cond ¥Wlass Muatler at the New York Posi-Office, March 1, 1899, by Frank Tousey.

Issued Weekly—DBy Subscription $2.50 per year. Entered as S

No. 401 NEW YORK, SEPTEMBER 28, 1906. Price 5 Cents.

deostmbomint

There came a tremendous explosion in the closet. The door flew open, and a skeleton appeared
with upraised arms. It was clad in a figured blouse and white robe. The frightened
negro upset the table, but neither of the Bradys were alarmed.
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CHAPTER 1. The boy handed out a letter in a greasy white envelope

A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE.

When the evening train on the Fort Wayne division of
the Pennsylvania railroad reached Canal street, Chicago,
on the night of October 20th, two gentlemen stepped from
the sleeper Medora, and ascending the steps, stood look-
ing over the crowd of arriving and outgoing passengers
which night and day swarm at this busy spot.

It was raining, and the pair raised umbrellas.

“There seems to be nobody here to meet us, after all,
Governor,” remarked the younger of the two, a good-
looking, well-dressed fellow, still in his twenties,

The man addressed was a tall, elderly person of pecu-
liar appearance,

He wore a bread-brimmed white hat, a long blue coat
with brass buttons, and an old-fashioned stock and stand-
up collar.

“Wait a bit, Harry,” he replied. “If Mr. Dimsdale has
cent a carringe for us, according to his letter, we cer-
tainly want it, for of all places on a rainy night Chicago
is the worst.”

A messenger boy in uniform was pushing his way
through the crowd.

“Mr. Somebody!” he was shouting, the name was unin-
telligible—“message for Mr. 17

Then, as he drew nearer, still repeating the call, our
two travelers caught the name.

It was Brady!

“Ha, Harry,” muttered the elder man, “here’s the mes-
senger boy, all right.”

“That’s what’s the matter,” replied the younger, his
manner showing the deepest interest.

“Here!” he shounted, putting up his hand.
way!”

The messenger boy caught the cry.

Elbowing a passage through the crowd, he paused before
the two men.

His eyes were upon the elder—him of the long blue
coat and big white hat.

“Say, I reckon youse is Old King Brady, de detective,
all right, all right!” he exclaimed.

“That is me, my boy,” replied the old man, mildly. “I
was told to be on the lookout for you, and you, probably,
have been told to deliver to me a dispatch.”

“Letter, boss!”

“Tt is just the same.”

“T knowed yvou by yer looks.

“Brady this

-

Here it 1s.”

and got a dollar for his pains.

These, then, were the world-famous Bradys, the best
known detectives in America.

Once more their business had brought them to Chi
cago.

The peculiar nature of their call to the lakeside citv w
shall proceed. to show.

“Jt is useless for me to try to read the lefter in thi
light,” remarked Old King Drady, turning it cver. “Per
haps you can do something with it, Harry.”

“I cee a colered ma
be from Mr. Dims

“Wait 2 moment,” was the reply.
trying to get this way; he .nay
dale.”

This suspicion proved to be correct. :

The man, after looking Old King Brady cver, pause
and said:

“’Scuse me, bow, but haint yo’ Massa Brady?:

“\Iy name, Sam.”

093

“0. K., den, on’y mine am Peter. I’se from Mass
Dimsdale. I’se got a kerridge hyar.” .

“There was to be a test word to avoid mistakes,”
0ld King Brady.

“Kerect. Yo’ was to ax it.”

“Well?”

“De word am “Missing.” »

“Right. Lead us to the carriage, Peter.”

The man pushed ahead of them, and presently opene
the door of a double-seated hack of the old style.

The Bradys entered, Peter climbed upon the box, an
the hack started west.

The drive ended at a plain-loocking houze on Menrc
sireet near Desplaines.

sai

The Bradys made the ]oulnev in the hack in compar:
tive silence.

They did not even attempt to read the Jetter delivere
by the messenger boy.

Peter opened the carriage door, and the Bradvs havin
alighted, the hack drove away.

“Gem’n, dis yere’s de house,” said Peter. *Migh
queer place for Massa Dimsdale to recebe yo’. 1 dunr
what’s come to him at all, dat he done take lodgirgs in
place lak dis yere.”

“Lead the way, Peter,” said Old King Brady. N
doubt your master will give you his reasons for what }
has done when he gets ready.”

“Yes, but it’s de mystery ob it all. Why doan’ your
Massa Henry come to him fader? He am s’posed to ]
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in Chicago. Hain’t seen nothing ob him, an’ we uns have
been hyar a week.”

Pete had a latch-key, and opening the door he ushered
the detectives into a shabby hall.

Knocking on the door of what had originally been in-
tended for the parlor of this cheap lodging-house—the
place was nothing more—the summons was answered by
an elderly gentleman, whose face wore a look of deep-
settled anxiety.

*Oh, it is you, is it?” he exclaimed, with a strong
Southern accent. “Come in.” '

They entered, finding themselves in & well-furnished
bedroom, separated by folding doors from the room be-
yond,

“This i# Mr. Dimsdale?” said Old King Brady.

“Mah name, suh!” replied the old gentleman. “Ah
thank you for your promptness. Be seated, please. Will
you have a little drop of something to counteract the
effects of this beastly climate? -Peter makes a superb
punch,”

“Nothing at all,” answered Old King Brady. “I sug-
gest that we get right down to business.”

“Not a moment shall be lost; but first I want to ask
you if there is any objection to taking Peter here into
our secret. He loved his young master devotedly. He,
poor soul, finds himself greatly mystified by my move-
ments.”

“It is up to you, Mr. Dimsdale. You know best if the
man is to be trusted.”

“Fully, fully!”

“Very well, then.”

“Peter I’ said Mr. Dimsdale.

“Sah?” replied the darky.

“QOpen that door. Take a seat in the other room, where
you can hear what passes.”

“Yes, massa; but, old massa, yo’ doan’ mean to tell me
dat suthin have done happened to Massa Harry? Dat
dar am de cause of our sudden journey up from Ala-
bama?”

Tears came into the old man’s eyes.

“That’s it,” he replied.

Peter gave a groan.

“Now, don’t you make a fuss!” cried Mr. Dimsdale.
“@Get in there, and listen, and you will hear all. The
cooler you keep the more likely you will be to help me
in my trouble, and that, I suppose, is what you want to
do.”

“Deed hit am, massa! ’Deed hit am!”

“Very well, then. Go!”

Peter flung open the folding doors, and seated himself
in the back room, where he could hear without being
seen.

“Now, Mr, Brady,” said the old Southerner.

“Well, sir,” replied Old King Brady, “as we wired you
as soon as we received yvour letter covering also the one of
introduction from Senator Brown, of Alabama, we are will-

| hired at 1180 1-2 Milwaukee avenue.

ing to take up your case, and to help you find your missing
gon.”

A deep groan was heard in the back parlor.

“Qh, Massa Hen! Massa Hen! I done tole yo’ how it
would be if yo’ come Norf to dis wicked town!”

“Peter, shut up!” exclaimed Mr. Dimsdale.

The answer was a series of muffling sobs.

“We were met by the messenger, Mr. Dimsdale,” con-
tinued Old King Brady.

“Just what I wanted to ask. Well?”

“He delivered us a letter which I have not opened as
yet.”

“You did not attempt to follow him?”

“No. I respected your suggestion.”

“I hope it is all right. I would have found no fault if
you had done otherwise.”

“In such cases it is always best to play square. I will
read the letter, which we delayed opening until I could
see you.”

Old King Brady now tore open the greasy envelope,
and read as follows:

“Mr. Brady:

“8ir—Remember Dick Donovan? I am he, and I am
the man who wrote to Mr. Dimsdale. His son still lives,
but unless he is very speedily rescued he will die by a
death too horrible to be mentioned. At the risk of my
life I am going fo help save him, but I will work onry
through you. Come to me at once, and bring the old man
with you. I am hiding in disguise in a room which I have
Ask for Tom Zel-
linski. v

“Yours still gratefully,
“R. Donovan.”

“You know the writer?” Mr. Dimsdale anxiously
asked.

“Very well,” replied Old King Brady. “Dick Donovan
was educated for a doctor. Originally he was a poor boy
who worked as a helper in the dissecting room of Bellevue
hospital. The young doctors took a fancy to him, and
put him through the medical course, but just before his
graduation he fell into bad ways, and pilfered the pockets
of his fellow students by means of false keys which opened
the dissecting-room lockers. He was arrested and sent
to Sing Sing for ten yvears. I was appealed to by a doctor
who had befriended him, and I secured his pardon. Hence
his gratitude. I never saw the fellow but once, and then
I called upon him at Sing Sing prison.”

“Here is the letter I received,” said Mr. Dimsdale, pro-
ducing it from a big wallet. “Yes, the writing is the
same.”

0ld Xing Brady read aloud as follow:s

“Mr. Henry Dimsdale, Eufala, Alabama:
“Dear Sir.—Your son still lives. He is in the greatest
danger. I would save him, and for this I seek no reward.
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If you ever hope to see your son again come at once to
Chicago and hire a furnished room in some obscure quar-
ter. Engage the services of the Brady detectives, of New
York. Say to Old King Brady that upon the night of his
arrival—and it must be at night—a messenger boy, who
must not be followed, will hand him a letter at the Canal
street station, which will contain my name, address, and
instructions how to proceed. You must advertise in the
Chicago Tribune on the previous morning, in the personal
column, thus: “D.—O0. K. B. To-night is the night.’

“Do as I direct, and while I do not promise to save your
son, for he is liable to be murdered at any moment, I say
this to you, his father, in no other way can he be saved
from an awful fate.”

This letter bore neither date nor sienature.

Old King Brady read it aloud, and many were the
groans and smothered cries which came from the back
parlor.

“It was written by Donovan,” said Old King Brady.
“And now, Mr. Dimsdale, to tell me briefly what the
world knows of the disappearance of your son.”:

“All T have to tell is contained in this letter from the
president of the Lakeside Medical College, where my son
was studying,” replied Mr. Dimsdale.

He produced another letter, which Old King Brady
also read aloud.

It was addressed to Mr. Dimsdale, and ran thus:

“I have a sad duty to perform in announcing the mys-
terious disappearance of your son, Henry Dimsdale, Jr.,
who was last seen on the 8th instant.

“On that evening he left his room in the college dormi-
tories without informing his rocm-mate where he was
going, but he did mention that he should not return until
the time for his class on the morning following.

“He took nothing with him except his revolver and a
heavy walking stick.

“He has not been since seen. Ag it i3 now four days
since his disappearance. I feel it my duty to notify
you. \
“Unfortunately the matter has gotten into the papers.
I send by this mail copies which contain highly exagger-
ated accounts. Believe me, there is not a word of truth
in any of these statements. Henry simply walked out and
never returned. At my own expense I-put a good detec-
tive on his track, but he has been unable to trace his move-
ments beyond a cigar store, where he purchased a dollar’s
worth of cigars of his favorite brand.

“I await your instructions, and tender to you my pro-
found sympathy. J. C. Archer, Pres’t.”

Another series of groans from the back parlor fol-
lowed. .

“And this is all you know, Mr. Dimsdale?” Old King
Brady asked.

“Everything,” was the reply.

“IHave you answered this last letter?»

“Yes; briefly. I simply wrote that I desired that no
expense be spared to find my son. You see, I got both
letters by the same mail. I wrote you that night.”

“You have not been near the college since your arrival
in Chicago?”

“NO.”

“Good. We will now get to work.”

“Would you like to see the newspapers?”

“No. I read enough of what they have published in
New York.”

“Do you think there is anything in their theories?”

“Nothing whatever. They are not even worth dis-
cussing. Let us act. In the first place, we get to Mil-
waukee avenue at once.”

“Do we want a cab?”

“No, indeed! We go by the cars.”

“Very well. I am ready.

“Lemme go, masta! Oh, lemme go!” cried Peter, run-
ning out of the back room. “Dis vere’s too turrible. I'se
willing to do anyting to sabe Massa Hen! 1 even would
gib np mah own life!”

v

CHAPTER II.

UP AGAINST MURDER.

It took considerable persuasion on the part of Mr. Dims-
dale to prevent the faithful black servant from following
them.

At last, having accomplished this, he started with the
Bradys for Madison street, where they took a downtown
car.

“And now, Mr. Dimsdale, kindly tell us anything about
your son which in vour judgment mayv be likely to help us
out in this case,” said Old King Brady, once they found
themselves seated in the car.

“I can think of nothing,” was the reply. “Henry was
always a good son and a steady fellow. I am utterly un-
able to account for his disappearance.”

“Tt will be well to go over this ground, and it might
better be done now that we have a little time on our
hands. Suppose I put a few questions which will cover
the ground.”

“As many as you will.”

“How old is your son?”

“He will be, twenty-two on the 10th of next Feb-
ruary.”

“His mother is living?”

“Dead these many years.”

“Brothers and sisters?” A

“No brothers. One sister, who is much older than
Henry. She never married, and now keeps house for
me.”

“Was Henry addicted to any bad habits?»

- “Not that I know of. I never knew him to drink to
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excess. He smoked; he had a positive horror of gambling;
he was a good, religious young man.”

*“Was he particularly fond of ladies’ society?”

“Yes and no. He formerly was quite a favorite among
the girls, but just before he came North he engaged him-
self to a very charming young lady in our town. He cor-
responded with her regularly up to the date of his dis-
appearance. I cannot believe that there is any woman
mixed up with this case, as the newspapers seem deter-
mined to have it.”

*“Still you must remember that you really know very
little about your son’s private life in Chicago.”

“I would trust Henry anywhere, suh! Yes, sub, any-
where.”

“Of eourse, I am intimating nothing against the lad.
But we now come to another matter.””

“Well, suh!”?

“Accident may get a man into trouble, of course, but
outside of the accidental, most of our troubles are made
-by ourselves. Money may cause them, vicious habits,
secret love, or violent idiosynecrasies. IHad your son any
_particular hobby, do you know??

Mr. Dimgdale’s brow darkened a shade.

“The only thing was his persistent study of the oc-
ctlt.”

“Ah, ha! Now we begin to get at it. Was he a spiritu-
alist, then?”

“No, no! But he believed in many of the new-fangled
occult notions.”

“Which are only old notions and beliefs revived. To
what extent did he carry this?”

“To the extent of reading every fool book on the sub-
ject he could lay his hands on, and writing me reams of
trash on the subject.”

“What was his aim? It is unusual for a young man
to be so given up to such things.”

“Oh, I don’t know. He fell in with a bunch of these
people at the college.”

“This is very important. Did he never say to you just
what he was driving at?”

“He wanted to be able to scientifically prove that man
lives after death.”

“In other words, he wanted to see a real live ghost.”

“He made use of that very expression to me in several
of his letters, and he declared that he would never rest
until he had seen one.”

This conversation was now interrupted by the change
to a Milwaukee avenue car.

Old King Brady did not renew it.

He had found out about what he wanted to know.

Henry Dimsdale appeared to have been a person of just
ordirary attainment, whose only hobby was the desire to
penetrate the great mystery of a future existence.

It was difficult to see what Milwaukee avenue, with its
dense foreign population and its anarchists, could possibly
have to do with such a hobby as this.

In due time the Bradys and their companion arrived
at the number named in the letter,

It was just an ordinary three-story frame tenement, one
of a long row of similar houses.

There was a delicatessen shop on the ground floor, and
a sign at the side door announced in German that there
were rooms to let upstairs.

“Do we all go in?” questioned Harry, as they walked
past the place.

“Decidedly not,” replied Old King Brady.
only attract attention.”

“How then?”

“You had better go in alone, and see this Donovan.
Tell him you are my partner. Say that we have Mr.
Dimsdale with us, and ask him what he would like to have
us do.”

“Very well. 1t is now half-past ten o’clock.”

“Why are you so particular in noting the time?”

ST don’t know, I am sure. Tt had just occurred to
me,” '

“Go on, Harry; we will walk along, keeping on this
block or the next.”

Young King Brady hurried upstairs, and knocked on
the first door he came to.

Harry can speak German and Spanish quite as well as
he can English, and it was in the former language that he
inquired for Mr. Zellinski of the woman who answered his
knock.

“Top floor back,” was the answer he received.

Harry went up the next flight, and knocked again.

A man answered this time.

“Mr. Zellinski?” said Harry, but he felt that this could
hardly be a disguised Irish-American.

Evidently this man did not understand German.

He muttered something entirely unintelligible, and
pointed to the door of the hall bedroom next {o his, then
slamming the door in Harry’s face.

