No, no,” returned the other.

“By thunder, I’ll do it then if the old sinner makes me
any trouble. Briggs, you shoot that woman if Old King
Brady don’t follow me.”

“Yes, sir; certainly, Mr. Mosback,” replied the porter.

Then the other man struck at him.

“You fool!” he cried. “Can’t you keep your mouth
shut? What do you mean by calling out names, even if
they are assumed ?”

“I—I forgot!” stammered Briggs,
way.

But the younger man took a different stand.

“Hold up, doctor! No use beating about the bush,” he
cried. “Old King Brady, I am Joe Mosback, Senator
Harding’s secretary. This gentleman is° Dr. Birdbank,
the man you put up the job on in the matter of the
Hindoo juggler. Now then, Briggs, betray me again if
you can.”

“I must say I don’t like your way of doing business,”
snarled the doctor, for the elder man was no one else.

“My way is free and easy,” retorted Mosback. “It’s
the way we do things out West. Brady, I want to have
a talk with you. Upon that talk depends our future
relations. You follow me, if you are a wise man.”

“Lead on,” said Old King Brady, feeling that the best
way for both himself and Alice was to yield.

They entered the pump house.

Dr. Birdbank picked up a lantern inside the door and
followed. .

Crossing over to where there was an open trap door,
with broad stone steps below, Mosback halted, and wheel-
ing about, faced the old detective.

“Hand your revolver to Dr. Birdbank, old man,” he
ordered, thrusting his own weapon very close.

Old King Brady obeyed, thankful that they did not
make a second demand, “for he had another revolver in 2
secret pocket.

“Now down those steps into the pump room,” Mos-
back ordered. “I’ll speak with you presently. I am not
ready yet.”

“Beware how you harm that lady,” said the old detec-
tive, sternly. “We may not be as helpless a pair as you
think.”

- “I shall not hurt a hair of her Kead untll we have had
a talk,” was the reply.

0ld King Brady descended the steps.- .

The trap door was closed above him, and was bolted
down. .

“Now then, Doc, we have disposed of one, and we will
first question the other,” said Mosback. “We will see
how their stories agree.”

“This is high-handed business, and more than I bar-
gained for,” growled the doctor. “I am well known in

dodging out of the

this neighborhood, and expect to rebuild. I don’t want
to come up against the law.”

“Can’t turn back now, old fellow. We have gone too
far. But they say Old King Brady is a very reasonable
man. ~ We can easy fix it up with him to keep his mouth
shut if we can bring him to terms.”

“Better bring her in here.” said the doctor. No sense
in keeping her out there with Briggs holding a revolver
at her-head. Someone might happen to come along,
lonely as this road is.”

“Right! DI’ll accept your advice, Doc.”

The doctor surveyed the Senator’s secretary disgust-
edly.

“I might say, Mr. Mosback, you are becoming disgust-
ingly familiar,” he, said. “I know of nothing in our
compacts which warrants any such line of talk.”

“Never vou mind that, bo,” chuckled the secretary.
“I'm all right, and so are you. I talk the way we talk
where I come from. Got to begin all over again to learn
your Bostonese ways. Call in the gal.”

“Call sher yourself!” flashed the doctor. “I’'m not
your nigger servant, and I want you to understand it,
too!”

Evidently here was a house divided against itself.

Old King Brady heard every word, for there were sev-
cral holes in the floor, from which pipes had been re-
moved with the dismanteling of the old pump house.

“This Joe Moshack has evidently shaken the Senator,”
he said to himself. “Good job I didn’t commit myself
to Harding. I suppose they are after the Hindoo. I can
imagine nothing else.”

He heard Joe Mosback go to the door and bawl:

“Bring the lady in, Briggs. Or, stay, let her come in
alone. You are not wanted here.”

Alice entered.

Briges, per order, shut the door.

The doctor stood sulkily at one side, still holding his re-
volver, but not pointing it at Alice, as Mosback now did
with his weapon.

“What’s your name, miss?” he demanded.

“My name is Montgomery,” replied Alice, coolly, “but
I want you to understand that I shall answer no further
questions until you put up your revolver.”

“So you begin by dictating terms to me.”

“So far, yves.”

“Hand over your own revolver.
got one.”

“I have, and here it is.”

Mosback put the revolver in his hip poeket, and his own
with t.

“Now the other,” said Alice, waving her hand towards
the doctor.

“Humor her, Doc,” said Mosback.

The doctor pocketed his weapon in silence.

“Now, then, that is better. What do you want to
know?” demanded Alice.

“You were present at the interview between Senator
Harding and Old ng Brady, I believe,” Mosback re-
plied.

OI was.”

“Then you know that I am out for a Jot of buried gems

Of course you have

which ought to have been my father’s?”
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“I know what Senator Harding so told Old King
Brady; no more.”

“Very good. Your parinér, Young King Brady, helped
a certain Hindoo named. Ram Chunda to escipe from
Dr. Birdbank’s sanitarium. You know that this fellow
possesses the secret of the place where those gems were
buried a hundred and fifty years ago.”

“I heard Senator Harding tell Old King Brady that.”

“Where is the Hindoo?” .

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t lie to me, young woman.”

“You are no gentleman, young man. Your style may
be all right for the place you came from, but here gen-
tlemen don’t tell ladies to their faces that they lie. In-
cidentally I happen to have told the truth.”

Her perfect coolness seemed to rather abash the sec-
retary.

