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No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A .MAGICIAN.—Containing tfe
grandest assortment of .magical illusions ever placed before tfcf
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No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing ovs ,
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No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing ov®',
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No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing ful
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A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
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Illustrated.
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should know how inventions originated. This book explains th«§'*
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pneumatics, mechanics, etc., etc. The most instructive book pi '̂
lished.

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing fe'H
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive ®/JT
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; togette
with a full description of everything an engineer should know

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Fit?.!!
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aeolian Harp, XyH^
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief &~-
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient «
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgera"'
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containla
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invent!®^
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsome?
illustrated, by John Allen.

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Contain^;
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricls
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
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No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most'COT.^

plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letteK>
and when to use them; also giving specimen letters for both yousr
and old. '

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES—Givla
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.

No. 24. HOW .TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN^
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subject;'
also giving sample letters for instruction.

No. 53 HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wonderful litter
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, vour fath®??
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The Brady $ and the Highbinders
OE,

BY A NEW YORK DETECTIVE.

CHAPTER I.

\
THE CASE OPEN'S.

"Me heap 'flaid! No go on stleet for Highbinder killee
quick. Chin Ling honest man, makee monee, payee bills
allee samee Melican man. Wantee police."

"Well, Chin Ling," said the Chief of the Secret Service,
earnestly, "you certainly are entitled to protection. We
know that you are a law-abiding citizen. Since when have
you known that you were under the ban of the Highbind-
ers?"

The Chinese merchant wiped the perspiration from his
agitated visage and his almond eyes shone with a new
light of terror as he said:

"Me gettee notice postee on door. No sellee tea, no
keepee store. Chin Ling pay big monee. Killee quick."

"Ah, then they tried to make you pay money, eh?"
"Yes; tellee Chin Ling killee quick! Highbinder killee

him. -No tell when safe. Go 'long stleet, bad Chinee
jumpee out, stop, killee quick. Highbinder!"

"All right, Chin Ling," said the chief. "Now, can't
the chief of police promise you protection?"

The Celestial shook his head.
"Police no do anyfing," he declared. "Highbinder hide,

they no findee. Me wantee detective."
"All right. I'll send the Bradys up to see you. Is

this your card?"
"Yeppee."

"Chin Ling, tea merchant, Mott Street. All right,
Mr. Ling, I will send them over to-day."

"Allee light."
The door closed behind Chin Ling. The chief's face

wore a puzzled look.
Just then the door opened. Two men walked in.
One was a man past the middle age by ten years. He

•flUas of strong frame, hardy physique and his face was
rugged and betokened strong character.

James Brady, or Old King Brady, the detective, was
the most famous man of his profession in the country.

For many years he had been the terror of the evildoer in
the criminal circles of New York.

His companion and partner was a younger man named
Harry Brady, who was hardly less famous as a sleuth.

The two Bradys were noted the world over. Success
had rewarded their every effort. They had never lost a
case.

The chief looked up.
"Hello, Brady!" he cried. "You have come just in

the nick of time."
"Ah!" said the .old detective, in his cool manner. "What

is up now."
"A case in Chinatown."
"In Chinatown?"
"Yes."
"That is queer!" said the old detective. "What do you

think of that, Harry?"
Young King Brady looked surprised.
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**It is certainly very odd," he said. "We have just come
from Chinatown."

"You have?" exclaimed the dhief, in surprise. "What
does that mean?"

"Well, they say that an edict has been sent over here
from China,, to the local Highbinders, providing for the
murder of several prominent Chinamen."

"The deuce! That is just it. A Chinese tea merchant,
Chin Ling, was just in here to secure your services."

The Bradys^ere astonished.
"Chin Lingl*
"Yes."
"Why, we are told that he is the chief potentate of the

Highbinder society."
"That must be a mistake. See, here is his card. He

is very much wrought up and wants protection."
The detectives looked at each other.
For a time there was silence.
Finally Old King Brady spoke:
"So Mr. Ling was just here, eh?"
"Yes."
"Well, we will go over and see him. But it is very odd."
"I am inclined to believe it is a bluff," said Harry.

"That is my real opinion. Our information of the High-
binder case comes from a very high quarter."

"Indeed!" said the chief. "Will you tell me all about
it?"

"Yes," said Old King Brady, "though there is not much
to tell. We received a letter from the Chinese minister at
Washington, Mr. Wu Ting Fang.

"In this letter he mentioned the fact that news had
been received from his own country that an edict had
been issued by the Highbinder society to remove certain
Chinamen in San Francisco and New York.

"The methods of the Highbinders are strange and in-
scrutable. ~No Chinaman not a member of the order is
safe. At any moment, for some real or fancied grievance,
he is apt to be condemned and sentenced to death.

"Then, without warning, an assassin strikes him down.
It is the most cowardly of games. But it exists and is
the great curse upon the Chinese.

"Now, the Honorable Chinese Minister intimated that
his representative, Mr. Chang Wu, would come to New
York to meet us.

"It is the desire of the minister to get the names of
the heads of the order. Then it will be an easy matter to
arrest and hold them,' or at least keep them under surveil-
lance.

"Several dark murders have been committed of late in
San Francisco. It is believed that New York will be
the next place struck.

"So Mr. Chang Wu called upon us at our lodgings and
we had a long conference with him. The result is that
we are now at work trying to ferret out the murder con-
spiracy and bring the guilty parties to justice."

The chief was deeply interested.
"Good!" he cried. "I am glad to h£ar that yon are

working on the case."

"Oh, yes, we have several clews already."
"I am pleased. But one statement you have made sur-

prises me."
"What?"
"You say that Chin Ling is reputed to be the head officer

of the society?"
"Let me see his card."
"Here it is."
"Yes, Chin Ling, tea merchant, Mott Street. He is the

very man."
"I can hardly believe it. On whose authority do you

have this?"
\ "The emissary, Chang Wu."

"Well, I am greatly deceived, then. I assumed that
Chin Ling is a law-abiding and innocent man."

"There may be some error, but his name is on Chang
Wu's black list." • . .

"You don't think that it is a game on the part of
Chang Wu?"

"Oh, no; he is the representative of the Chinese minis-
ter. That could not be."

" No, I presume not. Well, what motive could Chin
Ling have in coming to me ?"

"We may assume a number of motives. Chinamen are
cunning fellows, I tell you. He may have desired to learn
if we were really on the case. See ?"

"Exactly. Well, what will you do?"
"Why, we will go over and see him. It will be our best

plan to throw him off the track. We will take his case
and then keep an eye on him."

"Capital!" cried the chief. "You will fool these heath-
ens."

"I am not sure. They are very shrewd and clever
rascals."

"At any rate something must be done with these China-
men. The police can do nothing whatever with these
Highbinder societies. They must be broken up."

" That is true. It is known that they have even marked
Americans for death."

"Yes, I know. I hope you will do your best."
"You may be sure of that. How long since Mr. Ling

was here?"

"He has just gone."
"It will be of little use to call on him just yet, then.

We will get around there in an hour or so."
"Very well."-
The Bradys arose to take their leave, but just then there

came a rap on the door. The chief called out:

"Come in!" '
It opene*d, and the chief and the detectives were given

a start of surprise. On* the threshold stood a much be-
lacquered Celestial.

He wore rich, silken dress and a turban in which were
valuables gems. His whole appearance was that of the
Chinese dignitary.

"Why," exclaimed Old King Brady, "it is Mr. Chang
Wu!" . . . . . .
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Tbe viiitor bowed low, He was a m*jrof education, and
did not speak pigeon English but need excellent language.

"Ah, gentlemen," he said, politely, "you are no doubt
surprised to see me again sp goon. I followed you here,
igr J learned at your lodgings that this was your destina-
tion. I haye distressing news."

"Indeed!" exclaimed Old King Brady. "What may it
be?"

"I have to inform you that my honorable fellow-country-
man, Tong Fee, of Mott Street, has disappeared,"

"Disappeared?"
"Yes. No clew to his whereabouts can be found. We

know what is his fate, though we cannot prove it."
"The Highbinderg have disposed of him?"

' "Yes."
There was a period of silence. Mr; Chang Wu eat.

down leisurely. His almond eyes roved about the room.
He stroked his silky mustache.

"Well," said Old King Brady, finally, "I have to tell
you that Mr. Chin Ling called here a few moments ago,"

Chang Wu gave a violent start and his eyes glittered.
His hand fell upon the jeweled dagger under his tunic,

and he looked about him in an uneasy way.
<'!$ it true?" he exclaimed. "Did Chin I^ing come

here?"
"Yes."
"What did he want ?"
"He wanted us to give him protection against the High-

binders. He was in a very terrified state," said the chief,
"He certainly did not have the bearing of a Highbinder
himself."

• Chang Wu's lips parted, showing his yellow teeth stained
with opium.

"Pevill" he gritted, "Chin Ling is a devil. He lies!
He is the chief of the society in New York.

"He has come here to fool you. Do not believe him.
DO not trust Chin Ling. He is a bad Chinaman."

Chang Wu hissed the last words. Then he smiled in a
strange way and waited for an answer.

"Well," said Old King Brady, "we shall pay him a visit.
If he is that sort of a chap we shall try and catch him
in his own trap."

"Don't let him fool you," said Chang Wu. "He is a
devil!"

"We will take our chances. Well, Mr. Wu, we will re-
port to you later. You are at the Waldorf Hotel ?"

"That is my stopping place," said the Chinese digni-
tary, with a low bow.

CHAPTER II.

A PROBLEM AND A WARNING.

When the Bradys made their way into Mott Street it
was easy to see that something exciting was on the tapis
in Chinatown.

At every street corner were knots of the almond-eyed
Celestials.

They were jabbering and gesticulating in the most ex-
cited manner. The Bradys guessed the reason for this.

The disappearance of Tong Fee had created a'tremend-
ous stir.

Tong had been a favorite with all classes. He had scores
of friends. His loss was deeply mourned.

The sentiment against the Highbinders was of the bit-
terest sort.

It was hard to tell who were members of the mystic
society. Such is the hypocrisy of the Chinese that the
very murderer of the man might be one of those so loudly
bewailing his loss.

"Well, there is trouble enough here, partner," said Old
King Brady.

"You are right."
"I'll wager we have got a big job on our hands, my

boy."
"Well, I think we have; but we are usually good for it."
"Indeed we are. At least we will die in the ring.

Hello ! here \s- Chin Ling's store."
The store of Chin Ling was one of the largest in China-

town, /
He was a merchant of great business ability and wealth.

In fact, he might be called the ablest Chinaman in the
town.

The Bradys opened the door and entered.
There was a long line of customers at the counter. Chin

Ling himself »was dealing out packages of tea as well as
his clerks. ,

He looked up as the detectives entered.
In an instant he came out to meet them. With a low

boW he said:
" Heap glad to slee Melican detectives. Comee dis way to

Chin Ling's plivate office."
The Bradys followed him through a door at the en'd -

of the store.
They were in a small., square room, furnished with the

most costly of Chinese stuffs and bric-a-brac.
They sat down and Chin Ling faced f\ena.
There was no longer any evidence of fear in his manner. -

Gone was the trepidation and nervousness which he h^
betrayed to the chief a short while before.

Chin Ling was the affable merchant, the polished diplo-
matic host. His manner was easy and gracious and his
face smiling. *

"Mr. Ling," said Old King Brady, "our chief tells us
that you desire to see us."

"Yeppee, that true," agreed the merchant. "Me sendee
for you. Heap Highbinder in Chinatown. Mebbe killee
Chin Ling."

"Do you apprehend an immediate attack upon you?"
"Me no tellee. No go out on stleet. Mebbe gettee

killed."
"I see that you are more cheerful than when in the

office. The chief said you were very much distressed."
Chin Ling rubbed his yellow hands in a deprecatory way.



THE BRADYS AND THE HIGHBINDERS.

"Yeppe, all right," lie replied. "Chin Ling feel safe
here. He no 'flaid. Highbinder no dare come here." ,

"I see. One of your friends they tell me has disap-
peared."

The Chinaman showed his craft.
"Ah!" he said. "Who tellee dat?"
"Mr. Chang Wu tells us that Tong Fee has mysteriously

disappeared."
Chin Ling's face was inscrutahle.
"Muchee good thing," he said.
The detectives were astounded.
"Eh?" they exclaimed. "How is that? Did not the

Highbinders do away with Tong Fee?"
Chin Ling grinned in a sickly way.
"Chang Wu tellee you dat?"
"Yes."
The Chinaman shrugged his shoulders.
"Chang Wu know better," he said. "Tong Fee High-

binder himself."
"What!" exclaimed Old King Brady. "Tong Fee a

Highbinder?"
"Yeppee. Dat true."
The Bradys exchanged glances.
"I say," said the old detective, bluntly, "who of you

yellow rascals can we believe? You say Tong Fee was a
Highbinder. A certain person tells us that you are the
ringleader of the Highbinders."

This was a telling shot. Chin Ling gave a convulsive
start.

His curious, almond eyes blazed. *
"Hi!" he exclaimed. "Chang Wu tellee you dat?"
"No matter who told us. "
"I know, allee light. You findee out Ching Ling true

man. Chang Wu big liar. Tellee heap storee. He High-
binder hisself. Me know. Tong Fee Highbinder. He no
dead. He hide and foolee detectives. Highbinder allee
round. Soon killee me and allee rest. Me heap 'flaid
now."

It was true that the Celestial's confident air had van-
ished. He was trembling and much agitated.

The Bradys were puzzled.
In all their lives they had never hit upon a case like

tHis. It was certainly a great problem..
All of these Chinamen looked alike, acted alike and lied

alike.
Old King Brady was inclined to believe that they were

all Highbinders. That, in fact, they were putting up a
hard bluff game.

At any event, who was to be trusted?
One accused the other. Which was the truthful one?
The detectives were at this stage inclined to abandon

the game. It looked a game not worth the candle.
If this parcel of lying Chinamen were inclined to play

the game of secret assassination, let them go it.
The Bradys could see no reason why they should sacri-

fice time and risk life to delve in such a field.
This impulse was upon them. Old King Brady now

said:

"Well, Mr. Ling, I don't know what to do or sayj
Everybody else says Tong Fee is a man of good character.]
You say that he is a Highbinder.

"You are in turn accused of being one of that society.
Now, who are we to believe ? Who is the innocent man and
who the guilty? I own I don't know which of you to
believe." '

Chin Ling showed his teeth in another sickly grin.
"Believe Chin Ling," he said, in a soft voice. "He tellee

truth. He straight man."
"Well, we shall see. Really we ought not to take hold

of this case. It is out of our province. We will communi-
cate with you later."

Chin Ling arose and took a paper from the mantel.
It was of native rice manufacture and was scrawled all

over with Chinese hieroglyphics.
"Chin Ling gettee this to-day," he said. "Melican man

readee. 'See it."
"Easy, Ling," said Old King Brady. "You don't ex-

pect us to read that trash; we are not linguists."
The Chinaman laughed.
"Oh, yeppee!" he said, "I slee. Well, I readee same io

you. Hear dis: 'Chin Ling is warned of death. The
Highbinders will killee allee samee before long. Takee
warning.' There," concluded Chin Ling, "you slee! Now
mebbe you believe me."

"All right, Chin," said Old King Brady. "That reads
good, but you will pardon us if we are skeptical. Keep
close and be good. I don't believe you need fear the High-
binders. That is all. Good day."

The Bradys took their leave. When they went away
from Chin Ling's store they believed the case ended.

"What's the use," cried the old detective, "we are-just
making fools of ourselves. We would risk life for a parcel
of Chinamen. If they want to kill each other let them
go it."

"That looks like a proper sentiment," said Harry, "but
we mustn't forget one thing."

"What?"
"Fair play. If Chin Ling, is a fraud and an impostor/

there are doubtless plenty of Chinamen who are not. We
must give them justice. The innocent must not suffer,
even among Chinamen."

"I agree with you," declared Old King Brady. "So
far it is well, but I can't undertake to right the wrongs of
every Chinaman."

"No, by no means."
"Very well. The best we can do is not to mix up in

their affairs. I know other things that should claim our
attention."

"Then we will drop the case?"
"I see no better*plan."
So the Bradys returned to the chiefs office. He was

astonished to see them so soon.
"What's the matter?" he asked.
"Well, very little," replied Old King Brady. "But I

think we will throw up the Chinatown case."
"Throw it up?"
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"Yes."
"Mercy!" gasped the chief. "What is wrong now,

Brady? Why do you drop this case?"
"Well," said Old King Brady, "it is not on the level.

See?"

"What do you expect?"
"I expect level treatment. I accept no sort of a bunco

game. See?"

The old detective looked hard at the chief.
The latter nodded his head.
"I will never criticise your judgment," he said. "You

know how much they would stand."
"I do. If any of these Chinamen should kill or mal-

treat an American I would*go after them; but I cannot
mix up in- their politics. Why, it is impossible to tell
who is who.

"We might arrest and punish the innocent man. Chin
Ling accuses Chang Wu, and then says that Tong Fee is
a Highbinder,, and that he is in hiding for effect. It would
turn one's brain to try to puzzle the thing out. Let them
go it."

The chief's face grew serious.
"Brady, you are wrong," he said.
"Am I?"
"Yes."
"Will you show me where?"
"Yes, I will. Now don't you think that a law-abiding,

honest Chinaman is entitled to justice ?"

"One moment. Which Chinaman is that? If you can
tell you can do better than I can."

In spite of himself the chief laughed,
"I can see your point," he said, "and I don't wonder that

you are puzzled; but I need only to say to you that there
is a dangerous band of Highbinders in Chinatown. They
menace the lives of all the people in the city.