Young King Brady tackled the hall bedroom, but his
knock brought no response.

He tried the door, and finding it unfastened open-
ed it.

An electric light from the block beyond'shone into the
room, revealing a startling sight.

“By jove!” gasped Youag King Brady.

He shot one quick glance inside the room, and then
closing the door, hurried downstairs.

“What in the world is the matter?” demanded Old
King Brady, when they met further up the block.

“Murder is the matter!” replied Harry. “We are too
late.”

“Not Zellinski?”

“How can I tell? There is a murdered man lying on
the bed in the room which they told me was his.”

“This is very serious!” exclaimed Mr. Dimsdale. “What
did you do?”

“Shut the door as quietly as I could, and sloped.”

“You did just exactly right,” replied Old King Brady. .

“We should
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“To have sounded an alarm might have been fatal to our
plans.”

“You might even have been detained for the murder
yourself,” said Mr. Dimsdale.

“No danger,” replied 0ld King Brady.
more about it, Harry.”

“There was a man lying face downward on the bed, with
nothing on but a bloody undershirt, and a big knife stick-
ing in his back.”

“So? What else?”

“But tell me

“There has been a search of the room made. Every-
thing is turned inside out.”

“What shall we do?” demanded Mr. Dimsdale.

“We must search, t0o,” said Old King Brady. “But

we can’t run the risk of bringing a bees™nest of yelling
foreigners about our ears. We must get the help of the
police.”

“And that W111 brmg us all in the papers.”

“Sure to. Even so, it can’t be helped. Your identity
must be concealed, however. I will introduce you as Mr.
Smith. You don’t open your mouth—see?”

“Oh, I shall do just as you tell me,” replied Dimsdale.
“But this is certainly very unfortunate. The enemies of
my son must have divined the intentions of this unfor-
tunate man and laid him low.”

“They seem to have laid him out, from Harry’s ac-
count,” muttered the old detective. “But come, we have
no time to throw away. It would be a calamity to have
this murder discovered before we can take possession of
that room.”

They hurried to the police station.

The Bradys have many cases in Chicago.

0ld King Brady was perfectly well known to the cap-
tain here.

Fortunately they found the captain in, and a few words

from the old detective proved to be all that was necessary

to secure his aid. }

“T will go with you myself,” he said. “It is almost a
year since I have had a murder in my precinct. But first,
Mr. Brady, what did you want to see thi§ man for?”

There was nothing for it but to tell the captain some-
thing of the truth.

“We have been retained on the Dimsdale disappearance
case,” replied the old detective. “We only arrived in Chi-
cago to-night. At the station a messenger boy met us and
gave us thig letter.”

The captain read the letfer with a display of intense
interest.

“This is a bad job,” he said. “This Dimsdale case is
making a great stir. Pity you could not have interviewed
this man.”

“Indeed, we think so,” replied Old King Brady.

“Some scoundrel connected with young Dimsdale’s dis-
appearance must have caught on to this fellow’s doings,
and so put a knife into him.”

“That is the way it looks ‘to us, captain.
now?”

Shall we go

LR el

This Donovan must have had papers relat-
This would acceunt for the

"« At once.
ing to the Dimsdale case.
condition of the room.”

Seeing that the captain was likely to remain theorizing
for the balance of the night, Old King Brady once more
urged haste.

Four policemen were then summoned.

At the head of this little squad marched the police
captain, the Bradys, and Mr. Dimsdale.

Of course, all Milwaukee avenue promptly turped out
and joined the procession.

Before the Bradys regched 1180 1-2 they found them-
selves followed by a large crowd.

CHAPTER III

T

THE BRADYS STRIKE A CLEW,

Fortunately for the peace of mind of Old King Brady,
the denizens of the delicatessen shop and the rooms above
did not know what was coming until the processwn struck
the house.

The police instantly took possession.

To get rid of the crowd the captain stopped at a tele-
pbone box and called for reinforcements, who quickly
cleared the neighborhood of the door. .

When Old King Brady entered the room he found
everything as Harry had described.

The man on the bed had evidently been dead for some
time, as the body was quite cold, and the limbs rigid.

Of course, it would not do to disturb the corpse, but
they raised the head so as to enable the old detective to
get a good look at the face.

“Ig that youmman ?”” demanded the captain.-

“I should think it might be,” was the reply. “I only
saw him once, and that is several years ago, but I feel
quite positive that this is poor Dick Donovan.”

“What is to be done?” demanded the captain. I
would like to help you along with your case any way I can,
but once the coroner gets hold here there will be nothing
doing outside of argus eye.”

“I suppose the occupants of the house will have to be
questioned,” said Old King Brady.

“QCertainly. I shall attend to that myself.”

“Suppose you do it now, then?”

“Ha! I catch on! And leave you here to do a little
searching.” ’

“Yes.”

“I am willing to leave the Bradys.
gentleman went with me.”

“Certainly,” said Mr Dimsdale, catching the spirit of
the remark. “You don’t know me. T’ll go. What I don’t
see I can’t report.”

They departed.

I would rather this
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“Now, then, quick, Harry,” said the old detective;|

“there isn’t a minute to be lost.”
The Bradys jumped to their work.
It was plainly evident that the room had been searched
by someone before them.
We have mentioned the body as lying face downward
on the bed.
Evidently, however, the blow had been struck while
Donovan was standing.
There was a pool of blood on the floor where he had
fallen, but very little on the mattress.
 This mattress had been ripped Open and ‘its mtenor ex-
amined.

As for the rest, the dead man’s outfit lay in a promis-
cuous heap on the floor.

There were his clothes, the pockets turned inside out,
and the lining cut open with a knife.

There was a wig and a false beard, showing that the
man had been in disguise. '

The carpet had been ripped up, and every drawer in
the little bureau was open with its contents, tumbled
about.

The Bradys, without stopping to theorize, searched
everywhere with their usual skill and scrupulous care.

Not a cent of money, not a scrap of paper or anything
else to identify the deceased could they discover.

“We are surely balked, Governor,” remarked Young
King Brady at last.

“Give me those shoes,” said Old King Brady, suddenly.
“No; not that pair. - The old ones over in the cor-
ner.” '

. Harry seized them, and Old King Brady thrust his fin-
gers inside. :

“Nothing here,” he said. “It is too bad. Evidently
~ these people got what they came after. We are a day
behind the fair.”

Harry stepped to the window, and looked out upon the]

Tain.

Suddenly he flung up the sash and began to climb
out.

“What now,” said Old King Brady.

“There is something here om this roof,” replied
Harry.

The roof was that of the extension in which the delicat-
essen man had his kitchen.

Harry’s sharp eyes had spied lying upon the gravel a
number of scraps of paper.

He crawled out upon the roof and carefully gathered
these up to the last scrap.

They were saturated with water, but all seemed to have
writing upon them.

“Hand them to me,” said Old King Brady.

He carefully enclosed them in a sheet of newspaper, and
put them away in his pocket.

“We are through now,” he said.
" further.”

“We shall find nothing

“What do you think about this poor fellow’s death?”
inquired Harry.

“Why, it is very plain how he was struck,” was the
reply.

“Well??

“The man had gone to bed. Someone knocked on the
door. He arose and admitted the person, and ‘as he turned
his back to get into bed again he got the knife.”

“8o I think. . It must have been someone he knew
pretty well.”

“It surely must, or he would have put on his clothes
before admitting him.”

“And further than that I don’t suppose we can get
to-night.” '

“I don’t see how we can.’

- “This ends it, then, and here comes the captain or Mr.
Dimsdale.”

It proved to be both.

“Well, did you find anything here in the room?” de-
manded the captain.

“No,” replied Old King Brady, and of course he told
the truth

. “I was not much luckier,” continued the captain, “Ne-
body can speak English here except the woman who runs
the house, whose rooms are on the floor below.”

“And here report?”

“The man who occupied this room went by the name
of Zellinski.”

“How long had he been here?”

“Matter of a week.”

“Anything further?”

“He lived by himself, and had no callers. The man in
the next room, according to the woman’s translation, de-
clares that he heard someone knock on the door shortly
after seven o’clock, and that a young man was inquiring
for Zellingki about three -quarters of an hour ago.”

“The last was me,” said Harry.

“That's what I supposed. Well, if you are throucrh
gentlemen, I will send .for the coroner, and notify the
central office.” ,

The Bradys were through, and with Mr., Dimsdale they
now withdrew.

The old Alabaman was in despair.

“And thus our chanee to learn something of poor Henry
ig snatched from us,” he bitterly exclaimed.

“Perhaps not,” said Old King Brady quietly.
have one card to play.”

He explained about the paper.
“What shall we do?” demanded Mr. Dimsdale.

“We still

« GO

 back to my room and piece the scraps together?”

“We can do better.
and take a room.” )

Old King Brady now went into a house-furnishing store
and purchased a small tin pan.

Once in the room that he engaged at the Sherman House
he produced the scraps of paper, and placing them in the
pan, carefully dried them over the gas,

We will g to the\ Sherman House
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The writing was somewhat blurred, but nowhere was
it illegible.

The task of piecing the secraps now began.

Harry went out and bought a bottle of mucilage, and
the scraps were pasted to a sheet of paper.

At last this Chinese puzzle was all matched together,
and they had the sheet as it should be.

Mr. Dimsdale watched all this with the patience which
comes of years.

But his hand shook, and his anxiety was manifest
enough.

Old King Brady now took up the paper and looked it
over.

“Why, this seems to be the fragment of a letter ad-
dressed to me,” he exclaimed. °*

Harry only smiled.

He had seen the name Brady on one of the scraps.
- “It reads this way,” continued the old detective.

“To Olé King Brady.—In case I am found dead when
he calls. The whole mystery of the disappearance of
Henry Dimsdale hatigs upon the visit which he paid to
that house of many mysteries, No. 1111 Cairo street. He
went there as so many others have done, in the hope of
geeing a genuine ghost. The real truth of this business
is that that demon in the form of a man who—"

Here the writing ended abruptly in a huge blot.

“Ts that all?”’ demanded Mr. Dimsdale.

“That is all,” replied Old King Brady.

“The blot disgusted the writer,” said Harry. ‘

“Exactly. He crumpled up the paper, tore it to frag-
ments, and tossed the pieces out of the window.”

“And presumably wrote another paper ” added Dims-
dale. C

“He may or may not have done so,” replied Old ,ng
Brady. “But whatever he wrote the murderer evidently
captured, so there you are.”

“Mighty fortunate for us that this was left behind,”
added Harry.

“It’s a clew,” replied the old detective. \“But how
valuable it is going to prove remains to be seen.”

“At all events, it tells us where poor Henry went,” per-
sisted Mr. Dimsdale. “I feel greatly encouraged.”

“Don’t build too much hope upon it,” answered Old
King Brady. “You can’t tell whether Donovan actually
knew what he asserted, or whether it was a mere matter
of guesswork on his part. If we could have had his ideas
on paper completed as he meant to give them, that would
be a different thing.”"

There was some further discussion.

Harry had to read the paper.

Then Mr. Dimsdale wanted to look it over. ,

“And what do you say to it all now that you have Had
time to think it over, Mr. Brady?” he sa1d as he handed
it back.

LIS By

“It is a clew,” replied the old detective, “Yes, it is

certainly a clew.”

“Do you happen to know anything about this house of
many mysteries on Cairo street ?”

“Nothing whatever. I never even heard of Cairo street,
and I am pretty well acquainted with Chicago, tbo.”

“You will take the matter right up, I suppose?”

“Oh, yes. First thing in the morning.”

Mr. Dimsdale’s jaw dropped.

“You were hoping that we would go on w1th it to-
night,” said Old King Brady.

“TIenry is my son, Mr. Brady. If I was anxious about
him before I am doubly so now.”

“I am afraid there is very little we can do to-night,”
replied the old detective, “but I am perfectly willing to
make a try at it. Harry, ring that bell, please.”

When the boy came in answer to the bell Old King
Brady asked for a directory, which was brought. ‘

Cairo street proved to be far out on the south side, al-
most as far as South Chicago.

“You see,” said the old detective. “It will be next to
impossible for us to do amything about this new discov-
ery to-night.”

“Im afraid you are right,” replied Mr.
sadly.

“But rely upon it, not an mstant shall be lost,” added
the old detective, “and now, my dear sir, while I have
no wish to hurry you away, I suggest that you go home
and get a good night’s rest.”

“T’ll go,” replied Mr. Dimsdale, “but sleep and I have
been on the dead outs ever since this tragedy came into
my life. Still, I feel relieved somehow. It seems to me
that a ray of light has shone through the da,rkness, and
that to-morrow is bound to bring us good news.”

“Let us hope s0,” replied the old detective.
Harry, you see Mr. Dimsdale home.”

Dimsdale protested, but Old King Brady insisted, and -
Harry departed with him.

When he returned he found the old detective sound

asleep, so he quietly turned in and put an end to the work
of that busy night.

Dimsdale

“And now,

CHAPTER IV.

THE BRADYS TAKE UP THE QUESTION OF THE MYSTERIOUS
HOUSE,

If Old King Brady had not been one of those methodical
men who, no matter in what situations they find them-
selves, insist upon taking #ime for their meals he would
have been dead long ago

On the next morning the old. detective Tose at six
o’clock, and was seated at his breakfast within half an
hour.
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Harry followed suit, of course, and by seven o’clock the
detectives were ready for action again.

“Do we wait for Mr. Dimsdale?” demanded Harry, as
they left the table.

“Not an instant,” was the reply. “He spoke of joining
us this morning, I know, but he is an old man and a feeble
one. He has already thought better of his intention, I
am gure. We will go right along.”

And so the Bradys started for Cairo street.

It was a long, tedious ride.

At last they turned up at the place, which was far out
on the prairie, two miles or more back from the lake
front. '

There was a furniture factory on the corner, where they
left the car.

Cairo street,ran west from here, and the Bradys had
ten blocks to walk.

The first five 'were pretty well built up, with small one-
story frame houses standing on stilts in true Chicago
©style.

Then came a break, followed on the seventh block by a

row of half-finished brick dwellings which had appa.rently
been abandoned.

Some builder had evidently started in to make a neigh-
borhood, and had failed in the attempt.

The eighth block was just vacant lots.

The ninth contained two houses with gardens about
them on the right-hand side, with vacant lots on the
left.

The tenth block was entirely vaeant, and the eleventh
had a large brick building on the right-hand corner, which
had been built for a brewery, but seemed to have been
partially destroyed by fire before being quite completed.

This was one of those fool houses which one finds on
the outskirts of every city.

Somebody had started in to build a mansion in this
. out-of-the-way and uninteresting place.

It was a great gquare frame box, with a tottering cupola
on the roof.

One end appeared to have been finished and might
have been at one time or other occupied, from the looks of
things.

But the other side was still in a chaotic state.

The big windows were sashless and one could see that
the walls inside had never been plastered.

The main door was all boarded up and the stoop leading
to it still remained to be built.

There was a short ladder leading up to an unfinished
piazza on the end first mentioned.

Here one of the windows had been converted into a
door.

The other wipdows had wooden blinds, which were all
closed.

The only thing really finished about this house was the
number.

This was shown on a black tin sign over the main door,

on which the four white ones stood out with startling
plainness.

Between the little cottage and No. 1111 was a lot about
thirty feet wide.

And these buildings ended Cairo street.

It straggled on a few blocks without the sign of a build-
ing and then lost itself on the prairie. ’
“This is our place,” remarked Harry.

“Don’t stop,” replied Old King Brady.
ahead.”

So the detectives took in the “house of many mysteries” -
as they passed.

Turning the corner, they retraced their way along the
street in the rear.

There was as little to see from this point of observatlon
as there had been from the %ront, but there were no blinds
here.

0ld King Brady walked back until he Mpled a little
frame office above which was a huge sign bearing the
words, “Real Estate.”

- “That’s our point of attack, Harry,” Old King Brady
rentarked. “Whoever runs that real estate office knows
the whole neighborhood, of course. We will call there.”

But the office proved to be locked up and' the Bradys
were in despair until they saw a man coming up the
street whose businesslike way of walking as though he was
going somewhere, made them think that perhaps {he might
be their man.

And so it proved. ,

He came dlrectly up to them, and taklng a key out of
his pocket, said:

“Do you want to see me, gentlemen ?”

“Yes, if you please,” replied Old King Brady. “We
are looking about for investments and wanted to make a
few inquiries about property in this neighborhood.”

