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Then suddenly came an explosibn; the whole window of the Chop Suey Shop was blown out.
Old King Brady sprang in front of Alice. Out the Chinks came tumbling, Harry in
his disguise leading. “Keep away,” he said by a secret sign.
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TWO CORPSES FROM HAVANA.

R,

<

Early one cold, December morning—to be exact, it was
at half-past seven o’clock on the day before Christmas—
an undertaker’s wagon came rattling down Wall street,
in the City of New York.
 The wagon was one of the open kind, and was empty,
save for a tarpaulin, which lay ofi the bottom.

Instead of making for the big gates of the Brooklyn
ferryhouge, it turned aside on South street and went down
upon the Ward Line pier, adjoining where the Havana
steamers tie up.

This was a few years ago, when the pier in question
was being 'reconstructed.

To-day it is closed in by a large shed. Then it was
open, with two or three temporary, frame shacks upon
it, and everything in confusion.

Gangs of carpenters were at work in various places,
huge piles of freight and lumber lay about.

The steamer Santee was tied up on the north side of
the pier, and the stevedores had already begun the un-
loading.

It was a scene of confusmn which was probably some-
what enhanced by the nipping cold.

The undertaker’s wagon pulled up alongside one of the
shacks, which had along the roof a sign reading, “Wharf-
singer.”

The lean, red-faced driver jumped down and opened
the door. :

“Want to see the wharfsinger!” he called out.

There were two men inside, hugging the little, cylinder
stove.

“What do yer want?” demanded one, with the true
New York snarl, which seems to be a part of the busi-
ness along the docks.

“I want de corpse,” was the reply.

“Are you from Merrill ?”’

“Yair.”

“Where’s yer papers?”

The driver took off his hat and from within the crown
produced the necessary permits.

“Dis way,” said the wharfsinger's assistant—the boss
had not vet shown up—and, followed by the man from
Merrill, he led the way down the wharf.

They brought up at another of the little shacks, which
the wharfman proceeded to unlock.

“Dere’s two of dese corpses,” he said, “and both are de
same name, which is kinder queer.”

“De name of mine is J. C. Lee, Care Merrill,” said the
driver.”

“I understand dat,” was the reply. “De name of de
other is J. C. Lee, too; but de address is 22 Bowery. I
sent dem a notice, and a man came down. He said he’d
have a man here last night to get it, but nobody came,
an’ you folks said de same ting.”

“Couldn’t get here last night,” retorted the driver.
“All our teams was out, but I’'m here extra early dis morn-
ing and dat orter do.”

The wharfman threw back the door and gave an excla-
mation of surprise.

‘And well he might, for the whole side of the shack
toward the water had been torn away.

The shack was away out at the end of the pier, beyond
the steamer’s bow.

Still, it was difficult to see how this could have been
done without attracting the attention of those upon the
deck of the Santee,

“Gee whiz!” cried the wharfman, “Somebody has
swiped one of de corpses and carried it off in a boat during
the night!”

“Tain’t mine, den,” said the driver, consulting the
card on the remaining coffin box. “Dis reads straight—
‘J. C. Lee, Care of Merrill, Sixt’ avner” Dis here is
mine.” ; .

“And the Bowery one is gone!”

“I don’t care nothing about de Bowery one. All I want
is me own corpse.”

“Your own corpse, you mut! What do you talk dat way
for, when vou hain’t dead vet? It’s like tempting fate.”

The undertaker’s man laughed coarsely.

“QOh, say, boss,” he retorted, “if youse was as used to
handling corpses as I am, deré wouldn’t be no supersti-
tion into you, no more dan dere is into me. Who do you
s’pose pulled off de job?” '

“Don’t know. How should I?”

“Hain’t you got no watchman on dis wharf?”

“He was drunk last night.”

“Den it means his ﬁmah all right.
have de corpse?”

“Yes, I suppose so. Your papers seem all right. Ter-
haps I orten to let it go, dough, under de circumstances.”

“Well, decide.”

“I - have decided—take it along.”

“Anybody to lend me a hand gettin] it into de wagon?”

“TIl help.”

“All right, den; Tl back up here.”

The undertaker’s man then backed up his wagon, and
the remaining corpse from Havana was lifted in and he
drove away.

He had not been gone ten mmutes, when Mr. Brown,
the wharfsinger, arrived.

Learning what had occurred, he Was naturally, thrown
into a state of great excitement.-

But, say, can T
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While he was “letting off steam,” to the disgust of his
assistant, two men came bustling into his office and dis-
played the shield of Secret Service detectives.

“You have a corpse up from Havana,” said one. “Name,
J. C. Lee. We want it. Here is an order from the col-
Jector. You will have to give it up!”

“Can’t,” retorted the wharfsinger, whose temper was
in no way improved by this sudden visitation.

“But you must! It’s Government orders.”

“Can’t help it. Can’t give up a corpse twice.”

“Has it been taken away?”

“Which one do you mean ?”

“I told you—the name was J. C. Lee.”

“Look here, officer! Come down to earth for a minute.
There came {wo corpses from Havana on the Santee, and,
as it happened, both Were marked, ‘J. C. Lee’ »

“Two I”

“And now you begin to get it into your head. What
was the address of your Lee?”

“Well, we haven’t that.”

“What about the corpse?”

“We have positive information that the cofﬁn contains
opium, and no corpse.”

“So? Well, that’s no affair of mine.” ’

“Are both gone?”

“Yes.”

“Who got them?”

“Merrill, the undertaker, on Sixth avenue, got one, and]
. the other was stolen during the night, thanks to a drunk-
en watchman, who was found asleep by this stove When
my man opened up this morning.”

“There’ll be trouble about this.”

“Well, you can’t ring me into it, then.
have come sooner.
twenty-four hours.”

“We came as soon as we got the tip.”

“You came too late.”

“What was the address on the 'stolen coffin?”

“<J. C. Lee, 22 Bowery Want to see how the job was
pulled off ?” '

The Secret Service men did, and went to see, and they
were shown.

Therenpon they departed, after looking over the pa-
pers of Undertaker Merrill’s man, which they found to be
perfectly correct.

They went away, still threatemng the wharfsinger, who
relieved his own feelings. by being particularly savage to
his assistant for the rest of the day.

But the fun had only just begun.

The Secret Service men hustled up to 22 Bowery.

Here disappointment again met them.

Nobody could be found who knew, or had ever heard
of, J. C. Lee.

Doubtless somebody lied, as the notification sent to that
number brought a man to look after the corpse, as has
been related, but the Secret Service men could make
nothing of the business.

They next went to the extensive undertaking rooms of
Merrill,"the “Funegal Director.”

Here they were met by a bland individual in black,
who, having seen their shields and heard their story, said:

You ought to
The Santee has been docked for

)

“Yes, we have the remains of Mr. J. C. Lee here, but

everything is perfectly regular, gentlemen; perfectly reg-
ular, T assure you.”

“We don’t know about that,” replied the talker of the
detectives. “Have you opened the coffin yet?”

“I have not,” was the reply. “I have been too busy
to attend to that matter yet.”

“Who is this J. C. Lee? Did you know the man?”

“I did not know him personally—no ; but his father is
an old customer of mine, Mr. Henry Lee, of No. 5
Fifth avenue. The son went to Cuba for his health, and
died there. His remains were shipped to me. Everything
is perfectly regular, gentlemen—perfectly regular, I as-
sure you.”

“Just the same,” persisted the detectlye “we have to
see what is in that box.”

“And so you shall,” answered the undertaker,
that right now. Step this way, please.”

And Merrill took the detectives into his httle morgue,
where the coffin box lay upon the floor, just as the man
had received it from the Ward Line pier.

It was lifted upon two horses, and the undertaker pro-
ceeded to remove the lid.

“Why, how is this!” he exclaimed, the moment he
caught a view of the interior.