Incidentally, on his side, he may have noticed how
beautiful Alice was, and that may have had some effect.
At all events he moderated his offensive tone.

“I want to get at the Hindo, Miss Montgomery,” he
said. “Tell me what has become of him and you and Old
King Brady will go free and not be bothered again by us.”

" “Y cannot tell you. It is true, as you know, that acting
ander Secret Service orders, the Brady Detective Bureau
undertook to secure Ram Chunda’s escape. You know
all about if it you know what Senator Harding knows.
The escape wag set down for to-night. 0ld King Brady
and I came here to help carry out our plans. We found
the sanitarium in ruins. We were betrayed by the man
we had bribed into your hands.”

“Bribed is good,” sneered the doctor.

“1 state facts,” replied Alice. “What is more, I have
stated all the facts I know, so I haven’t another word to
say.”

“And now,” sneered Dr. Birdbank, “you see it is just
as I told you. They wouldn’t have come to the sani-
tarium if they had known where their partner and Ram
Chunda were.”

“Haven't you heard a word from Young King Brady?”
persisted Mosback.

“Not a word,” replied Alice. “We know no more than
I have told you, but I should like to know from Dr. Bird-
bank what he knows, and if the escape of this Hindoo
Jjuggler and Mr. Brady was in any way mixed up with the
fire.”

“As this seems to be a frank gession, I may as well
answer that as far as I am aware it had not,” replied the
doctor. “I was away that night, but as I understand it,
they had been gone some little time when the fire oc-
curred, It’s origin is a mystery. Crossed electric wires
are believed to be the cause.” :

“How did they escape?”

“Don’t humor her by telling, doc,” broke in Mosback.
“We are not here to give information, but to get it. I
am inclined to believe that she is telling the truth, and
that in some way the Hindoo has got the best of Young
King Brady. But I will now proceed to question the old
man and see what he hag to say.” .

Apparently he had not observed the pipe holes which |

were-over at the other end of the room.

If Old King Brady had been in that cellar he could
have heard every word. ’

But he certainly was not in the cellar then!

Joe Mosback unbolted the trap and raised it.

“We may as well have him up,” he said. “She has told
her story; let’s see how he tells his.”

“Brady!” he bawled. “You can come up out of that
now. I’'m ready to talk to you, old man.”

There was no answer.

“Brady! Come on up!”

Still no answer.

“Gee whiz! Is the old guy dead down there, or has he
thrown a fit or what?” snarled the secretary.

He drew his revolver, took the lantern, and started
down the stairs.

“Miss Montgomery,” breathed the doctor, hastily, “if
you have any inside information about this business it
will pay you better to deal with me than with that yap!
Rely upon it that if you and Old King Brady will place
confidence in me it will pay you well, providing there is
anything in the thing at all. You will find me a gentle-
man. Speak quick while there is time.”

“I have nothing to say except that we don’t sell our
cases out,” Alice coldly replied.

“He ain’t here! Can’t find hide nor hair of him!”
bawled Joe Mosback, coming up out of the cellar. “There
isn’t any way he could have got out, either, not that [
can find.”

“What did T tell you?” cried the doctor. “Didn’t I
warn you what a slick proposition 0ld King Brady was?”

Ding!

Suddenly a silvery bell rang out a single note.

It was clear and distinect.

The sound echoed back from the walls of the pump
house.

“What was that?” cried Joe Mosback.

“Sounded like a bell!” replied the doctor.
hear it, Miss Montgomery?”

“To be sure I did,” answered Alice. “It was a bell.”

“But who could have rung it?” questloned the doctor.
“There is no one here but ourselves.”

“And Briggs and perhaps Old King Brady,” replied
Alice. B

“Has Old King Brady got such a bell?” demanded
Mosback.

“He has not.”

“Look! Look!” cried the doctor, pointing to one of the
windows.

Now in a previous chapter we had mentioned that these
windows were barred.

Most of them had the sashes pulled down, but the
lower sashes of this window and another were raised.

And now between the bars a flock of white pigeons
came flying, to all appearances.

A dozen or more seemed to pass between the bars, but
only to instantly vanish.

“Heavens! What does it mean? Where have all those
birds gone to?” cried Mosback when they ceased to come.

Ding!

Once more the bell rang out; one clear, silvery note.

“Say, I don’t like this,” gasped the secretary. "

“Didn’t you
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“Certainly its meaning should be looked into,” added
the doctor.

“Miss Montgomery,” he continued, “you are a woman

‘of wide experience. What do you think it means?”

Partly to put up a scare for her captors, and partly
because she actually had heard of such a thing during
her long residence in the Far Hast—Alice was born
and brought up in China—she said:

“Did you never hear of the Death Bell of Bhudda?”

“Never,” retorted Mosback. “I ain’t no Bhuddist.”

“I have read of it,” said the doctor. “Do you mean
to say you think Ram Chunda is at the bottom of this?”

“Look at the window and judge for yourself!”

Through the window now ribbons of fire appeared to be
flowing.

They looked precisely like small fiery snakes.

Exactly as the birds had done, they vanished the in-
stant they passed the bars.

No sooner had the last one disappeared than the “death
bell” sounded yet again, and before the echo had fairly
died away a head appeared behind the bars.

It was the head of the Hindoo, wearing the puggree.

“Great heavens! Ram Chunda!” the doctor gasped.

Then the lips moved, and the eyes were fixed upon the
doctor.

For the minute they conld hear no sound, but at last
words came as though spoken from a distance.