“If you have got a million dollars or so to invest and
want to build extensively enough to make a neighborhood
bere you couldn’t strike a better place,” said the man as
he proceeded to open the door. “Just at present lots can
be bought dirt cheap around here.”

“That’s what we want.”

“Step in, gentlemen. My name is Gordon.”

“And mine is Brady,” replied the old detective, whe
saw no reason for adopting an assumed name.

He sat down and began to talk real estate.

He allowed Mr. Gordon to talk himself out first.

Then, after the real estate dealer had recommended a
number of pieces of property, Old King Brady brought
the talk around to the block in Cairo street.

“Who owns that half-finished house ?” he agked. “What
I was thinking of was getting a place for a sanitarium, as
I have a young doctor who is ready to go into a scheme of
that sort. That’s a big house. I suppose it can be bought
cheap 7

“It can’t be bought at all,” was the reply
nothing doing over in that block, my dear sir.”

“What’s the trouble?” |

“Walk right

“There i
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“The trouble is that the owner won’t sell.”

“Who is the owner?”

“Dr. Savarin.”

“And who is he?”

“Why, everybody knows Dr. Savarin. He was formerly
one of the best known physicians'in Chicago. He is old

and retired now on his money. Lives on Wabash avenue
near Thirty-second street. I forget the number.”

“Did he build that house ?”

“Oh, no. It was started at the same time as the brewery
by a German whose name I have forgotten. The brewery
caught fire one day through some carelessness of the work-
men, and in trying to put the fire out this man was burned
to death. Dr. Savarin held a mortgage on the whole
block and he soon after foreclosed.”

“How long ago was this?”

“Ten or fifteen years. It was before my time around
here.”

“And the doctor won’t sell 7

“Positively refuses to sell.
offer.”

- “One side of the house looks as if it had been finished
off and occupied.”

“Yes; it was occupied for awhile by a man who acted
as a caretaker for the property; but it was the German

‘who finished it off. He lived there with his family at the
time of his death.”

“And since this caretaker’s time who is it that has lived
there?”

“Nobody.”

“Who lives in the little house?”

“An old man by the name of Morgan; but, see here,
Mr. Brady, it seems to me that you are pumping me
pretty dry on this subject. Of course, you have a reason.
You have heard the stories about that house ?”

“I have heard nothing, but I want to hear, Mr. Gordon.
It is my business to find out things, as you will see by
-this.” .

0ld King Brady threw back the lapel of his coat and
displayed his detective’s shield.

“Ha! A detective, eh? Well, you are not the first
one.” ‘

“That house bears a bad name, it seems?”

“Indeed it does. It is believed by everyone around this
neighborhood to be haunted. There isn’t a man, woman
or child for blocks who would pass there after dark.”

“And you?”

Gordon shrugged his shoulders.

“Qh, I don’t live around here,” he said; “but I must
confess to having seen strange lights in the windows at
night. As for the brewer’s ghost—well, I have seen it if
it is a ghost.”

. “Now we come to business. What does this ghost look
like 2

“An old man. He appears at the windows. I have the
name now. Bergstrom. Yes, that is it.”

“Bergstrom was the brewer’s name, you mean?”

Won't entertain any

“Yes.”

“That’s a Swedish name.”

“Well, maybe he was a Swede. Anyway his ghost is
supposed to haunt the place, and that isn't the worst

of it.”

“Let’s have the worst.”

“Who are you acting for?”

“The police, who are determined to solve this mys-
tery.”

“Of the strange disappearances?”

1t was coming. Little by little Old King Brady was
getting at what he wanted to know.

“That’s it,” he said. “There have been more than
one?”

“Oh, yes. Within the last year as many as five young
men have disappeared from this neighborhood. In each
instance it is known that the vanished one undertook to
solve the ghost mystery by sleeping in that house.”

“And none of them were ever seen or heard of again?”

“Not one. The police have slept in that house—or
watched, as they claim—time and again; but there is
never anything doing when they are around.”

“Then this house is one of many mysteries 7’

“It is s0.”

“What has Dr. Savarin to say about all this?”

“They tell me he pooh poohs it all and that it makes
him furiously angry if the subject is broached.”

“Did he ever try to solve the mystery himself ?”

“Not that ever I heard of. I never saw the man. He
never comes here. But, look here, Mr. Brady, I’ve caught
on to you. You are the famous Old King Brady, the -
detective !”

“That’s right, and this is my partner, Young King
Brady.”

“Good enough! There ought to be something doing in
the mystery solving line if you two are going to take hold.
But tell me, has there been another mysterious disap-
pearance? Is that what your call on me spells?”

Mr. Gordon appeared to be a most intelligent man,

0ld King Brady now concluded to tell him everything,
and he did so, even to exhibiting the Donovan letter.

The real estate agent grew greatly excited.

“So it is the Dimsdale disappearance case, is it?” he
said. “It’s a wonder to me that the Chicago police never
thought of this.” .

“You are rather remote from the city here. Not being
able to trace young Dimsdale’s movements, I suppose the
idea never occurred to them,” Old King Brady re-
plied.

Gordon now started in to tell about the previous dis-
appearances in the mysterious house.

His talk was most interesting to the detectives, but as
it has no bearing on our story we must not go into it
here.

Once more Old King Brady let the real estate man talk

himself out, and then he started on a new tack.

“Now it seems to me that the one person who ought to
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be able to explain this mystery is the man Morgan, who
lives in the little house,” he said.

“Ah!” cried Gordon. “Now we come 1o him. Let us
talk about that.”

———

CHAPTER V.
THE MYSTERY OF MORGAN,

“Speaking of old man Morgan,” continued Gordon, the
real estate agent, “there you have a mystery for fair.”

Old King Brady passed around the cigars and put the
question : ' '

“How do you mean?”

“Why, he lives all alone in that little cottage, and no
one has ever yet been known to see h.lm outside the door
in the daytime.” -

“But at mgh; ”

" “Then he wanders about with a basket on his arm. He
buys what stuff he wants and takes it home. Sometimes
in 'the spring you will see him out on the prairie with a
lantern digging roots. Whatever he uses them for!
Again you will catch him along the railroad gathering
coal. No one can ever get a word out of him, He simply
won™t talk.”

“Does he own his house ?”

“Oh, no. It belongs to Dr. Savarin. I believe the doc-
tor considers this Morgan in the light of an old pensioner
and let’s him live there. At least tha¥is the way I under-
gtand it.”

“Td like to have a talk with the old man.”

“You won’t get it, then. You can pound on the door
until you are grayheaded, but he won’t answer. He is, in
his way, as mysterious as the house next door.”

“What’s the matter with our taking a look at the house

together?” suggested Old King Brady.

“I don’t mind. - It’s a long time since I have been in
there. Suppose we go. I have very little to do, and any-
how it is early for my business yet.”

And so it came about that the Bradys had company
when they looked over the house of many mysteries at
No. 1111 Cairo street.

There proved to be no connection between the finished
gide of the house and the other.

The window-door was locked, but Gordon had brought
a big bunch of keys with him, one of which fitted the
lock.

The Bradys and their companion now went all over this
end of the house. .

There was little of interest.

A few old odds and ends of furniture*were found in the
rooms. \

They went from garret to cellar, but could discover
nothing of real interest. At least it seemed so to the real
cstate man.

ghost at the window,” continued Old King Brady.

But the Bradys viewed the matter in a very different
light.

“Well, Harry,” said old King Brady, suddenly turning
to his partner, “do you see anything remarkable here?”

“I have observed one thing which is certainly very
remarkable,” was the reply.

“And what is that?”

“These floors have been carefully swept recently. It ie
the same in every room.”

“Right! I am glad you are so observant. It is to that
I referred.” .

“By Jove, I never noticed that!” cried Gordon.

“It is our business to notice things,” said the old de-
tective. “Now, just bow do you account for that, my
friend.” '

“I don’t pretend to account for it.
thought of it, but I see it is so0.”

“And there is a reason for everything.”

“0Of course.”

“We must solve this new mystery. Meantime let us
see if we can rout out old man Morgan.”

“You’ll not succeed. "All you will get is orders to take
yourself off.” .

“Let’s try it on.”

“All right.”

“Do you know the old man ?*

“As much as anybody around here knows him. That
is, I have spoken to him on the street, but I don’t know
that he ever made me any direct answer. He never an-
swers anyone directly. I don’t believe you can find a
single person in the neighborhood who ever held five min-
utes’ connected conversation with the man.”

“Come on,” said 014 King Brady, and they left the
house. -

Gordon locked the door behind him, and as he did so
0ld King Brady inquired who put on the lock and looked
after the place.

“Oh, Morgan looks after things,” was the reply. “I
suppose that is one reason why Dr. Savarm allows him to
live here.”

“Let’s take a turn about the house and see if any of the
windows are open.”

They did so, but could find no means of entrance.

“Evidently this is no hold-out for tramps,” remarked
Harry.

. “You couldn’t get a tramp to come within gunshot of
the house,” repljed Gordon. “They all know the place
too well.” ,

“But, then, you talked of seeing lights and the brewer’s
“EX'
plain just what you mean. Is it at the windows of this
end or at the unfinished end ?”

. “Both. I’ve seen the lights move from one side to the
other as quick as a flash of lightning almost.”

“And do the blinds on this end open on these ghostly
occasions ?”

“Yes, they do.

I never even

Now you come to speak of it, I've seen
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the lights three or four times.
open then.”

“How many times have you seen the ghost ?”

“Once only, about three years ago.”

“Just what did you see ?”

“An old man looking out of one of the upper windows
of the unfinished part, with strange lights playing about
his head.”

“T’d like to see it,” remarked Harry.

“Indeed, yes, and so would I,” added Old King Bradys
®but I suppose such sights only come with darkness, so we
shall be forced to wait. Now for old man Morgan.”

They crossed the vacant lot and tackled the cottage.

Here every window was hidden behind blinds,

Papers had blown up on the little piazza, the grass
killed down by frost clothed the front yard, the door was
all plastered by mud, evidently thrown against it by boys.
The whole place wore a deserted look.

Gordon rapped loudly on the door.

There was no response, although he rapped again and
again.

“I wonder if the door is fastened,” said Old ng
Brady.

He seized the knob.

It turned round and round. .

When it passed a certain point it gave a click.

At the same moment a loud voice was heard calling out
inside; :

“Go on about your business!”

“There he is1” cried Harry.

Gordon knocked again.

“Mr. Morgan! Mr. Morgan!” he called.

The blinds were certainly

“It is Gor-

don, the real estate man. I want to see you very partlcu- i

larly. Be good enough to open the door!”

There was no answer.

0ld King Brady caught the knob and turned it around
again,

There was the same click.

Then the same voice called:

“Go on ahout your business!” :

Harry saw a peculiar look come over his partmer’s
~ face.

Once more Old King Brady swung the knob around.

The result was just the same.

“Go on about your business!”

“T guess we’ll take the hint and get out,” said Old King
Brady, mildly. “There is really no use in disturbing>the
old fellow, after all.”

They then withdrew, and, thanking Mr. Gordon for his

attention, they parted with him at the corner.
' “Where now?” demanded Harry,

“Back to Chicago,” replied Old King Brady.

“Seems to be plenty of mystery down this way,” re
marked Harry as they walked toward the car line.

“What did you think of that voice, Harry?” Old King
Brady suddenly asked.

“I think what you think.”

-~

“And what do you think I think?”

“That the voice was no voice; that the words were
spoken by a phonograph.”

““Sharp! You improve every day, my boy! Well, that
is my opinion.”

“But how was the thing made to work?”

“By turning the door knob, of course. You heard the
click. Some electric wire did the rest.”

“The case grows more and more interesting. What is
to be our next move ?”

“Harry, I have been thinking. You paid particular
attention to that real estate agent’s story of the previous
disappearances which have taken place at that house ?”

“Oh, yes.”

“There were two notable points about his tale; first, it
seems to have been as much as two years since the last of
these disappearances took place. This argues that who-
ever is responsible for them became alarmed and quit his
operations.”

“It looks so; and the other point??

The other point is that the vanished ones were all
young men.”

“T noticed that.” '

“And of the sort who were least likely to be much
sought after.”

“That’s what he said, that the people of none of them
had money to push the cases.”

“Exactly. Harry, I hate even to suggest it, but what
we ought to do is manifest enough.”

“You want me to sleep in that house?”

“With me to watch. I only snggest. You don’t have
to do anything of the sort.”

“Oh, I'm ready. It is all in the way of business. I
should despise myself if I held back. "When shall it
be 7

“To-night.”

“I am ready; but don’t you think that before doing
this I had better call on this Dr. Savarm [ade

“Qive your reasons.”

“He is the owner of the property and consequently the
one who knows most about it.”

“Right. Anything else?”

“He has tied up the whole block, or one might say the
whole neighborhood, by leaving those ruins with their bad
reputation standing as they are. It wounld seem to me
that he must have some powerfnl reason for doing
that.”

“Your reasoning is exeellent. The chances are ninety-
nine out of a hundred that this doctor is. - at the bottom of
the whole business.”

“And the Donovan letter bears on that, too.”

“Tt certainly does. When it speaks of a horrible and
mysterious death threatening young Dimsdale.”

“Who more likely than a doctor to be up to such
mrk o

And so it was arranged that while 0ld King Brady



12 THE BRADYS

AND THE DEMON DOQCTOR.

went to report to Mr. Dimsdale Harry should visit Dr.
Savarin.

“We will take the matter rlght up to-night,” declared
01d King Brady, “and this mystery of Morgan shall also
receive full attention at our hands.”

CHAPTER VI.

DR. SAVARIN,
THE Y
Harry found Dr. Savarin’s house a meat three-storjr
structure of white Milwaukee brick, standing on Wabash
avenue, near Thirty-second street, a little back from the
sidewalk.
There was no sign on the house, and the drawn shades
gave the place a deserted air.
Young King Brady walked directly past it and pushed
on to the mnearest drug store.

Here he entered and asked the clerk if he could direct
him to Dr. Savarin’s house.

The clerk could not. He was a new man in the neigh-
borhood, it seemed.:

But the druggist himself stepped out from behind the
prescription counter and told Harry where the doctor
lived.

He was a civil-spoken, intelligent-looking man, and on
the spur of the moment Young King Brady determined
to take him part way into his confidence. _

“I am a detective,” he said, showing his shield. “I am
ordered by my chief to make a few inquiries about Dr.
Savarin, I should be greatly obliged to you if you would
tell me what you know about the man.” .

“What are they looking the doctor up for?” demanded
the druggist, eying Harry sharply.

“I’m sure I couldn’t say. I never ask for reasoms, but
just do as I am told.”
~ The . druggist hesitated for a minute and then told

Harry to step into the back room.

“I never talk about my neighbors, young man,” he said,
“but in this case I shall make an exception. Dr. Savarin
is a man who stands very high in medical circles; he is
rich and has long since retired from practice. He is the
author of several valuable medical works.”

“A well known man, then ?”

“Well known in that way. Now for the rest. He is
one of the biggest cranks ever. He lives alone with only
an old man servant to look after his wants. He is a
person of violent temper, surly and revengeful. He never
rveceives visitors; he hates me. I despise him. I believe
him to be quite insane, and now you know all that I know
about Dr. Savarin.”

“You may have told me all you know about him, doc-
ter, but you have not told me all you suspect,” said Harry
quietly. T would like to hear the rest.” '

1“You have heard all I shall say. My suspicions are my
own property.”

Harry cut the interview off short, for he saw that he had
learned all he was likely to from the man.

The question now was to think yp some excuse for visit-
ing Dr. Savarin,

It would have been easy enough if the doctor was in
practice.

Harry strolled past the house, pondering upon the
problem.

He thought of posing as a canvasser, of pretending to

, |have been recommended to the doctor for the cure of some

imaginary complaint, of talking of the purchase of the

Cairo street property.

But none of these plans suited him.

It seemed as if the Cairc street property ought not to
be mentioned at all.

Up and down the street Young King Brady walked, but
he could fix upon nothing until all of a sudden a mnovel
idea entered his head.

“By Jove, I'll do it!” he muttered. “It’s the very
thing. If the doctor has any designs against me he will
be sure to catch on.”

He had resolved to pose as a crazy person and to talk
any rubbish which came into his head.

Harry accordingly now walked boldly up the doctor’s
steps and rang the bell.

After some delay the door was opened by an elderly
man of most repulsive appearance.

“I want to see Dr. Savarin,” cried Harry in a loud,
commanding tone, intending his words to penetrate as far
into the house as possible.

“The doctor sees no one,” replied the man, barring the
way.