For within the box was no expensive metallic casket,
such as he had ordered, but instead a cheap coffin, without
even a name plate.

“And now you begin to sit up and pay attention!”
sneered the talking detective.

Just then the undertaker was called to the shop.

“Be,patient a minute, gentlemen, and I will return and
open this coffin,” he said. “There is something wrong
here.® The casket I ordered by cable was of an entirely

“and

"different description, and qo such cheap outfit as this
{one.”

He departed and preSGIftly returned with a grave-look-
ing gentleman, whose whole appearance seemed to indi-
cate that he was a man of extensive means.

“This is Mr. Lee,” he said, introducing. “He has ¢ome
just at the right time, and I have explained to him the
object of your visit, gentlemen. We will now proceed to '
solve thig mvstery, if we can.”-

But the opening of the coffin only served to deepen .
the mystery. <

It contained no corpse.

At both ends were stones, carefully packed in excelslor,
to make weight.

The entire centre of the coffin was filled with packages
of opium, wrapped in the Chinese style.

“Thig is what we want!” cried the talking detective,
gleefully. “We confiscate these goods!”.

It was all right for them but it was hard on Mr. Henry
Lee.

Where was the box whlch contained the remains of his
son? *

The Secret Service man assured them that it had prob-
ably fallen into the hands of some gang of Chinese “hop
¢rooks.”

In his grief and excitement, Mr. Lee offered them the
case at their own price, but only to be informed that they
were Secret Service men, and could not undertake it.

Tater in the day the smuggled opium was removed, and
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Undertaker Merrill was out on an unavailing hunt for the
missing corpse.

In the meantime Mr. Lee consulted the police.

He went directly to the commissioner, with “hom he
‘happened to be personally acquainted.

“This is a case for d private detective,” said the com-
missioner,

“And whom would you recommend?” asked Mr. Lee.

“The best detective in the country to-day is Old King
Brady,” was the answer. “He is at the head of the Brady
Detective Bureau on Union Square. If he is not able to
undertake the case personally you will fame just as well
at the hands of his partners, Young King Brady or Miss
Alice Montgomery. They have had many cases among the
Chinese in New York and elsewhere. Moreover, they are
particularly adapted to the work, for the rcason that
Miss Montgomery speaks Chinese, something very un-
usual, especially in a woman. I should say the Bradys,
by all means.”

“Arid Mr. Lee, taking the commissioner’s advice, bent
his steps toward Union Square.

He was making no mistake, for the Brad}s stand to-
day foremost in their profession.

They .are by 1ong odds the most skillful detectlves in
the United States.

CHAPTER IL
OLD KING BRADY ON THE CHINESE BULLETIN,

Mr. Tee had consumed considerable time during his
visit to the Police Commissioner, for whom he was obliged
to Whit, so it was nearly noon before he turned up at
the office of the Brady Detective Bureau on Union Square.

Inquiring for Old King Brady, he was ushered into an
inner office, after sendmg in his card.

Here he found himself in the presence of a tall, elderly
man of striking appearance.

This was emphasized by certain peculiarities of dress,
which consisted of a long, blue goat, with brass buttons;
an old-fashioned stock and stand-up collar, and when on
the street a large, white felt hat, with an extraordinarily
broad brim. -

“Be seated. Mr. Lee,” said the old detective. “As it
happens, 1 am already informed of your troubles. You
have come, I presume, to talk the case over with me?”

“I have come to put it in your hands,” was the reply,
and the name of the Police Commissioner was mentioned.

“I am glad you called,” said Old King Brady. “As it
happens, I have already been ordered to take up this mat-
ter for the Secret Service Bureau.” . ‘

“I shonld prefer to have you work directly for me,” an-
swered Mr. Lee. ”’Any price you may name for your serv-
ices I will cheerfully pay.”

“It will be impossible and also unnecessary,” said Old
King Brady. “While we are not, strictly speaking, Secret
Service people in this office, our business is Jargely con-
fined to work for that bureau.. In this instance, as your
case is identical with the one we have assumed, you need
no other detectives, unless it suits your pleasure. To us
you will have nothing to pay.”

Mr. Lee then detailed his case.

It was substantially what has already been told.

The matter will receive our closest attention,” said

.

0ld King Brady. “Indeed, one of my partners has al-
ready gone to No. 22 Bowery to investigate the situation.
Yo% have a telephone in your house, I presume?”

Mr. Lee bad a telephone.

“Then I will call you up, just as soon as there is any-
thing to report,” said Old King Brady, whereupon the re-
tired banker—for such Mr. Lee was—left.

That afternoon there was a consultation at the office
of the Brady Detective Bureau.

There were present Old King Brady, Young King
Brady and Miss Alice Montgomery, the accomplished
female partner of the firm.

It was the first Old King Brady had seen of his part-
ner since his return from the Bowery.

“And what is the report, Harry?” he asked.

“No report,” was the reply. “I could find no one at
22 Bowery who would admit that they had ever heard of
a person named Lee.”

“The name undoubtedly means a Chinese case,” replied
0ld ‘King Brady. :

“Decidedly.”

“Did you see the drunken Watchman ?”

“No. I went to his house, but he has not shown up
there. It was hopeless to try to look him up-” .

“Decidedly so, for to-day. As this is the middle of
the week, it would be interesting to know where he got
the money to get drunk with.”

“Probably from those who stole the corpse.”

“I have little doubt of it. Did you see the shack on
the pier from which the corpse was taken?”

“Yes.”

“Well?” ‘

“The whole side, toward the water has been ripped
out. T don’t see how it is possible that the work could
have been performed without making a big racket.”

“You went aboard the Santee?”

“Yes. There was but. one watchman on deck after
mldmght The mate was very obliging and took the men
in hand. He forced him to admit that he was inside the
chart house most of the time. It was a very cold night
you know.”

“I know. Negleét of. duty on all sides; but that is the
style of the times. Now, how to begin is the questlon.
Evidently there is a new gang of hop crooks at work in
New York, as we were informeéd by the Secret Service
Commlasmner two weeks ago. The despatch from Ha-
vana, which caused him to act and send those fellows to
the Ward Line pier, does us no good, as it merely states
that the discovery had been made that opium had been
shipped in a coffin bearing the name J. C. Lee. It fails
to tell how the discovery came about, and I am in no
mood to waste time trying to get help from the Cuban
officials. We want to jump right in and get to work for
ourselves.”

* “The point is here,” said Harry “These hop crooks,
whoever they are, have a corpse on their hands that they
will find it difficult to dispose of. I was thinking, as I
came up oun the subway, that one of us ought to see Reilly,
the undertaker, on Elizabeth street, who attends to most
of the Chinese funerals, He may be able to give us a
tip.”’ ‘

®
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“That’s a good suggestion. “I'll attend to it. You and
Alice will have to get to your old job.”

“Qf disguising as Chinks and trying to buy opium?”

1 17eq ”

_ “But, Governor, it is so old, and we are so well known
in Chinatown now. Can't we think of something else?”

“But what ?”

“May I make a suggestion ?” said Alice..

“Certainly,” replied Old King Brady. “You know
how highly we value your suggestions, Alice. Go ahead.”

Suppose I disguise as a servant and go down into Chi-
natown alone to-night? I can pretend to be employed
by the Lees, and that on account of my ability to speak
Chinese they have sent me to Chinatown to look up the
corpse; I can say that they hdve found the opium and,
not wishing to bring the police into the matter, are will-
ing to give it up if the corpse is delivered at Mr. Lee’s
house, in which case no questions will be asked.”

“That’s rather a comprehensive suggestion,” replied
Old King Brady. “It will bear thinking over a bit. To
whom would you go?” .

' “To the different Chinesg bankers on ’\Iott and Pell
street.”

“That would be all right. The chances are that some
one of them is backing up these hop crooks; but how
would you account for your ability to talk Chinese?”