“Dr. Birdbank,” was said, “you have heard the death
bell for the first time. Restore the ring! Twice more
you will hear the bell if you refuse. But once more only
the chance will be given you. The third time you hear
the bell you die!”

The head vanished from the window.

“After him!” cried the doctor. “Pay no attention to
his juggling nonsense. This is our chance!”

And seemingly forgetting that Alice wag a prisoner,
both ran out of the pump house.

They were atound the corner of the building in an in-
stant.

Needless to say the Indian juggler was not found.

CHAPTER VII
THE TWO CHUNDAS,

Ram Chunda, who could do nothing at all to help him-
self during the five long years of his confinement in Dr.
Birdbank’s “sanitarium,” certainly proved his ability
to do wonderful things once he came into possession of
his box.

He and Harry landed in Boston in the early morning
very tired and very hungry.

The first proposition Young King Brady put up was
that they go to a restaurant and get breakfast.

But Ram promptly vetoed this.

He had appeared to be half asleep all the way in on the
train.

“Harry observed that he held clasped in his hand what
appeared to be a small gold coin, which now and then
he would press to his forehead and sit with closed eyes.

“No,” Ram said. “I will not break bread in any house
but the house of one of my own class.”

“Then you stand a good chance of starving to death,”

replied Harry. “I don’t know of one Hindoo in the
city of Boston.”

“If you knew a hundred, the chances are I would not
be willing to break bread with any one of them,” returned
the juggler. “But I know where to go, and you, William,
are going with me.”

Harry nodded.

He expected to go with the Hindoo. He wanted to go
with him, and yet somehow he realized that he would
have to do so whether he wanted to or net; that he-would
have to do whatever Ram Chunda ordered him to do.

The fact is, Young King Brady had felt that way ever
since he took his first dese of the drug.

Was he hypnotized?

Doubtfull

Harry always attributed his aingular condition to the
action of the drug. But to return.

“Where is this man’s place?” Young King Brady
asked; adding:

“How can you possibly know anything about your
friends when you have been locked in for five years?”

“He is not my friend,” replied Ram Chunda. “I never
saw the man, but he will serve my purpose now. As to
how I know this, that or the other, oblige me, William, by
not asking that question again. I want to go to No. 9
Qualters Court. Where is it?”

Now Young King Brady knows his Boston as nearly as
any man can know all the ins and outs of that badly
twisted town.

" “West End,” he promptly replied.

“All ends are alike to me. Can you take me there?”

‘(Yes.7,

“Do it.” ,

Ram Chunda’s commanding way was increasing.

Harry was glad that it was early morning, and every-
body they met in a hurry, for the Hindoo wore no hat,
and his clothes were dirty and peculiar.

Many stared at them as they hurried through the nar-
now, winding streets of the West End.

At last, in the immediate neighborhood of Joy and
Cambridge streets, Boston’s colored quarter, they came to
Qualters Court.

It was one of those blind alleys so common in Boston.

Mean, narrow brick dwellings lined it on both sides.

No. 9 was by no means the best. The door stood wide
open, and a young colored man was just coming out.

“What’s the name of the man you are going to see?”
Harry asked the Hindoo when they turned the corner.

“T don’t know,” was the reply, “but we shall find him .
just the same.”

And sure enough there in one of the windows on the
first floor was the sign:

“Sutlej Chunda. Palmist.”

The juggler pointed to the sign, and said:

“That is the man.”

He walked into the dirty hall and knocked on the first
door he came to.

1t was promptly opened by a dried-up little Hindoo,
much older than Ram Chunda.

He was barefooted, and wore only shirt and trousers.
He looked as if he had just got out of bed.



16

THE BRADYS AND THE DEATH BELL.

¢

His face was.-a study of astonishment as he looked at
them. ,

Then he spoke, and Ram Chunda answéred.

Their talk was entirely *unintelligible to Young King
_ Brady, of course.

But a few words were exchanged, and then the two em-
braced and kissed each other, after that they passed.in-
side.

The room was quite handsomely furnished. It appeared
to be the waiting room for the palmist’s clients.

Sutlej Chunda looked at Harry and said something.

Ram replied.

Sutlej held out his hand and said in English:

“My brother’s friend is welcome to my poor house.”

“William,” said Ram, “it is time you took a dose of
your medicine.” ,

“No,” replied Harry. “I want no more of the stuff,
but I do want breakfast, if it can be had, and I am willing
to pay for

The sentence was never finished. _

The two Chundas suddenly seemed to be growing dim
and misty. '

A strange faintness was coming over Young King
Brady. He sank into a chair, and he knew that his head
had dropped forward.

The last he knew was feeling Ram Chunda s hand upon
his head, rubbing his hair about dnd hearing him say in
English:

“The boy has been under a great straln He will be
better soon. He needs rest, for he has a work to do in
connection with me which must be accomplished.”

The next Harry knew he was lying tucked up in bed
“in a small room with one window.

It was dark outside. As he looked out through the
window Young King Brady realized that the entire day
must have passed.

“Drugged again!” thought Harry.
want to do to get rid of this infernal Hindoo.
be thankful when I see the last of this case.”

He listened, but could not hear a sound excépt such as
came in from the street, where there was noise enough.

“Perhaps I can slip out now,” thought Harry. “I
don’t care if the Secret Service people do want this man
shadowed. He’ll have me dead with his infernal drugs.
_ T'm going to get out if I can.”

He got up, and finding a match and a lamyp, soon had
light.

g]:Iis clothes lay over a chair, and as he put them on he
began feeling in the pockets.