“He’ll see me, then!” roared Harry. “You tell him
that I am sent here by the spirit of the ancient physician
Golen. Go, slave! Do my bidding! Do you hear?”

“Go on, go on!” cried the man, “or I'll call a police-
man. Youre bughouse. That’s what you are!”

“Away! Stay me not!” shouted Harry, and he caught
the fellow by the shoulder and slung him back against the
wall.

At the same instant a door at the end of the passage
opened and a tall, thin man dressed in an old faded dress-
ing gown stepped out into the hall.

His hair was thip, gray and closely cropped, his eyes
had a strange piercinc look, his cheeks were hollow and
sunken.

But his walk as he strode along the hall was that of a
young man.

Young King Brady in the meantime had shut the
door.

“Doctor, this fellow is crazy!” cried the servant.
ought to get him out of here.” -

“Be quiet, Jacob,” was the reply.
about such business than you do.”

“Young man, what do you want ?”

143 Whé

“T understand more
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Harrv was playing his part well. :
- He had raised both hands, and with his mouth w1de
open, stood staring at the newcomer.
“Are you the great Dr, Savarin?” he’demanded.
“Yes, sirr, I am Dr. Savarin. Tell me what you
want.”
Harry dropped on his knees and raised his hands in a
supplicating manner.
“Save me!” he cried. “You are the only man on earth
who can save me. I have come all the way from Cali-
fornia to find you. Don’t turn me away!”

“He is as crazy as a bug, doctor!” cried Jacob.
ain’t safe. It really hain’t, sir.”

“What do vou want me to save you from?” demanded
the doctor, paying no attention to the man.

“From madness!”

“Ha! Who sent you to me?”

“Qolen.”

“But Golen died two or three thousand years ago.”

“Died! Does anybody really die? To me the air is
filled with the so-called dead. T see them everywhere.
Golen came to me and said: ‘Go to Dr. Savarin, in Chi-

_cago. He is the greatesi expert in cases of brain disease
now living on earth. If he cannot save you then no one
cen” That is what Golen said, so I gave up everything
and came here.”

“Ah!” said the doctor. “I see. Well, my boy, Golen
told only the truth. I am the greatest living expert on
the brain, Come into my study. Jacob, you may leave us.
If I need your help I will ring.”

The man shuffled off, muttering.

“Get on your feet,” said the doctor in a tone meant to

" be kindly.

But to Harry merely to glance at the man’s face was to
inwardly shudder.

Never had he seen such a cold, cruel pair of eyes.

If Jacob had been repulsive, then this man was worse.

There was a look of horrible triumph about Dr. Sav-
arin’s face when, having ushered Harry into a large room
in the rear, he turned, closed the door and locked it.

“It may prove to be easier to get in here than to get
out again,” thought Young King Brady. “I must go
slow.”

The room was fitted up as a study.

« It

Hundreds of books lined the walls, they lay scattered

over desk and table and many lay open upon the floor.

There was also a case of surgical instruments and a big
opemtmg chair thrust away in one corner.

“Sit down,” said the doctor, himself dropping into a
chair near the desk. “Now tell me your name.”

“Henry Jarvis,” replied Harry. “Ha! I see Golen’s
face above your head now. He smiles! He is pleased.
He——" ‘
~ “Stop!” said the doctor. “Try to forget Golen for the
moment. Think of—think of me.”

He put out his hands and made a few hypnotlc passes
over Harry’s head.

Young King Brady pretended to yield to the influence

at once. .
_“Ah’! that makes me feel better!” he exclaimed.

the way, Golen has gone.”

“Let him go!”

“All right, sir.”

“Where do you live in California

“In San Francisco.”

“Your age?”

“Twenty-three.”

“You have a father living—a mother>”

“No, sir. All my people are dead. I am all alone in
this world.”

A gleam of triumph came into the doctor’s cruel eves.
At least, so Harry thought.

“Well, my boy, I can certainly cure you,” he ~ald slowly; .
“but it can only be done in one way.”

1] By

This madness came
I have carefully concealed it
from everyone. But I know my own condition. I am get-
ting worse. The least thing excites me. 1 ”

“Wait,” said the doctor. “I don’t want to hear about
your symptoms here. You can only be cured by doing
what I am about to tell you to do.” '

“Well 77

“Do you know this city at all?”

“Not at all.”

“Do you have any trouble in finding your way about ?”

“T’ll do anything you say, doctor.
to me about a year ago.

“Oh, no. I can keep cool.. I can make people believe
that I am all right.”
“Very well. Then you go to-night to the address which

I shall write on this paper. I will explain how you are
to get there. When you reach the place you will see a
burned factory; next to it is a little white cottage; next to
that again a large square house which is half finished.
The door is on the righthand end. I will give you a key
to it. You want to enter, lock yourself in and lie down
on the old lounge which you will find in the front room.
Are you able to follow me, my boy?”

“Oh, yes. I follow you perfectly. I shall do Just as
you say.”

“Very well. When you lie down take the powder which
1 will give you. You will sleep instantly. While you
slumber Golen will appear to you in your dreams. Nbte
well what he says, for he will tell you what you are to do
tu effect your cure. Are you willing to do this?”

“Certainly I am.” '

“Now, remember one thing, and upon this all depends.
From the time you leave the electric cars you are not tc
speak to a soul.”

“I shall remember.”

“Take this pill now. It will begin the work.”

The doctor opened a drawer in his desk and produced a
small black pill.

Pouling a little water into a glass, he handed it with
the pill to Harry.
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This was more than Young King Brady had bargained
for.

“If I take his infernal pill it may settle my hash for-
ever,” he thought.

He clapped it into his mouth, intending to hold it in
kis cheek.

This sort of thmg he had done before, and success-

fully.
" Bat this was the time it failed. .

Asg he swallowed the water the pill went down with
it. -
Harry could now only hope for the best.

Dr. Savarin then proceeded to explain how to get to the
house. :

Of course it was to 1111 Cairo street that Young King
Brady was directed. '

The pill appeared to have no effect.

Supposing that it was intended to quiet him, Harry
allowed himself to drop back into his natural manner.

As soon as he could he left the house.

He offered to pay the doctor, but this was refused.

“He tumbled right into my trap,” Young King Brady
said to himself as he hurried down Wabash avenue. I
only hope I haven’t tumbled into his.”

No longer could there be any doubt that Dr. Savarin
was at the bottom of the Dimsdale disappearance case.

CHAPTER VIIL -
.. WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH HARRY.

Harry made a bee line for the Sherman house.

He felt that if he was going to feel any ill effects from
his pill he had better be in his room.

But the ogly effect it seemed to have was that a strange,
peacefu] feeling came creeping over him.

0ld King Brady was not there, so he flung himself face |

downward on the bed, after an old custom of his when he
wanted to catch a minute’s quick sleep.

It came.

Harry was off in the land of Nod before he knew it.

The next thing he did know Old King Brady was shak-
ing him up.

“What’s all this?” demanded the old detective.

Harry sat up.

His face was flushed and he looked dazed.

-The pill had evidently put in its fine work.

Harry had never felt so strangely.

Every sense appeared to be deadened.

Still he was able to retain perfect control over him-

self.

“I have been dosed by Dr Savarin,” he said.

“Bad job that! I should say you had. Your face is as
red as a lobster and you speak as if you had a hot potato
in your mouth.

“What time is it, Governor?”
“Half-past four.”

“The deuce! I have been sleeping here nearly three

hours.”
“Had any dinner?”
£ No'” .
“Strip! Jump into the bathtub. I’ll order dinner up

here in the room for you." As soon as you have eaten you i

will feel better, no doubt.”
Harry peeled off and took his bath.

Not a word would Old King Brady let him say about ;

business until he had eaten.

But in the meantime the old detective told what little

he had to tell.
Mr. Dimsdale was feeling quite sick, it appeared, and
had not. been able to leave the house.

In the matter of the Milwaukee avenue murder a per- 5

son had been found who had seen a tall man with a heavy
red beard leave the side door of the house early in the
evening.

Another person had seen the same man board a south-

bound car a little later.

The police were now searching Chicago for this. red--
' bearded man. !
Harry’s unpleagant symptoms passed away with the
meal and the same condition of peculiar calmness which -

he had noticed before returned.

“You have probably swallowed a mild dose of opium in -,

scme form,” declared the old detective. “There may he
some peculiar drug little known to the medical profession

mixed wth it, but I doubt that very much. Now go

ahead and tell your story.”
Harry obeyed.

“You were shrewd, that’s certain,” said the old detec- .

tive. “You have had great results.

You have practi- i

cally connected Dr. Savarin with the Dimsdale disappear-

ancey”’
“It so seems to me.”
“What is more, you have opened the door for our work
to-night.
great.”

Harry was immensely pleased.

* He rattled away, going into all sorts of minute details
about his visit to the doctor.

Again and again he said: “And at midnight to-night
I am going to sleep on the lounge in that room just as he
told me to do.”

“Harry! Attention!” called Old King Brady, sud-
denly.

“What’s the matter, Governor?”

I am proud of you, Harry. This is really -

“Do you know that this is the seventh time you have -

made that remark?”
“Wieat remark ?”
“That you are going to sleep on that lounge at mid-
: h ”

night.
“Oh! Tsit?”
“Sure it is. Brace up now.”
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“I can’t get it out of my head, Governor.”

“If you don’t get it out of your head I won’t let you
sleep there—that’s all.”

Secretly Old King Brady was much worried over. Har-
ry’s condition.

Although he had said just the contrary, he felt that
there could be little doubt that he.had been powerfully
~ dosed with some will-destroying drug.

The white powder which Dr. Savarin had given Harry
to take just before he lay down on the lounge Old King
Brady appropriated and stowed away in his wallet, intend-
ing to have it analyzed later on.

“We will go directly out to Cairo street,” he declared.
“If midnight is the appointed time we want a few hours
to act. If we can learn some of the secrets of Dr. Sav-
arin’s outfit I shall be pleased.”

“Do you think this old man Morgan and Dr. Savarin
can be one and the same person, Governor?” Harry
asked.

“There!” exclaimed Old King Brady. “Now you are
beginning to talk like yourself again. Yes, I do think so.
Either that or Morgan is his confederate. Remember
what Gordon told us?”? ‘

“What ?*

“That Morgan was seldom or never seen in the day-
tlme ”

“That’s what I was thinking. But to-night vull settle
it. At midnight I sleep on the lounge——"

“Stop it!”

“What?”

“Don’t you know what you were saying?”

“That Morgan was never seen in the daytime.”

“Nonsense! It was I who said that. You were talking
about that confounded lounge again.”

Harry rubbed his head.

“No! Was I really now ?” he exclaimed.

“0f course you were. Do you pretend to say you don’t
remember it?”

“Excuse me, Governor.
fused.”

“We’ll get on the move rlght away,” declared Old King
Brady. “The fresh air may brighten you up.”

But it did not.

Harry remained much the same. )
)The Bradys now started for Cairo street. »

Five times before they turned up at the corner where
they left the electric car Harry repeated the remark about
the lounge without knowing that he had said it.

But aside from this he was rational enough.

It was almost dark when they reached the burned
brewery.

Suddenly Harry clutched Old King Brady’s am.

“See! A man going into the house of many mysteries,”
he exclaimed in a theatrical tone.

“Harry, are you crazy’ I saw no one!”

“1 did then. He just darted in through the window
there in the unfinished part, I mean.”

My head is terribly con-

" “Let him dart,” replied the old detective, more worried
than ever. “We’ll walk quietly along and see what we
glrike. There appears to be nobody stirring in the block.
I see no reason why we should not dart in ourselves.

“To-night at midnight I sleep—7"

“Stop it! This is the last time you play crazy, young
man. Mind that.”

“What’s the matter? Was I at it again?”

“0f course you were at it again.”

“1 can’t realize it. I have no recollection what-
ever——"

“Forget it. Don’t ry to recollect what you can’t recol-
lect. Here we are. Now let us go in this house of many
mysteries again and see what we can turn up.” -

They ascended to the piazza.

As they did so a man suddenly stepped out of one of
the windows of the unfinished part.

It was the colored man, Peter.

“There!” exclaimed Harry. “Now, who was right?”

“Peter!” cried the old detective. “What in the name
of sense brings you here?”

“Boss, I jes’ had to come. Hope yo’ won’t be mad. I
believed all yo’ tell Mass Dimsdale. Couldn’t help it
nohow, boss.” 4

“You black rascal, what do you mean?”

“I mean dat I lub Mass Henry so much, boss, I—I jes’
had to take a~hold an’ help find him. I jes’ did. Suthin’
seemed to tell me dat he was in dis yere house ob mys-
tery. I says to myself dem ’tectives dey won’t go dar till
to-morrer, but I’l] put in to-night an’ mebbe I find him,
t00.”

Old King Brady opened the door in the ﬁmshed part
with his skeleton keys.

“In with you both,” he exclaimed.
seen talking here.”

They passed in and Old ng Brady closed and locked
the door.

“Golly, hit am dark hyar!” gasped Peter.
about dem ghosts?”

“T’ll make a light after a little,” said Old King Brady.
“Peter, ¥ must admit that T admire the affection you dis-
play towards your young master, as you call him, but how

“We must not be

“What

could you leave old Mr. Dimsdale sick in bed?”

“Didn’t, boss. He was up reading de paper when I
come away. He’s all right. I jes’ had to do it. Dar’s ne
use talkin’! Why, I’'se knowed young Mass Henry eber
since he was born.”

“Now that you are here, you may as well stay,” mut-
tered Old King Brady. “Harry, you had better get out
your dark lantern., It is in better shape than mine.”

There was no answer.

“Harry 1” repeate(i the old detective in alarm.

Still no answer.

«fiah good gollies, has de ghosts got him ?7 - Peter
gasped.

0ld King Brady whipped out hie dark lantern

t
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There lay Harry stretched upon the lounge, face down-
ward.

To all appearances he was sound asleep.

- “Come,” thought Old King Brady. “What wizzend’s
dose has this demon of a doctor given the boy, then?”

He' seized Harry by the coat collar and lifted him
roughly to his feet.

“What in the world is the matter now?” gasped Harry.
“What are you doing to me?”

“It’s what you are doing to me! You are driving me
crazy, that’s if,” retorted the old detective. “Do you
know that you went to sleep on that infernal lounge ?”

“Did 1?7 '

“Of course you did. Don’t pretend that you don’t know
1t ”

“I’ll be good, Governor. Don’t jaw me now.”

“Don’t you lie down there again, or T’ll throw up the
case and take you away altogether,” said Old King Brady,
sternly. “Get out your dark lantern and fix the light
permanently. We want to look around here.”

Harry obeyed in silence.

Truth told, he remembered nothing of lying down on
the lounge. He was beginning to grow extremely wor-
ried about himself. :
~ And this more particularly for the reason that he had
caught himself several times during the ride out, and
again now, speculating as to how he could steal Old King
Brady’s wallet and so get Dr, Savarin’s powder.

He felt that once he had the powder in his hand, he
must instantly swallow it.

He knew perfectly well that he ought to report these
feelings to his chief and yet he concealed them and seemed
unable to do anything else.

When the light was fixed and Old King Brady looked at
Peter he saw that the darky’s face had assumed that curi-
ous gray look which with the colored race means turning
pale.

“What’s the matter with you?” demanded Old King
Brady. .

“What am de mattah wid him?” replied the darky,
looking toward Harry. “Am dis hoodoo work?”

“Drop it,” replied Old King Brady, “Hell be all
right again in 2 minute. Now, Harry, brace up and let
us see if we can’t find a secret passage from this room into
old man Morgan’s house.
assured.”

The Bradys had not attempted this on the occasion of
their previous visit.

" The hasty look they had then revealed no secret door,
but the detectives have a regular way of making these
searches.

Harry fell right into the routine of the work.

Every inch qf the wall on the side towards old man
Morgan’s cottage was critically examined.

And it was Young King Brady himself who made the
discovery.

“Here it is, Governor!” he suddenly exclaimed.

-~

That one exists I am well|

Touching a secret spring low down by the baseboard, a
narrow panel flew open in the papered wall. '

Old King Brady stepped forward, and taking the dark
lantern from Harry’s hand flashed it down into the open-
ing.

“A ladder here!” he exclaimed.

“Hole on dar! Don’t let yo'self be witched !”

Old King Brady wheeled about to find Harry struggling
with Peter.

“He done go for de lounge again!” cried the darky.
“He must be witched fo’ suah!”