“T will fix up my face a bit, and pretend to be a half-
breed.” ,

“I think I can offer an amendment,” said Harry. “Sup-
pose we advertise for the corpse?”

“Ha! An original idea—in the Chinese newspaper,
you mean?”
“Yes. Alice can write out what is necessary. We will

disguise as Chinamen and post it on the wall at the corner
of Pell and Doyers street, and thus watch the Chinks
who read it.” : ’

“The trouble is, you would have to be in evidence for
2 considerable time.” i

“Suppose we do both?” suggested Alice. “Harry can
do the watching while I make the rounds of the bank-
ers.”

“Your scheme is a dangerous one, Alice.”

“Decidedly so,” added Harry.

“Well, let me disguise as a Chinaman, then. It is
within the bounds of possibility that the Lees should keep
a Chinese male servant who has not yet became acquaint-
ed in the Mott street colony.”

“I like that;” said Old King Brady.
me.”

“And the advertisement?” demanded Harry.

“I think we will cut that out,” said Old King Brady.
“We will try Alice’s scheme first. You .can go with her,
in your usual Chinese disguise.” :

“I prefer to go alone,” said Alice.

“And I decidedly prefer that- you should not,” replied
the old detective, firmly; “but Harry can remain on the
outside if you wish. One of us certainly should see where
you go in.”

“Decidedly,” added Harry.

Alice yielded.

1t was now decided to postpone the business until four
o’clock. :

“That appeals to

Shortly after that hour all three of these famous de-
tectives turned up in Chinatown.

They came down on the Third avenue surface road to-
gether; but sat apart, and pretended to pay no attention
to each othgers.

Leaving the car at Pell street, they entered single file
into Chinatown.

Alice and Young King Brady are most expert in mak-
ing up as Chinamen.

The latter, owing to his inability to speak Chinese, al-
ways poses as a deaf mute.

And Harry Ras met with considerable success in inves-
{igations undertaken while playing this difficult part.

But Alice’s Chinese work cannot be surpassed.

The daughter of a missionary and born in China, her
knowledge of the language is so perfect that never vet
has she heen detected on account of any peculiarity of
speech.

0ld King Brady went ahead and Harry trailed behind,
intending to keep Alice in sight so far as was feasible. .

Their first stop was at the dead brick wall at the cor-
ner of Pell and Doyers street.

Upon this one always sees dozens of little red strips of
paper pasted, bearing Chinese letters.

These posters state the public wants of the Chinese col-
ony.

They are notices of meetings of the different Chinese
gullds, of death, of politics which concern the colony, of
fresh importations of goods from China and many other
things. »

ThlS wall is known as the Chinese newspaper, -or bulle-
tin board.

Here Alice paused and looked over the notices, Harry
remalnmg behind her, while Old King Brady kept on his
way to the undertaker’s.

Almost at the instant the old detective went past a
young Chink, who had been leaning against the wall, shot"
a sudden glance ‘at him, and then, with an equallv ketn
one at Ahce, he whlpped out a strip of red paper and a
little brush, and rapidly posted the slip on the wall.

Then, turning down Doyers street, he darted in through
the door of the Chinese theatre, and disappeared.

Alice and Harry took this all in.

The former, reading the newly posted slip, turned on
Harry and sdid, in a hurried whisper:

“We want to follow Mr. Brady right up. You can walk
heside me and T will explain.”

“What now?” demanded Harry, as they hurried up
Pell street.

“Why, Mr. Brady is advertised for.”

“You don’t mean it! On the bulletin board ?”

[ YeS »

“Singular business! What do you mean by advertlsed
for??

“Precisely what I say, Harry. The advertisement
reads: ‘If the old detective, witl? the big hat, will con-
sult the hidden man, he will get the corpse of his friend.
Midnight. No, —— Pell street, chop suey house. Ask
for Hing Jock.”

“It beats the band! It looks as if these hop crooks
knew we were working on this case.”

“They are very, very shrewd, Harry. You see John
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Chinaman shuffling about, with his hands in his sleeves,
and you have no idea what he is thinking about; but, as I
have often warned you, his wits are all there every time.”

“Oh, I know. That young Chink who posted the notice
scemed to recognize us.”

“He certainly did. It is just as I said at the office,
when we had our talk this afternoon, we have prowled
about here in Chinese disguise so often that the Chinks
are onto us. It is next to impossible to deceive one who
has had occasion to come up against us before.”

“I think vou are right,” replied Harry. “But let us
hurry up. We want to catch Old King Brady at the
undertaker’s, if we can.”

And they did.

The old detective was still talking with the undertaker
when they entered the place.

By a secret sign he asked them not to reveal them-
selves.

So they merely nodded to him, and stood waiting.

“Reilly,” said Old King Brady, “these two Chinamen
are helping me in this business. They have something to
tell me. Could I use your back room for a few min-
utes?” :

“Sure,” replied the undertfﬂ\er “Step right in. You
need have no fear of evesdroppers if youseé is goin’ to talk
Chinee.”

“Which you may be very sure we are not,” laughed the
old detective. “It’s little enough Chinese that I under-
stand.”

“An’ it’s my opinion that you understand the haythen
very well,” retorted Reilly. “I hear you can speak every
language under the sun, and Chinee to boot. You can’t
fool me, Brady.”

“ Thank you for your good opinion, Reilly, but I’m not
that wise,” laughed the old detective, and he led the way
into the back room.e

Here, in the lowest of whispers,
cceurred. )

“Singular business !” said Old King Brady
heard of this hidden man?”

“I haven’t the least idea what it means,” replied Alice;
“but the same words mean fortune teller, in one sense.
I have translated them literally. They also mean hidden
man, or man inside of himself. There are several ways
of twisting it.”

“One thing is sure—the Chinks are dead onto us.”

“You would think so if you could have seen the look
which the fellow who posted the. bill gave you,” replied
Harry. “There can be no doubt whatever that you are
the person to whom the advertisement refers.”

“QOh, I don’t question that. I am thinking what we
ought to do.” ‘

“Suppose Harry and I go into this chop suey joint and
have a look around?” suggested Alice.

“Not you,” replied Old King Brady. “You must go
with me to interview the hidden man, and in your usual
dress. I shall surely need an interpreter there.”

“I’ll go alone,” said Harry, “and play the dummy. I
may be able to pick up something.” ,

“Do so,” replied Old King Brady. “You will find us
somewhere about Chinatown. Meanwhile Alice and I will
go down to Quong Lee’s, There she can change, and, in-

Alice told what had

“Who ever

cidentally Quong may be able to tell us something of the
hidden man.”

CHAPTER III.
OLD KING BRADY AND ALICE START ON A PERILOUS TRIP.
Quong Lee is the keeper of a basement opium joint on

Chatham Square.

Years ago Old King Brady found it in his way to do
the old rascal a very considerable favor, and since that
time he has considered himself under the deepest obliga-
tions to the old detective. '

Never yet has Quong Lee refused Old King Brady in-
formation, and often when giving it has been to the detri-
ment of his own countrymen.

And toward the opium joint Old King Brady and Alice
now wended their way.

But it was only to meet with disappointment.

N{)dding to the outside man, who always stands guard

-}in front of the opium joints, Old King Brady and Alice

descended the steps and passed through a long corridor
boarded up on both sides in the Chinese style.

A Qoor opening into the joint was passed.

Here sat another guard.

“Is Quong in his office, Ching Fow?” demanded the
old detective.

“Nope,” replied the fellow, in a singularly stolid way,
Old King Brady thought, for he kmew him  perfectly
well.

“When will he be in?”?

“No sabee.”

“Is Loy Moy in?”

“Yair.”

Loy Moy was a young man whom Quong Lee, who was
reputed to be fabulously rich, had associated with him
in the business.

But Old King Brady was not in the least inclined to
trust Loy Moy.