He at once discovered that all his things had been
overhauled.

Some were in the wrong pockets. A certain envelope |
in a secret pocket which contained letters from 0ld King|®*

“T shall have all T
I shall

Brady, and other papers relating to his profession, had-

certainly been opened and examined. -

The bottle containing the drug was gone.

“My hand has been exposed all right,” thought Harry
“T must get out of here as quick as I can.” *

He finished dressing and opened the door.

Behind was a sort. of alcove, eut off by a curtain, whlch
hung suspended from a pole by rings.

L]

Harry pulled this aside and saw that there was to be
no escape just then.

For there sat the two Chundas. cross- Iegged\Jon a hand-
some rug, into which figures of the sun, mooh and stars
had been interwoven. )

There was a -white cloth spread between them upon
which were various dishes containing food.

The two Chundas were eating their dinner or supper
or whatever they called it, and yet Harry had not heard a
sound.

Ram looked up pleasantly.

“So you have waked up!” he cried. “Well. you had
a good long sleep, and you needed it. Sit down and join
us, Wﬂham What you now need is food.”

“Ram,” said Harry, “don’t ask me. I have business to
attend to. Let me go and I’ll come back in the morning.
T’ll help you any way I can.’

“No,” replied the juggler.
down and eat.”

And then it seemed to Harry that he never had been
50 hungry in his life.

Hardly knowing what he did, he sat down upon the
floor. .

Sutlej Chunda plgced a plate for him, and giving him
a knife and fork, Helped him to some sort of stew.

It seemed to Young King Brady that he had never
tasted anything so good.

He ate it all, and he ate other things, and after he
had got through eating and drinking he felt perfectly
comfortable, and sat there listening o the talk of the
two Chundas without understandma a word.

Suddenly Sutlej Chunda got up and began to clear
away.

Ram arose lazily and extending a hand to Harry, half
pulled him to his feet. '

“Yie down there on that couch, William,” he said,
“and we will chow you how we Hindoos can juggle. This
man thinks he can beat me with his tricks, I say no.
You shall be the umpue, as you call it. What do you
Say?”

Harry said nothln but just stretched himself on the
lounge and watched the juggler dreamily.

It seemed to him as if he just could not speak.
But Ram was of a different mind.

“Look here,” he &aid, standing over Harry. “I am
going to do a little mind reading first. I am going to tell
you wlio and what you are. Not the friend you pretended
to be, William, but a detective. Is it not so?”

Now the spell was broken, and Harry meekly answered:

((Yes.i}

“Who set you on me?”

Tt seemed impossible to hold back the reply—to tell

nything but the absolute truth.

“Whv'P” was the next question.

“I don’t know.” -

“You come to the asylum for no other purpose than te
get me out of it?”

“For no other purpose.”

“Did you ever hear the name Mosback?”

“I don’t know. No; I can’t remember.”

“Enough. The old man I told you about is your chief;
the girl T told you that you loved is your partner. Still

“I need no help now. Sit
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\yo‘u mean me no harm, nor do they. We shall soon meet.
\ I mean you no harm, Harry, for such is your name, and I
shall no longer call you William. It is well. Yes, I feel
that all is well—to you, but you must be made to serve
\m purpose beforp I can let you go.”
» Harry.only heard all this dreamily.
a%leep

iJust then Sutlej ghunda entered.

“1 am ready,” he said in English. ‘' “Arouse the boy.
Let him pay attention, and learn that I can do things
yot cannot do—that I am in every way the better man.”

2am Chunda snapped his fingers.

“Wake up!” he cried. “This is a chance of a lifetime.
You are now to see two Indian jugglers juggle for the
gloty of their profession, as my brother says. You are
to decide which Is the better man.”

He was half

CHAPTER VIIL
THE TWO CHUNDAS.

. Mr. Joe Mosback and Dr. Birdbank looked at each
cther in perplexity.

“'This beats the band,” said the secretary.
we up against anyhow?”

Yor one thing he was up against an educated man,
rough as Dr. Blrdbank looked, and that was more than
Joe was himself.

“I presume,” sneered the doctor, “you are aware that
we ate interested in a certain Hindoo juggler. or perhaps
vou meay have forgotten that fact. - If you had read any-
thing about such people you would be aware that they can
perform all sorts of wonderful things."”

“Pslaw!” returned Joe. “A bunch of cheap fakirs;
their tricks have been exposed lots of times.”

“Did your father tell you that?”

“«T don’t know that he did. The old guy was a whole
lot superstitious anyhow.”

“I knew him well. He was not an educated man, but
he knew India and its people, which evidently you .do
not.”

“In other words, I am an ignorant ass.”

“I said nothing of thé sort.”

“Noj; but vou meant it.”

“Dorn’t you believe we actually saw Ram Chunda?”

“Do vou believe he, being at a distanee, in Boston, say,
has the power to make us believe jke saw him when we
didn’t?”

“I den’t know whether he could or not. I know I
saw him standing there at the window, and that I don’t
see him now.”

“You are as credulous as the old man ever was. Say,
did this Hindoo do any wonderful tricks while you had
him locked in?”

“Not one.”

“Then why not, if he can do them?”

“Because I took away everything he had, including a

" box. which I daresay contained the tools of his trade.”

“Come now, that’s a little more sensible. And gaid box
was burned up in the fire, I suppose?”

“You can suppose what you like,
about it, as you are well aware,”

“What are

I know nothing

“What was in the box? I wouldn’t have kept it five
years without seeing the inside of it, you bet.”