\

CHAPTER VIIL
DISCOVERIES IN OLD MAN MORGAN’S HOUSE,

“Tll be blest if I know what’s the matter with me,
Governor,” said Young King Brady, dolefully.

“Try and fight it,” replied Old King Brady. “Now,
come, didn’t you know you were trying to get back on
that lounge?”

“Honestly, no!
Peter grabbed me.”

“Take the lantern and go ahead. Peter, are you with
us? We are going to see where that secret passage leads
te.”

“Suah, I'se wiv yo’, boss.
help young Mass Henry.”

Harry descended the ladder, Old King Brady following,
and Peter bringing up the rear.

They landed in a narrow passage, which appeared to

I never knew what I was about till

I’d go froo fire if it would

be on the level with the cellar.

- This led off in the direction of old man Morgan’s house.

“It is just as you supposed, Governor,” remarked
Harry. “Here we are.”

He hurried along between two boarded walls.

In a moment they came upon another ladder leading
up. !

“The many mysterious disappearances in that house
are pretty well solved now,” remarked Old King Brady.
“This is clearly the road over which the vanished ones
traveled.”

“But what am de cause?” demanded Peter. “Ebery-
t'ing in dis yere world am septable to an explanation..
How you explain what make Mass Henry come down
hyar?”

“That will come later,” replied Old King Brady.
on, Harry, tumble up that ladder now.”

His aim was to keep Young King Brady busy.

It seemed the best way to drive off the influence of the
drug.

Harry reported a trap door at the top of the ladder.

“Listen carefully,” said the old detective. “If you
hear no sound we will venture, but not otherwise.”

Harry listened for a long while.

“So

~
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“I can hear nothing,” he said at last.

“Very good. Let her go!”

“This thing is fastened by a single bolt which seems to
work with a secret spring from above.”

“Can’t you move it?”

“No.”
“Pull down.”
“Yes, yes. Now I can slide it.”

“Up with the door. Then stop and listen.”

Harry raised the door.

Still no sound was heard.

“The coast is evidently clear,” he said.
“Up with you. We will follow,” replied the old detec-

,,‘ tive.

They climbed out into what appeared to be old man
Morgan’s kitchen, and Young King Brady flashed the
light about.

“We have got the cottage to ourselves all right,” sa.ld,

Old King Brady, “and we want to make short work ex-
amining it. We are surely on the right track now.”
They pushed on from room to room.
There were four altogether—there was mno story above.
The kitchen showed no appearance of having been used
for anything else than the purpose for which it was in-
tended. i
A bedroom opened from it.
Here the bed was all tumbled up.
If it had been-slept in the night before the sleeper had
not taken the trouble to make it up.
Beyond this was a sort of storeroom.
Here there were bundles of books, boxes piled up, a
great mass of all sorts of odds and ends.
Harry declared that it looked like a shophfter s store-
room. ‘
~ The door here led into the hall instead of into the large
room beyond, which occupied the front of the cot-
lage. .
“Now for our phonograph,” said Old King Brady.
It was there standing on a shelf over the door.
The wire connecting it with the door-knob was in full
view.
Harry twisted the knob.
“@o on about your business!” the thing suddenly roared
out.
Peter was deeply interested.
“Why, dat ar’ one ob dem funnygraffs!” he cried.
am a good scheme to scare folks away.”
He worked the knob two or three times, just for his own
satisfaction.
The Bradys passed into the front room.
Here things looked more as they should, providing the
theory that Dr. Savarin and old man Morgan were identi-
cal was correct.
A’ laboratory bench ran across one side of the room,
there was some show of chemical apparatus, and many

glass jars containing various colored mixtures at the
back.

[13 Dat

This room was all furnished,\and a little room opened
off from it, the door being shielded by a portiere.

A handsome lamp stood on the center-table. There
was also another door, which was fastened, but the key
was in the lock.

“Shall I light the lamp?” asked Harry.
to get a good look around here.”

Old King Brady examined the windows.

“Yes,” he replied. “Behind these drawn shades we
have black cloth nailed close to the casement. Not a ray
of light can be seen outside.”

Harry lit the lamp, and Old King Brady looked behind
are portiere.

“We ought

Here he found a little box of a room, entirely unfur-
nished; there was not even a carpet on the floor.

Harry was examining the bottles closely when he came
out.

“Governor!” he exclaimed, “this whole outfit is a fake.
Nothing but colored water, same as the druggists use in
their colored jars.”

“Yes, I noticed that,” replied the old detective. “The
whole place is a fake, gotten up for the sole purpose of
throwing anyone who happened to.get in here off the track.
The real secret of this place we have yet to find.”

“Mebbe hit am in dat af closet, boss,” suggested
Peter.

“We can soon decide that point,” replied Old King
Brady.

He turned the key.
. Then instantly there came a tremendous explosion In
the closet.

The door flew open, and a skeleton appeared with up-
raised arms.

It was ‘clad in a figured blouse- and a very long white
robe.

The frightened negro upset the table, but neither of the
Bradys were alarmed.

The oil ran out of the lamp, and in a twinkling the car-
pet was ablaze.

“Oh, mah good gollys!” yelled Peter, and he dashed out
of the room.

The Bradys rushed to the rescue. .

Harry picked up the broken lamp, and stood it on the
table, ‘'where by the aid of the portiere, which he tore
from its fastenings, he succeeded in extinguishing the
thing.

Meanwhile Old King Brady. had stamped out the fire on

_| the floor.

Harry produced his dark lantern again.

“This is great business,” he growled
play.”

“Which came near ending in a tragedy. Where’s that
darky? We don’t want him to go howling out into the

street.” . ,
“T’se heah, boss! -I’se heah!” whined Peter from the

hall._ . : ‘

“Mere child’s
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“Come in! We want to stick together.”

“>Scuse me, boss, but am hit gone?”

“The gkeleton? Don’t tell me that you are really afraid
of a bag of old bones.”

Peter came in then, and they all had a closer look at the

gkeleton,
- “This thing has been articulated by a master hand,”
said Old King Brady. ‘“See, here are more electrie wires,
Harry. One connected with this tin, which was once a
box containing a charge of fulminate. That caused the
explosion. But we had better be getting out of here
quickly.”

“So I think,” replied Harry, “and the sooner the bet-
ter. Old man Morgan is liable to return here at any
time.”

“We ought to put this thing back,” said the old detec-
tive. ,

He put his hand on the skeleton, and tried to push it
back into the closet, but it would not budge.

“We can do nothing with the thing unless we break it
all to pieces,” said Old King Brady. “But after all it
makes no difference, for that lamp will be a dead give-
away. We cannot conceal our presence here.”

“Then the sooner we get out the better.
think so, Governor?” '

“I do, and 1 am glad to notice, Harry, that your mind
is working in its usual channels again.”

“Oh, I am all right now.”

“No more desire to get back on that lounge?”

#Not at all. That is forgotten. Come, let’s slope, and
watch for the coming of old man Morgan.”

They now returned to the big house by the way they
had come.

“This settles it,” said Old King Brady. “You don’t
put yourself in the power of the people who control this
outfit. If anyone is to do that it must be me.”

“Nonsense,” replied Harry. “I tell you I am all right
now, and there is no reason why everything should not
go on just as arranged.”

But Old King Brady would not hear to it, and they all
left the house and walked down the street.

“Let’s have a look in the brewery,” suddenly suggested
Harry. '

“T think not,” replied Old King Brady. “At least, not
to-night. It would only attract attention if we were to
go in there and begin flashing a light around. Suppose
we stand just inside this open doorway for half an hour or
s0. I am most anxious to get a look at this man Morgan,
and if what we have heard is to be believed, this should
be about his time.”

“We doan’ seem to be doin’ nuffin ’bout finding Massa
Hénry,” grumbled Peter. “If dey got him locked in some-
where round hyar seems lak we ought to get de pleece an’
break in every do’ we strike till we hit de right one.”

“Patience,” said Old King Brady. “Patience! We can’t
do these things in a minute. We are here to work all

Don’t you

night if need be. We shall catch on to something by and
by.”

They stepped into the brewery, and gave one flash of
the dark lantern.

There was little to be seen but a mass of fallen beams,
blackened by fire, which had fallen from above.

Here, inside the doorway, the patient detectives stood
for nearly three-quarters of an hour. -

The main trouble was to keep Peter quiet.

He wanted to talk.

Willingly Old King Brady would have sent the fellow
flying, but he felt that in that case there was no telling
what fool move he might make.

At Jast the patience of the detectives was re-.
warded.

Footsteps were heard coming along the block be-
low.

A moment later a tall man bent with age shuffled past
the brewery.

He was shabbily dressed, and carried a basket on his
arm.

The Bradys, peering out of the doorway, saw him turn
in at the cottage. ’

Here he produced a key, fitted it to the door, and dis-
appeared inside.

“(0ld man Morgan,” muttered Old King Brady “Come,
Harry, you have seen Dr. Savarin—what have you to
say?”

“Same man,”

: replied Harry, “and very little disguised
at that.” - '

CHAPTER IX,

THE BRADYS BOWLED OUT.
y :
“And what now?” demanded Young King Brady, after
they had stood a few moments in silence. :
“I suppose we ought to keep up the watch on this
man’s movements if we can,” replied the old detective.
“But do you know that I have a great mind to push ahead

and arrest him.”

“T was thinking of that very thing. If we could force
him to show his hand it would bring the case to a sud-
den end.”

“T think we will do it,” said Old King Brady. “We can
sneak in by the secret passage and jump on him when he
least expects it—that is, always providing he is in
there.”

“Where else would he be?
house.” “

“That house is not the end of the mystery. There is
some secret den here. It may be under the big house, it
may even be under the brewery. Remember, Dr, Savarin
owns all this property.”

“T suppose you are right, but if we go in one way he

We saw him ‘enter the

may take alarm and go out the other.”
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“That’s so.”

“Suppose I wait here and hold him wup if he comes
out ?”’

“No, no!” replied the old detective, hastily. “We don’t
geparate again while we are working on this case—at least.
not with my consent.”

“Don’t you worry about me, Governor.
myself again, I assure you.”

“Do you think you are?”

“I am pretty spre of it.”

“Then see that you keep so. Come on. We will make
the try.”

And they did it.

With every precaution they returned to the trap-door
under old man M6rgan’s kitchen.

Here they listened long and attentively.

Not a sound could they hear. Everything was as still
as it had been before.

“Let her go!” said the old detective, and suddenly push-
ing up the trap-door he sprang into the kitchen, revolver
in hand.

But the rooms were all dark, and the detectives ran
from one to the other, Harry flashing his light about in
every nook. :

There was no trace of the man with the basket.

Everything wag found just as they had left it, even to
the skeleton, which still leaned out of the closet.

This time the detectives made a most careful search for
gecret panels, but entirely without success.

At last they gave it up, and went out en the sireet
again. ‘

“We’ll give it up and go,” said Old Xing Brady. “Peter,
you had better go home to Mr. Dimsdale. There will be
nothing doing here to-night.”

A good deal to Old King Brady’s surprise the darky
consented.

The detectives walked with him to the electric cars,
and saw him started, Old King Brady informing the fel-
low that they were going another way.

“Well, we have got rid of him at last,” said Harry.
“Now, what are you going to do?”

“Put in the night in our house of many mysteries,” was
the reply. “We will carry out our original intention, and
let Dr. Savarin make the next move.”

“I think that is best.”

“So I think.”

“I almost wish you had kept Peter. He might have
been a help. The trouble is no one can tell what he
might do. We shall do better to work together alone in
our usual way, Harry. He has gone, so let him go. We
will get back to the house.”

“I have been thinking a lot about this doctor,” re-
marked Harry. “Do you know it seems to me that the
man may be insane himself.”

“It looks that way to me. Otherwise you would not
have been able to deceive him so readily about your own
condition.”

I'm entirely

“I think I did a pretty good piece of acting, Gov-
ernor.”

“Oh, I know, but insanity cannot be feigned so
easily.”

“It can’t, eh? Look at the number of sane persons who
have been committed to asylums by doctors as out-and-out
lunaties.”

“Well?” .

“Isn’t it so?” )

“Qh, I suppose so. I was wrong, perhaps. Den’t let us
get up any discussion. What time ig it?”

Harry looked at his watch.

“Why, will you believe it? Eleven o’clock!” he ex-
claimed. “How the evening has run away!”

They entered the house, and wandered from room to
room, flashing their lanterns about.

This they felt that they could do freely, for in all their
comings and goings they had not encountered a soul on the
block. '

At last they came back to the room where the lounge
was, and Old King Brady ordered lights out.

“We will sit here in the dark and wait for develop-
ments,” he said. “Of course, the chances are that the
doctor hag got onto our curyes by this time, and nothing at
all will occur.”

For more than an hour the Bradys sat there in the
dark.

But little talk passed between them once they began
their watch. B :

In cases like this it is necessary to be on the alert for
every sound.

But far better would it have been if Old King Brady
had done more talking on this occasion—anything, in fact,
to keep Harry’s mind on the move.

Unknown to the old detective, the drug which his
partner had swallowed was one of those rare East Indian
productions little known elsewhere.

Its effect upon its victim is most peculiar.

Practically it enslaves the mind to one idea, and that
is the one impressed upon the mind at the moment of
administering the drug.

It was so with Harry.

He was deceiving himself when he tried to feel that he
no longer desired to lie down upon the lounge.

By sheer force of will, in part, and partly by the active
work which followed the entrance of the detectives into
old man Morgan’s house, these feelings temporarily left
him.

But the drug was good to hold the mind for twenty-
four hours or more. )

Now that Harry sat in quiet and darkness, the desire
to He down returned with redoubled force, and with it
came the desire to possess himself of the powder which
Old King Brady had taken away.

But this Harry knew would be next to impossible—he
had no hope. ~
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The lounge seemed to Jure him.

It was all he could do to avoid getting up and throwing
bimself upon it.

“Governor! What time is it?” he asked, at last.

“Half-past one, about,” replied 0ld King Brady, sleep-
ily. “I don’t care to strike a light now.”

“All right.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Fine.”

“And I am frightfully sleepy.”

“Why not doze off?”

“If I could trust you to keep off that lounge ”

“Nonsense.”

But it was not nonsense.

‘Harry had simulated insanify.

Now he actually was a man insane to the extent we have
described above,

And with all the slyness of an insane person he waited
his chance.

“Governor!”

No answer.,

“Governor!” -

Still silence.

01d King Brady’s hedvy breathing told h1m what had
oecurred.

The ¢ld deteetive was asleep.

“If 1 only dared to take the powder from him,” he
thought.

He knew just what pocket to feel im, but Old King
Brady is ever a light sleeper, and even drugged as he was
Harry did not dare.

He softly arose and lay down upon the lounge.

This originally had stood right up against the secret
panel, but the Bradys had moved the thing away when
- they made their search, and had not returned it to its
place.

As it stood now, the lounge was almost opposite the
panel.

No sooner had Harry dropped upen it than the panel
noiselessly opened.

There stood a tall man with a fiery red beard and a shock
of hair of the same color.

He held in his hand a little electric lantern, with which
he threw light directly upon Harry’s face.
But there was no movement on Young King Brady’s
part. ‘
Sleep had seized him the instant he laid his head upon
the lounge.

The man in the opening watched for a minute, and then
noiselessly glided across the room to where Old King
Brady sat, his héad thrown back, and his mouth open,
sound asleep.

It was all unusual for the old detective to sleep thus.
What seized him that night he never could imagine. Tt
seemed ag if it was to be.

But Harry’s case was different.

This drug had subjected him to the will of Dr. Sava-
rin. - ,
The newcomer was none other than the doctor in dis-
guise, and he was making use of his power now.

One glance at Old King Brady seemed to satisfy
him,

He drew from his pocket a small bottle, and removing
the cork, saturated a handkerchief with its contents, lay- .
ing the cloth over the old detective’s face.

A strong smell of ether now filled the room.

Restoring the bottle to his pocket the man took out an-

.{other, which contained the same white powder given

Harry.

This he uncorked, and turmng the young detective’s
head, forced some of the contents of the bottle fo run
down his throat. .

Harry moaned and turned over.

Folding his arms, the doctor waited for about five min-
utes.

Then suddenly in a loud voice he exclaimed:
“Rise and follow me!”

Harry immediately got up oft the lounge. .
The doctor backed through the secret panel, Harry
following. .

The panel closed, and all was darkness and silence
again.

Had another mystery been added to this house of mahy
mysteries?

It indeed looked so.

There was enough ether on the handkerchief to put Old
King Brady permanently out of business if the cloth re-
mained in place for any length of time.