"Now, I don't want you to try to right the wrongs of
Chin Ling or any other Chinaman, but just get evidence
and arrest these members of the Highbinder Society.
Don't let one of them escape.

"I can tell you that their fiendish work is not con-
fined to Chinatown. They are aiming even at the mayor
of the city. See this."

The chief drew from his desk a bit of rice paper.
It was covered with Chinese characters. Old King Brady

held up his hands.

"I am out of it," he said. "I could read Choctaw
easier.'-'

"Well," said the chief, slowly, "this was sent to the
mayor. Translated it reads thus:

" 'To the Mayor—The mark of the Highbinder is on
you. Unless you release Wun Lo from the Tombs we shall
strike! Look out. The Highbinders never fail!' "

The old detective and the young detective were deeply
.impressed.

CHAPTEE III.

THE HIGHBINDERS' DMT.
/

"Is that the translation?" asked Harry.
"It is."
"Well, that is cool. I suppose they think that wiH

frighten the mayor of the city into releasing that Chinese
highwayman."

"Wun Lo was the greatest Chinese crook ever known in
this country. He is waiting for a trial. I don't believe
the mayor will intercede for him."

"Of course he won't."
"It is the coolest proposition that I ever saw. Humph!

why didn't the mayor send down a posse to raid the
Chinese quarter?"

"He had ought to. You see, the Highbinder is becom-
ing a power."

"And one of the most evil forces we could have to work
against. These people with their opium dens and their
secret societies are a blot upon the fair name of New
York."

" That is true enough. Now you can see the necessity of
getting after them. All we want is to get the names of
some of the ringleaders of the Highbinders. Then we
can manage to find a way to deal with them."

"Well," said Old King Brady, "we might undertake to
do that much."

"When you have done that I think the rest will be
easy," declared the chief.

"All right; we will keep on."
" That will please me much. Now, I know there are

good, law-abiding Chinamen. Chin Ling may be a traitor.
You can soon find out. If he is, don't spare him."

The Bradys shortly took their leave. They went to their
lodgings to talk the case over and make deductions.

They had barely seated themselves when there came
a rap on the door.

Harry arose and opened it.
On the threshold stood a personage whom both recog-

nized.
It was Mr. Chang Wu.
The representative of ,the Chinese minister bowed in

his oiliest way. The detectives were not over pleased.
"I know you will pardon me, gentlemen," he said,

suavely, "but I felt it necessary to call upon you at this
time. I have some important facts for you."

"Will you come in?" said Harry.
"I am honored."
The Chinese emissary entered and took a seat. The

detectives regarded him keenly.
"I understand that you made a call upon my country-

man, Chin Ling?" he asked.
"Yes," replied Old King Brady, "we did."
"May I ask the result?"
"Yes. We had decided to throw up the case. We were

disgusted."
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Chang Wu held tip his hands.
"What is that?" he,exclaimed, "I do not understand."
"Well, it is easy enough. Chin Ling accuses you. You

accuse him., You assert that Tong Fee is an honest man
and has been done away with by Highbinders. Chin Ling
swears he is a Highbinder and is hiding for effect. Now,
who are we to believe?"

Chang Wu drew himself up with dignity.
"I am the representative of my Emperor, through Wu

Ting Fang," he declared. "My honor and my word is
good."

"On the other hand Chin Ling is a merchant of wealth
and character. Would he be apt to lie ?"

Chang Wu grew angry.
"Chin-Ling is a scoundrel," he declared. "He is trying

to ruin me."
"We don't know anything about that. We have come

to the conclusion that we will trust none of you. We will
work alone." >

"But Chang Wu has important facts," said the Celestial,
earnestly. "He has learned where the Highbinders have
their headquarters. He can find a way to get into their
secret meeting. It is well to listen."

The Bradys became suddenly impressed. They had not
yet made up their minds to trust Chang Wu.

But this declaration had its effect upon them.
It aroused their interest. ,
"Do you mean that?" asked Harry.
"Yes, on my honor!"
"Well, if you can do that we are ready to co-operate

with you."
Chang Wu rubbed his hands.
"Ah, you shall see!" he cried. "Now you will trust

Chang Wu?" *
"Well, we'll try you." ,
"Have no fear," said the Chinaman, confidently, "I will

prove to you that your opinion of me is wrong. If you
will trust Chang Wu we will have the leaders of the High-
binder Society before a week."

"All right," agreed Old King Brady, "we are with you."
"What is your plan?" asked Harry.
"It will soon be evening," said Chang Wu. "We will

then proceed to Mott Street. I have a trusted friend,
Lee Foo, the laundryman. We will hide in his place.
Then Chang Wu show you what to do."

The detectives were impressed.
Certainly this looked logical. It seemed as if Chang

Wu was in earnest and there was a prospect of something.
This-was all the detectives wanted.
So Old King Brady said: ,
"Very good, Mr. Wu. We are at your disposal. You

ihink it is better to wait until evening?"
"Oh, yes," agreed Wu; "but I have a. better plan."
"What is it?"
"It will not be wise for us all to go to Lee Foo's at

once. We may be seen 'and there will he suspicion."
"ThaJ is true." •
"Now, it might be well to go one at a time.. You will <

go now. Lee Foo will find you a comfortable chair in his
private room. Then your partner may go an hour lateij,
I will visit Lee Foo after dark."

"Capital!" cried Old King Brady. "You would make a
good detective, Mr. Wu."

"I am a poor Chinaman," said the emissary, with a bow,
"but I must serve my emperor. It is by his order. Chin
Ling must die. The Highbinders must go!"

"Well," said Old King Brady, "we will follow out your
plan. I will turn up at Lee Foo's place very soon. We
will wait there for you."

"Here," said Chang Wu, giving them a card witfi Chinese
characters upon it, "give this to Lee Foo."

Then Mr. Wu took his lea^ve. The detectives were re-
flective.

"It looks as if we were in for it, Harry," said Old King
Brady.

"Yes, that is so."
"But just the same we will keep our eyes open. This

may be a trap."
"You are right."
"I don't trust any of these slippery yellow-skinned

devils. However, we are in for it. Let me see, it is
getting dusk now. I think I will go over to Lee Foo's."

"All right."
"Come along in an hour."
"I will."
Old King Brady sauntered forth. He made his way into

the slums.
He turned into Mott Street, finally. Then he saw Lee

Foo's sign swinging over the street.
The laundryman was a prominent factor in the politics

of Chinatown, lie was a smooth, plausible fellow with a
glib tongue.

Old King Brady pushed open the door of the laundry.
A bell tinkled in the back room.

$
Lee Foo appeared on the instant. He came up behind

the counter.
"Gettee shirtee?" he asked. "Allee washee."
"No," said Old King Brady. "It's a different errand

this time, Lee. Read this."
He gave him the card which Chang Wu had given him,
A great change came over Lee Foo.
He looked about him in a half fearful way. His face

showed fear.
"Melican detective?" he asked, in a whisper. "Tly find

Highbinder?"
"Yes," replied Old King Brady. "You understand ?"
"Me know," said Lee Foo, in a whisper. "Come dia

way. Waitee."
He opened a door to an inner room. It was furnished in

the Chinese way, with mattings and silken cloth,
Old King Brady sat down upon a divan and Lee Foo

placed cigars and matches on the table, wfth true Celestial
hospitality.

"Melicaa detective smokee?" he asked. "N,o hittee
pipe?"
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"No; tobacco is good enough for me," said Old King
Brady as he lit a cigar. "You're all" right,, Lee Foo."

"Spec findee Highbinder?" asked the laundryman.
"Hangee him?"

"Yes, we'll hang them if we find them. Have they
threatened you yetj"

Lee Foo shivered. He produced a bit of rice paper,
covered with hieroglyphics similar to that which Chin
Ling had shown.

"Ah, that is their death decree?" asked the old de-
tective.

The Chinaman made a peculiar sign.
"Killee me!" he said. "Me no safe. No go out on stleet. j

Killee sure!" •
"Ah, do you know Chin Ling?"
Lee Foo gave a start.
"Chin Ling?" he exclaimed. "Hi! he heap High-

binder."
" You don't say! How do you know he is a High-

binder ?"
"Me know. Have fiends tellee me. Chin Ling go to

Highbinder meeting; me know."
Lee Foo spoke positively. Old King Brady was much

impressed. He began to believe that Chang Wu might be
on the right side, after all.

Thus he conversed with Lee Foo until Harry appeared.
The laundryman seemed to be an inoffensive, harmless

sort of a heathen. There seemed nothing of the criminal
about him.

It was nine o'clock before Chang Wu appeared. The
Chinese emissary came in quietly and joined the detectives
in the back room.

He was cool and confident.
"The Highbinders meet to-night," he said. "We have

learned that."
"How did you get the information?" asked Old King

Brady. *
"Lee Foo got it for me. Lee has a way of getting on the

inside."
"That is fortunate. Yes, indeed! Now, gentlemen, if

you will come with me I will show you something."
The Bradys followed Chang Wu.
He led them to a window in the rear of Lee Foo's place.
It looked out into a square courtyard. On the further

side was a building which was wedged in against two
higher buildings.

Above this first roof, which was flat, there were rows of
iron-shuttered windows.

Chang Wu pointed to these.
"You see?" he said.
"Yes."
"Well, back of those windows is the den of the yellow

devils. That is the secret council room of the Highbind-
ers."

The detectives were thrilled.
This looked promising.
"It is easy to see, then, what we can do," said Old King

Brady.

"Yes," agreed Chang Wu, "if we are strategic."
"Indeed! Why not boldly raid the place?" asked the

old detective.
"For the reason that it would be of no use," Chang Wu.

" You would find nothing there of an incriminating nature.
The Highbinders would swear that they were not High-
binders and you could prove nothing."

"I see," said Old King Brady. "Yet in that place plots
of murder are hatched."

"Yes."
" Then we must plan to in some way overhear these plots

and get the names of the plotters."
"There you are!" agreed Chang Wu.

A THRILLING ORDEAL.

The detectives could see that this was the only logical
method to use.

But how should they employ it ? This was the question.
How get behind those steel window-blinds ? How gain

a safe entrance and at least overhear the doings of the
conclave ?

This was the problem.
In the gloom it was difficult for the detectives to study

out accurately the lay of the territory.
They examined the roof and the windows as well as they

could with their eyes.
Chang Wu smiled as he noted this.
"No use," he said; "nothing can be gained that way."
"Well, what is the best plan?"
"Lee Foo will assist us."
The laundryman, who was trembling with fear, now

said:
"Lee Foo know way. Melican detectives wear Chinese

dress. Hidee face. Walkee in with dis. Muchee safe
pass."

Lee Foo held up a quaint idol of carved ivory. It was
blood red in hue and had crystal eyes.

There was a Chinese inscription on its base. It was
wholly unlike anj^ idol the detectives had ever seen.

"That is a pass to the secret rooms of the Highbinders,"
said Chang Wu. "Now the question is, have you got the
nerve to try this desperate game?"

The Bradys were staggered.
"You mean that we are to don a disguise?" they asked.
"Yes. Lee Foo will furnish you with one. You can

cover your faces—mask them if you wish. Most of the
Highbinders do this, for some of them do not wish even
some fellow-member to know them. This idol will pass
you. But do not give it up."

"It is a go!" cried Old King Brady. "But I have a
suggestion."

"What?"
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"There is no use of risking three lives. Let two re-
main here. I will go alone."

"You!" cried Harry. "I would like to go, partner."
"You see my point," said Old King Brady; "one can

accomplish as much as three. If this one spy is caught
why the others will he alive to avenge if not rescue him."

"Your plan is a wise one," said Chang Wu. "We will
wait here."

Harry could demur no further. The plan was quickly
made.

A more daring scheme could hardly be conceived. If
executed safely much of value would be gained.

But if there was the least blunder or misstep, certain
death would be the result.

But Old King Brady did not fear to risk his life. In
this case the enormity of the end to be gained overbalanced
all other considerations.

Lee Foo quickly produced a Chinese costume. It was
of a character akin to that worn by Chin Ling and men
of his rank.

Old King Brady was quickly dressed in it. A pigtail was
fastened under his hat. Then a heavy veil was draped over
his face. ,

He wore Chinese sandals and in every respect looked,
outwardly, to be one of the Celestials.

Lee Foo cautioned him.
"Walkee light in," he said. "No waitee, no speakee.

Show idol to doorman. Inside keepee quiet. Listen, but
no talkee."

'"All right," agreed Old King Brady. "Now tell me the
door."

"Black door, white panel," said Chang Wu. "It's the
sixth from the corner. You must go around into the other
street."

"All right."
"We will walk behind you as far as the corner and see

you go in."
"Very well."
The old detective now sallied forth from Lee Foo's place.
He had not gone far when two other figures came out.

In the gloom they attracted little attention.
Many Americans walked these streets at night.
The opium dens furnished the attraction. The old de-

tective kept on boldly.

He passed many Chinamen. None of them gave him
more than a passing glance.

Then he turned the corner into the other street. The
sixth door, black, with a white panel—he had found it.

Two Chinamen opened it and went in as he came along.
It was the crucial moment, but Old King Brady did not
falter. .

Straight up to the door he walked.
Without a moment's hesitation he raised the knob and

entered. The black door closed behind him.
He was in the den of the Highbinders. He was in the

shadow of death.
Chang Wu drew a deep breath and turned to Harry.

"May the American's God be with him!" he said. "He v

is in great peril, but if he comes out safely we will win."
Harry, for a moment, felt a suffocating sensation. He

had much disliked to see Old King Brady take the risk.
But the young detective knew that much was to be

gained. There was a good chance for success.
For some while they stood on the corner and watched and

waited.

Many Chinamen came along and entered the place.
All was quiet. There was no sign of an uproar or any

indication that Old King Brady had been betrayed.
It was certain that in case of betrayal the old de-

tective would make a fight for his life and a desperate one,
too.

Time passed. A half hour slipped by.
Harry and Chang Wu went back to Lee Foo's place.
Meanwhile Old King Brady had walked into a literal

trap of death.

When the black door closed upon him the old detective
saw a dimly lit passage in front of him.

Along it several Chinamen were making their way. The
old detective did the same.

The passage was decorated with colored paper and lan-
terns. At the far end were stairs leading upward.

Up these the old detective went.
Thus far he had met with no hindrance. No one had

spoken to him, no one had taken notice of him.
But now he reached the landing above. On either side

stood two half naked heathens. In the hands of each was
a monstrous, keen-bladed, two-handed sword.

They were powerful brutes, their coppery skin glistening
in the dim light.

Just beyond them stood a tall, richly dressed Chinaman.
His keen, searching gaze looked into every face.
As each Celestial filed in not a word was spoken, but they

showed the sign of the blood-red idol.
. Old King Brady for one instant felt a misgiving. He

saw the utter defencelessness of his position.
The two janissaries would hew him down in a flash if he

failed to pass the doorkeeper.
But the old detective remembered Lee Foo's admonition.

His nerve came back to him.
He walked boldly past the human butchers with their

glistening blades. He did not offer to raise his veil.
But he held forth the idol.
The doorkeeper glanced at it and then hesitated as he

saw the veil, but the old detective walked on.
It was a rule that a member need not show his face at

a secret meeting. This saved Old King Brady.
The next moment he was in the council room.
It was a large, square room, with wide doors opening

into rooms beyond. It was furnished in" the Chinese fash-
ion.

\
At the far end was a dais. On this sat three masked

Chinamen.
Each held a keen-edged sword. On a pedestal before

them was a huge, glittering crystal.
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A dragon was on either side of the dais. Eed curtains
hung over it.

One of the potentates was making a speech. To the old
detective's dismay it was all in the Chinese tongue.

He could not understand a word.
This was certainly too bad.
But as the old detective stood a little in the shadows a

Chinaman passed by him. His face was plainly visible in
the dim light.

It was Chin Ling.
Then the detective knew the truth. He knew that the

visit of Ling to the chief was all a bluff.
Chin Ling was a Highbinder. Chang Wu had been

right.

The detective regretted much that he could not under-
stand the words of the Chinese potentate. It was unin
telligible.

He was sure it referred to plans for the death of certair
allotted parties, but he was to gain one important fact.

Suddenly a name was spoken:
"Chin Ling!"
It was the Chinaman on the dais who had spoken.
The tea merchant walked forward before all in the party

Every eye was upon him.
Something in Chinese was said to him. Then one o:

the three Chinamen on the dais descended and advancec
toward him.

In his hand he held a silver salver. On it was a smal
object.

Chin Ling took it from the salver. The detective coulc
only see that it looked like a slug or billet of solid metal
possibly silver, with a silken cord attached to it.

On it were Chinese characters.
The tea merchant held it up.
Then he said:
"Chang Wu!"
At once all over the room the name was spoken in chorus
"Chang Wu!"
Old King Brady was thrilled. It was the name of th

distinguished representative of Wu Ting Fang.

What could it mean?
An idea occurred to Old King Brady. The assassins

were drawn by lot and Chin Ling had been selected to
murder Chang Wu.

This was the sagacious conclusion of the old detective
Now the Chinamen began a peculiar chant. Then al

formed in a line and marched past the dais, speaking some
word as they passed.

The old detective shrank back in the shadows.
It was not his desire to get into this deal, for he knew

that he could not pass the ordeal.
So he shrank back into the shadows. As it happened

this proved most unfortunate.
His move was observed by a Celestial near him, who

seemed to be a guard. At once he took a step forward.
He addressed the old detective in the Chinese tongue.
Of course, Old King Brady could make no answer. He

imply remained silent, but he saw the beginning of the
;nd.