“Nor did I. You are jumping at conclusions. As it
happened, I opened the box on the day I captured this
Hindoo juggler.”

“You did? Well, and what was inside of it?”

“Nothing that I ever could discover.”

“Nothing! You just said that it contained the tools of
hig trade.”

“T said it, and I believe it.”

“Doc, you make me tired! What makes you keep con-
tradicting yourself—what in thunder do you mean?”

“That 1 believe the box to have contained a secret
compartment which I was never able to discover.”

“I’d have blame soon discovered it then. I’d have
taken an ax and chopped the thing to pieces.”

“Yes, and had some infernal Indian drug send up a
stream of invisible vapor which would have put you out of
business.”

“Pshaw ! There is no such drug in existence.”

“There isn’t, eh? Why man, prussic acid will do the
trick. Uncark a bottle of it. take one good sniff, and the
next think you know you will be where your kind go after
they have done with this world. But what's the use talk- -
ing to a man like you, Mosback? Have vou forgotten that
we left the Montgomery girl alone in the pump house?”

“Thunder! That’s so. But then Briggs will look out
for her.”

“If you-had been a couple of shades sharper you would
have observed as we passed the carryall that Briggs had
gone to sleep on the back seat, thanks to that flask of
rum you gave him.’%.

“Doc, you hit me on all sides. But one question more.
What about that ring the Hindoo or his ghost or what-
ever it was we saw, alluded to?”

“It was a queer ring which I took off his finger when I
locked him up at the start.”

“Got it with you?”

“NO.”

“Burned up?”

“No, no!”

“But I want to know about it. When I came to you
and told you what T had learned from my father’s papers,
and offered to shake Senator Harding and stand in with
vou in this deal, I believe we made a bargain. I was
to know all, and so were you.”
. “T’ll show you the ring later.
the matter, anyway?”

“It seems to have a lot to do with you then, if Ram .
Chunda is to be believed.”

The doctor walked off around the building without
reply.

Truth told, he had but just remembered Alice, and he

wag mentally clubbing himself for his.carelessness.

And his fears were speedily realized.

Briggs sat apparently sound asleep in the carrya]l

The door of the pump house stood wide open.

Alice had disappeared.

The doctor lighted a cigarette and waited for Joe Mos-
back to come u.

“Well. She has gone?” demanded the latter.

What has it to do with
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“She has, of course. She’s gone, and he’s gone, and
we stand gaping at each other like the two fools that we
are.’

“It’s all that mfemal Briggs! .
neck!”- ‘

Mosback made a break for the carryall.

Evidently Briggs was mnot so-sound asleep as he ap-
peared to be, for on the instant he leaped out of the carry-
all and took to the woods.

. Things had not gone at all according to schedule, and
the treacherous porter evidently considered it a good time
to light out.

Mosback drew a revolver and sent two shots flying after
him, but both were without effect.

Dr. Birdbank looked on disgustedly.

Evidently this wild Westerner did not suit him at all.

Seeing that his shots had failed, Mosback started for
the woods.

“Come back, you fool!” cried the doctor. “Those
woods extend for miles, and end in a horrible swamp.
You will get lost in them, surest thing.”

Mosback grumblingly returned.

“What shall we do now?” he demanded: “The fat is
all in the fire. We appear to be balked all around.”

“There is nothing to do but to return to the hotel,” re-
plied the doctor, grimly. “We have to begin all over
again—that’s all.” ‘

He started to unhitch the horse. He did not like the
expression on his companion’s face, and he watched him
nervously out of the corner of his eye. .

Since the fire Dr. Birdbank had been stopping at the
" Braeburn Hotel, and Joe Mosback had a room there also.

It was precisely as 0ld King Brady imagined. The sec-
retary, learning what steps Senator Harding had taken
to recover the Hindoo and secure the hidden treasure,
had, without warning, pulled away from his partner and
come to Dr. Birdbank, feeling that he could not only ac-
complizsh his end quicker, but also at less expense to
himself in case the gems were recovered, for the Senator
claimed half, and there were the Bradys to reckon with
into the bargain. Joe Moshack felt that with the doctor
he could make better terms.

But from the start things went wrong with the treach-
erous fellow, for the sanitarium was burned, and the
juggler had escaped. Thus the only plan the pair could
think of was to lay for the Bradys, as has been fold, and
even that had now failed.

They got into the carryall, and the doctor took up the
reins and started. .

They were but halfway down the hill when Joe Mos-
back, who was sittnig on the front seat with the doctor,
suddenly turned on him and caught him by the throat.

“Give up that ring or I'll strangle you!” he cried.
“You’ve got it about you, I am satisfied. Give it up, I

V'”

Now Joe Mosback was a bad one—worse by far than
Senator Harding ever dreamed.

He had no other intention than to kill Dr. Birdbank,
for he had reasoned it out that the ring probably carried
inside some paper which contained the Hindoo’s secret.
He felt that by putting that together with the informa-
tion he discovered among his father’s papers, that he

I’ll break his blame

- -

probably would be able to discover the treasure anz
share it with no one.

Dr. Birdbank was strong and wiry, and just as ul-
scrupulous as himself.

Moreover, the doctor had been accugtomed to handh;lg
dangerous lunatics for years, and he knew just how togo
at it.

Before Joe Mosback knew where he was at he was
doubled up by a blow below the belt and tumbled out of
the carryall.