Doubtless that night would have brought death to the
old detective but for a lucky accident which now inter-
vened to save him.

Suddenly there was a cracking sound, followed by a loud
crash.

The chair upor which Old King Brady was sitting was
a flimsy affair, and the glue which held 1t together was
pretty well dried out.

Suddenly it completely collapsed under the old detec-
tive’s weight.

Down came Old ng Brady upon the floor with terrible
force.

He groaned, twisted a little, and then lay still, but the
handkerchief had fallen away, and his life was thereby
saved.

Time would now bring the old man back to life.

But it took nearly an hour.

0ld King Brady’s dose of ether had been a stiff one.
was necessary for it to work off.

And at last this was accomplished.

We pass over the awakening.

It was glow and painful.

At last the old detective staggered to his feet with a
realizing sense of what had occurred.

It
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Harry had vanished.

The room, reeking with the smell of ether, and the
broken chair, went to give him some idea of what had
occurred.

But the handkerchief had disappeared.

Old King Brady was furious with himself as he stag-
gered out into the open.

“What made me sleep? When did I ever do such a
thing before ?”” he asked himself.

He did not doubt that Harry had been captured by the
doctor.

“That man is a demon!” he said to himself. “Upon
my word, 1 believe that he pumped some gas into that
room which made us sleep.”

Perhaps it was so.

0Old King Brady never knew.

The cool air was most grateful.

He sat down on the edge of the piazza, drew out his
dark lantern, and looked at his watch.

It was half-past four o’clock.

“Why, I have been unconscious for hours,” he mut-
tered. “Heavens! This is the worst ever. It’s high time
I quit the detective business if this is the way I am going
to handle myself.”

His thoughts turned upon Harry, and he sprang to his
feet. :

“I must act! I must act!” he muttered. “Hark!”

Quick footsteps were heard coming up the street.

Clearly here at last was someone bold enough to venture
past the house of many mysteries.

CHAPTER X.

HARRY FINDS HIMSELF IN ‘THE POWER OF THE 4DEMON
DOCTOR.

Young King Brady was restored to consciousness as
I suddenly as he had lost it.
The next he knew after lying on the lounge he found
- himself standing in a large room which was brilliantly
lighted, holding a tumbler in his hand. ‘

Standing on the opposite side of a long table—it looked
suspiciously like a dissecting table—was a tall man with
fiery red hair and beard.

Evidently Harry had just swallowed the contents of the
glass.

He could taste the stuff yet..

What it was he never knew, but he realized that it had
had the apparent effect of clearing the last cobweb from
his brain.

Young King Brady was now himself again in every
sense of the word.

He looked about the room, taking everything in on the
Instant. ’ *

. lA [ A _

If anything his brain was clearer than the normal.

He seemed to see through everything at a glance.

Thus he knew that'he was standing in the presence of
Dr. Savarin, made up to look like a very much younger
Inan.

Actually the doctor was most cleverly disguised, but to
Harry it seemed no disguise at all.

The room was walled with brick, and unplastered.

Harry knew that it was a vault underground.

Along one side ray a laboratory bench provided with
everything which a chemist could possibly need.

Beyond this was a case of surgical instruments; there
was also a furnace, a long sink with running water, and
other things such as might be useful in a dissecting-reom.
Framed pictures of various parts of the human body dis-
sected hung from the walls, and there was also a set of
hookshelves containing many volumes.

All this Harry took in while the doctor watched him
with a smile.

“Well, young man,” he said, in sneering tones, “you
have kept your appointment with me, I see, but you chose
to bring another with you. Why was that?”

Harry opened his mouth.

He meant to say that he had encountered 0ld King
Brady by accident, and that he did not know him.

He had fully determined to temporize with Dr. Savarin,
for he felt his danger. )

To his utter surprise the words were not spoken.

He seemed to have been suddenly stricken dumb.

Raise your right hand!” cried the doctor.

Up went the hand. .

This in spite of the fact that Harry had instantly de-
termined that this was an attempt to hypnotize him, and
that-he would fight it all he knew. ’

“Drop your hand!” came thé command.

The hand fell.

“Tlirow up your right leg!”

Up went the leg.

“Drop it!”

The leg fell.

“Throw yvourself forward upon both hands with your
feet in the air. Stand on your head!”

Young King Brady instantly obeyed.

“Upon vour feet again!” came the command.

Harry stood erect.

During all this he tribd again and again to speak, but
not a word could he utter. ) . ‘

Suddenly the doctor burst into wild laughter.

He slapped his thigh and jumped around.

“Good! Good! Good!” he shouted. “I never saw a
better subject— The drugs have certainly taken a splendid
hold.”

“The man is insane,” thought Harry. “But he must be
mighty skillful all right. T have got myself into a beau-
tiful fix now. But what about the Governor? Has he
killed him?”

33
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Again he tried to speak, but still it was no use.
The doctor quieted after a minute.
Going to the laboratory bench, he turned out some stuff
- which looked like whisky, and drank a full tumbler of
it. ; P
He seemed to quiet down, and he returned to the place
behind the table where he had stood.

“Young man,” he said, “you stand now under the in-
fluence of drugs utterly unknown in this country, but well
known in the East, where I learned my business as a
surgeon. These drugs when combined produce two effects.
First they render you clear-headed to a degree, but utterly
oblivious to pain. Second, they put you absolutely in my
power. You simply have to obey me in everything. You
are absolutely subject to my will.”

Harry could only listen—he was powerless fo make
Teply.

“Strip and throw your clothes over that chair,” ordered
the doctor.

Harry immediately undressed.

- “Well,” exclaimed the doctor, “you are certainly a good-
" looking subject. You will make a splendid pair. - Now
gpeak and answer the questions I choose to put to you. I
forbid you to say one word on any other subject. What is
your name ?”

“Harry Brady.”

In vain Harry tried to add a few words.

The contortions of his mouth seemed to amuse the
doctor, for he burst out laughing again.

“It is no use. You can’t do it,” he said. “Then you
lied to me when you told me your name was Jarvis?”

“Yes.”

“And when you told me you were crazy?”

“Yes.” .

“What is your business?”

“I am a detective.”

“Ha! One of the Brady detectives?”

L& Yes 3

“That old man with you was the notonous Old King
Brady?”

“Yes »

“You came here hoping fo solve the mystery of that
house?”

“Yes.”

“And your visit to me was part of the programme?”

“Yes.”

“You are secking Henry Dimsdale ?»

“Yes.”

The doctor looked troubled.

“Stand as you are until I return!” he exclaimed, and
hurriedly left the room.

Harry always believed that the doctor must have re-
turned to the room in the house of many mysteries then

to see what 013 King Brady’s condition was, and that|

he must have supposed him to be dead.
This would account for the absence of the chloroform-

saturated handkerchief, but of this Old King Brady never
felt sure.

As soon as the man had left him Harry struggled all
he knew to free himself from the spell.

Tn this he utterly failed.

He could neither move nor speak, try as he would.

After a little the doctor returned.

“I see you are still there,” he said. “Now, I suppose
you believe this to be a case of hypnotism?”

“Yes"’

“I assure you that it is not so. It is solely and entirely
due to the drugs I have administered. If I was to teil
you to take a knife and stick it into your heart you would
have to obey. Now, do you want to know why you are
here?”

[{3 Yes »

“Then I shall tell you. I am probably the most skillful
viviseetor living. I have dissected living animals of more
different kinds than any man on earth., I have even gone

further than that. I have dissected no less than six living ;

men, and that in this very room on that very bench I am
going to dissect you!” -

The horror with which this announcement struck Young
King Brady was past all telling, but he was unable to utter
a word of protest. .

There he stood absolutely dumb.

“But you need not fear,” added the doctor. “You are
now utterly oblivious to the sense of pain, as I have already
told you. Take this needle. Now, thrust it into your
side.”

He took from the bench a long shm needle which he
placed in Harry’s hand.

The command was instantly obeyed, but there was no
sense of pain.

“Men knowing my work would call me a demon,” con-
tinued the doctor, “but were I that I should enjoy seeing
you suffer. I should revel in your agony. Yoy need not
fear. I shall lay your lungs open, and watch their work-
ing; I shall lay your heart bare, and watch its beats. The
top of your skull I shall saw off, and watch the movements
of your brain. Perhaps you will die on my hands; if so I
shall regret losing you before the great game ig finished.

,When I am through with you then of course I shall merci-

fully take your life and finish my work on your corpse.
Now, answer, are you willing that I should do all
this?”

“Yes.” .

It was impossible—simply impossible for Harry to pro-
nounce any other word. .

But he thought he could perceive some little self-asser-
tion in the answer to the next question put.

“And what do you think of me?” was asked.

The answer came promptly in two words:

“Demon Doctor!”
81t seemed to cause the doctor the highest satisfaction,
and yet there was a puzzled look upon his face.
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“Ha! The same old story!” he exclaimed. “They all
say it. Why, I wonder? Demon Doctor! That is ever
the word. But I don’t consider myself a demon. I regard
myself as a highly merciful man. But now to introduce
you to your fellow subject. You came here seeking Henry
Dimsdale. Well, you shall see him. This is the night ap-
pointed for his vivisection. I have been obliged to hold
him over, as I have been bothered with another matter;
but that is all over nmow. Open that door behind
you.”

Harry turned and opened a door.

Here he saw a small vault-like apartment containing a
bed upon which lay a young man as naked as he him-
self.

“There is Henry Dimsdale,” gaid the Demon Doctor.
“Lie down beside him and sleep while I make ready for
my work.

Harry dropped upon the bed.

The doctor strode forward and slammed the door upon
them, leaving them in darkness.

But now once more the doctor’s order was not fully
obeyed.

ITe éommanded sleep, but it did not come.

This was an immense relief to Harry.

By a strong effort of will he found that he was able to
keep his eyes open.

He put out his hand and touched his bedfellow.

There was no movement. Young Dimsdale might have
been dead the way he lay there.

“He is probably far gone,” thought Harry. “He has
had this thing to fight for a couple of weeks now.”

He determined to arouse the sleeper if he could.

He shook the fellow and tumbled him about, but it was
all of no use.

But for the regular breathing Harry would have
thought him dead.

All this was doing Young King Brady a great lot of
good.

It seemed to have broken the spell which bound him to
the Demon Doctor, so to speak.

After a little Harry slipped off the bed, and kneeling
on the brick-paved fldor, fixed his eye to the key-hole
through which a ray of light came streaming.

He found himsgelf able to get a fairly good view of the
room by turning his head this way and that.

At first he could not see the doctor, but after a moment
he canght a glimpse of him.

The man had shed his disguise now.

It was Dr. Savarin again as Harry had seen him at the
Wabash avenue house.

He stood by the bench with a lot of small knives, scis-
sors, pincers, saws, ete., scattered about.

These blades he was rubbing down upon a whet-stone.

Harry saw him twist his face up into the most horrible
contortions. .

Now indeed he could have been called Demon Docter so

Presently he thrust his hand into his pocket, and taking
out a queer little box, he extracted a pill of a brownish
color which he popped down his throat.

“Opium or hashheesh,” thought Young King Brady.
“This man is surely mad. He is a drug fiend of the worst
description. All the same, I have no doubt that he means
what he says, and that he will carve us up if he gets the
chance.”

The thought was too horrible to be endured.

“I'm going to make a try to jump on him,” thought
Harry. “My will power seems to be returning. 1 believe
I could stand up against him now.”

He was in the act of getting up when bhe heard his

9 companion in misery elip from the bed behind him and

strike the floor with a thud.

The next he knew an arm was flung about his throat,
and he was pulled up against young Dimsdale.

Harry struggled to free himself.

No use!

The fellow’s strength was enormous.

He was making a strange animal-like sound.

Tighter and tighter he pressed.

Harry was choking.

“Another demon!” he thought in horror. “He will kill
me if he can!”? )

And once more Young King Brady threw all his
strength into a struggle for freedom.

CHAPTER XI.
PETER FINDS A BIG ROUND HOLE.

0ld King Brady stood on the piazza of the house of
many mysteries, quietly listening to the approaching foot-
steps.

As the pedestrian drew nearer he suddenly caught sight
of his face and saw that it was black.

“Peter back again, by thunder!” muttered Old King
Brady.

And so it proved.

- The darky turned in at the house and saw the old
detective standing there.

“Oh, say, boss, I’se back again!” he exclaimed. “Hope
yo’ won’t be mad.”

Mad! 0Old King Brady was thankful to see him.

“Peter, come up here on the piazza,” he said.
me what brought you back ?”

“Qh, well, boss, I jes’ couldn’t stan’ it, an’ dat am a
fact. I done get back to Mass Dimsdale as quick as I
could. He’s all right. I done tell him what we ’sciver
hyar and I tell him dat back I mus’ go an’ see de end ob
it all. He never said a word to hender me, so I jes’ takes
de back track and hyar T be.”

0ld King Brady was downright glad to see him, but of

2
“Tell

far as loeks went. i

course he was not telling Peter that.
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“Well, well,” he said; “perhaps you can help. I'm in
trouble here myself. Peter, your affection for your young
nmmster is certamly something to be admired. My partner
has gone.”

“Gone whar, boss ?”

“That’s what I don’t know.”

Peter was astonished.

“Golly! Yo’ don’t mean to say that he has disappeared
in dis yere house?”

“That is just what he has done.”

“But dat am turrible! How did it come to happen,
den?” ‘

“They got the best of us, Peter.
way I was chloroformed. When I came to myself my
partner had vanished. That is all I know.”

“Boss, dis yere am a bad job.”

“You bet it’s a bad job.”

“Dis yere am de most mysteriousest house dat eber I

. heard tell of. It must be ghosts what does it all, boss. It
jes’ must.”

“Tt is.that man we saw come in with the basket, Peter.
He is the demon who does things here, and it is up to us
to overtake him in his black wor

“I’se ready to help, boss. I’ve been a- t’mkm’ it all
ober and I’se come to de conclusion dat hit am de real
‘hoodoo work. Nuffin else can account for it. Whar wuz
yer when dis yere las’ disappearance occurre&‘?”

“Inside here in the room.”
. “Did Mass Harry lie down on dat 1ounge, then, after
all?”

“I can’t tell you. 1 am ashamed to say that I fell
asleep.”

“Oh, dar hain’t nuffin to be ashamed of, boss.
witched, dat’s all. Mebbe yo’ doan belibe in dem t’ings.
1 do. DI’se seen emough wid my own eyes to make me
belibe, but dar hain’t no sense in standing hyar a-chin-
ning. What yo’ gwine ter do?”

Here was a puzzler.

For once Old King Brady did not know exactly what
to do.

He was still badly mixed.

It seemed as if the eﬁects of the ether would never
leave his brain.

“We must think, Peter,” he replied.
it somehow, and that right away, too.”

“Then, shall we go back into de liftle house- again,
baes 27

“T suppose that will have to be our ﬁrst move, but there
seems little use in it.” ,

“Mus’ be a secret, hidden mysterious room somewhar in
dere, boss.”

“No doubt there is. -
see what we can find.”

0ld King Brady had been pondering upon the problem:
even while talking.

That secret rooms existed seemed to go mthout say-

ing.

Yo' was

“We must get at

Come, Peter, let us get busy and

In some mysterious

It seemed more likely to him, however, that they were
under the house in which they were or under the brewery
than beneath the cottage.

But be that as it might, the way in undoubtedly lay via

| the secret passage already discovered.

“I must go over the ground with greater care,” thought
the old detective. “They are there, and they must be
found.”

He opened up the secret panel again and they descended
the ladder to the room below.

Here Old King Brady examined every inch of the wall
space with the utmost care, Peter holding the light.

It all came to nothing.

If the secret passage was there he could not find it.

It was almost in despair that he pushed on into the
cottage again.

Here everything remained just the same.

“Peter,” said Old King Brady, “I believe on my soul
that it is under the burned brewery we ought to be look-
lng ”

“Likely, boss. Dey’se hop vaults under breweries, whar
dey put de beer; mebbe dis yere doctor might hab fixed
up one ob dem fo’ a prison, whar he lock up dem kid-
napped fellers. . Dat’s right.”

“But the entrance must be from here.
find it. Let me see; let me see!”

“Dar’s one fing what struck me, boss. Why dis yere
little room is left without no furniture, when all de odder
rooms hab somet’ing in dem ; kin yo’ tell me dat?”

“It may be the place. We will make our search most
thorough here,” replied Old King Brady, who was think-
ing of the same thing.

Peter, we must

Ie began examining the wall space inch by inch.