He and Alice passed on and entered the office, if the
dirty, little den could be so styled.

Yoy Moy sat at a table, working the sampan or count-
ing machine and writing in a tissue-paper book.

“Loy, where in Quong Lee?” demanded Old King
Brady.

“Him go San Flisco, Mlister Blady.
back one, two, t'ree week.”

It was discouraging.

The old detective pressed Loy Moy further, but could
not get much out of him.

Quonv Lee had gone away on busmess, and that was
all he knew, he declared.

Old King Brady introduced Alice, and asked the privi-
lege of having her change her clothes in Quong Lee’s
sleeping room, which was at the head of a narrow flight
of stairs.

Loy Moy cpened hlS eyes.

“What! Dat feller Missee Alice?” he exclaimed.

Alice spoke to him in Chinese.

“Belly goed—belly good"’ adding something in his
own language

“What does he say?” demanded Old King Brady.

“That I can use the room,” laughed Alice. “And he
added that I was such a perfect Chinaman that I could

Him no comee
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go into the Imperial Court at Pekin and never be sus-

pected.”

“And, upon my word, I think he is right,” said Old
King Brady.

For the old detective is exceedingly proud of Alice’s ac-
complishments.

" He considers her the most wonderful woman on earth.

Alice now went upstairs; she had used the rocm before
and knew her way, and after a few minutes came down
dressed in female attire.

The clothing she wore was part of an outfit which the
Bradys always keep at Quong Lee’s to enable them to make
quick changes when working in Chinatown.

And thus it will be seen how perfect Alice’s Chinese
disguise had been, for even Loy Moy, who had often seen
her disguised as a Chink, had failed to recognize her.

The question now was how to put in time untll Harry
looked them up.

0ld King Brady suggested that they go up Pell street
to the Tuxedo restaurant and eat a dish of sharks’ fins, a

"Chinese delicacy of which Alice is very fond.

As they were passing the chop suey house at which
they had the midnight appointment they saw a Chinaman
who was shuffling on ahead of them suddenlv raise his
hand and send a newspaper package, which he carried,
crashing through the window, whereupon he took to his
heels. |

Then suddenly came an explosion; the whole window
of the chop suey shop was blown out.

0ld King Brady sprang in front of Alice.

Out the Chinks came tumbling, Harry, in disguise,
Jeading:

“Keep away!” he said by a secret sign.

One of the Chinamen fell almost at Old King Brady 8
feet, with his face all cut and bleeding.

The others scattered, Harry going with those who ran
toward Doyers street.

“Mercy on us!” cried Alice.

“nghbmders work !” echoed the old detectlve “Come
away! This is no place for us!”

Nor was it, for a crowd was already collecting.

“What is it, Mr. Brady?” demanded a policeman, who
came hurrying down Pell street.

“A Chink threw a bomb in the window,” replied the
old Jetective. .

“Blame them tongers!” growled the policeman, and
he rapped the pavement with his club for help.

Old King Brady hurried Alice around into Mott street.

“Could that bomb have been meant for Harry?” de-
manded Alice, who clung nervously to the old detective’s
arm.

“QOh, I don’t think so,” was the reply. “Most likely
some of their own quarrels I have no idea that Harry
can have given himself away, but here he comes to speak

“for himself.”

Harry was approaching on a slow walk.

“We will go down Park street,” said Old King Brady.
“¥ don’t care to attract attention here.” ,

It was not until they were out of Chinatown that
either spoke.

“And now what was all that about'r”’ demanded OId
King Brady.

“Blest if T know!” replied Harry. “Somebody threw
a bomb through the window. The place is a wreck. I
thought you and Alice ought not to get mixed up in the
bucmess so I told you to keep away.”

“You were right. Anybody killed ?”

“There were two behind the counter, who went down,
and then there was that fellow who tumbled on the side-
walk. 1 didn’t stop to investigate, I assure you.”

“How near were you to where the bomb struck?” de-
manded Alice.

“Oh, I was away over at the other end of the room,”
was the reply. “I had just finished a dish of chop suey.”

“Strange business!” gaid Old King Brady. “Did you
pick up anything in there?”

“No. It was all Chinese talk. No one came near me.
My visit was simply a waste of time.”

“I hope Hing Jack isn’t one of those who wete knocked
out,” said Old ng Brady. “If so, we have to begain
over again, I presume.” :

They passed on to the City Hall and, taking the sub-
way, rode far uptown to kill time.

It was decided that Harry should pull'out, for Old King
Brady did not approve of too many crowding in on the
“hidden man.”

So Harry started for home, and at mldmght the old
detective and Alice again turned up in Chinatown and
walked up Pell street.

The window of the wrecked chop suey shop was now
boarded up, and the door was fastened by a new pad-
lock.

“This settles our case,” remarked Old King Brady, dis-
gustedly. “Nothing doing to-night, I am afraid.”

He was ahout to turn away, when a young Chink sud-
denly shot across the street and stood at their side.

Alice instantly recognized him as the same person who
had posted the notice on the Chinese bulletin board.

He looked at O King Brady and then, turning to
her, said something in Chmese

“Sha]l I answer? 9» Alice asked the old detective by a
secret sign.

“Yes,” replied Old King Bradv, and Alice immediate-
ly began talking to the Chinaman.

They conversed for some minutes.

Alice then drew the.old detective aside.

. “He says that Hing Jock was killed by the bomb,” she
said. “He says further that he will guide us to the hid-
den man, but that we shall have to be blindfolded.”

“Tell him no,” replied Old King Brady, emphatically.
“I won’t go that way.”

Alice repeated this in Chinese.

The young Chink seemed greatly disturbed, and talked
rapidly in Chinese.

“He assures me that no harm ghall come to us,” said
Alice. “He says that this is all for your good.”

“Put the case plainly to him. Ask him if he will show
us the corpse, and how we are going to get it if we don’t
know where we are going 7

Alice tried it again.

“He says that there will be nothing doing unless we
20,” she said. “And if we do go, we will surely get the
corpse. I'm not a bit afraid, Mr. Brady. The fellow
seems to be perfectly sincere.”

<
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“Well, we will risk it,” said the old detective, after a
few moments’ reflection. “There is always risk in the
Chinese detective cases, anyhow. We have put lots of
them through to success, and have managed to survive up
to the present time.”

Alice translated to the Chinaman, who, spoke a few
rapid words, and then hurried away.

“What are we to do?” demanded Old King Brady.

“Go to the top floor of No. Mott street,” re-
plied Alice. “There we will be told what to do next.”

They went around on Mott street.
 Now, 0ld King Brady is a man who, once he under-
‘takes to do a thing, wastes no time in useless talk.

He had determined to assume the risk of this interview
with the hidden man, so he said no more about it, bat
boldly entered the Mott street temement, and made his
way upstairs.

Here there were six doors opening into the hall.

The building was actually two old-fashioned houses
which had been raised several stories and joined together,
- forming what is called in New York a “double-header,”
that is, a tenement house with a central stairway and
separafe sets of apartments on each side.

“Where are we to knock?” whispered Alice.

“That’s a problem,” was the reply. “Let me see. I
believe I will wait a few minutes. Probably we are ex-
pected. . Somebody may open a door.”

But the question was speedily settled by the coming np-
gtairs of the young man who had posted the notice.

He nodded and led the way to the rear door on the
left.

This he proceeded to open with a key, and, the Bradys
were ushered into a vacant room.

“Now I will blindfold you,” said the Ohlna.man to Alice
in Chinese.

He produced two large, new, white silk handkerchiefs,
which he securely tied over the eyes of the detectives.

Then they heard him lock the door.

Next he shuffled across the room, and a gohg bell rang
out sharply.

There was a brief wait, and then Old King Brady be-
came sensible of the presence of other perkoms in the
room.

He did not hear them come, and they did not speak.