The horse ran furiously down the hill, but the déctor
was good for him, and in a minute had the animal vnder
control.

Jumping out, he hitched to a tree, and drawing a re-
volver, returned on his tracks. v

The doctor meant murder, if murder had not alteady
been done.

o~

The moon had now risen, and it was light enough but -

he could see nothing of Joe Mosback.

He approached the place where the encounter had oc-
curred with every caution.

Presently he spied the man lying all doubled up in ‘the
road.

As near as Dr. Birdbank could make out he lay lize a
man whose neck was broken.

That he was dead the doctor had no doubt.

“Treacherous dog!” he muttered. “I only wisk you
had those papers about you!”

He knew that the man did not possess them. He had
seen the secretary place them in a box in the Bosten Safe
Deposit Company’s vault, and it was dene, doubtless, in
anticipation of just some such attack as had been made.

Still his intention was to search the body, to make a
try for the papers, and to assure himself that the man was
actually dead.

He never did it!

He was still twenty feet away from the sﬂent form
when the death bell rang out loud and clear.

Dr. Birdbank came to an instant halt.

The celd perspiration was out all over him.

Three times the bell sounded, and then without the
doctor seeing -how he got there, a man suddenly ap-
peared in the middle of the road between himself and
Joe Mosback.

He was small, old and dried-up looking.

His face was almost as black as a negro’s, his hair hung
long down to his shoulders, and was intensely black.

Dr. Birdbank saw at a glance that the man was-a Hin-
doo, but he was not Ram Chunda. Instead of the puggree
he wore a little round gold-embroidered cap upon his
head.

“Halt, Dr. Birdbank!” he exclaimed, waving both
hands in the direction of the doctor as he spoke. “Halt!
The man is dead! I am your friend. Would you learn
the secret of the Indian juggler? Would you avoid the
fatal consequences of the death bell? Twice you have
heard it, and when you heéar it for the third time death
will come to you. T alone can save you. I, Sutlej
Chunda. If you are wise you will come to my house, No.
9 Qualters Court, Boston, to-morrow evening at eight
o’clock.”

And with that the Hindoo vanished.
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Dr, Birdbank stood for several minutes as a man para-
Igged. All seemed to grow dark around him. He reeled
and almost fell.

ut these sensations were gone in a moment. .

I’ll know whether he is dead or not,” muttered the
dodtor. “I’ll find out what these tricks mean!”

Suddenly he stopped and stood rubbing hig eyes.

The body of Joe Mosback had vanished.

The dismal hoot of an owl from a neighboring tree
strudk upon his nerves with startling effect.

For once Dr. Birdbank, bold and unscrupulous though
he wis, found himself thoroughly frightened.

He took to his heels, and running back to where he had
left the horse, hurriedly unhitched it, and jumping in,
drove {uriously down the hill.

Had he turned and looked back he would have seen
two Hindoos instead of one standing in the middle of
the road laughing.

They were the two Chundas!

CHAPTER- IX.
THE JUGGLINGS OF TWO JUGGLERS.
These events happened, it will be understood, on Thurs.
day night, or rather early on Friday morning.
It was Wednesday night when we took leave of Harry,
who was lying on the lounge, and had been aroused to
witnegs the rival jugglings of the two Chundas.

Both men now wore shirt, trousers and shoes only. _

Both rolled up their shirt and undershirt sleeves tight-
ly, exhibiting their bare arms.

Thus there was no chance of conceahng anything up
their sleeyes.

Their tricks bore no resemblance to the stage perform-
ances of the ordinary sleight-of-hand man, or exhibitor
of natural magic.

They were, on the contrary, just such deings as Harry
had read of in connection with the Hindoo fakirs in
India.

Thousands have witnessed such tricks, although, as is
well known, the Hindoo “jogis,” or “fakirs.” as we call
them, will never perform before a large audience or in a
public hall.

Their preference is the open air, with their audience
seated or standing at a distance.

They sometimes consent to do them under cover, but
it is only in the presence of a few.

The two Chundas began by removing every artlcle of
furniture except the lounge upon which Harry lay into
the other room.

Then they salaamed profoundly to each other and con-
vened briefly in their own language. Not an English
word was spoken during the entire session.

Ram Chunda then folded his arms and Sutlej went into
the other room.

He returned with. a small brass tube, just such as Ram
Liad used at the sanitarium.

Putting his left hand behind him, and allowing it to re-
main there, he appligd the tube to his lips with the
right, and closing his eyes, seemed gently to blow into it.
At first there was no effect, but presently up near the
ceiling a white mist began to gather.

It was not dense. Harry could see through it.

Presently a hand was thrust out of the mist, then an-
other and another, until there were a dozen or more.

Some wore. rings, and one had a bracelet around the
wrist; some were fat and plump, some were the hands of
women, others chilgren, but the strangest part of it was
that all were right hands. There was not a left hand in
the bunch. All were dark-skinned, like the hands of
the two Hindoos. Sutlej ceased to blow and the hands
and the cloud vanished.

Ram smiled sarcastically; and takmg the tube, began to
blow.

It had taken Sutlej several minutes to produce the
hands, but Ram did the frick in less than one.

Every hand now held a flower, and threw it at the feet
of the jugglers. As one flower left the hands another
took its place, and that was thrown; and so it continued
until a perfect shower of flowers was falling.

But instantly they hit the floor the flowers vanished.

Presently Ram lowered the tube and the hands van-
ished, too.

Sutlej looked distinetly annoyed.