For a moment the Celestial looked at him intently.
Then he whistled shrilly.

Instantly there was a rush of feet and cries of alarm.
The janissaries with the gleaming swords came up the

corridor. Old King Brady knew that the crisis had come.
He knew what it would mean to remain where he was

and submit to interrogation. He must not allow the foe
to close in about him.

So he acted with the rapidity of thought.

CHAPTER V.

THE BLOW IS STRUCK.

Swift as lightning the old detective let out with his right.
It struck the Chinaman in the neck.

He went down like a log.
Old King Brady did not try to make a wild break for

escape. He simply slipped back into the shadows and
waited.

In an instant Chinamen were all about him.
He pushed among them, feigning as great alarm as the

others. The fellow he had struck lay senseless on the floor.
Only the coolest of nerve and skill could have carried out

the game which Old King Brady had played.
The* Highbinders did not know what had happened.
The'warning cry had been sent up,* but they knew no

more. Old King Brady was not to be distinguished from
any of the others.

It was a close call for the old detective.
He knew, however, that he was not yet, by any means, out

of the woods. His life depended upon quick action.
So he skilfully disentangled himself from the crowd

and made his way toward the exit.
The guard still stood at the door. It happened that two

Chinamen were passing out at the moment.
Old King Brady fell in behind them. The gatekeeper

spoke to the first of these and was answered. He ignored
the detective.

And so it happened that Old King Brady, by the great-
est of good fortune, came out of the death trap safely.

He drew a great breath of relief when he struck the
sidewalk.

He was very willing to admit that it was as close a call
as he had ever had.

With the cool air of the street fanning his face he dis-
pelled the nausea which the fetid atmosphere of the place
had given him.

The old detective now glanced at his watch.
He was astonished.
It was the hour of four.
He had been fully three hours in the Highbinders' den.

He wondered if his friends would yet be waiting for him
at Lee Foo's.
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Another step brought him to the corner. Then, instant-
ly, two dark figures stepped in front of him.

For one moment the old detective drew back, appre-
hending danger. ,

But this was dispelled the next moment.
"Thank heaven! It is you, partner!" cried Harry

Brady. "You came out safe."
"Harry!" exclaimed the old detective, "I am glad to

see you. Yes, I have never been nearer death in my life."
"We feared the worst," said Chang Wu. "Let us go

back to Lee Foo's."
And this they did.
The laundryman was still astir. His lights were out

and he was crouching in the rear of his shop.
Tremblingly he admitted them.
"Heap glad!" he whispered. "Lee Foo muchee 'flaid.

Hear great noise in Highbinder house."
, "It's all right, Lee," said Old King Brady. "They are
looking for me, but you need have no further alarm."

• Into the little back room the party went.
Old King Brady exchanged his disguise for his own

clothes. Then he told the story of his adventures.
Harry and Chang Wu listened with great intensity.
Then the old detective told of the proposing of Chang

Wu's name. As he described Chin Ling's action, Chang
Wu listened With much excitement.

"Yes," he cried, "they mean me. It was a drawing
and Chin Ling was the one selected to kill me."

"To kill you?"
"Yes. Now you will believe me when I tell yoto that

Chin Ling is one o*f the leaders of the Highbinders."
"I believe you," said Old King Brady. "I have no

longer any doubt, but you must be on your guard."
"What more can I do?"
"I don't know, but keep on your guard. As for Chin

Ling, we will shadow him."
"There is not sufficient ground for arresting him?"
"No." ,
"Very good. Now, I think we had better leave this place

as soon as possible. I will return to my hotel."
"Very good," agreed Old King Brady. "We will return

to our lodgings., Nothing more can be done to-night."
So this was done. One by one they sallied forth from

Lee Foo's place.
The Bradys went back to their lodgings. It was within

an hour of dawn.
They were much exhausted, so retired at once to rest.

They slept until a late hour the next morning.
Then they arose and went to breakfast. Over the meal

they discussed plans for the future.
"Chin Ling is the man we must keep our eyes on," said

Old King-Brady.
"Yes."
"We will devote all our time to him. If we can catch

him in his evil attempt we will make an example of him."
"That we will."
The Bradys donned a clever disguise and went back to

Mott Street.

There are many restaurants in Chinatown, In some of
them the cooking is par excellence. In others it is vile.

The Bradys found -a restaurant directly opposite Chin
Ling's place. They secured a seat at the window.

The restaurant was in the second story. From the win-
dow they could see Chin Ling's place and note all who
went in or out.

They sat there for some while and kept watch Qf the
place.

Many people went in and out, but nothing was seen of
the merchant himself.

But one of the clerks came across the street and en-
tered the restaurant.

Somewhat singularly he sat down at the same table
with the Bradys. The detectives studied him.

They saw that'he was a sly-visaged, shrewd fellow. It
did not take Old King Brady long to engage him in con-
versation.

"Yeppee, me muchee eatee here," said Wun Loo, which
was his name. "Me likee suey. Muchee good."

"I suppose you carry a good stock of tea?" asked Old
King Brady.

The Celestial opened his eyes.
"Chin Ling hab bestee store," he declared. "Hab bestee

tea'/'
"I see," said the old detective. "I suppose he is a rid)

man."
"Heap richee."
" Is Chin Ling always in the store ?"
Wun Loo looked up quickly, but the Bradys were un-

concerned.
"Chin Ling gone away," said the clerk. "No comee

back for week."
"Oh, is that so? I suppose you look after the store

while he is gone?"
"Yeppee, me keepee store."
"Where has Chin gone?"
The clerk gave a start. He shook his head.
"Me don'tee know!" he said.
After this the Bradys could get no more out of him.

He was strictly non-committal and closed up like a clam.
But the Bradys had gained all they desired.
They were not bound to linger in the vicinity any

longer. They knew that Qhin Ling was on the trail of his
man.

"Our game is to shadow Chang Wu," said Old King
Brady. "In that way we shall find Chin Ling."

"I believe you."
So the Bradys went to the Waldorf. Chang Wu was not

there. The detectives hung about the great hotel until
a late hour that night.

Chang JWu did not return. The Bradys now were seiz-
ed with alarm.

"What do you make of it?" asked Harry. "Can he have
been decoyed ?"

"He is too wily."
"Where is he'?"
"That is the question." .
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The Bradys waited until midnight. Chang Wu did
not return. ,

Nor did he appear the next morning, nor the next day,
nor the next. Then the detectives, after a long search of
the city, went to the hotel and were admitted to Chang
Wu's room. . !"

His effects were there and his valet still kept them in
readiness.

"Me not know,"-he declared. "Chang Wu tellee me he
come back. Get message an' go out. Neber comee back."

The Bradys looked at each other aghast.
"Decoy!" whispered Harry.

' "The Highbinders!"
In that moment the detectives knew the blow had

fallen. One more victim the deadly Highbinder crew had
claimed. ,

"Where is the message that Mr. Wu received?" asked
Old King Brady.

The valet went" to the dressing-table and took up an
envelope. The Bradys read the message enclosed, which
was on a telegraph blank.

Thus it read:

"HON. CHANG Wu, Waldorf-Astoria Hotel:
"I am in New York in disguise. Am on track of High-

binders. Come to me as soon as you get this, and no fail.
My cab is at the door. Get in and come with the bearer.

"In the name of the emperor, Wu TING FANG."

" Message he dared not disregard," declared Harry. "It
was a trap. He went to his death."

Further inquiry seemed to bear this out. The bell-
boys recalled seeing Chang Wu enter the cab with another
Chinaman.

They had driven away. That was all.
Another Highbinder mystery was in the hands of the

detectives. Once more the dread secret society of mystery
and crime had shown its power.

The detectives were aghast.
But they lost no time.
Everything possible was done. They tried in vain to

find the cab and its driver.
It was their theory that Chang Wu had been murdered

in the cab.
The Highbinders had fulfilled their threat in terrible

earnest.
The Bradys, after a futile search, wired Wu Ting Fang

the dread particulars. For a week they had followed every
clew in vain.

Ching Ling had not returned.
Thus matters were when it occurred to them to corre-

spond with the Chinese minister and apprise him of the
fate of his envoy.

While waiting for an answer the Bradys went down to
the chief's office. '

"I told you that ypu would have a case," declared the
chief. "They are the slickest gang of rascals on earth
You can get no evidence against them."

"Well," said Old King Brady, resolutely, "I will not
agree to break up the society of Highbinders, but I will
swear to bring to justice the murderer of Chang Wu."

"We will!" cried Harry. "He was a good Chinaman."
Just then there came a rap on the door. The chief

arose and opened it. Nobody was in sight.
But on the threshold was a square box of deal. It was

nicely lacquered and had a hinged cover.
"What is this?" cried the chief, in amazement. "What

aave we here?"

CHAPTER VI.

THE NEW ENVOY.

Astonished, Old King Brady picked up the box.
Harry went out into the corridor, but whoever left it had

vanished.
It was a box^of finely lacquered wood. The cover was

hinged with brass. As he put it on the table Old King
Brady instinctively lifted it.

And as he did so all gave a great start and a cry of
horror. A grewsome spectacle was revealed.

A grinning, polished skull rested in a velvet bed. It had
been skilfully prepared and upon its crown was the gilt
and purple skull cap of Chang Wu.

Appalled and chilled to the marrow by this grim hint,
which had, no doubt, come from the Highbinders, the de-
tectives could not for some moments 'speak.

They had as yet received no more plain evidence of the
power and cunning of this terrible secret organization.

It meant that Chang Wu was dead. That he had been
killed by the Highbinders, who, in this manner, hurled de-
fiance -at the law and its minions.

"Chang Wu is no more," said Old King Brady, finally.
"This is his skull."

"It is the work of the Highbinders."
"Yes."
"They got him, didn't they? What will Wu Ting

Fang say? How can the murderers be got at? How can
evidence be secured to convict them."

This was the problem.
And it remained such for many days. The mysterious

fate of Chang Wu, and the attendant incidents made a
subject for a thrilling newspaper story which stirred New
York to its foundations.

In San Francisco, where the power of the Highbinder
is acknowledged, this would have excited only passing com-
ment.

But in New York, with its superior police force, its com-
plex detective system, it was a veritable shock.

The Bradys did their utmost to get at the bottom of
the mystery.

They went down to Chinatown and called on Chin Ling.
The merchant had returned, after a long absence.
He greeted the detectives in a most affable manner.
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"Mr. Ling," said Old King Brady, "are you not sur-
prised at the mysterious fate of Chang Wu?"

Chin Ling's face was beatific as he replied:
"Chang Wu belly gleat man. Too bad he gettee killed.

Mebbe hab some enemy."
Old King Brady looked hard at the old merchant.
"Do you think the Highbinders killed him?" he asked.
Chin Ling, with an utterly blank face, replied:
"Menotellee. Mebbe so. Chin Ling be'flaid allee time.

Dat why I go way. Stay here mebbe gettee killed, too."
"There is logic in that," said Harry, "but I hardly think

there was much danger of your getting killed, Mr. Ling.
I don't believe you are on the black list."

Chin Ling's eyes dilated.
"Oh, heap danger," he declared. "I gettee warning.

Mebbe have to go away again."
This was all the satisfaction the Bradys could get out

of Mr. Ling.
Meanwhile the Chief of the Secret Service had received

a message from Wu Ting Fang.
The Chinese minister was thoroughly stirred up over

the murder of Chang Wu. For that the skull in the box
was that of the envoy he felt sure.

This was verified later when the headless trunk of Chang
Wu was found in a dump in the outskirts of the city.

Murder most foul had been done. The Chinese govern-
ment, in the person of Wu Ting Fang was bound to avenge
the crime.

A heavy reward was posted on all the boards of China-
town.

There was much excitement in the Mongolian colony.
All classes were deeply stirred.

But the Highbinders were not disturbed. They could
lie low and still bid defiance to the law.

But the Bradys were now deep in the case.
They were bound to see it through. The murder .of

Chang Wu must be avenged.
At this stage of the game a new representative came

up from Washington.
He bore letters from Wu Ting Fang and called on the

chief at his office. At once the Bradys were summoned.
The new man was a tall, crafty-looking Celestial, by

the name of Loo Chin.
He was dressed richly, as were all the members of Wu

Ting Fang's suite. It did not take the detectives long to
discover that he was a polished and able man.

His Bfeglish was perfect as had been that of Chang Wu,
for like Wu he was a graduate of an American school.

"I shall employ different methods from my predecessor,"
he heclared. "I do not intend to expose myself as he did.

"I shall wear various kinds of disguise. I intend to
work secretly and in co-operation with you."

"I think that a good plan," declared Old King Brady,
warmly. "I am sure it will win success."

"I am confident that we can soon learn the names of
the Highbinder leaders," declared Loo Chin. "Once that
is done the rest will be simple."

The Bradys were much impressed with Loo Chin.

TKey had regarded Chang Wu as an able man, but itf
was easy to see that he was in nowise the equal in shrewd*^
ness and strategy of Loo Chin.

The Chinese envoy's eyes snapped as he said:
"I know this Chin Ling well. He is a clever rascal.

That he is the murderer of Chang Wu there is no doubt.'"'"*
"I was present and saw him drawn as the assassin,"

said Old King Brady. . »
"That was certainly a clever piece of work on your

part," declared Loo Chin. "You can be sure that you are
the only American who ever attended a Highbinder meet-
ing."

"And lived to get out."
"Just so."
"Now," said Old King Brady, "we are ready for work,

what plan of action would you suggest?"
Loo Chin was silent for some moments. Then he said:
"Do you wish me to propose a plan?"

: "Yes."
"You say that Chang Wu placed much faith in Lee

Foo ?"

"He did, and I believe Lee Foo is an honest Chinaman."
"Let us go down and see him. Perhaps he can give us

a tip."
"Very good. But I would like to make a suggestion."
"Well?"
"It will be a bit risky for you to go down there with us

in your present garb. That is to say, they will know you
and it might compromise Lee Foo."

"You are right," cried Loo Chin. "I will wear a dis-
guise. You intend to do the same ?"

"We do. We shall make up as Dagos."
" Good! I will put on the dress of an American, and a

hat to match. That, I think, will disguise me."

"Yes."
"Now," said Loo Chin, "I will go to my hotel, which

is the Fifth Avenue, and make this change. Then I will
return and join you wherever you wish."

"Let it be at the corner of Park Eow and Broadway, at
seven o'clock."

"Very well."
This question settled,. the Bradys went back to their

lodgings.

They effected their disguise and at a little before seven
made their way to the appointed meeting place..

It was not long before a tall Mongolian, in American
dress, dropped off a car and came up to them.

Save for his features the Bradys would never have
recognized Loo Chin. The change of guise had meta-
morphosed him.

"Ah, gentlemen!" he cried; "you are .ahead of me. I
am glad to see you. Now we shall get to work."

"With good fortune, I hope."
"So do I. Let me see, we can cut through the park to

go to Lee Foo's place."
"Yes." .
They proceeded across City Hall Park and finally turned
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into Chatham Street. They had soon reached the Chinese
quarter.

In their disguise it seemed as if they must be safe from
detection by the Highbinders' spies.

They loitered along, carelessly, looking into the shop
windows. Thus they drew near Lee Foo's laundry.

Suddenly Harry drew the attention of his companions to
a shop window. This was a pretext, for he said, in an
undertone:

"We are spotted!"
. "What!" exclaimed Old King Brady, in dismay. "Is
that so?"

"Are you sure?" asked Loo Chin.
"Look for yourself," said the young detective. "Be-

hind us at the corner of the street is a yellow devil who
has kept behind us ever since we came into this district."

Old King Brady, in a careless manner, looked back.
There stood the object of Harry's remark, at the street

corner. His hands were in his pockets and he pretended
to be looking across the street. But the young detective
was not deceived.

"He is a spy!" he said.
"Wait; we will make sure of that," said Old King Brady.
They suddenly separated by mutual arrangement. Harry

stepped into a doorway near at hand.
Old King Brady went up the street and Loo Chin crossed

to the other side. It was seen then that the spy on the
corner was much excited.

He turned and made a quick signal with his hands.
Then front doorways down the street two other High-

binders appeared. One crossed the street after Loo Chin.
The other followed Old King Brady. The original spy

stayed where be was, but watched the doorway where Harry
was.

Old King Brady saw all this in a mirror which he car-
ried in his hand. He was much interested.

"By the horn spoon!" he muttered. "This is the best
spy system that could be devised. They are certainly on
the alert. They do not mean to be taken by surprise."

So it seemed. No stranger could enter Chinatown in
the daytime at least without being at once under sur-
veillance.

The old detective walked on up the street a ways.
Then he suddenly turned and retraced his steps.
The spy was thus met face to face. He halted and

stood on the curb. His face was averted as Old King Brady
passed.

The old detective now halted in front of the doorway
and Harry rejoined him. They saw that Loo Chin had
gone on and entered Lee Foo's laundry.

It was a risky thing to do, as the 'detectives at once saw.
They would have restrained the envoy had there been

an opportunity for them to do so.
But there was not.
"Whew! I am afraid he has put his foot in it!" said

Harry, dubiously.
"That is so/' agreed Old King Brady. "I gave him

credit for being a shrewd fellow, but I feaf he has made a
mistake this time."

CHAPTER VII.

A CLEVER BLUFF.

Certainly it seemed' an unwise thing in Loo Chin to
enter Lee Foo's laundry with the hounds of the High-
binders at his heels. •

It certainly seemed sure that Lee Foo would be com-
promised and become an object of suspicion to the High-
binders.