More than half an hour was spent in this fashion and
the floor was examined with equal care.

But it all went for nothing.

For once Old King Brady found himself completely
balked.

He then tried in the sitting-room and sef Peter to work
in the bedroom.

“You have watched my way of doing it,” he said.
do the same in here. Let nothing escape you.”

“Say, T reckon ARW’ll pull de bed to pieces first, boss,”
said Peter; “dah might be suthin’ hid into it.”

“As you will,” replied Old King Brady, “only be thor-
ough in what you do.” _

~ 01d King Brady now went to work on the skeleton.

He gave the ridiculous old jack-in-the-box a yank which
sent the bones flying all over the floor—and revealed the
secret springs which controlled the outfit.

“Nobody but a madman would think of putting up such
a thing,” he said to himself; “but this makes it all the
worse for Harry and the othér poor wretches who have
fallen into his clutches.”

-“Hi, Mass Brady, I done found suthin’ on de flo’ under
dis yere bed!” called Peter from the other room.

“You

\
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“Well, fetch it hére,” was the reply, and Peter came in
with a little Russia leather covered memorandum book.
“Must hab dropped out of somebody’s pockets when
dey was gettin’ into bed,” he remarked. “Lak enough,
dey kicked it under. Say, mebbe it might tell suthin’
about dis yere place.”
Old King Brady opened the memorandum book.
“Written in French,” he muttered. ‘“Not much use to
me.”
“Hi, dar! 1 kin read it, den!” cried Peter, “an’ I
kain’t read English none.”
“How did that come about ?”
“Mah mother was a French mulatto, from New Or-
leans, boss. She done teach me.”
“Well! Wait a minute till I have a look through
this.”
0ld King Brady ran over every page of the book.
One thing he was able to make out, and that was that
the name of Donovan occurred many times in the en-
tries. _
At one place there was a wide diagram.
It seemed to represent the plan of the floor of some
large building.
“Here, tell me about this,” said the old detective, point-
ing to it. “If you can read French at all you ought to be
able to read this, for the writing is certainly all very
plain.”
“Well, Ah can, boss.”
“What does it say?”
“Says ‘plan ob de brewery.’ ”
“Ah, hal» _
“Down here it say ‘way out as to be built by Dono-
van.” ” '

“Indeed! And those marks on the side?
the writing say there?” '

What does

“Dis yere reads ‘dissacating room,” boss.”

“You mean dissecting room ?”

“Yes; dat am it.”

“Good! Peter, yon are a godsend. Read all the rest
of the writing about the plan.”

“It say ‘exit to sewer here” Hyar on dis yeah it say
‘ladder.” Hyar it say ‘whar dynamite am stored” Den
dis yere he read ‘’lectric wires” Dat’s about all.”

“TRead a little on one of the pages.”

Peter tried it.

The French here was entirely too much for him, how-
ever, being mixed with scientific terms.

Between them they were able to determine that it was
all about vivisection, however.

This gave Old King Brady a clew to the form Dr. Sav-
arin’s madness might have taken.

“This demon of a doctor is mad on the subject of vivi-
section, then” he said to himself. “Not surprising.
These doctors for years have been putting dumb animals
through horrible tortures. Who can doubt that this par-
ticular demon has gone so far as to cut up human beings

alive? And what does this allusion to dynamite mean?
Even that to me is plain. He has prepared means of sud-
den death for himself rather than to face capture if de-
tected. There must be quick action here.”

“Peter,” the old detective added aloud, “your discovery
is of the highest importance. Let us get at once to the
burned brewery. If we can’t find the way into this de-
mon’s den at least we can find the way out.”

They at once returned to the street.

It was now something after five o’clock, and in an houor
or sc it would be daylight. ,

As always, the block was deserted.

01d King Brady was growing used to this now, and en-
tering the brewery he flashed his dark lantern about with-
out fear ¢f attracting attention. The place was so choked
up with rubbish that the situation seemed almost hope-
less. ‘

Giving his dark lantern to Peter to hold, the old defec-
tive took the memorandum bocok and studied the plan long
and earnestly. '

At last he was able to locate the door by which they
had entered and then things began ‘to straighten cut a
fittle.

“This sewer exit and the ladder must be away dcwn in
the other corner, Peter,” he said. “Follow me. 1 believe
we are on the right track now.” '

They made their way to the place only with the greatest
difficulty, everything was so blockaded.

And here the situation seemed even more hopeless than
ever, for a great pile of old boards choked the corner.

0ld King Brady looked them over, and at once made &
discovery.

These boards have been piled up here purposely,” he
declared. “They were not part of the rubbish which fell
when the building was burned. Perhaps there is a way
of getting in under them—Iet us see.”

He prowled about for a minute and settled the question
by finding just such an opening.

“Crawl in there, Peter. Take the lantern with you and
see what you can find,” he said.

Peter was a real help,

He seemed to have returned with his mind made up to
do anything and everything he was told.

Taking the lantern, he now crawled in under the boards
and Old King Brady conld hear him shuffling about.

Presently he called out something which the old detec-
tive could not understand.

“Come out!” called 01d King Brady.

Peter backed out.

“Well?” demanded the detective.

“Boss, I done found a big round hole in dar wiv a lad-
der into it,” declared Peter. “I s’pecs hit am jest what we
want.

“@Good!” cried Old King Brady. “I s’pecs so, too.
Come on, Peter; hit or miss, we will venture down that
big round hole!”
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THE BRADYS AND THE DEMON

DOCTOR. :

CHAPTER XIL
CON(;LUSION.

Harry’s situation was really desperate.

The maddened being who had attacked him in the dark-
ness seemed possessed of superhuman strength. '

In vain Young King Brady struggled fo get a grip on
him, but it was no use.

He felt his own strength leaving him. He knew that
he must be black in the face by this time:

And-now in his' desperation he seemed to break the
bonds of the drug all in a moment.

His voice was raised in one loud despairing cry.

Instantly he heard Dr. Savarin coming.

The door was thrown open and the demon doctor took in
the situation at a glance. ’

“Uphand him!” he shouted. “Obey!”

Dimsdale-—for it really was the missing man—immedi-
ately unwound his terrible arm and crouched on the floor,
moaning and whining.

Poor Harry crawled out past the doctor and fell, all but
choked to death. - ’

-“Ah, ha!” cried the vxv1sectmmst “This is what it
has come to, is it? Well, well! So much for the con-
tinued action of my drugs. The sooner this creature is
put out of the world the better.”

He hurried to the laboratory bench, and pouring some-
thing from a bottle, administered it to Harry.

The effect was marvelous. i

Young King Brady 1mmed1ately got up. His speech
was restored. He was himself again.

“Don’t put me back with that madman, Dr. Savarin!” |;
he cried. “You may kill me where I stand, but don’t do
that_» Lt .

“Have no fear,” gaid the doctor. “I don’t want to kill
you. I have a better use to put you to than that. How
did it occur?”

“He suddenly attacked me.”

“Did you do nothing to him ?”

“Nothing; I swear it!”

“Is that so? He must be brought out of this.”

He mixed up another dose of a different liquid and
forced Dimsdale to drink it.

The effect was to reduce him to much the same condl-
tion in which Harry had been before he broke away from
the drug.

He stood up rigid and motionless.

The doctor tested him by ordering him to move legs
and arms.

In each instance his command was obeyed.

“It is all right,” chuckled the doctor, “and now, Mr.
Brady, I think we will at once proceed with our dissecting
work.”

Harry was silent.

!

A sudden idea had come to him.

He would pretend to be in the same condition as Henry
Dimsdale.

“If I am ever to get my chance to down this demon
that will be the way to do it,” he thought.

“You don’t answer,” said the doctor, eying him curi-
ously, “and yet you spoke freely emough a minute ago.
What is the matter now?”

Still no answer, but Harry felt that he could have made
reply. ,
He threw into his face a look of pitiful appeal, which
the demon doctor did not fail to obzerve.

“You cannot talk without my comiand?” demanded
the doctor, adding: »

“I order you to answer this.”

“NO.” !

“Strange! The last dose I gave you should have ve-
stored your powers of speech and your semse of feeling.
But we shall soon see whether you are trying to deceive
me or not.” ,

He went over to the bench and seized the long
needle. ‘

Harry knew what was coming and braced Iimself for
the ordeal.

When the doctor jammed the needle info his side he did
not wince.

“Well!

Here’s a discovery,” said the doctor. “Baut,
then, no two persons are affected alike. Lie down on that
table. You can take that chair to get up with. Obey!”

Harry instantly climbed upon the table and lay out flat
on his back, 1

“You next!” ordered the doctor, turning to Dims-
dale.

The unfortunate fellow, whose aimless eyes were star-
ing into vacancy, obeyed more slowly.

He stretched himself out beside Young King Brady
and lay still.

The doctor now drew down an electric burner and threw
the light upon his two subjects,

“And now to you who have sense enough to understand

me, Mr. Brady,” he said, “I will explain that I am about

to lay bare the muscles of the chest. What I do on your
body I shall also do on that of your companion. This will
give me opportunity for comparison. You may wonder
that I do not strap you down or secure you in any way.

It is not necessary. The operation will be absolutely pain-

less in your present state. Moreover, I am about to ad-
minister a dose now which will render you absolutely
unconscious for the next two hours to come. This I do
through sheer kindness. They call me the demon doctor.
It is not so; if it were I would not thus spare you, for I
know the terrible effect which this operation must neces-
sarily produce on your mind, even though you were to feel
no pain. Lie quiet now and I will mix the drug. I forbid
you to move.”

He walked to the bench and begun juggling with the

'bottles.
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“Now, if ever, is my chance,” thought Harry.

Noiselessly he slipped off the dissecting table.

The doctor did not hear him and his back was turn-
ed.

“Can I do it? He must hear my heart beat,” thought
Young King Brady as he tiptoed over the floor.

It was going like a trip-hammer. :

Nearer and nearer Harry drew, but the demon doctor
never turned.

Suddenly Harry ralsed his hand and dealt the demon a
crusher in the back of the head.

Wih a deep groan the man fell like a log to the
floor.

At the same instant Harry heard a loud crash behind
him, which brought him to .the right-about face with all
speed.

* * * * * * * * *

' Old King Brady found the big round hole a]l right just
a: Peter had said.

He saw at once that it had criginally been covered by
an iron catchbasin intended to receive the wash of the
brewery floor.

This had been removed and lay at one side.

In the opening was a ladder leading down into the
darkness.

“The manhole of a sewer connecting the brewery with

the main sewer on Cairo street,” Old King Brady then |

said. ~

“Mebbe it leads into dat ar dermon’s den,” Treturned
Peter. “What yo’ t’ink?”
“We will soon prove it,” replied Old King Brady.
“Come on.”
He flashed the light into the opening.
It was of no great depth.
Quickly descending, followed by Peter, Old King Brady
found himself in a sewer, just as he had expected.
“We are getting warm, Peter,” he whispered.
1o noise now.”
“Deed an’ it looks so, boss.
den.”

They could not stand upright in the sewer; but had to
creep along bent almost double.

In a minute they came upon another manhole, where
they were able to stand upright.

This was evidently in the other corner of the brewery
fioor.

Here the sewer struck oﬁ diagonally towards Cairo
street.

“It must run under the cottage, that is certain,” de-
clared Old King Brady. “Peter, we are on the right
track.” ‘

“Deedy, yes, Mass; deedy, yes.
Do we go on?”

“Right now. Follow me.”

Old King Brady crept forward and came at last to a

“Make

I specs we’se purty near de

I see dat mah ownself.

ladder which passed up through the roof of the sewer, the
bricks having been torn away to make place for it.

At the top of this ladder was a trap door.

“This is evidently the end of our journey,” breathed
0ld King Brady. “Whatever is to be done lies right
ahead of us now.” !

He stole up the ladder and listened.

A man’s voice could be heard, but the tones were so
muffled that he could not make out what was being
said.

Descending again, he whispered ta Peter:

“There is somebody talking above there. I am going to
push open the trap and jump in with my revolver. You,
of course, are not armed?”

“Ah have got mah razzer, boss.
work wiv dat ef it comes to a pinch.”

“I don’t like razoring. I’ve got another revolver.
Here, take it. Can you make use of it if anything hap-
pens to me?”

“Ah suah kin, boss, an’ ef I should make a miss ob it,
den dar’s de razzer to fall back on; oh, yes.”

“Well, keep close behind me,” said the old detective.
“I am going now.”

He stole up the ladder, and flashing his lantern care-
fully, examined the fastenings of the trap door.

It was secured by a peculiar bolt, which was evidently
woxked by a secret spring on the other side.

0ld King Brady studied it for a moment, and diseover-
mg how he could work it, prepared for business.

© At the same instant there came the sound of a heavy
fall overhead.

“QOh, mah good gollies, what’s dat? Hab dey killed yo’
partner, then?” faltered Peter, further down the lad-
der.

01d King Brady did not stop to answer him.

The time had clearly come to act.

With a quick movement, he turned over the trap door
and sprang into the room.

To his intense relief, he saw Harry, naked, facing
him.

“Qreat Scott, Governor! you have come just in time!”
Young King Brady cried. “There lies our demon of a
doctor! I have just knocked him out!”

“Quick! Secure him!” exclaimed Old XKing Bra-
dy.

He felt in one of his many pockets.

“Confound it! No handcuffs!” he gasped.

“Never -mind,” said Harry; “I’ve fixed him. Tie his
hands.”

0ld King Brady lost not an instant.

Meanwhile Peter had come up through the trap.

He shot one look around, and with a joyful cry of
“Mass Henry! Oh, Mass Henry!” he made a rush for the
dissecting table.

But there was no response from the drugged victim of
the demon doctor.

I can do heap good
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“He am dead!
darky.

“He is not dead,” cried Harry. “He is only drugged.
You two have come just in time to save us from a horrible
fate. We want to get right out of this place while we
can.” :

“Right!” said Old King Brady. “I see your clothes
hanging on the hook over there. Hustle them on as quick
as you can. Peter, dress your young master. Doubtless
those are his clothes on the next hook.”

Peter flew to his work,

With Old King Brady’s help, he got young Dimsdale
on hig feet, and once they got him started he was able to
help himself somewhat. |

In a few moments both the bhoys were dressed.

Meanwhile Old King Brady, who had been prowling
around, discovered a door communicating with a boarded

passage.

“This leads towards the cottage,” he said. “Let us get
Dimsdale ouf first and then we will return and see what
we can do with this man.”

“Is he dead?” questioned Harry. ’

“No, indeed! He breathes naturally. It is my belief
that he is only shamming. Shut the trap door, Peter.
Now let us go.”

Following the passage, they came to a ladder in a min-
ute.

This led up to a wall panel controlled by a peculiar
spring.
¢ And what Old King Brady could not find before he
found now, for as.the panel flew back, he found himself
looking into the unfurnished room in the cottage. -

“Safe at last!” he exclaimed. “On with your master,
Peter! Harry, are you able to return with me?” '

“Sure!” replied Harry. “I am all right now. What
shall we do with the man ?” '

“Bring him out of that if we have to carry him head
and feet.”

They passed back along the passage.

And as they drew near the door they saw that it was
ogen, while they had left it closed.

More than this, they saw the demon doctor standing
near the laboratory bench free of his bonds."

“Look out!” breathed Old King Brady. “We have got
business on hand!”?

The words had scarcely left his lips when a fearful
explosion shook the ground beneath their feet, and in an
instant everything was blotted out ahead of them.

Crash followed crash as they ran along the passage, and
gained the unfurnished room above.

Oh, he am dead!” wailed the faithful

* * * * * * * » *

Doubtless dynamite did it.

Whether the demon doctor intended to commit suicide
or whether he exploded the charges sooner than he in-
tended will ever remain a mystery.

What the Bradys saw when they reached the street was
a great mass of bricks and beams where the burned brew-
ery had stood.

Beneath all this lay the demon doctor, and the Bradys
let him lie.

Young Dimsdale proved quiet and tractable with Peter,
and they took him to his father’s rooms.

It was several days before his reason was restored.

Then he fold of meeting Dr. Savarin in a theatre, of
the acquaintance which followed, of their talks about the
occult and how the doctor had recommended him to spend
a night in the house of many mysteries if he wanted to see
a real ghost. ‘ ‘

As to what followed it was but dimly remembered; it
was too much like Harry’s experience to need description
here.

Deep was the gratitude of the Dimsdales towards the
Bradys for having saved the young man from an awful
fate, and most liberal was the reward which the detectives
received.