Just how he knew they were there it would be hard to
explain, but he was positive of it, and in a minute his
suspicions were confirmed by the shuffling of several pairs
of feet.

Some one took his hand and something was said in
Chinese.

The old detective was led forward,.then round and
round in a circle for a few minutes,

Then it was forward again, and a Chinese voice said:

“Puttee your hand aglainst the wall, Mr. Blady. Now
‘we go dlownstlairs.”

The descent was a long one.

0ld King Brady was satisfied that they were bemg con-
ducted mto some one of the undororound dens Wxth which
rumor credits Chinatown of many.

At length they came to the- end of the stairs and moved
along on the level.

Doors slammed behind them, and they could hear bolts .
shot and keys turn.

0ld King Brady began to grow seriously alarmed, not
50 much on his own account as Alice’s.

At last he became aware that they had entered a brill-
iantly lighted room, and here the halt came.

Something was said in Chinese,

“We are to count a hundred and then remove the band-
ages ourselves,” said Alice.

0Old King Brady counted aloud. :

As he did so it seemed to him as if he could hear a
chuckling laugh. '

As he spoke the words “one hundred” he pulled off the
handkerchief, and found himself facing ‘

But we have reached the limit of our chapter, and for
further disclosures the reader must wait.

CHAPTER IV. ‘
TIARRY’S ADVENTURE ON THE BOWERY.

Harry, although he took his sidetracking quietly
enough before his chief, inwardly resented it.

What was more, he determined not to submit to it.

So, instead of going home, as he had been ordered to
do, he went to the office, and, entering the costume room,’
disguised himself in a seedy suif, with hat and shoes to
match.

He then returned to Chinatown, and started to watch
for the reappearance of Old King Brady and Alice.

But it was not with any idea of joining them.

He was strangely restless, and when Young King Brady
gets these fits upon him he wants o be ever on the move.

He went first to the wréked chop suey house and
found it closéd up, as Old King Brady and Alice had
seen it.

It was now half-past twelve, and, as the old deteetwe
and Alice had already started on their adventure, Harry
did not run into them, although he made the complete
rounds of Chinatown.

At last he drifted up the Bowery, which of late years
has become, perhaps, the shabbiest business street in New
York.

It was getting on toward one o’clock and the bread line
was collecting before the mission, for at one bread is
given out free to each applicant, and here the scum of the
great city congregates.

It was a pitiful sight to watch these wrecks of human-
ity standing in line and shivering in the frosty air.

Many of them were in rags, scarcely one had an over-
coat, and not a few wore thin, summer suits and straw
hats. '

It did not improve Harry’s restless fit any to watch:
them; in fact, it made him worse, for Young King Brady
has a profound sympathy for these people.

That their own folly has brought them into
their wretched condition, as a rule, has no infiluence with
him:

¥or there they stand, night after night, deserted by
all the world; the most abjectly wretched company of
human beings to be found anywhere on earth.

As he walked past the bread line Young King Brady
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spotted one young fellow, who seemed to him an object of
the profoundest sympathy.

He could not have been more than twenty-four years
old; his face was singularly striking. But his cheeks
were hollow and sunken and the skin seemed to cling to
the bomes.

His great, black eyes wore an expression of utter mis-
ery. He was wasted almost to a shadow, and he tottered
as if he was about to fall.

“Morphine fiend !” thought Harry, who knows the
gigns well. “Probably hits the hop, too. I wish I could
help him, but I suppose his is a gone case.”

The thought had no more than taken form when the
young man suddenly stepped out of the bread line, al-
though his position was almost up at the head.

He glided across the street, and stood leaning aoalnst
the pillars of the elevated road.

Tmpelled by both curiosity and sympathy, Young King
Brady crossed the Bowery dlagonally and came up be-
hind him.

As he did so he observed the young man take a small
bottle out of his vest pocket.

He removed the cork with trembling hand, and was
just about to raise the bottle to his lips when Harry shot
up behind him and snatched it away.

The young man turned fiercely upon him.

“Say, give me that bottle back!” he snarled. “What
business have you to butt in? Give it back, I say!”

Harry sniffed at the bottle.

“Majendies solution of morphine,” he said, quietly.
“What are you trying to do—kill yourself?”
“Yes, I am,” retorted the other, fiercely.

to you?” ®

“A whole lot » replied Young King Brady, flinging the
bottle into the street, where it was shivered to atoms.
“You are a little too young to die, and I stand roady to
help you to live.”

The young man’s eyes filled w1th tears. All morphine
fiends weep on the slightest provocation, but the words
were kindly spoken, which may have helped.

“T don’t want to live,” he muttered. “Can you ask
why ?”

“You look pretty rocky; but there is' always a chance

for a young man, like you.”

" “There is no chance for me—I'm a dead one!”

“No, you are not. Look here. I am going to make you
an offer. Are you hungry?”

“Starving—that’s all!”

“Then come with me, and I will feed you. I'll get you
a comfortable room and pay the rent for a week. To-
morrow T’ll rig you up with a new suit of clothes and try

to get you a job.” 7

“Useless;” was the reply; “but just the same it is very
kind of you to offer all this.”

“You are an opium fiend?”

“You don’t have to ask. Anybody can see that.”

“T’ll pay your way through a cure. Now, then, how
does that strike you? Will you come along w1th me ?

“Who are you?”

“My name is Brady. I am not what I appear to be.
I am a detective in dlsgmse »

“What’s. that .

“You mean to arrest me for trying to commlt suicide.
That’s your game.”

“That is un;ust also foolish, for if I had wanted to
arrest you I should not have gone about it as I have.
Brace up! Try and be a man. You may have years of
happiness before you yet.” .

The young man seemed to waver—morphine fiends al-
ways waver.

“I was dead wrong,” he said. “I own it. I am sure
you mean kindly. You have deprived me of the means
of death, which I have kept by me for weeks. As I can’t

get more morphine, I suppose I shall have to yield; but I
ghall die if I don’t have my regular dose.”

It was the same old story.

A moment before ready to end life and now fearing
death ! ;

But Harry had met with more than one such case, and
he understood.

“You shall have vour dese,” he said. “Come with me.”

“On one condition only. If you cannot humer me in
that I will not go.”

“Name it.”

“That you don’t ask me my iname nor any past his-
tory. I will reveal neither. T had sooner die first.”

T accede willingly. But give me a name to call you
by for convenience sake.”

“Call me Fred.” ‘ )

“Right. Now, come.” ,

“Just a minute more. I have begun to believe that
there is hope for me. I'm going to stick to you.”

“That’s what I waunt.” .

“Wait. You don’t understand. I want morphine now,
but I can wait for the food." Im fact, I had rather. In
the meantime, if you are a detective, I can tell you some-
thing which may interest yon, and in a way repay you
for the kindness you propose, to show me.”

“What is that?”?

“Don’t ask-me now. Give me the morphine first.”

Harry took him to a notorious drug store, which stands
on the Bow ery, with- doors open night and day.

Needless to state the nature of the business which keeps
it alive.

Opium for the opium fiends, cocaine for the cocaine
fiends ; but to obtain the drugs one must be known in a
way at least, and Fred beeeachﬂd Harry to let him go m
alone.,

“They will refuse me, surest thing
said.

“You promise me not to take more than your usual
dose?” demanded Harry.

“I promise faithfully,” was the reply.

“Then take this dollar and go on.”

It was all Young King Brady could do, but even now
he felt it a risk.

But Fred was true to his word.

He came back with his big, black eyes sparkling like
diamonds.

“Now I am good for an hour,” he said. “After that
I will eat'and go to bed; but you don’t have to get me
a room. I have one, and the rent is paid till the end of
the week. I am going to talw you there now—see?”

“And why"”

; if you don’t,” he
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. Fred took Harry’s arm.

“There has heen a murder committed,” he whispered.
“The corpse lies in the next room to mine. I have been
trying all day to muster up courage to report the case to
_ the police, but I could not bring myself to do it. If you
are a detective it may add to your laurels to be the first
to discover the crime.”