But the Bradys could do nothing now to change the
situation.-

All they could do was to wait and watch for the re-
sults. They saw that the three spys had crossed the
street and were drawing near Lee Foo's place.

It was plain that they were disposed to mark the
laundryman. But just at that moment an unexpected
thing occurred.

There was a tremendous uproar in the laundry. Loud
shouts and the trampling of feet could be heard.

Then through the door shot Loo Chin, with wrath-
inflamed face. He landed, with a cat-like spring, in the
middle of the street.

There he halted and began to hurl Chinese maledictions
at Lee Foo, who stood in his laundry door.

Lee Foo held a cudgel, which he shook threateningly at
Loo Chin.

It was to the Bradys a most astounding development.
This manifestation on the part of the meek and gentle

Lee Foo was certainly unexpected and most astonishing.
"What do you think of that?" muttered Harry, in

amazement. "I can't believe my eyes. Certainly Lee
Foo is out of his mind."

"I can't imagine why he should have received Loo Chin
in such a way. He was excellent friends with Chang Wu."

"He certainly is not a Highbinder."
"Oh, no!"
The Bradys were never more deeply puzzled in their lives.
But a crowd was being attracted by the scene. Lee Foo

now retired into his laundry.
Loo Chin turned and made his way toward the Bradys.

As he came up he said, in an undertone:
" Every Highbinder in the town is' on_ our track. We

can do nothing here to-day."
"That is true," agreed Old King Brady. "But what

was the trouble with you and Lee Foo?"
"Let us get out of here and to some safe place and I

will explain all to you," whispered the envoy.
They sauntered out of Mott Street and turned into the

Bowery. They were followed several blocks by the High-
binder spies.

Then they became assured that the hounds had left
their track.
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v "They will not follow us beyond their own precinct,"
said Loo Chin. "We are safe now. But it is plain that
not one of us can go into Chinatown in any disguise in
the daytime without arousing suspicion. Every stranger is
under surveillance." *

"That is right," agreed the detectives.
"Now," pursued Loo Chin, "this will not discourage us.

We will go back there as soon as darkness comes, but it
will be in some other guise."

"Do you think it safe ?"
"We will make it so."
"But—we have antagonized Lee Foo now."

• At this Loo Chin laughed.
"Well, I am flattered," he cried, "if that deceived you!"
"Deceived us?"
" Yes. It was only a big bluff. Lee Foo is all right now.

It was necessary for me to see him. I learned some very
important facts. At the same time, by the clever little
stratagem, I removed all suspicion from Lee Foo. In the
eyes of the Highbinders he is free from suspicion."

"Then his anger was assumed?"
"Certainly."
The Bradys were certainly taken aback. Their respect

for Loo Chin from that moment was unbounded.
"My friend, you are all right!" declared Old King

Brady. "That was well played, you deserve credit for it."
"Thank you ! Now, let us once more try the game. We

will start over again and this time with new methods."
"Good!"
"I would suggest that we all meet at Lee Foo's laundry

at eleven o'clock to-night."
"At eleven?"
"Yes. Lee has given me some valuable information.

The Highbinders meet to-night. You know where their
meeting place is."

"Yes."
"Well, we must try and find out in some way what their

game is."
"I think I can guess."
";What?" ;

"It concerns you."
Loo Chin shrugged his shoulders.
"I think you are right," he said. "So you can see that

I ought to be interested."
"Yes. We are with you, heart and soul. Your idea is

a good one. We will drop in on Lee Foo this evening."
"I think it the best plan. The hall in which the High-

binders meet, if you remember, is right back of Lee Foo's
shop." N

"Yes."
"Now, I learned from Lee that there is only a thin par-

tition between the cellar of his shop and that of the next J
building. We might in some way get through there. If
we can, I think we can manage to get upstairs and per-
haps play eavesdropper."

"That is grand!" cried Harry.
"It is absolutely necessary that we learn what the next

move of the society is," said Loo Chin.

"Correct!" cried Old King Brady. "You may count
on us for anything you wish."

"All right. Now, it will not be advisable to go to Lee-
Foo's place together."

"Certainly not/*
"Our best plan will be to drop in singly at different

times. Of course, we will all wear close disguise."
"Yes." <
"Then it is understood. (We will part now, to meet

later."
"That is the plan."
Loo Chin smiled in his most affable way and walked

away. The Bradys did the same.
The detectives went down to police headquarters. As !

they entered, the sergeant at the door said: I1

"Mr. Brady, I'm glad you have come in. The inspectoi {
has been wanting to see you all day." |

"Very good," agreed Old King Brady. "We will go I
in and see him."

"Do 86."
So they found their way into the office of the inspector-',

of detectives.
"Hello, Brady!" he cried, heartily. "Both of you here, •

eh? Well, I am glad of that. We have a very puzzling i
case."

"Indeed !" said Old King Brady. "I am afraid we can't j
help you for we are very busy just at present." $

"Well, you are working in Chinatown, aren't you?" ' j
"Yes." j
"That's it. Then it will be right in your way." j
"A case in Chinatown?" 1
"Yes." , ,|
"Is it murder? Highbinders?" - ' '1
" Oh, no. We hope not so serious as that. Still it may , jj

turn out to be such. It is a case of abduction, we believe."' :^J
"Abduction?" "*"
"Yes; the daughter of a millionaire, Eoger Dean. Miss ' J

Emily Dean her name is. She has vanished in the pur-'
lieus of Chinatown. The very worst things are feared."_-

"My soul!" exclaimed Old King Brady. "That is hor- -1
rible! What took her into such a quarter? Was she
a charity worker?"

"No; she, like many other foolish fashionable people,")^
was slummingT There was a party of young people under f
the charge of Jack Smith, a private detective.

"They had visited various joss houses and restaurants
and were endeavoring to locate an opium den.

"In some way, it is not known how, Miss Dean became
separated from the rest. Her absence was first noted as the
party was about to leave Chinatown. «.

"Not the slightest clew could be found. She had simply -fj
dropped from sight. This was all that could be said"!
about it. Everything possible was done, but she ia miss-
ing and her fate is unknown."

The Bradys were appalled.
They listened to this awful recital with tingling

It was certainly a dreadful affair
That a beautiful, refined young girl should drop froi

' 'VI
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sight in the dark purlieus of Chinatown, even as a pearl
thrown into the mire of a sty, was a most fearful thing
to contemplate.

Yet such had happened.
Of course, the theory of foul play was the only tenable

one.
In some way she had become momentarily separated

from her friends. Then a drug and a dark side passage
into some den of the yellow scoundrels was the result.

What their purpose was had not as yet been made plain.
Perhaps some Mongolian had been attracted by her per-

sonal charms and wished to make her his wife.
Perhaps she would be held for a ransom. If the latter,

then some word would reach her friends before long.
The inspector of detectives put all these facts before the

Bradys.
"I hope you'll not refuse to do all you can," he said. "It

is conceded that if anybody can save the young woman it
is the Bradys."

"We certainly will not refuse," declared Old King Brady.
'•'We will do all in our power. I cannot hold out false
hopes of success, though. It is my private opinion that
the young lady will never be seen again."
' "Then you think "

"She has been murdered—yes."
"Get evidence, then, and we'll electrocute the devils who

have done this thing. It makes my blood boil!"
The detective sprang up.
"We are going into Chinatown to-night," they declared.

"We will do our best. Certainly, something must be done.
When the Highbinders dare threaten the life of the mayor
of the city it is certainly time to act."

"Even if we have to wipe out the whole heathen colony.'
. "Yes."

"Good for you, gentlemen ! I hope you will have luck.'
"Thank you."
"I shall await with interest word from you," he con

eluded.
The Bradys now left headquarters and went to thei

lodgings. Here they spent the time until half-past ten ir
making deductions as to the logical solution of the case

The mysterious abduction of Emily Dean had adde
a new element of more than thrilling sort.

When they left a little later they were in close disguise
They separated a few moments later and Harry wen

on ahead. The young detective soon found his way int(
Mott Street.

He walked along carelessly until just opposite the doo
of Lee Foo's place.

Then he looked up and down the street. No person wa
in sight.
• Harry slipped into the place like a silent shadow.

A dim light burned at the lower end of the shop. Le
Foo'was there, hard at work, doing up some shirts.

He grinned at Harry, in his cheerful way, and said:
"Loo Chin waitee inside. Go 'long in an' slee him

He belly glad slee you."
Harry passed into the rear room.

CHAPTER VIII.

AT LEE FOO'S PLACE.

Loo Chin had reached the laundry a quarter of an hour
earlier. He had waited with much anxiety for the Bradys.

As Harry entered he grasped his hand eagerly.
"Ah, I am glad to see you. I feared that something

would detain you and spoil the whole game. I believe
there is lively work ahead for us to-night."

"Good!" cried Harry. "I am more than glad to hear
that. I certainly hope we will hit something."
- "Will your partner arrive soon?"

"Yes."
"I must tell you that I am already on dangerous ground,

ince leaving you an attempt was made on my life."
Harry gave a gasp of astonishment.
"On your life?" he exclaimed.
"Yes."
"Who could have done that?"
"Oh, the Highbinders. They mean to send me over

tie same road as Chang Wu. But they'll never do it."
He spoke with 'determination. Harry was deeply thrilled.
"Tell me about it," he said.
"I will do so. I returned to my apartments at the

?ifth Avenue Hotel after leaving you."
"Yes."
"When I reached the hotel I found there a package

awaiting me. The package contained this."
Loo Chin took from his pocket an object and laid it on

:he table before Harry. It was a beautifully embroidered
belt.

The material was a very soft leather, and it was lined
with costly satin.

"Ah!" said Harry. "A gift from a friend, I take it."
"Presumably," said Loo Chin. "Now, read this note."
A perfumed note was placed in Harry's hand. It was

written in a perfect female hand:

"To the Honorable Loo Chin:—I have heard of your
dangerous mission in New York. I am much alarmed for
fear harm may come to you. Doubtless you wonder who I
am. Do you remember the American girl with dark eyes
who danced with you at the Embassy Ball? So anxious
am I that no harm -shall come to you, I send you this talis-
man belt. It ensures long life to the wearer and immunity
from the attack of a foe. Wear it next to the flesh, for
it contains strength and life. From

"A Washington Admirer."

Harry was astonished. It read exactly as an epistle
should be written by a matinee girl to her idol of the stage.

"This certainly is surprising," he said. "Can you recall
the writer?"

"Recall the writer?" exclaimed Loo Chin. "I wish I
could. I wish that some pretty American girl with dark
eyes could think enough of me to write me such a note."

"Who else could have written it?"
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"Certainly no dark-eyed girl. 1 danced with many such
at the Embassy Ball. No; this message came near proving
my end."

Harry was astounded.
"How was that?" he asked.
"Well, in the first place, of course no young lady sent

me the belt. Very fortunately I was wise enough to sus-
pect a trick of an enemy.

"So I examined the belt and made a startling discovery.
; If I had put on the belt and buckled it about me two keen

needles of hollow steel would have lanced me to the depth
of an inch.

."The pressure would have caused these needles to fly
from a hidden socket. The needles contained enough of
a deadly poison, which, injected into my veins would have
made a dead man of me in less than five minutes."

Harry was horrified.
This most astounding narrative was one more bit of evi-

dence that the Highbinders were deadly in their methods.
It was a most astonishingly cunning game. Why it had

not worked with full success was certainly marvelous.
But how had these crafty Chinese secured such a bit

of workmanship?

Who had written the perfumed note?
It was not to be assumed that a Chinaman had written

it. The writer was a person of education and refinement,
and certainly a woman.

At this moment Old King Brady came in.
The story was told him, and he listened with even great-

er amazement than Harry had..

"Certainly that is remarkable," he declared. "It shows
the resources of the Highbinders."

"Does" it prove that their society includes women of
American birth and refinement?" asked Harry.

"Oh, no," replied the old detective. "I think I can ex-
plain that note. It was written by some opium devotee.
There are plenty of refined women who have become vic-
tims of this awful drug. In a certain state of mind, in-
duced by the opium, the rascals could have got the woman
to write the note."

"I can see the logic of that," said Loo Chin.
"You certainly had a narrow escape."
"It puts me wholly on my guard."
"It should do so."
"Now," said Loo Chin, turning to Lee Foo, "we are

ready for work. If you show us a way to get hold of
the Highbinders you will win the great reward."

"Me showee how," cried Lee Foo eagerly. "Mebbe get-
tee into Highbinders' room."

"That is what we want," said Old King Brady. "Just
show us the way."

The laundry keeper sprang up and turned down the
light. Then he placed his ear to the wall and listened.

Next he went to the rear window and peered out into
the court. Then he held up his hands.

"Hi, hi!" he exclaimed in low tones. "Highbinders
all in room. Now come with me."

"Lead on!" said Old King Brady; "but, remember,
treachery means death."

"I don't believe Foo is a traitor," said Loo Chin. "I
am willing to trust him."

The laundry keeper bent down an'd began to feel about
the floor. Presently his hand encountered a ring.

He pulled up on it, and raised a trap door.
A huge aperture in the floor was thus revealed.
"Detective gottee lantern?" asked Lee Foo.
"Yes," replied Old King Brady. He produced his dark

lantern and lit it. Then he flashed the rays into the cellar
below.

A rickety ladder led down to slimy stones below.
Lee Foo slid down quickly. Old King Brady followed

next.

Harry and Loo Chin then descended. Lee Foo led the
way through a sort of narrow, stone-walled passage.

Silently they made their way through this, which Lee
Foo explained led under the courtyard.

Once the building opposite had been owned by the same
person, and this passage had been built to connect the two
cellars. But when the property was divided it had beeD
closed up.

In a few moments they had reached this wall.
In a whisper Lee Foo explained that this was but a

crumbling, frail barrier, and could be easily cut through.
"All right," said Old King Brady. "Let us go through

it. But when we get through are we in the cellar under-
neath the Highbinders' house?"

"Yeppee," replied Lee Foo.
"That settles it," exclaimed Harry, as he began to pry

into the loose mortar. "We are going to go through."
Lee Foo now went back and got an iron bar.
This enabled them to easily pry the stones out of their

bed of mortar, and in a remarkably brief space quite an
aperture had been made.

Through this they now clambered.
They were now in another cellar, which seemed to ex-

tend for some distance. They made their way through it.
Lee Foo led the way to the disused shaft of a dumb

waiter. Standing in the well they could look>up and see
the stars through the skylight above.

A shaft of ligh\ fell athwart the shaft some distance
above. Lee Foo pointed to it and said:

" That Highbinders' room. Allee there. Climbee up and
see."

"Climb up," said Loo Chin. "That is easier said than
done."

"But one man can go up there at a time," said Old
King Brady. "One of us might climb up and take a peep
through that crack."

"I will," said Harry, with alacrity. *
"All right," agreed Old King Brady. "You are lighter

than I am, and I am willing that you should."
Up the shaft Harry went nimbly, by placing his hands

and feet in the niches on either side.
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Soon his head was on a level with the crack through
which came the glimmer of light.

The young detective applied his eye to the crack. He
beheld what was to him an interesting sight.

Seated in a circle about a small table were a dozen Mon-
golians.

The foremost man of the circle was Chin Ling. Beside
him sat a man who was his counterpart.

Harry learned afterward that this was his brother, Ah
Ling, and the smoothest rascal in Chinatown.

They were holding a council, the subject of which was
most interesting to the young detective. He listened in-
tently.

Fortunately they talked in pigeon English, so- Harry
understood them. •

Chin Ling was having a wordy argument with Ah Ling,
his brother.

"No foolee with 'Melican girl," said Chin Ling angrily.
"No have luckee! Ah Ling let women alone."

The young detective's ears "began to prick up. Here
was something of value.

Ah Ling's cunning face took on a sneering expression.
There was a baleful light in his almond eyes.

"Me hear much, say little," said Ah Ling contemptu-
ously. "Me have just as much luckee as other people.
Berry muchee talk; no common sense. Chin Ling sliuttee
up!"

Chin Ling's hand stole beneath his tunic, and the gleam
of a dagger was seen.

"Lookee out!" he gritted. "Me Highbinder chief. Meb-
be brother be sorry if he cross Chin Ling."

"What you care?" asked Ah Ling. "Me wantee white
girl. Makee her love me. Chinaman want wife."

"Where 'Melican girl be now?" asked Chin Ling sharp-

iy-
There was a moment of silence. Harry listened in-

tently.
Much depended on that answer. It came finally. Ah

Ling, however was guarded in his reply.
"Melican girl safe," he declared. "Me takee care. Ah

Ling no fool."
"Well," growled Chin Ling. "You be named to killee

Loo Chin. You draw lot."
"Allee right!" agreed Ah Ling. "Me do my part. I

sent poison belt to Loo Chin. He puttee on kill quick."
This seemed to please the other members of the council.

They spoke words of enthusiastic approval.
But just then a startling thing happened.

CHAPTEE IX.

IN PEEIL.

Harry had been leaning heavily against the side of the
dumb waiter shaft.

As it happened, it was the small door against which his

weight rested. It was secured with nails, which doubtless
had rusted, and therefore were the cause of what followed.

For suddenly and without warning the door burst in.
Losing his balance Harry would have fallen to the bot-

tom of the shaft, but his presence of mind taught him to
cling to the verge, and he did so. But again losing his
balance he pitched forward into the room.

Astounded, the Chinese plotters had bounded to their
feet.

There was the young detective sprawling on the floor.
"Hi, hi!" yelled Chin Ling. "Treachery! Killee quick!