"Of course the Bradys informed the police what had
happened, and weeks: later the body of Dr. Savarin was
recovered. y

As for the Donovan murder, the records in the memo-
randum book found by Peter showed that Donovan had
assisted the doctor in his fiendish work. ‘

Probably the man turned on his master—hence his

going into hiding and his letter to Old' King Brady.

That Dr. Savarin had tracked him out and murdered
him there could be little doubt.

Young King Brady had seen the demon doctor dis-
guised with a red wig and beard, and there were witnesses
to prove that such a man had been in Donovan’s rooms on
the night of the crime. ‘ ‘

And so ended one of Chicago’s many mysteries.

We want it understood that, while the names are ficti-
tious, the facts are substantially true which we have re-
corded in this story of “The Bradys and the Demon
Doctor.”

THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS AND <JOSS HOUSE JIM’;
OR, TRAILING A CHINESE OPIUM GANG,” which
‘will be the next number (402) of “Secret Service.”

Snt——

SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdeader, send the price in money or poé’cage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies

you order by return mail.
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leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.H8

SPORTING.

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND. FISH.—The most complete
lsunting and fishing guide ever published. It containe full in-
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
fupgether with deseriptions of game and fish.

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
filustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
IFull instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
ptructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
~ No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSHE.—
‘4 complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
flor business, the best horses for the rosd; alse valuable recipes for
diseases pecaliar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
fook for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoces

£/l the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
£ C. Stansfield Hicks.

» FORTUNE TELLING. —

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BO" l—
@gataining the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true wean-
%GI salmost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
eurious games_of cards. A complete book.

-No. 23, HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
ffgem the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
(#7em the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
e Slucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.

No. 28. TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
‘iknowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
misery, wealth'or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this liftle
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
the fortuné of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, ete. Illustrated. A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving foll in-
@atruction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
irorizontal bars.and various other methods of developing a goed,
fhealthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Ivery boy. can
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
fm this little book.

No. 10, HOW TO BOX.—The art of _self-defense made easy.

©ontaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diﬁer:'

@nt ‘positions of a good boxer. KEvery boy should obtain ome of
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box'
without an instructor.

No. .25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
{imstructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
A handy and useful book.

No. 3¢. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery.
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
Mositions in fencing. A complete book.

; TRICKS WITH CARDS.

Ne¢ 1. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
Bplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
{® card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
aleight-of-baiid ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of

;mocia.lly prepared cards, By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

‘explaingd by his former assistant, Fred Huut, Jr.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—En-
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with #-
lustrations, B%A-. Anderson. .

Ne. 77, HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors

ic Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

cians.
MAGIC.
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of nragic aud
eard fricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricke

P

By | of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by

our leading nragicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,

-am it will both amuse and instruc

t.
No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller'’s second sight
r Explaining how
the secret dialogues were cartied on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signala. The only
authentic explanation of second sight.

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards. ineantations, etc.

No. 68 HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.~—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicala
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks nsed by magicians. Also contain-
i.n%the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

0. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing fuli
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By
A. Anderson. Fally illustrated. .

No. 78. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
Anderson. Fully -illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO_BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing ~
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Kmbracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. Hy A. Anderson

Illustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy
should know how'inventions originated, This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
pueumatics, mechanics, etc. 'The most instructive book published.

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full

instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer; -also directions for building # model locomotive; togethes
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.
" No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Fall
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aolian Harp, Xylo-
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of nearly every musieal instrument used in ancient or
modern times, Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Pitzgersid,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of.the lamtern, together with its History and inventiom.
Also full directions for its use and for paiating slides. Handsomely
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 71, HOW TO DO MBECHANICAL TRICKS.——Containing
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechaaical Tri

By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com-
plete little book, containing. full directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

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

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO- GENTLEMEN.~-
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also giving sample letters for instruction. .

No. 63. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful littie
book, telling you how to writ2 to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Every young man and eveiy young
lady in the land should have this book. .-

No. 4. HOW TO WRITE. LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Cof-

taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
Bettome,

also rules for punctuation and compesition, with



-

THE STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most ous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderfu] little boe

THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Contammg a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amupe-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.—This is ane of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical Joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.

0. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-

plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the dan

stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,

Scemc Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.
No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' J 0Kl§ BOOK.—Containing the lat-

est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and

ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages;

colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEHKEEPING.

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing
full instructions for constructing a_window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
lﬂo;;ve‘;s at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
ished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—~—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for ceoking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
paslt‘ry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks,

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birda.

ELECTRICAL.

* No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for makmg Electric Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George Trebel, A, M., M. Containing ower fifty il-
lustratxons.

HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
talmng full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coxls, dynamos. and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67 HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS —Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.

0. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry
Kennedy. The secret given away. Rvery intelligant boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It ig the
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, eard diversions, comic recitatioms, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regnlut.wns of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon croquet, dominoes, et
" No. 36. W TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS —Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52 HO\V TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key te same.
complete book., Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.

No. 13. HO‘W TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTPE.—It
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There’s happmess in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-

aring to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

=

DECLAMATION.

No. 27."HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.
-—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with many standard readmgs.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the pepular authors of prese and poetry, arranged in the most

le and concise manner possible.

o. 49. HOW TO DEBATE —Giving rules for conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best
sourees for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY. )

No. 3. HOWATO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are
fully explained Dy this little book. Besides the various methods of
hardkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full Jist of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
thhout one

HOW TO DANGE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrue-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-reom and at parties,
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square

I\o. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Ylverybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless, Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and
containing full instructions for the management and trammg of the
canary, mockmgb)rd bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc,

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY PIGEONS AND
RABB TS —A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus-
trated. By Ira Drofra

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints
on bow to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
I‘gso how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington

eene, .

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable bock, giving instructions in collectmg, preparing, mounting
and preserving bu'ds, animals and inse

No. 54, HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
ilhi)slgr;tiims, making it the most complete book of the kind ever
published. . R

MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8, HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A" useful and in-
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex-
periments in acoustlcs, mechanics, mathematics, chemxstry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14, HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for
makm%:ll kinds of candé ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc,. ete.

OW T COME AN AUTHOR. —~Containing full
information regardmg choice of subJects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
position of manuscript, essential to & successful author. By Prince

-Hiland,

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR ~—A won-
derful book, contaifing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
t'amlly Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-

- plaint

No. 55 HOW_ TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con-
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady,
the world-known detective, In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for beginmers, and also relates some adventures
and experiences of well known detective:

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER —~—Contain-

A |ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;

also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
'Xgansparencxes. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.
ney

62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET —Containing full explanations bow to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and wntten by Lu Senarens, author
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.”

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in-
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also confaining the course of imstruction, description
of grounds and buildings, hxstorleal aketch, and everything a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com-
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Become &
West Point Military Cadet.”

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.



Fame and Fortune Weekly

STORIES OF BOrS

By A SELF-

.32 Pages of Reading Matter

WHO MAKE MONEY

MADE MAN~

Handsomé Colored Covers

A NEW ONE ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY

PRICE & CENTS A COPY

This Weekly contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of

passing opportunities.

men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy.

Some of these stories are founded on true incidenis in the lives of our most successful self-made

Every omne of this series

contains a good moral tone which makes “Fame and Fortune Weekly” a magazine for the home, although each number

is replete with exciting adventures.

every effort is constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands.

ALREADY

A Lucky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street,

Born to Good Luck; or. The Boy Who Succeeded.

A Corper in Corn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick.

A Game of Chance; or, The Boy Who Won Out.

Hard to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street.

Buiiding a Railroad; or, The Young Contractors of Lakeview.
Winning His Way; or, The Youngest Editor in Green River.
The Wheel of Fortune; or, The Record of a Self-Made Beoy.
Nip and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street.

CWMID DN

10
11 A Lucky Penny; or, The Fortunes of a Boston Boy.

12 A Diamond in the Rough; or, A Brave Boy's Start in Life.
13 Baiting the Bears; or, The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street.
14 A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed.
15 A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest.
16 A Good Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune.

17 King of the Market:; or, The Young Trader in Wall Street.
18 Pure Grit;.or, One Boy in a Thousand,

19 A Rise in Life; or, The Career of a Factory Boy.

20 A Barrel of Money; or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street.

21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager.

How He Got There; or, The Pluckiest Boy of Them All
Bound to Win; or, The Boy Who Got Rich.

Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy.

A Borp Speculator; or, The Young Sphinx of Wall Street.
The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There.

Struck Oil; or. The Boy Who Made a Million,

A Golden lflsk; or, The Young Miners of Della Cruz,

A Copper Harvest; or, The Boys Who Worked a Deserted Mine.

The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists, and

Tell your friends about it.

PUBLISIIED.

29 A Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out With a Circus.
30 Golden Fleece: or, The Boy Brokers of Wall Street.

31 A Mad Cap Scheme ; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Cocos Island.
32 Adrift on the World; or, Working His Way to Forturnec.

33 Playing to Win; or, The Foxiest Boy in Wall Street.

34 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums.

35 A Young Monte Cristo; or, The Richest Boy in the World.

36 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Who Ran a Railroad,

37 Beating the Brokers; or, The Boy Who “Couldn’t be Done.”
38 A Rolling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record.

39 Never Say Die; or, The Young Surveyor of Happy Valley.
40 Almost a Man; or, Winning His Way to the Top.

41 Boss of the Market; or, The Greatest Boy in Wall Street.

42 The Chance of His Life; or, The Young Pilot of Crystal Lake.
43 Striving for Fortune; or, From Bell-Boy to' Millionaire,

44 Out for Business; or, The Smartest Boy in Town.

45 A Favorite of Fortune; or, Striking It Rich in Wal Street.
46 Through Thick and Thin; or, The Adventures of a Smart Boy.
47 Doing His Level Best; or, Working His ‘Way Up.

48 Always on Deck; or, The Boy Who Made His Mark,

49 A Mint of Money; or, The Young Wall Street Broker.

50 The Ladder of Fame; or, From Office Boy to Sepator.

51 On the Square; or, The Success of an Honest Boy.

52 After a Fortune; or, The Pluckiest Boy in the West.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, & cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

24 Union Sgquare, New York.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS

of our Libraries and cannot proclire them from mnewsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill
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
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FRANK TOUSEY, Publicher, 24 Union Square, New York.
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SECRET SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.
PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY

LATEST
The Bradys ard “Handsome [al”

ISSUES:
; or, Duping the Duke of Da-

ota.

The Bradys and the Mad Financier; or, T'railing the *“Terror’ of
Wall Street.

The Bradys and the Joplin Jays; or, Three “DBadmen” from
Missouri.

The Bradys and Lapt KKlondike; or, The Man from the North
PPole,

The DLradys and the Wall Street Club: or. Three Lost “Lambs.”

The liradys’ Lightning Raid; or, Chased Through the IHole in
tne Wall,

The Bradys and the Iip Sing Ling; or, After the Chinese Free
Masons.

The Lradys’ Diamond Syndicate: or, The Case of the “Marquis’”
of Wall Street.

The Bradys and the Seven Masks: or, Strange Doings at the
Doctors” Club.

lhe Biradys and the Dresident’'s Special: ‘The Plot of the

2*0)

'lhe Bradys and the Russian Duke; or, The (‘ase of the Woman
I'rom Wall Street.

The Bradys and the Money Makers; or, After the “Queen of the

ueer.
1adys and the Butte Doys

or,

Q
The ; or, The Trail of the Ten “Ter-
rors.’

'.lhe Blad)s and the Wall Strect “Widow” ; or, The Flurry in
JOR

The Ihadys Chinese Mystery; or, Called by the “King"” of Mott

Street.
The Bradys and “Brazos Bill”; or, Ilot Work on the Texas Bor-

der

The Bradys and Broker Black; or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall
Street.

» Hradys at Big Boom City; or, Out for the Oregon Land
Thieves.

The Bradys and Corporal Tim

The Bradys' Banner Raid; or,

or, The Mystery of the Fort.
The White Doys of Whirlwina

Camp.

The DBradys and the Safe DBlowers: or, Chasing the King ot the
Yeggmen.

The Bradys at Gold Lake: or. Solving a Klondike Mystery.

The Rradys and “Dr. Doo-Da-Day’; or, The Man Who was Lost
on Mott Street.

The Bradys' Tombstone “Terror”; or, After
Wreckers.

The Bradys and the Witch Doctor;
Orleans.

The Bradys and Alderman Brown;
Greenville.

The PBradys in “Little Pekin”; or, The Case of the Chinese Gold
King.

The Bradys rud the Boston Special; o
ing from Wall Street.

The Bradys and the Death Club: or, The Seecret Iland of Seven.

the Arizona Mine
or, Mysterious Work in New
After

or, the Grafters of

r, The Man Who was Miss-

'lhte RBradys’ Chinese Raid: or, After the Man-llunters of Mon-

Th; Imdvs and the Bankers’ ILeague: or, Dark Doings in Wall
Street.

The Bmdys Call to Goldfields: or, Downing the *‘Knights of
Nevada.

Trapped by a Fiend.

The Bradys and the Pit of Death: or.
an Who Woke upl

The Bradys and the Boston Broker; or, The M
Wall Street.

365 The Lmd)s Sent to Ning Sing.: or, After the l'rison Plotters.
366 The Bradys and the Grain (,moks: or. After the “"King of Corn.”
368 The Bradys in a Madhouse; ov, The Mystery of Dr. Darke.
369 The Bradys and the Chinege ~Come-0Ous’; or, Dark Domngs in
Doyers Street.
370 The Dradys and the Insurance Crooks; or, Trapping A Wall Strect
Gang.
371 The I3 ldd)S and the Seven Students; or, The Mystery of a Medical
College.
372 The DBradys and Governor Gum; or, Hunting the King of the
Highbinders.
373 The Bradys and the Mine ['akirs; or, Doing a Turn in Tombstone.
374 The Braays in Canaaa; or, Hunting o W all Street *\\ onder.”
375 The Bradys and the Ihighbwmders” League; or, The Plot 1o Burn
Chinatown,
376 The DBradys’ Lost Claim: or, The Mystery of Kill Buck Canyon.
377 The Dradys and the Broker's Double: or, Trapping a Wall Street
Tricksier.
378 The Iiradys at Hudson's Bay: or, The Search for a Lost Explorer.
379 The Dradys and the Kansas “Come-Ons’; or, Hot Work on a
Green Goods (ase,
380 Thle Bradys’ Ten-Trunk Mystery: or, Working for the Wabash
toad.
381 The Bradys and Dr. Ding: or, Dealing With a Chinese Magician.
382 ’lh\e ‘radys and “Old King Copper”; or, I'robing a Wall Street
Iystery.
383 ’“18 Bradys and the “Twenty Terrors™ : or, After the Grasshopper
ang.
384 Thl(' Bradys and Towerman “10": or, The Fate of the Comet
"lyer.
385 ThI:{\. tivadys and Judge Jump: or, The “Badman” From Up the
iver,
386 The DBradys and Prince Ii-Ti-I.i: or. The Trail of the IFakir of
'Frisco.
387 The Bradys and “Badman Bill” ; or, Hunting the Hermit of Hang-
town.
388 The Rradys and “Old Man Morey™ : or, Hustling for Wall Street
Millions.
389 'lhﬁ Bmd\s and the Green Lady: or, The Mystery of the Mad-
390 The Ixadys Stock Yards Mystery; or, A Queer Case from Chi-
cago.
391 The Bradys ard the 'Frisco Fire Fiends: or, Working for Larth-
quake Millions.
302 The Bradys' Race With Death; or, Dealings With Dr. Duval.
303 Thg Bradys and Dr. Sam-Suey-Soy: or. Hot Work on a Chinese
lew.
304 Th’i1 B radys and “Blackfoot Bill’”’; or, The Trail of the Tonopah
lerror.
395 The Dradys and the “L.amb l.eague™; or, After the Five Iakirs
of Wall Street.
396 The Pradys’ Dlack Iand Mystery: or, Running Down the Coal
Mine Gang. N
397 Thg Bradys and the “King of Clubs”; or, The Clew Found on the
orner,
398 The Iiradys and the Chinese DBanker: or, Fighting' for Dupont
Street Diamords,
399 The Bradys and the Bond Forgers: or, A Dark Wall Street, Mystery.
400 The Bradys’ Mexican Trail: or. Chaging the “King of the Mesa,”
401 The Bradys and the Demon Doclor or, The House of Many Mysteries.
402 The Bradys and *Joss House Jim’’; or, Trailing a Chinese Opium Gang
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