“Y will go with you. Who is the dead person?”

“A young man. I don’t know who he is. They didn’t
kill him there; at least I don’t think so. They brought
him into the room in a box last night. They chopped
the box up and burned it. I couldn’t sleep. I heard all
their talk, but it was in Chinese, so I could only under-
stand a few words.”

“You understand some Chinese, then?”

“Yes, a little; but no matter about that.
Chinese in that house.” ‘

“How came you to go into such a house to room?”

. “Now you are asking me questions, and you promised
that you wouldn’t. I just can’t tell you, but I will say
this much: I went there with a Chinaman, and we had
the room together for a while; but he is dead now, and I
stayed behind, Will you go?”

“Sure. Are you certain the corpse is still in the room?”

“Tt was this evening. I bored two peepholes in the
door and got a sight of it.” -
© “Who is the tenant in the roomn ?”

“There has been mnobody in there this leng fime. 1
don’t understand the business any more than you do; but
the case ought to be looked into. Will you go now?”

“In just a minute. Come across to that little restau-
rant and get a cup of strong coffee and some bread or but-
ter and cake= ”

Fred demurred at first, but finally allowed hlmeelf to
be pursuaded.

Harry got further particulars out of him while he ate,
and among others the number of the building on the Bow-
ery in which he had his room.

‘What this number was, we do not propose to s’cate fur-
ther than to say that it was within a stone’s throw of Pell
street and on the borders of Chinatown.

And thither Harry and his peculiar compamon now
went.

Fred led the way up to the second floor and opened
the door of a small hall bedroom in the rear.

“Make no noise,” he whispered. “They may be in the
other room now.”

They had come upstairs on tiptoe, and he closed the
door with all caution.

-The room contained only a dirty bed, a washstand and
a chair.

A door opened into the larger room beyond, and Fred
whispered that it was bolted on both sides, and at the
same time pointed out the gimlet holes he had bored.

But the other room was dark, and Harry could make
out nothing.

“Tm going to break in,” he breathed, “but I will do
it from the hall.”

“Wait I’ whispered Fred. “It seems to me that I hear
footsteps coming upstairs now.”

Harry opened the hall door slightly and listened for a
second, then closing it again, f

They are all

“You are right. There is somebody coming,” he whis-
pered.

They waited breathlesslv and heard three men enter
the room beyond. :

Young King Brady had now become intensely interest-
ed.

Of course, he was thinking of J. C. Lee all the while.

Had he located the missing corpse?

If so a large reward seemed certain.

Besides this, it might let them out on the- hOp crooks’
case. :

“Fred,” he whispered in his companion’s ear, “this is
a very important matter, and I have a strong idea that
the mysfery is connected with the very case which brought
me to the Bowery to-night. Will you lend me a helping
hand?” ‘

“Sure,” was the prompt 1ep1\

“Then clip downstairs and watch. I have an idea that
the intention is to carry the corpse “out of the house. If
g0, I want you to follow these fellows, as I may not be
able to do it.”

“I’ll do the best I can, but there isn’t much left of me.
Where shall I report?”

Harry slipped him a card bearmg his home address.

“You know where that is?” he asked, as he mentioned
the street and number.

“Oh, yes.”

“Then be off with you.

Fred slipped out.

Meanwhile a light had appeared in the room beyond
and came streaming through the peepholes.

Harry peered through one of them.

.'The room appeared to be bare of furniture.

Lying on the floor he could sec the body of a young
man, manifestly dead.

Two rough]y dressed white men stood over it, talking
in tones too low to enable Harry to distinguish words.

Just then a third spoke from nearer the door, and
louder.

“Come on,” he said.
night?”

Then the two men picked up the corpse between them
and started for the door.

Was it the corpse of the missing J. C. Lee?

Softly now.”

“What’s the use waiting all

CHAPTER V.
OLD KING BRADY AND ALICE INTERVIEW THE HIDDEN MAN.

What Old King Brady and Alice saw when they re-
moved the silk handkerchiefs from their eyes was a shabby
room, with little furniture, and that in the Chinese style.

It was lighted by a colored, hanging lantern, and over
in one corner was a rude sort of cage or cabinet, built of
rough hoards.

In the upper part of the closed door was a little, grated
window, behind which hung a curtain of thin, red mate-
rial.

Upon the door were several Chinese characters.

There was no one in the room but the detectives, and
within the cabinet all was silence.

“What do -those characters mean?” 0ld King Brady
asked.

“To open this door means deatl,” replied Alice.
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“Very well,” said Old King Brady, “then we certainly

won’t open the door.”

It seemed as if he could hear a low chuckle behind the
door of the cabinet, but he could not be certain.

Several minutes of absolute silence followed.

Growing impatient, Old King Brady exclaimed:

“Come, come! Start business here, whoever you are!

Immediately a voice behind the curtain said something
in Chinese.

Alice answered.

“What does he say?” demanded Old King Brady.

“ ‘1 am the hidden man of Chinatown,” ” replied Alice.
“And, ‘since you have an interpreter, it saves me the
necessity of supplying one. I .speak only Chinese.””

“Tell him that I will talk that way, but that each thing
he says must be transiated, and I will dictate your reply.”

Alice repeated this in Chinese, and the hidden man
answered. .

“He says that will be all nght » Alice said.

And then followed the conversation, which we propose
to give just as though it had taken place between Old
King Brady and the hidden man direct.

“Who are you, and why have you brought me here?”
demanded Old King Brady.

“] am the hidden man of Chmatown I have brought

‘you here for no other purpose than to help you along in

he difficult and dangerous case which you have under-
taken.” ‘

“Will you tell me your name?”

“«T will not, but I will tell you other thmgs which are
sure to interest you more. You want the corpse which

- was stolen by mistake from the Ward Line p1er last

night?”

“Yecs. Where can I find it?”

“You will find it lying on one of the steps of the Thalia
Theatre at two o’clock.”

“Two o’clock, this morning?”

“Yes.” ‘

“That is very satisfactory. What else?”

“You want the men who tried to smuggle opium from
Havana in the coffin?”

“I certainly do. Can you help me to get them?”

. “I can”

“Who are they, and where are they to be found ?”

“I cannot tell you who they are, nor where they are
to be found in Chinatown.”

“What, then?”

“Wait. I can tell you how to catch these hop crooks
in the act.” :

“Well ?”

“Watch for the arrival of the steamer Furnam Castle,
which is daily expected. After she is docked the hop
crooks will go to her secretly at night to get opium, which
is to be smuggled in. They will receive it from the Chi-
nese steward of the steamer. If you are sharp and right
on hand you can catch them in the act.”

“What about getting in ahead of them and arresting
the steward ?”

“T don’t care how you do it!”?

“Why do you tell me all these things?”

“Because you once did me a service, and I want to
Tepay you?”

“You are a New York Chinaman?” ]

“No matter. To you I am the hidden man of -China-
town. That is enough. 1 want to see you safely through
this case.” , N

“I am very much obliged to you.”

“That need not be mentioned.”

“There was a bomb thrown in Chinatown tfo-day, in
through the window of the chop suey shop of Hing Jock,
where I was directed to go.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Hing Jock was killed.”

“I know.”

“Has his killing anything to do with this case?”’

“Nothing whatever.” ,

“Is there anything more you wish to say?”

“Noj; except that in case of failure you are to come to
me again.”

“And how shall T reach you?
brought here blindfolded.”

“You will post a notice in Chinese on the bulletin wall,
saying that you wish to see me.”

“And then?”

]I shall find means to communicate with you and make .
an appointment, You will be brought in here again as you
were before.”

“Very well. I am going now.” »

“Go. Goodbye and good luck 1” ‘

The- voice ceased to speak, and a bell suddenly rang
ountside of the room door. ‘

It was immediately unlocked, and the young Chinaman
appeared.