Callee help!"

He drew his dagger and rushed at the young detective.
Harry was on his back. He knew he would not have

time to get upon his feet and defend himself.
So just as Chin Ling was about to drop on him the

young detective raised both feet.

They were planted full in the pit of Chin Ling's stom-
ach. The tea merchant was hurled across the room.

Ah Ling and the others had made no move. They seem-
ed petrified.

Chin Ling bounded to his feet again; but the young de-
tective was now upon his feet as well.

And he stood there facing his foes. His position he
knew to be one of awful peril.

He was in the Highbinders' den. He did not know that
he would go forth alive.

But he felt no fear.
He pulled out a revolver, and stood ready to sell his life

dearly.

Chin Ling now gained his feet.
His fury was something past description. His face

was contorted with devilish hatred and fear.
"Chinamen fools!" he screeched. "Why standee there?

No see Melican detective? Catchee, catchee, killee quick!
No letter escape. No gettee way from Highbinders!"

"Allee light!" cried Ah Ling, suddenly recovering.
"Gettee sword! Keepee dagger! Killee quick!"

"Back, you yellow devils!" gritted Harry. "I'll kill the
first one of you who advances."

The Highbinders paused.
They looked into the muzzle of the weapon. It was

plain that they feared death. ^
Harry's quick brain was busily working. He knew that
was in a desperate position and must make some sort

of a shift at once or his life woufd pay the forfeit.

But just at that moment he heard a sound behind him.
LTp through the shaft came Old King Brady.
The old detective's keen eye took in the situation at a

glance. He saw that strategy alone would save the day.
"Hold 'em steady, Harry," he cried. "There's fifty po-

licemen at the front door. We have the heathens caged."

These words fell upon the dismayed hearing of the Chi-
nese Highbinders, and had just the effect the old detective
lad intended it should.

With a yell of alarm they turned and darted away
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through a draped doorway. Only Chin Ling and Ah Ling
were left.

Behind Old King Brady was Loo Chin.
As he leaped lightly down into the room he fixed a

terrible gaze upon the two Highbinders.
"Dogs!" he hissed in the Chinese tongue. "Know you

your fate? Your heads will pay for the murder of Chang
Wu, and your souls are cursed forever, for you will be
buried in dishonor."

]$Fo more terrifying threat could be hurled at the Lings.
If there is one thing the Chinaman fears it is any per-

version of those rites and ceremonies which they believe
necessary to usher them into Celestial Paradise.

With ashen faces and trembling limbs they stood star-
ing at Loo Chin.

"Yes," said Old King Brady scathingly. "Your only
hope is to give up the white girl whom you hold a prisoner.
Where is she? Speak, or you die!"

The old detective pointed his revolver at Ah Ling,
"Yeppee!" whined the terrified scoundrel. "Me givee

up Melican girl. Killee Ah Ling, but lette his soul go."
He addressed his words to Old King Brady, but his eyes

were fixed beseechingly upon Loo Chin.
In spite of the seriousness of their position, the Bradys

came near laughing outright. The situation had its comi-
cal side.

But Loo Chin knew as well as they that something must
be done and at once for their personal safety.

The fleeing Highbinders would soon discover their ruse
and return to wreak vengeance upon them.

They would be three against hundreds, and a battle
within these walls would only result in their extinction.

It would have been the height of folly to try to raid the
Highbinders' den wlthoiit the aid of the police.

Their- fate would never be, known.
So Old King Brady hit upon the only feasible plan,

which was a daring one enough.
"Handcuff them, Harry," he whispered. ''We have got

to make a break quickly."
Even as he. spoke both detectives caught a distant roar of

voices and trampling feet.
There was no time to lose.
Harry sprang quickly forward/ ,/Old King Brady held

them under Jus pistol as the young detective handcuffed
them,

Harry put on the handcuff § jn such a way that they
could make .little movement, and were helpless.

Then Loo Chin exclaimed:
"Quick,, friends! We haven't time to lose! They are

coming!"
The detectives sprang into the shaft and descended into

the cellar. L,QQ Chin quickly followed.
Above were heard howjs and yells of rage. Yellow faces

peered down the shajt,
Back through the cellar they ran, and up through the

trap door in Le0 Foo's laundry.

Lee Foo, trembling with awful fear, was picking up his
effects. ^

He knew that he was betrayed, and his only hope was
to get out before the Highbinders could reach him.

It was a serious matter for him. His home was broken
up, his business destroyed, and he was an outcast and a
refugee.

Wherever he went henceforth he must live in fear of
death.

He could never again trust one of his own countrymen,
for that one might be a Highbinder and under oath to
kill him.

"It's all right, Lee," said Loo Chin. "You go with
me, and I will take care of you. I will send you to Wash-
ington, and you will be under the protection of the Em-
bassy."

Lee Foo's teeth chattered, and he shivered in awful
terror. But he obeyed the mandate of Loo Chin. t

Already the Highbinders could be heard in the cellar.
Lee Fop pulled a heavy table over the trap. All then

left the laundry. , "
"It's all up for to-night," said Loo Chin. "Lee Foo and

I will go back to the hotel. I shall see you again soon,
gentlemen."

"All right," agreed the Bradys.
The Chinese envoy, with Lee Foo in his charge, ran out

onto*the Bowery. He hailed a cab, and they entered it.
But the Bradys had no idea of leaving Chinatown.
"Harry," said Old King Brady, "I believe we can gain

something by making a sharp blow now."
"What do you mean?"
If Emily Dean is in Ah Ling's power, I believe she is

hidden somewhere in that den of the Highbinders."
"Well?"
".Now, we know that the hornet's nest is all stirred up.

Why not destroy it ? Let us send to the nearest police sta-
tion and call out the reserves and raid the place?" ]

Harry caught the inspiration, *
"Good!" lie cried. "I am with you. I believe it is;|

a capital idea."
"All right. Will you go to the nearest telephone and'|

send the message? I will remain here?"
"Yes."
Harry darted away. Old King Brady buried himsej

in the shadows. Just then out df Lee Foo's place came
troop of maddened Highbinders.

They swarmed out upon the sidewalk and into the
ent streets. In a few moments, however, they vanished.

Either they had given up the quest, or else they had er<|
tended it. The old detective kept in hiding.

Half an hour passed.
Then into the street galloped the patrol wagon. A sec

of bluecoats leaped out.
Harry Brady was at their head. .
Old King Brady joined them.
Around into the other street went the most of

lice, the detectives with them, ^
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The arrival had created a panic and a sensation in
Chinatown, even at that hour. Doors opened and yellow
faces appeared at windows.

The Bradys knew that the quickest work was necessary.
The police proceeded to break in the front door of the

Highbinders' den. Suddenly Old King Brady looked up
and beheld a surprising spectacle.

Up the front of the building was a fire-escape ladder.
From the second story a Chinaman had appeared and

was climbing up the ladder to the roof.
The Bradys recognized Chin Ling.
"He will get away!" exclaimed Harry. "Once on the

roof he will give us the shake."
"You are right."
"I have an idea."
"What?"
"Come with me."
The young detective darted down the street. Old Kin<

Brady followed him.
Suddenly Harry turned into a narrow and dirty alley.
This, he knew, led into the courtyard in the rear of Lee

Foo's place.
The next moment they were in the courtyard. Above

them was the low roof, the extension or ell of the build-
ing.

Chin Ling must pass over the upper roof in his attempt
to escape. Harry's idea was to reach this roof in time to
bead him off.

But the difficulty which now presented itself was how
to get up there. Just beyond their reach swung a sign,
also some Chinese lanterns.

But as the detectives' eyes roamed about the courtyard
the problem was solved.

Alongside a building lay a ladder, which had been used
by a painter. In an instant Harry sprang forward.

"Come on, partner," he cried. "We will catch him."
The two detectives raised the ladder to the coping of the

first roof.
Old King Brady started up the ladder. He had reached

the edge of the roof, with Harry close behind'him, when
a startling thing happened.

A dark figure was lying face downward on the flat roof.
It sprang up and rushed forward, with a sibilant screech.

A dagger gleamed above Old King Brady's head. Just in
time he grasped the wrist of his would-be assassin and
looked up into the face of Ah Ling.

CHAPTEE X.f

AN^IMPORTANT CAPTURE.

In that same moment Chin Ling was seen looking over
the edge of the upper roof.

All sorts of queer cat-calls and signals filled the air.
A shuttered window flew open and out leaped a China-

man with a huge, two-handed sword. Behind him came
another who was handed a pail of scalding lye by a third.

Old King Brady caught Ah Ling's wrist. The High-
binders swarmed on the roof. It seemed as if the de-
tectives were doomed.

Old King Brady saw that their lives depended upon the
most prompt of action. He did all in his power.

He saw the terrible sword uplifted to behead him. *
He knew that if the pail of lye was thrown upon them

the flesh would shrivel on their bodies.
It was as thrilling a position as the detectives had ever.

been called upon to meet.

But they met it.
Old King Brady's powerful grip was fastened upon Ah

Ling's wrist. He gave it such a wrench that with a howl
of agony the Chinaman dropped the dagger.

Then, with the strength of a Hercules, Old King Brady
pulled Ah Ling over the edge of the roof.

At the same moment he swung back and the ladder tilted
over toward the opposite wall of the court.

The result was that when the ladder struck the opposite
wall it parted with a crash and Ah Ling and the detec-
tives went down to the flagstones below.

It was a'terrible fall, but the only method of salvation.
Ah Ling's head struck the flagging and he was rendered

unconscious. Harry was momentarily stunned by getting
tangled up in the ladder.

But Old King Brady was unharmed. He regained his
feet and drew his revolver.

The Highbinders above were scattering. Some dove back
through the open window, others vanished 'through -a
scuttle in the roof.

Chin Ling was seen to run along the edge of the upper
roof and vanish.

Harry now recovered himself.
He sat up somewhat dazed and uncertain. His head

rang like a bell.
Old King Brady put a flask of whisky to his lips and

asked:

"All right now, my boy?"
"Ye-es," said the young detective. "What happened?

Oh, I remember. We were on the roof."
"Yes, and it was a tight pinch. If they had ever poured

that lye onto us it would have been up with us."
"Did the ladder break?"
"Yes."
"Where are they now?"
"Scattered. But we have one of them here, and he is

just the fellow we want."
Harry stared at the senseless Chinaman. Then he

gasped :

"On my word, it is Ah Ling!"
"Yes.""
"That is luck."
"Yes. We wanted him badly, |nd we have got him."
Harry scrambled to his feet.
"W.e had better handcuff him," he said.
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"That is right."
"Is he badly hurt?"
"Oh, I think not."
This was done. Then the detectives went out of the

alley to the street. The police had captured a dozen of
the Highbinders.

The place was effectually raided. The Bradys carried
their quest into every corner.

Many of the effects of the murderous society were seized.
But not a trace of the missing girl was found.

"That is all right," said Old King Brady. "Before we
get through with Ah Ling he may be glad to tell where she
is."

"We will give him the second degree," declared the
young dete'ctive.

"Indeed we will."
Ah Ling came out of his stupor when restoratives were

applied. He was placed in the patrol wagon and sent to
the Tombs with the others.

This was all that could be done for the present.
The raiding of the den of the Highbinders, as the Bradys

knew, had not resulted in" any important benefit.
They were disappointed in the result. They had hoped

that the hiding place of the captive girl would be found.
Instead, her whereabouts was even a greater mystery

than fever. But they had Ah Ling in the toils.
'It was not likely that Chin Ling or any pf his ilk

would make an appearance in public again right away.
The risk would be too great.
The night's, work was over. It was near morning, and

satisfied that they could accomplish no more the Bradys
went back to their lodgings.

They were, much exhausted and slept until a late-hour
in the forenoon.

Then their first move after their morning meal was to
go down to the Tombs.

Ah Ling was in his cell, moody and sullen.
He looked up as the Bradys entered, and there was a

murderous light in his almond eyes.
"Well, Ling," said Old King Brady, "you can see that

rascality is bound 1;o get a man into trouble, sooner or
later. We shall soon have the rest of you Highbinders in
prison."

Ah Ling scowled. ;
"Whatee do wif Ah Ling?" he asked.
"What will we do with you? I'll tell you, you yellow

scoundrel! We will send you to the electric chair if you
don't produce that girl, safe and well."

Ah Ling's shifty gaze was fixed upon the detectives.
"Telle where Melican girl is, gettee free?" he asked.
"Yes, provided .you agree to lead a better life and quit

the Highbinders."

"Me nf> can do it."
"Why "hot?"

' "'Highbinder heap killee. * No Chinee man leave High-
binder: Slee?"

"Yes, I see," said Old King Brady. "It seems to be

only a choice of death with you. Now, which way had
you rather die?"

"Me no do wrong. Melican man no can hangee Ah
Ling."

"Don't you believe it. We know that you and your
brother, Chin Ling, killed Tong Fee. We also know that
you were concerned in the murder of Chang Wu."

"No provee dat."
"Can't we? Well you wait and see. At any rate, after

you are dead we shall see that the dogs get your body."
Terror now shone in the Chinaman's face. This was

the one way to work upon his fears. He gasped and choked.
"No, no!" he cried. "Don't lettee Ah Ling go to dogs.

Givee body to fliends. Bury in Chinee way."
"That will depend on you. Produce the white».girl, safe

and well."
Ah Ling writhed in agony of spirit. His stubborn will

was defying the detectives.
But his superstitious fears were breaking 'that will.
Already he was near acquiescence. The Bradys started

to leave. • *
Then he broke down completely.
He threw himself at Old King Brady's feet.
"No, no !" he whined. "Savee Ah Ling! Givee chance !

I tellee where Melican gal is. Givee up Melican gal."
"That is enough," cried Old King Brady. "It saves

your heathen soul. Now where is she ?"
"Ah Ling keepee her in opium house. He knowee where.

Nobody else know. Go with Ah Ling. He findee gal."
The detectives looked hard at the wretch.

*Then Harry said:
"How do we know that is not a trap, you yellow scoun-

drel ? How do we know that you tell the truth ?"
"Oh, yeppee," assented the wretch. "Me tellee truth.

Allee tlue! Me findee gal. Ah Ling telle tluth."
The detectives looked at each other. The Chinaman was

abject now. It was plain that life was dear to him.
"Well," said Old King Brady, "we.will give you a trial,

Ah Ling. But at the least sign of treachery you will be
brought back. There will be no hope for you."

"Ah Ling findee gal.'*
"Eemember that it is useless for you to try to escape.

There is no place in this country where you could hide.
You are a Chinaman, and you are marked."

"Me slee. Me allee right."
"Very good. We will go now to get your release and

return later."
The Bradys hurried away.
They had no trouble in obtaining the necessary writ, and

Ah Ling was given into their custody.
They started for Chinatown.
Since the raid of the Highbinders' den the Chinese col-

ony had been in a fearfully excited state.
The raiding of opium dens was frequent, and resulted in

little more than a breeze of interest.
Then all lapsed again into quiet.
But the descent upon the Highbinders shook Chinatown

to its foundation. The Mongolians were much stirred up.



THE BBA&YS AND THE HIGHBINDEKS.

So when Ah Ling and the Bradys appeared in the streets
of the Chinese quarter there was a sensation.

From every quarter nocked the Celestials to view the
three. No effort, however, was made to free Ah Ling.

"I say, partner," said Harry, with some little apprehen-
sion, "I don't know that I feel altogether safe. Had we
not better have a police escort ?"

"I think we can stand them off," said the old detective.
".We are all right if we don't get into any dark den."

Ah Ling was the picture of penitence. He walked quiet-
ly along with the Bradys.

Finally he paused before a wretched house of brick. He
said in a low tone:

"Ah Ling keepee gal in cellar. Opium den once. Now
keepee white gal there."

"Is she locked up in there?" asked OlcJ King Brady.
"Yeppee!"
"What?" exclaimed the detectives in horror. "All

alone?"
The Mongolian nodded.
The detectives were aghast.
"It is time she was released, then," cried Harry. "That

is dreadful! It is a wonder if she is not dead from terror."
Ah Ling stepped up and opened the door of the brick

house.
He passed through the hallway into a rear room. Here

he found a key hidden in a crevice and unlocked a door.
A flight of steps led down into the darkness below.
"Melican man hab lantern?" asked the yellow villain.

CHAPTEE XI.

A TERRIBLE FATE.

Old King Brady produced his dark lantern.
"Yes," he said, as he lit it. "Go ahead, you yellow ras-

cal !" \
As the light of the bull's-eye was flashed down into the

'place a door painted a bright vermillion was seen below.
There was a wicket in the door, but no yellow face ap-

peared at it. Ah Ling produced another key from some
hiding place and unlocked this door.

"Melican men go in," he said, stepping aside; but the
Bradys did not.

"Go ahead, Ah Ling," said Old King Brady. "We will
follow."

The Mongolian stepped into the place. The Bradys now
followed.

Along a gaudily decorated passage they went.
It was the typical entrance to an opium den. There were

Chinese pictures and paper lanterns.
It had been kept by Ah Ling, and was the retreat to which

he had taken the kidnapped girl.
Into a room at the further end of the passage they went
It was large and square and windowless, being under

ground. There were bunks with silken curtains, divans,
and all the appurtenances of the regular opium joint.