Ram had gone him one better on the hand trick, which
is one of the commonest of the Indian jugglers.

Sutlej now did the “whirling” trick, which is described
in all books on this subject.

He took the tube and blew upon himself.

The white gauze began to form around him, just as it
did around Harry at the sanitarium.

When there was plenty of it, and the form of the jug-
gler could no longer be discérned, Sutlej began to whirl.

Faster and faster he went until it made Harry dizzy
to look at him.

Ram stood - with folded arms watching the moving
gauze, ‘

Suddenly it began sinking to the floor, where it seemed
to gather itself into a heap and then vanish, leaving the
tube lying on the floor.

Sutlej was nowhere to be seen.

Ram picked up the tube and waited.

In a minute Sutlej walked in from the other room.

Ram laughed harshly.

Harry thought the words he spoke carried contempt

Up in the m1ddle of the ceiling was a big iron hook to
which Ram pointed.

Sutlej shook his head incredulously.

Ram ran his hand deep down inside his left trousers
leg.

When he drew it out he held a narrow brass band with
a projecting ring on one side.

Stooping, he clasped this band around his left ankle,
and in some way seemed to secure it.

Then he put the tube in his mouth and began blowing
on himself.

The same thing happened as in Sutlej’s case.

The gauze formed, the fakir whirled, the gauze fell and
vanished, leaving the tube behind, but no Ram.

Not on the floor at least!

But for the dreamy condition he was in Harry might
have been amazed at what he saw, when following Sut-
lej’s gaze, he spied Ram hanging from the hook in the |
ceiling, to which the brass ring of the ankle band was
now attached.
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His head hung down, and his arms were extended to
their full length.

Anybody but a Hindoo might have been expected to
die of apoplexy then and there, but it is a well known
fact that the Hindoo yogis will remain suspended, head
downward, from the branches of trees, for hours to-
gether, or even a whole day, and experience no harm.

What followed was quite as remarkable.

Shortly Ram raised his whole body until he got it
parallel with the ceiling.
Then he gave a sudden upward jerk.

In some mysterious way the ring came off the hook,
but the juggler, instead of falling with a rush, seemed
to gently float down to the floor, where he landed on his
feet like a cat.

Sutlej appeared to be very angry.

He snapped his fingers, stamped his foot and talked
rapidly.

Ram took off the brass band and handed it to him.

He talked coolly. He seemed to be challenging Sutlej
to do the trick.

Three times the other juggler tried it after putting the
band about his leg.

Each time he vanished all right, but he did not get up
to the ceiling; instead of that each time he came in from
the other room as before, and the last time his face
seemed to turn almost white with rage, while Ram stood
all the while smiling, with folded arms.

The little juggler got so mad with his third failure
that Harry laughed aloud.

This seemed to anger Sutlej still more.

He secized the brass tube, and rushing over to Harry,
blew in his face, calling out something in Hindoostanee.

Ram tried to stop this. He grabbed the Hindoo by the
shoulder and pulled him away, but he was not quite
quick enough.

What it was he blew upon Harry it is, of course, im-
possible for us to say.

But the effect was remarkable and disagreeable enough.

To Harry it seemed—we say seemed for, of course, it
wag all an illusion—as if the lounge upon which he lay
rose slowly into the air and floated above the heads of the
Hindoos.

And this ended the remarkable exhibition, so far as
Young King Brady knew anything about it; for he now
lost consciousness altogether.

Strange dreams followed, which were probably reali-
ties.

Harry fancied himself walking through the streets of
Boston with the two Chundas; riding in a railroad train;
walking through a forest, and many other things.

His last dream was of Ram giving him a white powder
out of a bottle, and telling him to swallow it, which he
~did.

Soon after this, as it seemed, Young King Brady came
back to life again to find himself lying on the floor in a
snugly finished room wheTe there was no furniture.

It was night, and the remains of a fire burned, upon a
. stone hearth.

Harry was in this hut, for it appeared to be nothifig
more, quite alone.

For awhile he lay there trying to pull himself together.

No doubt he had been drugged again.
* He felt sick at his stomach, buzzy about the head and
generally upset.

He could scatcely remember anything then, but mem~
ory returned full force in due time,

"At last he got up and staorgered to the door.

Qutside were thick woods, and it was very dark.

“Where on earth am 1?” Young King Brady asked him-
self. “My dreams of traveling must have been real. Con-
found those jugglers and their infernal drugs!”

Now suddenly he saw a light in the distance between
two trees. P

It was about such a light as an ordinary lantern would
give, and seem to rest on the ground.

Harry rubbed his eyes and looked again.

And now he was sure that he saw the Indian juggler
standing in the line of the light. ,

He wore the robe and the turban. His arms were
folded, and he appeared to be looking off into the distance
with his side face turned towards the hut.

Just then the silvery bell sounded—the death bell;
three times it rang out, and then to Harry’s added per-
plexity, he could see no more of the Hindoo, but the hght
was still there between the trees.

He started towards it—but before he had gone a dozen
feet a man suddenly stepped out from behind a tree and

-confronted him.

It was Sutlej Chunda.

“Back!” he cried. “Back to your place, as you value
your life.”

He drew out the brass tube.

“Stop!” cried Harry. “Unless you want to kill me al-
together, for heaven’s sake let us have no more of your
infernal drugging.. Where are we now? Where is Ram?”

{He is coming,” replied the juggler. “Will you go
back, or shall I blow a dose in your face, which may cost
you your life?”