“You are ready to go?” he asked Alice, in Chinese.

“Yes,” was the reply. .

“Very well. T will blindfold you again.”

He did so.

As soon as the handkerclnefs were adjusted Old King
Brady and Alice heard others enter the room.

They were now taken out as they came in, and their
mysterious journey ended when they found themselves in
the Mott street room once more.

There was no one present but the young Chinaman.

“Did you get what you wanted ?” he asked Alice, civilly,
in Chinese.

“I think we did,” replied Alice.

“I am glad. I am going now. In five or ten minutes

Remember we were

you can follow.”

Alice translated.

Old King Brady handed the young Chink ten dollars.

He accepted it with a pleased expression and, bowing,
left the room.

“Well, upon my word, this is a very singular piece of
business,” exclaimed Old King Brady.

“Oh, the Chinese are nothing if not mysterious,” re-
plied Alice. “You have many friends in the colony; prob-
ably it is just as the hidden man says, you have helped
him, and he wants to help you in return.”

In ten minutes Alice and the old detective left the
house.

More time had bﬂen consumed than thev supposed, It
was now after one o’clock.

“We will go around by the Thalia Theatre and have a
look,” said Old King Brady; “but I must confess I have
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not the fullest confidence in the promlses of this hidden
man.”

“I have,” replied Alice.
will do a thing, he does it.
this case.”

“His intentions may be good, and yet he may be mis-
taken. I fail to see how he can actually know that the

- body will be on the theatre steps, unless he is one of the
gang who have it in charge.”

“He may be that, even, and yet anxious to help you.”

They passed the Thalia Theatre, but there was no
corpse in evidence.

Still it was long ahead of time. :

“We can’t hang around the Bowery this cold night,”
said Old King Brady. “We will take a ride uptown on
the elevated and return here at two o’clock.”

This was done, and promptly on time Old King Brady
left the elevated at the Canal street station.

“And now for our corpse,” remarked the old detective.
“I am very curious tp see if what the mysterious one says
will come true.”

“Look!” exclaimed Ahce “There seems to be some
excitement over there by the Thalia.” >

~ Sure enough, in front of the ancient theatre, once the
pride of the Bowery, quite a crowd had collected, hut
they were now beginning to disperse.
They were a shabby looking lot, for the most part from
the bread line.

“When a Chinaman says he
1 believe it will prove so in

A policeman came up the Bowery as Old King Brady |

and Alice crossed the street.

He happened to be a man whom Old King Brady knew.

“Good evening, officer,” said the.old detective.

“Q0h, good evening, Mr. Brady,” was the reply.
are a little late, aren’t you?
the job.”

“What do you mean?
crowd?”

“Why, there was a corpse found lying on the steps of
the Thalia. Your partner said you knew all about it. Fe
is just after taking it away.” ~

“My partner ! Oh yes. Where did he take it to?”

“Merrill’s undertakerlng shop on Sixth avenpe. One
of Reilly’s wagons did the work.. I ¢’pose by rights I
ought not to have let him do it; but he assured me that
you knew all about it; and that the man died down in
Havana. He said you would see me straight.”

“Quite right, officer. Much obliged.”

“What’s it all about, annyway?” demanded the police-
man, curiously.

Old King Brady told &im the story of the corpse, feel-
ing that there was no reason why he should not.

“Ah, them Chinks is up to every trick,” said the po-
liceman. “Well, so long, Mr. Brady. I'm glad you got

_it, annyhow.”

“Well done, Harry!” exclaimed Alice, as they turned
down Canal street and started across town.

“He should have done as he was ordered,” replied Old
King Brady; “but seeing that he has won out I suppose
I ha\e nothing to say.”

“It looks as if the hidden man meant busmess.”

“Well, yes. He got the time wrong, though. T hope
it proves to be the right corpse.” .

“You
Usually you are right on

What is the occasion of this

Old King Brady was puzzled, and just a bit vexed that
Harry should have taken the bit in his teeth, so to speak.

But he wisely determined to say nothing about it, so
he changed the subject, and, with Alice, hurrled to Mer-
ril’s private morgue. .

This extensive establishment is open at all hours.

Merrill himself was not present, but a civil assistant
met the detectives, and Harry was with him in the office.

“What's all th1s'?” 0ld King Brady demanded. “You
have cut in ahead of us, it seems.”

“Yes, by accident.”

“What accident ?” A

“I will tell you later, Governor. First thing is to de-
termine if we have the right corpse. I have sent a mes-
senger for Mr. Lee. I expect him any minute now. Did
you see the hidden man?”

“Yes, we did; but all that will keep. I want your story
now.”

“You shall have it, then,” replied Harry, and, drawing
0ld King Brady and Alice to one side, he proceeded to
tell of his adventure on the Bowery.

“And you followed those men out of the house and saw
them deposit the corpse on the steps of the Thalia Thea-
tre?” demanded the old detective. -

‘(Yes »

“What sort of looking fellows were they ?”

“Just ordinary toughs. » :

“How did they marnage the job?”

“Why, they got the corpse by the arms between them
and dragged it along, as if they were carrying a drunken
man.” '

“You did not attempt to shadow them?”

“No. I was perfectly satisfied that the dead man was
young Lee, so I stayed by and left my morphine friend t6
do the shadowing.”

“It is to be hoped he will make something out of it.
You have not seen him since?” .

“No. I had all I could do to settle with the policeman,
who came along, and to keep back the crowd. Then I had
to go around to Reﬂlvs and arrange to have him bring
the corpse here, :

“I see. Well, if it proves to be all right I shall be glad;
but here comes Mr. Lee now.”

The door had opened, and the old banker came hurry-
mg in. :

“And you have really found the remains of my unfor-
tunate son?” he demanded.

“We hope so,” replied Old King Brady.
to decide.”

And the decision was quickly rendered.

The hanker at once ideatified the dead man as his son,
J. C. Lee.

“Tt is for you

CHAPTER VI.
HARRY MAKES A STRIKE. .

. Mr. Tce drew a liberal check for the Bradys rlght there
at the private morgue. _
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Thus, at the outset of their case, the detectives were
compensated for the trouble they had been put to.

And that ended the work of the night.

Of course, Old King Brady told Harry all about the
hidden man before they retired.

“Shall you follow up the lead about the Furnam Cas-
tle?” Harry asked.

“Such is certainly my intention,” was the reply; “but
we must work independently of that. I am not depend-
ing upon my hidden man.”

Harryglooked to see Fred come to him in the morning
with a report, but the morphine fiend did not appear.

The first thing done was to consult the papers and see
if the arrival -of the Furnam Castle was reported, but it
was not.

After opening his morning mail Old Xing Brady went
downtown to look up the steamer’s record, to find out

A .
who were her owners, and to whom she was consigned.

Alice had other business to attend to, and Harry, about
ten o’clock, started for Chinatown to look up Fred.

He went to the house on the Bowery and ascended to
the hall bedroom.

The door was locked and there was no response to his
knock.

Harry got out his skeleton keys and readily opened the
door.

There was no one.in the room, but the bed had evident-
1y been slept in.

What puzzled Harry was to find Fred’s old clothes scat-
tered about.

Everything was in evidence, even to the hat and shoes.

It looked very much as if the occupant of the room had
dressed himself in other clothes and decamped.

Harry sat down in the chair to think.

He could not understand thlie situation; but then, he
thought, perhaps, after all, the young man was not what
he seemed.

While-he sat there thinking footsteps were heard on
the stairs, and in a moment some one knocked on the
door. :

“Come in! The door is open!” called Young King
Brady.

The door was then thrown back, and a Chinaman
dressed in American clothes looked into the room.

“Hello! You are not the man I want,” he said, speak-
ing in almost perfect English.

Harry had adopted his disguise of the night before, and
now he had reason to congratulate himself upon having
done so.