Ah Ling looked about the place.
He went from one bunk to another, and pulled the silken

curtains.
Then he turned with blank face to the Bradys.
"Hi, hi!" he gasped. "Melican girl gettee way. No be

here."
The Bradys stood still and looked at Ah Ling. The fel-

low's face showed honest surprise and dismay.
The detectives on first impulse, of course, suspected a

trap.
They reckoned that this was a game of Ah Ling's to de-

ceive them. The girl was hidden somewhere else.
The ways of the heathen were well known to the Bradys.
So it was not strange that they should hold Ah Ling •

strictly under suspicion.
"No lies, you devil!" hissed Old King Brady. "That

game won't work. Put the handcuffs on him, Harry."
The young detective pulled out his handcuffs and ad-

vanced.
Ah Ling dropped to the floor and began to writhe and

beg and protest. He was in terrible agony of spirit.
"No, no!" he wailed. "Ah Ling no lie. Tellee truth.

Melican gal was here. She now gone. Ah Ling not know
how."

Harry stood a moment in doubt. Then his eye fell upon
a hat which was lying on one of the divans.

It was a woman's hat, such as is worn by the American
woman of fashion. The young detective picked it up.

"Hello!" he exclaimed. "This shows that she was here."
Old King Brady gave a start.
"How is this?" he cried. "Do you know this hat, Ah

Ling?"
"Oh, yeppee!" cried the Mongolian. "Allee same Meli-

can gal's hat. "
"Well, that proves that you have partly told the truth.

But where is she now?"
" Ah Ling not know."
"Is that straight?"

\ "Yeppee! Me swear! All "Ling speakee stiaigat. He
right."

"What do you think has become of her?"
"Me not know."
"But you have an idea?"
"No tellee what. Mehbe gettee out an' go home."
"No, that is not so."
"Well, mehbe other Chineeman gettee her. Lockee her

up. Keepee her."
The horror of this occurred to> the detectives. Then

another thought came to Old King Brady.
He sprang forward and seized Ah Ling hy the throat.
He hent him hack and pressed on his windpipe until

he gasped and whined in very terror.
"You fiend!" hissed the old detective, "you have killed

her!"
"No, no!" gurgled the Celestial. "Savee—no kiUee—

no, no! Me not hurtee Melican gal!"
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"It is up to you to find her for us," said Old King
Brady, flinging him away. "If you don't, you know what
will happen to you."

"Ah Ling swear he findee gal! He kill other Chinee-
man. He'swear!"

"All right," declared the old detective. "Now lead us
out of here."

But just at that moment Harry, who had been search-
ing the place, found a bit of rice pape*r on one of the
divans.

On it was written the following:

"Heaven help me! I am a prisoner in this awful place
Will rescue never come? God will not see me consignee
to so awful a fate. Oh, for some plan of escape! I fear
the worst. Held in this place by the villainous Chinaman
I fear I will never again see the light of day.

"I shall try to escape, but how? There is no window,
and but one door, and that is securely barred. Hark! 1
hear footsteps now. I fear the worst. If:any friend should
find this, for the love of heaven rescue me! I am Emily
Bean, and my father is wealthy and will pay a large reward
for my rescue."

The detectives read this thrilling memorandum with in-
terest.

It proved to them that in many things Ah Ling had
told the truth.

They were determined to scour Chinatown in quest of
the young girl.

It was certainly most unfortunate that she had not re-
•mained in Ah Ling's den.

Eescue would have been certain.
But if she had escaped, by what means-had she done so?
Again, if she had been stolen away from the hiding place

by another Chinaman, who was he, and how had he known
of her presence there ?"

As this occurred to Old King Brady he turned to Ah
Ling.

"Look here, my man/' he said sternly. "Is this place
known to any other person but you ? That is, did any other
person.know you had the girl confined here?"

Ah Ling's eyes opened.
"Nope," he replied. "Nobody know I havee Melican girl

here; but my brother, Chin Ling, he know I hab dis
place."

The detectives sprang up.
In an instant all flashed upon them. They looked at

each other.
"Ah Ling," asked Old King Brady, "your brother was

not in favor of your keeping the girl prisoner, was he ?"
"Nope," he replied. "My brother. I know him. -He

wantee gal himself."
"Well, he's got her."
The same idea came like a flash to Ah Ling. His yellow

face swelled and contorted with fury.
He worked his bony fingers in a convulsive manner.
"Chin Ling takee gal!" he hissed. "He gettee plitty

gal away from me. Heap cussee! I killee Chin Ling !• He
my brudder, but I killee allee same."

The Bradys knew that they had the best of the situa-
tion now.

Ah Ling had only deadly hatred for his brother. Jeal-
ousy begot hatred, and there could be no more friendship.

"Yes, Chin Ling has the girl," said Old King Brady.
"Now, tell us, Ah Ling. Where would he take her?"

The Chinaman's eyes glittered.
He started toward the door.
"Me findee gal," he said. "Me settle wid my brudder.

Melican detectives trust me. Ah Ling be tlue. He swear
it,"

"We will go along with you."
But Ah Ling put up his hand.
"No can do" dat," he said. "Ah Li»g must go alone.

Melican detective no fear. Findee Ah Ling easy-enough.
Ah Ling tellee dem when he findee out."

The Bradys hesitated. They saw the logic of Ah Ling's
argument.

He certainly could work to greater advantage alone
among his people. The presence of the Bradys with him
would make of him an object of suspicion.

So Old King Brady made up his mind.
"Look here, Ah Ling," he said. "We are going to take

chances on you, and trust you. Of course it is risky. You
could play us false."

"No, no! Me no do dat," pleaded the Chinaman. "Me
swear by Great Joss! Me findee gal; bringee back. Killee
Ling."

" No; we don't want you to kill Chin Ling. We want
you to turn him over to us. He is a murderer, and must
die in the electric chair."

At this Ah Ling's face lit up.
"Alice'light!" he cried, with alacrity. "You hangee

Chin Ling. I catchee for you."
"Yes."
"Allee light. Me do so. Me swear by Great Joss! Me

do so."
They now left the den.
Once in the street Ah Ling separated from the Bradys.
The Bradys were taking a chance. But they knew that Ah

Ling now had the necessary motive to carry out his plan.
So they felt sure that he would do so. At least, they

deemed it worth while to take the chances on him. :-=
The Bradys now went uptown to see Loo Chin at the

Fifth Avenue Hotel.
It was near the hour of noon, and as they entered the

obby they saw Lee Foo in American dress walking up and
down.

In no other way could Lee Foo have found accommoda-
:ions at a first-class hotel. But in American dress and
under the wing of Loo Chin he was all right.

When Loo Chin came to New York, unlike Chang Wu,_
ae left his valet in Washington, so it devolved now upon-
Lee Foo to fill that office. "£

And the laundry keeper felt the dignity of his new rise itt]|
;he world.
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As the detectives appeared he went up to them quickly.
"Yeppee," he said, in answer to their questions. "Loo

-.Chin waitee for you. He in room. I callee him."
"Do so. We want to see him."
Loo Chin promptly appeared on the scene. He was de-

.. lighted to see the Bradys.
Then they told him what they had done with Ah Ling.
Loo Chin looked sober.
"Maybe it is all right," he said; "but a Chinaman is the

worst of liars. Perhaps he is fooling you."
"I don't think so," said Old King Brady. "He is thor-

oughly frightened, and he is very angry at his brother."
"That is favorable. At any rate, we will hope so."
"Have }^ou learned anything new?" i
"Yes. Some high leaders of the San Francisco Head-

quarters of the Highbinders have arrived in Washington."
"Indeed."
"They intend to come to New York. My dispatches say

that they are traveling in pairs and on different trains,
and with, great secrecy."

"That is important."
"Yes."
"It means that there is some dark purpose back of it all."
"There is. You remember that Wun Lo is held at the

Tombs for trial on the charge of murder ?"
"Yes."
"You also recall that the mayor received a threatening

letter from the Highbinders, demanding the release of Wun
Lo?"

"We do."

CHAPTER XII.

LOO CHIN'S PLAN.

"Well," said the envoy impressively, "I fear serious
things. You cannot imagine what dark and deadly meth-
ods these scoundrels have."

"What? Do you think they have such fearful designs
as that?"

"I do."
"Then it is time to act."
"So I say. The whole sect should be swept from the

earth; but how to do it is the question."
"Then you really think the mayor of New York is in

danger ?"
"Yes; and perhaps other men high in office. There is

intense feeling over the fate of Wun Lo."
"That is awful."
"Indeed, it is. Why, our minister and his suite are

surrounded by detectives. They keep their lives only by
eternal vigilance."

The Bradys were much impressed. They had learned
enough about the Highbinders to fear the worst.

So Old King Brady set his lips tightly.
, "We will be ready for them," he said. "Every China-

man who crosses the North River must give an account of
himself."

" Oh, they will not come into New York by such a public
route. You may be sure of that." declared Loo Chin.

"Well, then, we will watch all avenues into the city."
« Very-good ! Now, I fear that when Chinatown hears of

their coming Chin Ling and his gang will get new confi-
dence, and we shall hear of more crimes."

"Let us get a grip on Chin Ling," said Old King Brady
grimly. "I believe he is the nucleus of the whole thing."

"Yes,lie is, in this city; but he is only a small factor in
the whole problem."

"'Very likely."
"Now, if Ah Ling is really in earnest and keeps his word,

our salvation may lie through him."
"I believe he is just vengeful enough to carry out his pur-

pose."

"Good! Then we have a chance."
The Bradys discussed matters for a long time with Loo

Chin. Finally Old King Brady said:
"I have a plan to suggest. I don't know that it will work

successfully, but we can at least try it."
Loo Chin was interested.
"What is it?" he asked.
"I suggest that my partner and I make up as Chinamen.

You can disguise yourself, and we will haunt the slums
to-night. Are you agreeable?"

"Wholly," agreed Loo Chin. "I think it is a good
scheme, too."

i
"We can at least try it.''
"Yes."
"It is my opinion that Chin Ling is somewhere in hid-

ing there."
"There is no doubt of it."
"Well, we may run across a clew. At any rate, Miss

Dean is somewhere a prisoner in that wretched district, and
we must find her."

"We will do our best."
So the plan was laid. The Bradys were to meet Loo Chin

that evening at the corner of the Bowery and Pell Street.
Then the Bradys took their leave.
They had the afternoon before them, but could think of

no plan. It would be folly to venture into Chinatown in
the daytime.

All of the Highbinders would be out of sight and noth-
ing could be gained. In fact, it was likely that damage
would result from it, for the Bradys would surely be spot-
ted.

Neither was it of any use to take the police reserves and
raid the different dens of the district.

This had already proved a failure.
Old King Brady's theory was the only one. This was to

work after.dark and to follow up the ringleaders.
Meanwhile, the Bradys reported at Police Headquarters

and gave in the information regarding the San Francisco
Highbinders that they had received from Loo Chin.

Action was at once taken.
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Telegrams were sent to Washington for the capital police
to be on the lookout.

f Then plain-clothes men were stationed at all the railway
depots and public places.

If the Highbinders should get into New York now it
would only be by the very shrewdest of work.

The likelihood of their being held up was very great.
All this done, the Bradys returned to their lodgings for

much-needed rest.

But when they arrived there they met with a surprising
revelation.

It was a message from Loo Chin. Thus it read:

"To the Bradys:—I have some information for you. I
have just had a visit from Ah Ling. He has sworn revenge
upon his brother, and I think his promise to you is on the
square.

" He says that he has located the hiding place of the cap-
tive girl, and is on Chin Ling's track. I suggested at once
taking a posse of police and raiding the place.

"But he said this would be impossible, for the moment
the police appeared the girl would be murdered, and Chin
Ling would only slip into some new hole in the wall.

"So it stands. Ah Ling's plan is the most feasible. He
thinks that if we all make up as you proposed and go down
into Chinatown to-night he can win the game for us.

"We will work for it, anyway. So be on hand at the
corner of Pell Street and Ah Ling will be there with me.
Then we will try the game of strategy. I believe we will
win. Yours'faithfully, Loo Chin."

The Bradys were deeply impressed with this new plan,
"That is all right," declared Harry. "I feel very san-

guine now."

' "So do I."
."We have the wires laid well. The old saying is, 'Set

a thief to catch a thief.' We certainly have a murderer on
a murderer's track, and also for the purpose of revenge.
I don't believe he will go back on us."

"Nor I. I tell you, Harry, we will get the girl all safe."
"I think so."
"When we got Ah Ling we got the key to the whole case."
"That is my belief."
"I shall cling to it."

. "So shall I."
The Bradys occupied the rest of the day in making notes

and a record of the case.

This they did most minutely with all their cases. It
was of immense value to them.

As a matter of reference even its worth could hardly be
estimated. It is the business of the detective to become
familiar with "all-criminals.

To such an extent had the Bradys carried this principle
that they not only knew nearly all the criminals and their
various eccentricities and relations with each other in the
City of New York, but they could instinctively place a crook
even in a crowded thoroughfare.

They possessed to a high degree what can be called by
no better name than "detective instinct."

Nobody possessed a greater store of this peculiar intui-
tion than either of the Bradys. It was of great value to
them.

For instance, at the mention of a crook's name, even if
he was a simple petty thief, it was more than likely that Old
King Brady could turn to his ledger and point out his
name.

And under his name would be chronicled every detail
known regarding him, his career, his record and his antece-
dents.

These sort of archives are faithfully kept by the Parisian
police, who are extremely thorough.

To some extent the American police keep such a record,
in the shape of the rogues gallery.

But thousands of dangerous crooks are arrested in New
York, and beyond a slight entry on the sergeant's blotter
in the police station they are fined or imprisoned, and noth-
ing more is known of them.

This very practice of the Bradys had done more to build
up their reputation than anything else.

Scarcely a crook in the United States could be called by
name that Old King Brady did not know hirii and all about,
him. '

This saved the trouble of much tedious investigation, and
enabled the detectives to get right down to work.

This very same economy of time had been the means of
enabling them to at once capture many a desperate char-
acter.

For some hours the Bradys spent their time thus.
Then it came dinner time, and they went out. After a

hearty repast they were ready for the night's work.
"We shall know to-night," said Old King Brady, "wheth-

er Ah Ling is true to us or is a traitor."
"I can hardly believe that he is a traitor," declared s

Harry.

"Well, we shall see." ' »
At the hour appointed the Bradys proceeded to the cor- -

ner of Pell Street.
Loo Chin was already there. "
The Bradys in their Chinese disguise came along cau- -

tiously. They simulated the gait of the Mongolian to per-
fection. ^

Loo Chin laughed in an amused way. He had doffed his ^
fine tunic and donned the simple garb of the low-clasa ^
Chinee. • "=

"You are a great success," he declared. "I should think
you were Highbinders if I did not know differently."

The detectives laughed.
"We are much gratified," said Old King Brady. "Your _

criticism is valuable." r;
* "Well, we are ready for work." 1

"Yes."
" Ah Ling is to meet us at the Pekin. restaurant in Mo

Street. Shall we not go there at once ?"
"By all means. "
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detectives, accompanied by Loo Chin, now made
:r way around into Mott Street.

They were soon before the entrance to the restaurant.
But they did not enter.
There was a possibility that in the keen light they might

iave failed to pass inspection. The Highbinders' spies were
rery where. •*

j^'-So they stood in the shadows outside. Two tall Mon-
golians came down the street. One of them stopped, turned

id spoke to Harry in the Chinese tongue.
'Like a flash Loo Chin came to the rescue.

1 "My friend no talkee," he said quickly. "He losee voice.
Alice same likee deaf and dumb man."

This explanation seemed satisfactory. He conversed a
fjmoment with Loo Chin. Then he passed on.
,V, The envoy, with a grimace, whispered:
|lV "That was a close call."
|,' "Who was he?"

"One of the Highbinder spies." *>
This was to the Bradys a good hint of the danger they

incurring.
In American garb they would have attracted no comment

i-wha'tever.
But any moment some Chinaman might address them,

they would be expected to answer.
Failure to do so would be sure to result in discovery, and

'"'this would be most disastrous.
But at this moment Ah Ling appeared.

CHAPTER XIII.

V THE FATE OF AH LING.

Ah Ling came out of the restaurant and carelessly joined
Loo Chin on the sidewalk.

He at once said, in a low tone:
"Melican detectives here?"
"Yes, they are," replied Loo Chin.
" Allee light. Me findee out where Melican gal is. She

in house with four armed Chineemen at door. Police
come, they killee her quick an' run away."

"Ah, where is the house?"
"Come, me showee you."
They followed Ah Ling down the street and turned into

a little' court. He pointed to a shabby old three-story
house.

The lower story was occupied by a Chinese butcher.
The'windows of the upper stories were blinded,

Ah Ling looked away as he said: <
"Dat house! Dat de place where Melican gal is. She

allee safe. See men at door? They no fail to kill Melican
1 if police come."
"Hang the police!" cried Old King Brady. "I don't

fcare for them. But I'd like to knofr just what room she"

"Dunno, but I t'ink it am dat room over de front door.
Alle day curtains pulled down."

The Bradys looked keenly at the curtained window.
The impulse was upon them to again surround'the house
with police and make an effort to rescue the girl prisoner
in the raid. , '

But they could see that this would be fatal to her.
There was no doubt but that Chin Ling had ordered

her killed in the event of police attack.
The detectives were stumped. Here was the captive

girl almost within their reach, yet they could not help her.
It was a maddening reflection. Many a man would have

recklessly thrown away his best chances, ruled by impulse.
But the Bradys wisely did not.
Loo Chin was pacing up and down in a restless way.
Suddenly he turned to Ah Ling and said:
"Every Chinaman in this place knows you are Chin

Ling's brother?"
"Yeppee," replied Ah Ling.
"Even these guards at the door knows this. Now why

can't you get a pen and a piece of paper and write a note-
in Chinese to the doorkeepers. It may purport to come
from Chin Ling.