Young King Brady was in no shape to resist, and he
backed away, re-entered the hut, and flung himself upon
the floor. )

. Then he dozed off into a dreamy state again.

And all this happened just about the time Old King
Brady was found missing in the old pump house.

Afterwards Harry remembered looking at his watch,
and comparison of notes between himself and partners
proved this.

And what became of Old King Brady?

This must now be explained.

Old King Brady of course had no intention of remain-
ing a prisoner any longer than was necessary.

His revolver had been taken from him, but his electric
flashlight had not.

Shielding it with his hat, the old detective brought it
into use now.

The first interesting thing he saw was a big pipe pass-
ing out under the wall of the pump house. :

Did it lead to the reservoir orgglsewhere?

0ld King Brady was ready to make the trial to find out,
for he had no notion of leaving Alice unprotected.

He had observed in coming past the old reservoir that
it was dry.

I
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If this was the “intake” pipe then it was his chance
surely.

He wondered that his captors had not noticed it.

Perhaps they had, and never guessed -that he would at-

mpt to explore its mysteries.

0ld King Brady entered the pipe, and bending low,
pressed on.

‘He had hit it correctly.

All of the machinery of any value had been removed
from this reservoir. ,

Probably it would not have paid to take the pipe out,
but the gates and valves were all gone.

Thus the old detective found an unobstructed road

_into the reservoir.

It was easier to get in it than to get out.

The huge tank was deep, and the sides lined with
concrete.

They were so steep that there was no such thing as
climbing up.

0Old King Brady hurried on over the concreted bottom
looking for some means of escape. -

At last he found it in the shape ¢f a ladder laid
against the side and fully secured.

He climbed up, and scaling a wooden fence, got out
on the road.

But he was away down at the other end of the reser-
voir, and’ quitc a distance from the pump house.

“I must get right back,” thought Old King Brady,
and he drew his spare revolver, resolved to make it warm
for whoever interfered. \

And this was the time he heard the death bell.

It sounded from a distance over towards the pump
house.

It was clear and dlstmct and in a mmute the old
detective heard it again.

As he had never heard of the “death bell” he natur-
ally wondered what it could mean. '

He had almost reached the pump house when he saw
Alice running towards him down the road, and he halted
until she came up.

“Well!” he exclaimed. “So you have escaped, have
you? I was just coming after you.”

“Quick, Mr. Brady!” panted Alice.
have happened. The Hindoo juggler

“Well! And what about the Hindoo juggler?”

“He showed himself at the window. He did some re-
markable tricks. A bell rang:

“I heard it! What about that?”
“I'll explain later. We want to know what has become of

“Strange things

Harry. Don’t you think we ought to try to locate
© Harry?” -
“Surely! But where ig he?”

“Don’t ask me. Where have you just come from?”

“Y¥rom the other end of the reservoir. Where is Dr.
Wihat’s-his-name, and that other scamp?”

“Looking for the juggler. That is how I came to make/
any escape, for Briggs has fallen asleep in the carryall. It
occurs to me that the Hindoo may have gone along
through the woods on the other side of the reservoir.”

“In which case he will be beyond ourreach long before
we can get at him.”

“But we don’t want to go back there. Let us make

| me!

the try. I feel extremely \\orrled about Harry. Let
us connect with him if we can.’

“By all means, Alice,” relied the old detective, seemgr
how anxions she was. “We will return along the line of
the redervoir, as you say.”

And as they hurried back down the road Alice told
what had occurred.

“It is a fact,” said Old King Brady. “that these Indian
jugglers do very remarkable things, many of which have
never been satisfactorily explained. On the other hand,
our stage magicians have duplicated many of their tricks.
This whole business seems to be involved in mystery;
Lut once we can connect with Harry, he will probably be
able to throw some light upon it all.”

But it was not so.

Precious little light Young King Brady was ever able
tu throw upon the doings of his friend, Ram Chunda.

As we know, IHarry had heen pretty thoroughly mysti-
fied. himself.

Old King Brady and .\lice walked on to the end of the
TESETVOIT. ‘

Here there was a well defined path leading along the
lower end.

They had scarcely struck into this path when they
heard the qound of wheels approaching rapidly behmd
them.

Sheltered by the trees, they turned and waited.

It was Dr. Birdbank and J oe Mosback starting off on
their ride.

“We may as well follow them, Alice,” said the old de-
tective. “If they could not find this Indian juggler, then
neither can we.”

“1 suppose that is so,
ing up.

And they folldwed on doewn the road.

2

replied Alice, reluctantly giv-

CHAPTER X.
FOLLOWING UP THE INDIAN JUGGLER.

‘When Harry awoke it was to find Ram Chunda stand-
ing over him with a small folding metal cup in his hand.

“Drink this, Harry,” he said, calmly; “it will do you
good!” '

“Never!” cried Harry. “I will neither eat nor drink
anything you give me! Remove this horrible spell from
You never would have got free without my help.
Set me free!”

“My dear boy, that is exactly what I am trying to do
for you. Drink this and you will be free, in other words,
yoursell again.”

“I don’t believe you! I can’t believe you after the way
you have used me.”

“Y have done you no harm. I have used you, it is
true, and in ways which you don’t understand, but I assure
you upon my honor that I have done you no harm, and
that if you swallow the contents of this cup you will be
quite yourself again.”

“Never!” :

“Stubborn fool! Listen! There now approaches an old
man with a long blue coat, and a big white hat. With
him is the girl I told you about before—the girl you l