"Write it this way: 'Let my brother, Ah Ling, enter
and see white girl. If he thinks best to take her elsewhere,
obey his orders.'

"Do you see? It will be all the easier if you chance to
know the name of the doorkeeper. I believe they will let
you pass. It is probable that they know nothing of the
trouble between you and your brother."

The detectives signified their approval.
"That is a brilliant plan," said Old King Brady. "You

may be able to easily smuggle her out. In any event, if
you get into trouble whistle and we will all rush in and
help you out."

"Here is a pistol," said Loo Chin. "Get between the
girl and her hired assassin. Shoot them down if they at-
tempt to do her harm."

Ah Ling hesitated.
"My brother may have told them not to lettee me in,"

he said.
"Well, they will then refuse to admit you. That is all

the harm that can be done."
Ah Ling's face lit up.
"Me slee!" he cried. "Givee me pistol!"-
Old King Brady gave him the weapon.
Ah Ling now paused again. It was plain something

embarrassed him.
"Me not know how writtee," he said, finally.
"Oh, I see!" exclaimed Loo Chin. "Well, we'll fix that.

I'll do it myself. Where is there a scrivener's ?"
"Me show," said Ah Ling. "Comee with me."
"All right," agreed Loo Chin. Then to the Bradys:
"Wait here in the shadows. This fellow does not know

how to write. I must go with him to a Chinese scriveners
where we can get ink, pen and paper. I will write the
message."
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"All right," said Old King Brady. "We will wait
here."

The detectives drew back in the shadows and waited.
It seemed an eternity.
Tall, shadowy figures glided past them at intervals.
But if they were seen by the passing Mongolians they

were not spoken to. They were all safe.

Finally Loo Chin and Ah Ling returned.
Ah Ling had the letter purporting to come from Chin

Ling.

- "Have you seen any one enter the house?" asked Loo
Chin. •

"No," replied Harry.
"Then doubtless the coast is clear. Now all is ready,

Ah Ling. Show your diplomacy." ' :

" Allee . light," said Ah Ling, with a confident grin.
"You slee!"

The Chinaman glided across the street. He tapped
lightly at the door.

The watchers saw it open slightly. Then Ah Ling dis-
appeared inside.

The game was on.
Breathlessly they waited and watched.
The dim light in the room over the door seemed to grow

brighter.

"It is a success!" gasped Loo Chin. "He got in, all
right!-;

Intensely excited they waited. Their ears' were strained
for any signal of distress. ^

But the light burned the same in the room above. Still
no sound or sign came forth.

What did it mean?
"He is biding his' time," said Loo Chin. "You can be

sure he is on the right track. He will rescue her."

Suddenly the light went out.
The house was all in darkness. In doubt and perplexity

the detectives knew not what to do.
Just then the house door opened. •
A single dark figure emerged and glided away down the

street.

"It is all right,'' said Loo Chin, with a deep breath. "Ah
Ling has sent one of them off on an errand. He will ap-
pear with the girl very soon."

"Do you believe that?" asked Old King Brady dubiously.
"I don't wish to appear skeptical, but I fear there is some-
thing wrong."

"What can we do?" asked Harry.
"Wait," said Loo Chin. "I am sure Ah Ling is all

right."

The minutes drifted into an hour. All was silent in the
dark house opposite.

There was no longer any doubt. Something was wrong.
Ah Ling would have appeared or sent word long ere this.

Cautiously they crossed the street.
Then they were given a surprise. The door of the house

was wide open.

Old King Brady drew his dark lantern and flashed its
rays into the squalid and unfurnished hall.

Stairs were seen leading upward. No sign of the guards
was visible.

"They are gone," whispered Harry. "Now we know
something is wrong. Either Ah Ling has got the girl and
escaped by a back way or he has met with trouble."

"Let us see."
Up the stairs they went with revolvers in hand.
At the landing they saw the open door of the front cham-

ber. It was furnished in the Chinese fashion.
But no sound of life came from it. tf)lA King Brady

flashed his lantern light into the place.
Then all gave a start of horror.
An inanimate figure lay on the floor. Beneath it was

a pool of blood. Old King Brady flashed the lantern light
upon it.

It was Ah Ling.
The Chinaman's head was half severed from the trunk.

He was slashed and cut in horrible fashion.
The Highbinders had won again.
Aghast, the detectives and Loo Chin stood gazing upon

the awful spectacle. The latter bent down and examined:
the dead man. —

As he did so he uttered an exclamation.
Pinned to the dead Chinaman's heart with a dagger was

the message which Loo Chin had written and which Ah
Ling had relied upon to carry out his plans.

It was easy now to understand how he had failed.
What was to be done?
Pursuit was out of the question. The police arrived and

took charge of the place. The body was taken to the
Morgue.

And that was all.
Not a Chinaman could be found who could give a clew.

None had seen anything or found anything.
And there the matter rested. •

. Only the Bradys and Loo Chin knew, the real murderers
of it, and they kept ,it to themselves.

But they were determined upon one thing. The first
view of Chin Ling would result in his arrest.

But the question was, how were they to get on his track ?
He was as elusive as a will-o'-the-wisp. There was no

more eunning fiend in the whole of Chinatown.
Ah Ling's murder was taken very phlegmatically by the

residents of Chinatown. They evinced little interest.
He had not been especially popular. Moreover, it was

not deemed especially safe to speak one's mind in public.
The power of the Highbinders was potent. It was

thrall upon Chinatown.
The Bradys could see this.
The detectives were now in the worst position yet. They

were defeated absolutely.
The death of Ah Ling had cut off the last hope of an imH

mediate rescue of the imprisoned girl.
"What's the use?" said Harry desperately. "The gii

is somewhere hidden in Chinatown. The region is limite
There is no reason why we should not find her."
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p"JSTo one would, be better pleased to know ft method
'? said Old King Brady.

We will keep plugging away."
"Certainly."

'But now there came a new turn in affairs.
;Word from Washington recalled Loo Chin. The Chinese
inister, for some reason or other, demanded his presence.

^ He left for Washington, taking Lee Foo with him.
7 "I don't understand what it means," he said. "Perhaps
jje minister is displeased with my efforts. Or there may

a new plan on hand."
^However it may be," declared Old King Brady, "I am
jy, and I hope we may meet again."
"Thank you. I think it possible."
After the departure of Loo Chin the Bradys decided to

a new method to their work.
They discarded all manner of disguise, and went boldly

iown into Chinatown and openly avowed their purpose.
They went from one shop to another, and made open

"'Inquiries about the Highbinders. They played the bluff^
d and high.
The Mongolians were plainly surprised. Some of the

(jitter class would have been glad to have given informa-
;on. *
But this they dared not do.

,j.j It would have cost them their lives, as they well knew;
f#nd thus matters were when one day the Bradys hit upon a
Blew.

It had been well known that certain Highbinders from
n Francisco were on their way to New York.

;The detectives had been on the lookout for them. But
far they had seen nothing of them.

CHAPTEK XIV.
S

THE HOUSE IN GRAND STEEET.

I- Plain-clothes men had been stationed at the Jersey City
fe,rries to watch for the coming of these emissaries.

So it happened that a Mongolian of somewhat pros-
\ perous appearance was arrested just as he left the Pennsyl-
' vania Kailroad train.
(,, He was taken to the New York Headquarters and put
Bunder examination.
J, He was a Chinaman of the higher class, and had plenty
:,pf money on his person. Moreover, the remnant of a Cali-
t fjbrnia railroad ticket was found upon him.

That he was one of the Highbinder envoys from San
sncisco, there was no doubt.
But this could not be proved. *
He was slick and plausible in giving an account of him-

as all Chinamen are.
,'"Me honest Chinee," he said. "Me Foh Lung, from San

leisco. Me no Highbinder."
ford was sent to the Bradys, and they at once went down
^adquarters.

Foh Lung was in his cell when they called.
The detectives interviewed him at great length. The

Mongolian protested most solemnly that he was an innocent
man.

"Me no Highbinder," he declared. "Foh Lung innocent
man."

In vain the detectives tried to break his story. They were
unable to do so.

The result of this was that Foh Lung secured the services
of a lawyer, who demanded his release.

He had been arrested simply on suspicion, and his time
had now expired. He could not legally be detained longer.

There was no evidence of absolute sort against him.
So he was discharge.
But the moment he left the prison the Bradys took his

trail.
Like sleuthhounds they hung to the Chinaman. They

were, of course, in close disguise.
They followed him from the Tombs into Chinatown.
Here he proceeded to a Chinese hotel, kept by one Wang

Foo.
Now, Wang Foo, as the Bradys had good reason to sus-

pect, was a Highbinder.
He was an object of suspicion, and this only confirmed

their belief that Foh Lung was one of the California dele-
gation.

"He is our man," said Old King Brady; "and he has
come here to confer with the Highbinders of New York."

"That means Chin Ling."
"Yes."
"If we hang to him there is no reason why we should not

get Ling."
"I believe so."
Therefore the Bradys were determined not to lose sight

of their man. Foh Lung kept close in the hotel for the
whole of that day.

And the Bradys, relieving eajsh other in the watch, kept
a close guard over the place. Nothing of note transpired
until evening came.

Then about eight o'clock Foh Lung emerged from the
place. He was dressed in the plainest of clothes.

He looked up and down the street cautiously. Then he
made his way out of Mott Street into the Bowery,

The detectives followed him.
Foh Lung went eastward along Grand Street. Near the

ferry was a ramshackle old building.
The lower story was occupied by Fun Lee, a Chinese

laundryman. Th upper stories were squalid tenements.
Foh Lung paused before the door fof the laundry.
He looked searchingly up and down the street.
.Then he entered the place.
"At last!" cried Old King Brady. "We have the lead

now, Harry."
"I believe you."
"This is the Highbinders' den."
"I hope so."
"I think we can be sure of it. Foh Lung has not come

here for nothing."
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This seemed plausible.
The Bradys now watched the place for some little while.

They noted some peculiar facts.
Over the door of the place hung the sign of Fun Lee,

laundryman, but the curtains at the door and windows were
closely pulled down. v

No view of the interior could be had. If it was a laun-
dry certainly the door should be open.

"That is a fake," said Old King Brady. "Let us make
sure of it."

The two detectives crossed the street.
On the opposite side was a cobbler's shop. From the win-

dow an easy view of the laundry could be had.
• Over the cobbler's was the sign:

JOHN SPEED, Boots and Shoes. ,

The detectives opened the door and went in. The cobbler
sat in the window working at his last.

He would have risen, but the old detective said:
"Keep your seat, sir. We are not customers. We have

come for information."
"Indeed, sir! Well, I am at your disposal," said the

shoemaker.
"We want to ask you if you know Fun Lee, who has a

laundry across the street?"
"The laundry?" exclaimed Speed. "Humph! ft's not

much of a laundry. All the washing that is done there
could not be seen under a microscope."

"Ah, how is that?"
"I don't know. Fun Lee must be a Chinese millionaire.

He certainly makes no effort to get trade."
"Is not that strange?"
"Well, yes, I suppose so; but these Chinese are queer

chaps, you know."
"You are right, there."
".I make an honest living, but I have to work for it."
"From which we are to infer that Fun Lee does not

work?" ^
"Hardly. People sometimes go there to get a washing

done, but the door is always locked."
"Indeed! Do any other Chinamen call there?"

' "That is all I see going in or out. I just saw one go in
a few moments ago."

"Do you know Fun Lee personally?"
"No; but I have seen him."
"Ah! What does he look like?"
"I can't say. He is a Chinaman; they all look alike to

me."
"Thank you."
The detectives went out.
They were now sure that the place was a Highbinders

den. Old King Brady would have staked his life on it.
"It's, all right, Harry," he said. "We are once more in

the game. Perhaps we shall find that Miss Dean is really
confined here." >

"I hope so, and that we may effect her rescue. Oughi
we not to take chances and surround the place?"

"There is the old objection to that which Ah Ling gave
us." -

"What?"
"They might take it into their heads to murder her. It

is certain they would not give her up alive."
"Well, that is so. We have, then, to use strategy, have we ;

not ?"
"It is our only chance."
"Now how can we manage to find out what is going on

in that place?"
"Let us take a look about it."
The Bradys crept down in the shadows near the laundry.

They entered the dingy hallway leading to the tenements.
Here they placed their ears to the floor. They could

hear faintly the murmur of voices in the basement below.
The first tenement of the house was unoccupied. The

upper floor no doubt held poor families.
It was dark in the hallway. The Bradys were not afraid,

pf being seen.
The rickety door of the tenement was held only by a

frail lock.
Old King Brady placed his shoulder to it and pushed it

in.
Silently the detectives crept into the tenement. They

got down on their hands and knees.
From one room to another they crept, at times placing

their ears to the floor. They listened intently.
They heard plainly the murmur of voices in the Chinese

tongue.
But they could not tell what was said. This was baf-

fling.
Finally Old King Brady's ingenuity suggested a plan.

The floor was loose, and many of the boards were so far
gone that they had become separated long since from the
nails.

The old detective inserted his fingers in a crack and
pulled gently upward. There was a faint creak as the
timber gave way. i

But the voices below did not cease. This was evidence
that the sound had not been heard.

"It's all right," whispered Harry. "Let's get up the
next one. "

This was done.
The Bradys soon had lifted enough of the floor to make

quite a large aperture. Only the rotten lathes and a crum-
bling ceiling now intervened.

Old King Brady drew his knife, and with the blade
gently scraped away the plaster alongside one of the lathes.
In a few moments he had actually made a crack wide
enough to gaze through.

Then the old detective leaned over the edge of the floor-
ing and applied his eye to the crack.

What he saw gave him a thrill.
The room "below was dark;
It was hard to guess what»it contained; but in the nextj

roonvwas a light, and the" door was ajar.
By squinting sidewise the old detective could see int

that room.



He saw the pigtail and yellow, face of a Chinaman.
Opposite him eat another.
The first was Fob Lung. He could not see the face of the
ler. They were conversing in excited fashion.
But unfortunately it was in the Chinese tongue, and the

letectives could gather nothing from it.
"Too bad/' whispered Harry.
"Yes."

A "Who do you fancy the other is?"
"I don't know. As far as I can see, it might be Chin

Ling."
"Whew! If that was only true."
"If I knew it I believe I'd drop down onto him."
"Hello! What's that?"

' It was a long, deep-drawn sigh. It came plainly to the
detectives' hearing. It seemed to be in the very room they
were in.

But they knew better.
It came from the room below. There was no doubt of

this. There was somebody in that room.
But it was too dark to see who it was.
However, the Bradys were not to remain long in doubt.

Suddenly the two Chinamen at the table arose.
Then bath detectives were thrilled. One of them was

seen plainly to be Chin Ling.
For a moment the Bradys with difficulty restrained

themselves. The impulse was strong to leap down through
the ceiling.
' But they waited.

Chin Ling spoke in English:
"Belly plitty Melican gal; Chin Ling makee her his

wife. You see?"
The Chinaman flashed the light into the dark room.

CHAPTEE XV.

WHICH IS THE END.

As he did so the Bradys gave a gasp. Awful horror
came over them.

The sight they beheld stirred them to the bottom of
their souls. They saw a miserable couch and on the edge
of it sat a young girl.

It was Emily Dean.
But the millionaire's daughter would hardly have been

known by her friends.
She was a wreck of a woman. Her face was drawn and

ghastly.
• She shivered and clutched the edge of the cot, weakly,
and cast a half insane gaze at her captor.

The two yellow fiends stood in the doorway and grinned
at her.

The detectives felt their blood crawl. The captive girl
,/Stifose.

y^, And as she did so something clanked. The Bradys saw

a manacle on her wrist. A small, steel chain connected it
with a staple in the floor.

Escape was impossible for Emily Dean.
Indeed, it was doubtful if she would have had the am-

bition to attempt it, for she was constantly stupefied with
the drug given her.

It was a horrible thing to gaze upon the physical wreck
of the woman below and recall that she had a few weeks
since been a most beautiful society belle.

The detectives clenched their^ hands.
But they waited.
"Slee!" cried Chin Ling. "Belly fine Melican gal.

Standee up. Chin Ling muchee kiss."
The hideous yellow fiend advanced toward the young1

girl.
She shrank from him, her eyes wild with terror.
"Oh, God!" she gasped. "Will you see me cursed in

this awful way? Save me, I pray Thee! Don't put your
treacherous hands on me!"

Chin Ling came, grinning, nearer.
"Plitty Melican gal!" he said, in -a cooing way. "No

'flaid Chineeman. Givee lillie kiss, allee same."
Then he darted forward and clutched her shoulders with

his talon-like finers.
This was more than the Bradys could stand.
Even as her dull shriek went up Old King Brady put

his weight on the plastering and down with a crash he
went. A great aperture was left in the ceiling.
. When the old detective went through thus to the floor

of the room below, he lit full- and fair on the shoulders of
Foh Lung.

The Chinese Highbinder was crushed to the floor, sense-

But unfortunately the old detective's head struck the
jamb of the door and he was momentarily stunned.

Harry leaped down after him, but when he struck the
floor Chin Ling, who had been for an instant stupefied,
yelled wildly in th* Chinese tongue.

Instantly from the back room there came skurrying a
half dozen yellow demons. The young detective saw that
they were in a hornets' nest.

He had intended to leap upon Cln'n Ling, but that
elusive rascal had sprang through the door.

Harry had just time to get into position to defend him-
self when the demons were upon him.

With lightning agility the young detective grasped one
of the chairs and whirled it over his head.

The4 Chinese minions of Chin Ling were armed with
daggers. It was their purpose to murder the interlopers.

But Harry felled the first of them with the chair. „
He hurled it at the next and then Old King Brady

leaped up, somewhat dazed, but ready to fight for his life.
'"Give it to 'em, boy!" he yelled. "Give it to 'em!

Knock out every one you can. Dip into 'em!"
The old detective evaded the knife'thrust of one Mon-

golian arid planted such a terribleflblow in his face with
his right fist that the fellow went (town, senseless. '
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The next he- caught by the wrist and giving it $ wrench
brought the wretch to his knees with agony.

Then he kicked him over into insensibility just as the
next miscreant came to him,

In ali their lives the Bradys never forgot that fight in
the Highbinders' den.

Bight and left they rushed the yellow fiends, Four
of them were rendered bora de combat in quick time,

Still they seemed to be coming in a whirlwind and
greater numbers. Up to this moment neither detective

• had though of fighting to Mil.
But now they saw that it was already a question of life

or death.
Th§y werg tiring and the numberg were overwhelming.

They would be overcome and murdered.
"I am almost out, partner!" breathed Harry, desper-

ately.
«SQ amf
"We can't die this way."
"No."
*'Shall, we we guns??'
"Yes,"
Instmtly Old King Brady pullgd out his revolver, but

he had no intention of making a slaughter.
He wanted only to stop the horde of yellow devils.
Bo ht actgd accordingly,
He was a dead shot. In all his travels he had never

found his match with the revolver at any range.
S0 he raised the pistol and fired with deadly accuracy. .
Crack I one Celestial sank down with a bullet in the calf

of his leg.
Crack! crack!
Two more went 'down. One with a bullet in his shoul-

der, another with his wrist shattered.
Thus the old detective rained the shots at the foe. In

no case did he make a fatal shot.
But every shot crippled. One after another the Celes-

tials went down. There were already six on the floor,
besides the four others knocked out in other ways.

This was more than even Highbinder courage could
stand.

The line of Chinamen wavered and then followed a pre-
cipitate retreat. It was Old King Brady's desire to cap-
ture as many of them as he could.

So he fired at their legs.
Two more were dropped before they succeeded in reach-

•ing a court in the rear of the tenement.
Then they scattered like sheep. The old detective

pursued them-
He was chagrined to realise that Chin Ling was not

among them. The wily Chinaman had sought safety in
early flight. *

In the court the Bradys halted. It was necessary to
decide instantly upon a plan of action.

It was their impulse.to pursue the fleeing ones; but this
could not very well bePdona,

A dozen xcrippl|d Highbinders were in their power
now. '

It would be a comparatively easy matter to maks pris-
oners of them. Then there was the captivt $irl-

She had fallen upon the bed in a swoon,
"No use, Harry!" said Old King Brady. "We'll bj,vi

to run Chin Ling down later,"
"All right," agreed the young detective. "Ju|t as

you say."
"We have won a great victory."
"Yes." . ' . -
"This is a blow the Highbinders will feel. I btlieve

we have them going,"
"So do I."
So back into the tenement went the det§ctiv$g, Old

King Brady kept surveillance while Harry went to gft
help.

The police reserves came in a hurry, Harry also
brought an ambulance,

Several doctors were quickly on hand. The woundid
Chinese had their injuries dressed and were driven §,way
to the Tombs.

But* the captive girl was gently placed in an ambulance
and taken to a hospital.

It was manv weeks before she was herself again. She
/ .
hung between life and death for a long time.

Her friends overwhelmed the Bradys with praise and
gratitude. The newspapers dwelt upon the wonderful
work of the detectives.

The Highbinders had been dealt a blow from which
they would not soon recover.

Indeed, many of their prominent leaders were in the
lot captured by the Bradys.

They were at once incarcerated in the Tombs, to be
held for trial. The charges against them could only re-
sult in a visit to the electric chair.

For every one of them had been implicated in the ter-
rible Highbinder murders. Foh Lung begged hard for
his liberty.

"Me no Highbinder," he declared; "me no know High-
binders in Fun Lee's place. Me honest Chinaman."

But the Bradys laughed.
"He is the worst devil of them all!" they declared,
The detectives now received a particularly pleasing mes-

sage from Washington. Thus it read:

"To the Bra4ys^-I send you my congratulations. You
have done honest Chinamen and the world at large a
mighty service.

"Our Embassy extend their gratitude and appreciation,
and acknowledge that you are the peer of all American
detectives. . Yours faithfully, Loo Chin."

This was most gratifying to the Bradys, but there
one thing yet undone.

Chin Ling, the arch-conspirator of all, was still
large. ,
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But his liberty was at present worth little to him.

The condition of affairs in Chinatown had greatly

changed now that the spell of the Highbinders was for

the time broken.

The oppressed people recovered from the reign of ter-

ror and it became an unsafe place for Highbinders in j

Mott Street.

So it happened that Chin Ling became a fugitive in

his own stronghold. He was unable to show his head

safely in Chinatown.

There was only one recourse left, and this was to flee

to San Francisco.

But a Chinaman is a marked individual. Escape is

not easy for him.

The Bradys received a despatch one day from Buffalo.

"Come on at once. I believe we have your Highbinder,

Chin Ling. Yours, Chief of Police."

Before another day the Bradys had returned from

Buffalo with Chin Ling. He was a spectacle of abject

misery.

But for all that he expiated his crimes in the Tombs

prison. He cheated the electric chair in suicide.

is last coup wound up the Bradys' great Highbinder

case. It was a memorable one indeed.

But they were soon busy on another, of which we hope

to tell later.

THE END.
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No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
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most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
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No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
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Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy" immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage : together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No, 80, GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
sst jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
Jver popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
3olored: cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
No. 16, HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

'ull instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
i>r country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
lowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
ished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
in cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
5sh, game and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
?ooks

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to
;aake almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRTCITY.- -A de-

scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with fu l l instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
»tc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
:ustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
raining full directions for making electrical machines, induct ion
•"oils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R, A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
arge collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,

"together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
No, P. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. By Harry

f eniiedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
is book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting mu l t i -

tudes every night with his wonderful i m i t a t i o n s ) , can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published, and there's mill ions (of f u n ) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
?ery valuable li t t le book just published. A complete compendium
-">£ games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
?or parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
"aonev than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete a.nd useful l i t t le
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.- -Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy l i t t l e
jook, giving the rules and ful l directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
iage, Casino, Forty-five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
luction Pitch, All Fours and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66, HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
. Ired interesting puzzles and conundrums with key to same. A
Complete- book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.
Kd, 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

•'.s a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
\\\ about. There's happiness in it.

"No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and eti-
quette oi good society and the easiest and most approved methods
•>i appearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church
*ind in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together

stft&dard readings.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to becomt
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems frotz
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mogf
simple and concise manner possible.

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting d*-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the be? >
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation an

fu l ly explained by th i s l i t t le book. Besides the various methods c:'
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it cor
tains a fu l l list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is

both old and young. You cannot be
wi thou t one.

No. 4. IIOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
l i t t l e book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains fu l l instru<
l ions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ballroom and at parties
how to dress, and fu l l directions for calling off in all popular squar^
dances.

No. 5. IIOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to lov*
courtship and marringo. giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction m tb.
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tfc ••
selections of colors, m a t e r i a l , and bow to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of thc
brightest and most valuable l i t t le books ever given to the world
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful , both mate an;
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this booi-
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated an-:

containing fu l l ins t ruc t ions for the management and training of th;
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No. 30. IIOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY. PIGEONS AN!
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely ill^v
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. 'HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hint;
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harringto;
V(Na'oO. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A vali

able book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing,' mounting
and preserving birds, animals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving cprr-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping
taming, breeding and managing all kinds of pets; also giving ful
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twentj
eight illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kin '
ever published.

MISCELLANEOUS.
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and it

s t ruct ive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry ; also e>
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, an:-
directions for making fireworks, colored fires and gas balloons
This book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. IIOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete handbook ft
making all kinds of canny, ice cream, syrups, essences, etc. etc.

No. 19. FRANK TOUSEY'S UNITED STATES DISTANCE
TABLES, POCKET COMPANION AND GUIDE.—Giving tbu
official distances on all the railroads of the United States an:
Canada. Also table of distances by water to foreign ports, hac:
fares in the principal cities, reports of the census, etc., etc., making-
it one of the most complete and bandy books published.

No. 38. IIOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A woc
derful book, containing useful and practical information In t h ;
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to ever-
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general cor*
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS,- -Cor
ta ining valuable information regarding the collecting and arrangin-
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brad;
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuabu
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventurf
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER—Confah
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and oth?
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De \V
Abney.

No: 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITAR
CADET.—Containing fu l l explanations bow to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations. Duties, Staff of Officers, Pos
Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy siou.:--
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, autbc
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. IIOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete i n -
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Xavr,
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a be:
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Cor:
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become, •
West Point Military Cadet."

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEYe Publisher, 24 Union Square. New York.



S E C R E T
OLD AND YOUNG KINO BRADY, DETECTIVES.

PRICE 5 GTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY
LATEST ISSUES:

79 The Brady's and the Girl Smuggler; or, Working for the Custom
House.

80 The Bradys and the Runaway Boys; or, Shadowing the Circus
Sharps.

81 The Bradys and the Ghosts; or, Solving the Mystery of the Old
Church Yard.

82 The Bradys and the Brokers: or, A Desperate Game In Wall Street.
83 The Bradys' Fight to a Finish ; or, Winning a Desperate Case.
84 The Bradys' Race for Life ; or, Rounding Up a Tough Trio.
85 The Bradys' Last Chance ; or, The Case in the Dark.
86 The Bradys on the Road ; or, The Strange Case of a Drummer.
87 The Girl in Black ; or, The Bradys Trapping a Confidence Queen.
88 The Bradys in Mulberry Bend ; or, The Boy Slaves of "Little Italy."
89 The Bradys' Battle for Life; or, The Keen Detectives' Greatest

Peril.
90 The Bradys and the Mad Doctor; or, The Haunted Mill in the

Marsh.
91 The Bradys on the Rail; or, A Mystery of the Lightning Express.
92 The Bradys and the Spy ; or, Working Against the Police Depart-

ment.
93 The Bradys' Deep Deal; or, Hand-in-Glove with Crime.
94 The Bradys in a Snare ; or, The Worst Case of All.
95 The Bradys Beyond Their Depth ; or, The Great Swamp Mystery.
96 The Bradys' Hopeless Case ; or, Against Plain Evidence.
97 The Bradys at the Helm ; or, the Mystery of the River Steamer.
98 The Bradys in Washington ; or, Working for the President.
99 The Bradys Duped; or, The Cunning Work of Clever Crooks.
100 The Bradys in Maine ; or, Solving the Great Camp Mystery.
101 The Bradys on the Great Lakes; or, Tracking the Canada Gang.
102 The Bradys in Montana ; or, The Great Copper Mine Case.
103 The Bradys Hemmed In ; or, Their Case in Arizona.
.104 The Bradys at Sea; or, A Hot Chase Over the Ocean.
105 The Girl from London ; or, The Bradys After a Confidence Queen.
106 The Bradys Among the Chinamen ; or, The Yellow Fiends of the

Opium Joints.
107 The Bradys and the Pretty Shop Girl ; or, The Grand Street

Mystery.
10^ The Bradys and the Gypsies; or, Chasing the Child Stealers.
109 The Bradys and the Wrong Man; or, The Story of a Strange

Mistake
1.10 The Eradys Eetrayed; or, In the Hands of a Traitor.
111 The Bradys and Their Doubles; or, A Strange Tangle of Crime.
112 The Bradys in the Everglades; or, The Strange Case of a Summer

Tourist.
113 The Bradys Dcfled; or, The Hardest Gang in New York.
11.4 The Bradys in High Life ; or, The Great Society Mystery.
115 The Bradys Among Thieves; or, Hot Work in the Bowery.
116 The Bradys and the Sharpers ; or, In Darkest New York.
117 The Bradys and the Bandits ; or, Hunting for a Lost Boy.
118 The Bradys in Central Park ; or. The Mystery of the Mall.
119 The Bradys on their Muscle ; or, Shadowing the Red Hook Gang.
120 The Bradys' Opium Joint Case ; or, Exposing the Chinese Crooks.
121 The Bradys' Girl Decoy ; or, Rounding Up the East-Side Crooks.
122 The Bradys Under Fire ; or, Tracking a Gang of Outlaws.
123 The Bradys at the Beach ; or, The Mystery of the Bath House.
124 The Bradys and the Lost Gold Mine; or, Hot Work Among the

Cowboys.
125 The Bradys and the Missing Girl; or, A Clew Found in the Dark.
126 The Bradys and the Banker; or, The Mystery of a Treasure Vault.
127 The Bradys and the Boy Acrobat; or, Tracing up a Theatrical

Case.
128 The Bradys and Bad Man Smith ; or, The Gang of Black Bar.
129 The Bradys and the Veiled Girl; or, Piping the Tombs Mystery.
130 The Bradys and the Deadshot Gang; or, Lively Work on the

Frontier.
131 The Bradys with a Circus; or, On the Road with the Wild Beast

Tamers.
132 The Bradys in Wyoming; or, Tracking the Mountain Men.
133 The Bradys at Coney Island; or, Trapping the Sea-sideCrooks.
134 The Bradys and the Road Agents; or, The Great Deadwood Case.

135 The Bradys' and the Bank Clerk; or, Tracing a Lost Mone^
Package. "

136 The Bradys on the Race Track ; or, Beating the Sharpers. ,
137 The Bradys in the Chinese Quarter ; or, The Queen of the Opiumj

Fiends.
138 The Bradys and the Counterfeiters ; or, Wild Adventures in :

Blue Ridge Mountains. j
139 The Bradys in the Dens of New York ; or, Working on the Johai

Street Mystery.
140 The Bradys and the Rail Road Thieves; or, The Mystery of the

Midnight Train.
141 The Bradys after the Pickpockets ; or, Keen Work in the Shop-

Ding District. '!
142 The Bradys and the Broker; or. The Plot to Steal la Fortune.
143 The Bradys as Reporters; or, Working for a Newspaper.
144 The Bradys and the Lost Ranche; or, The Strange Case in Texas.
145 The Bradys and the Signal Boy ; on the Great Train Robbery. (

146 The Bradys and Bunco Bill; or, The Cleverest Crook in New
York.

147 The Bradys and the Female Detective; or, Leagued with the
Customs Inspectors.

3 48 The Bradys and the Bank Mystery ; or, The Search for a Stolen
Million.

149 The Bradys at Cripple Creek; or, Knocking out the "Bad Men."
150 The Bradys and the Harbor Gang ; or, Sharp Work after Dark.
151 The Bradys in Five Points ; or, The Skeleton in the Cellar.
152 Fan Toy, the Opium Queen; or, The Bradys and the Chinese

Smugglers.
153 The Bradys' Boy Pupil ; or, Sifting Strange Evidence.
154 The Bradys in the Jaws of Death ; or, Trapping the Wire Tap-

pers.
155 The Bradys and the Typewriter: or, The Office Boy's Secret;
156 The Bradys and the Bandit King: or, Chasing the Mountain,'

Thieves.
157 The Bradys and the Drug Slaves; or, The Yellow Demons of i

Chinatown.
158 The Bradys and the Anarchist Queen; or, Running Down the-

"Reds."
159 The Bradys and the Hotel Crooks ; or, The Mystery of Room 44.
160 The Bradys and the Wharf Rats; or, Lively Work in the Har-'

bor.
161 The Bradys and the House of Mystery; or, A Dark Night's

Work.
162 The Bradys' Winning Game; or, Playing Against the Gamblers.i
163 The Bradys and the Mail Thieves ; or, The Man in the Bag.
164 The Bradys and the Boatmen: or, The Clew Found in the

River.
165 The Bradys after the Grafters ; or, The Mystery in the Cab.
166 The Bradys and the Cross-Roads Gang; or, tne Great Case i n •

Missouri.
167 The Bradys and Miss Brown; or, The Mysterious Case in So- j

ciety
168 The Bradys and the Factory Girl; or, The Secret of the Poisoned

Envelope.
169 The Bradys and Blonde Bill; or, The Diamond Thieves of MaMeTST

Lane.
170 The Bradys and the Opium Ring; or, The Clew in Chinatown.
171 The Bradys on the Grand Circuit; or, Tracking the Light-

Harness Gang.
172 The Bradys and the Black Doctor; or, The Secret of the Old

Vault.
173 The Bradys and the Girl in Grey; or. The Queen of the Crooks.
174 The Bradys and the Juggler; or, Out with a Variety Show.
175 The Bradys and the Moonshiners; or. Away Down in Tennessee.
176 The Bradys in Bad town; or, The Fight for a Gold Mine.
177 The Bradys in the Klondike; or, Ferretting out the Gold Thieves.
178 The Bradys on the East Side; or. Crooked Work in the Slums.
1[79 The Bradys and the "Highbinders"; or, The Hot Case in Chinatown.
180 The Bradys and the Serpent Ring; or, The Strange Case of the Fortune-*

Teller.

For sale by all newsdealers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, by
FRANK TOUSEY. Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS i
of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fl|l
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re-
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
DEAR SIR — Enclosed find ..... cents for which please send me:

copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos
« « PLUCK AND LUCK "
« « SECRET SERVICE "
« « THE LIBERTY BOYS OF'76, Nos
« « Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nosf

. .................. Street and No ................. Town

.1901,

State .