“No; I'm the other fellow,” he replied, coolly.

“Oh! Freds friend?”

“Yes.” ,

“Will Fred be in soon?”

“I am’ expecting him every minute. Won’t you sit
down and wait?”

“Yes,” replied the Chink; “I think I will wait a little
while.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and looked Harry
over curiously. -

“You seen Fred since last night ?” he asked.

“Yes,” ventured Harry, determined to draw the fellow
out as well as he could.

And the Chinaman’s appearance was such as might wel)
excite suspicion.

He was not merely well dressed; his clothes were of
the most expensive kind and made in jhe latest style.

He wore a heavy gold chain and a hig diamond stickpin
glistened in his four-in-hand tie. In addition he hagd
in his cuffs a pair of diamond buttons, worth five hundreq
dollars at least. ,

In short, the fellow looked to be suspiciously prosper.
ous.

“He either knows how to hit the races or he is a hop
crook, one of the two,” Young King Brady said to him.
self.

What had the wretched morphine fiend to do with such
a man?

But all these thoughts were a matter of seconds, and
the Chinaman went right on talking.

“You will go?” he asked.

“Certainly. That’s all arranged,” replied Harry.

“Good! I will pay your promptly. You get your hun.
dred dollars just as soon as the job is pulled off.”

“That’s all right. Fred explained all that.”

“Very good. What’s your business*”

Chinamen are the most curious people on earth, as is
well known.

But the asking of personal questions i= not altogether
curiosity with them.

It is a matter of training. 'The Chinese consider that
the highest compliment they can bestow upon a stranger
is to express the utmost interest in his erzonal affairs,

Harry fully understood this, and he answered: .
~ “Oh, I do any old thing.”

“You have no regular business, then:”

“NO.” -

“Are you married?”

“No.” :

“You know how to sail a boat all right*”

“Sure.”

“You pull off this job good and I'll stake you and
Fred.”

“All right.  You know Ired pretty well, it seems?”

“Noj; not.so well. He was my brother’s friend. My
brother is dead. He smoked too much hop. Bad job!”

“Yes. It fetches them all in the end. You don'
smoke?”

“No, no; neither do you.”

“No; I never touch the stuff.”

“So much the better. That's the {rouble with Fred—
he smokes too much; he takes morphine, too. But he

‘| promised me he’ll brace up noy. All the same it needs

one who uses hop and one who don’t to make a good
team. You do right by me, and I do right by you—see!
You drinkee whisky sometimes—yes*"
“I never touch the stuff.” _
“That’s very good. I think you make good salesman
I like your looks. TFred says you are all right. He’t
straight, anyhaw, if he does take {oo much morphine
My brother say so; I believe my brother every time. I—Ie
was very smart. ' He study in college in California—see?”
“And you, too, I think, from tlie way you Speak Eng-
lish.”
~ “No, only high school; I speak pretty good, though-

-
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That’s where my brother meet Fred—in college. Too
bad they get to take hop. It kill my brother, and so it
kill Fred bime bye, unless he stop off.”

“He promised me that he would try to give it up.”

“Yes. He tell me so, too. T’ll wait for him. He says
he go and take the cure. I’ll.wait. I want to help Fred
because he was my brother’s friend.”

What did it all mean?

That Fred had suddenly discovered a friend in this
Chindman there could be no doubt; but what was this
mysterious business to which the fellow kept alluding?
~ That«dt was in some way connected with opium smug-
glind Harry felt sure.

But just at this juncture the strain was relieved by
the sound of footsteps on the stairs.

“Mebbe there comes Fred now,” said the Chinaman.

And so it proved. '

The door opened, and the morphine fiend came in.

But what a change!

He was dressed in a new suit of clothes, had a new hat
and new shoes.

He looked the gentleman all over.

That he was still under the influence of morphine was
evident, but he had perfect command of himself, and
Harry could not but admire the coolness with which hc
handled the situation.

“Why, hello, Ping Ding!” he exclaimed. “You here
already? Hello, Tom! This is the fellow I spoke to you
about, Ping.”

“Yes,” replied the Chinaman. “I have been talking

+with him., I like his looks. I think he’ll do.”

“You bet he’ll do! He’s the best fellow to handle a
boat ever—and, as for the other business, you will ,ﬁnd
him a dandy!”

“I hope so. If it all goes 1'1ght. But this is Christ-
mas. Come around to my place, Ired, and have a drink
with me.”

“Sure,” replied Fred. “And Tom goes,

‘{'i'es.,7 -

“Very good.” '

Harry and the Chinaman arose to depart.

“Look here,” said the latter, turning to Young King
Brady, “I’ll get you a new suit of clothes after this job is
done—see? You don’t need them now, of course.”

“Oh, no,” replied Harry. “I don’t need them now.
Much obllged »

“You will thank me before you get through,” said Plno
Ding. “You will make big money out of this if you are
straight.”

Thev ‘went downstairs and around on to Pcll street.

Here they entered a bric-a-brac store.

Harry knew the place perfectly well.

The stock carried was extensive and valuable, but the
name on the sign was not Ping Ding.

If Shakespeare had been g Chinaman he might well
have said, “What’s in a name?”

It is a well-known fact that the Chinese in America
geldom use their true names,

They consider it a disgrace to be known by them in a
foreign land.

Ping Ding led the way back through the store into a
bacle room,

tOO ?”

Here several Chinks were sitting around, smoking to-
baceo in long-stemmed pipes.

They nodded to Ping Ding and spoke in Chmeee to
Fred, who answered them in words unintelligible to
Harry, whether they were Chinese or not.

There was no introducing.

Ping Ding, bidding Harry sit down, went to a closet
and brouvht out a bottle of champagne.

Ohe of “the others produced glasses and they drank all
around.

Ping Ding then took Fred into another room and had
a long talk with him in private.

One of the other Chinks gave Harry a cigar, which
proved to be an exceedingly good one; but there was no
attempt made to talk with him.

. At last Ping Ding and Fred came out, and the latter,
motioning to Harry to follow him, they left the shop
together.

B suppose you are wondering what all this means ?” de-
manded Fred, as soon as they were out on Pell street.

“Well, naturally,” replied Harry. “It is something of
a mystery to me, I will admit.” : ‘

“Well, you are responsible for it all.”

“I responsible ?”

(CYeS.”

“But, how?”

“It grew out of me’shadowing those fellows last night.”

“Is that so? Where did they go?” : -

“Into the same place out of which we have just come.”

“After their pay, probably. They were just a pair of
ordinary toughs.”

“That’s what they were, and that is what they were
after, no doubt.”

“But the rest?”

“Brady, that man is the brother of my dead Chinese
chum.”

“So he said.”

“His brother and I were schoolmates, and, although
he was nothing but a Chinaman and certainly did lead
me-into bad ways until I became the wreck you see me
now, I loved him like a brother.”

(4 But___”

“0Oh, I'm coming to it all. I watched the men go in,
and I waited to see them come out. Ping Ding was with
them, and as he parted from them at the door I heard him
say in Chinese, of which language 1 understand more than
I led you to believe last night: ‘You have got your pay,
now keep away from me if you expect to do another job
for ug.” Then he looked up and saw me, and out of the
recognition which followed all this came.”

“All what?” , '

“This change. e took me in there and kept me all
night. This morning he bought me these clothes up the
Bowery. You are saved that much expense, at all events.”

“Fred, you are keeping me in suspense. What is this
mysterious scheme which Ping Ding has on hand? Are
you his friend, or are you mine? Speak!”

They had come around into the Bowery, and now halt-
ed before the door of the house in which Fred had his
room.

¢

“His friend!” Fred exclaimed. “I am his bitter enemy.
He went back on his brother and was the cause of his
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death. He thinks he can use me in lnis schemes, and I
let him think so. You came into the room in the nick
of time.” : : .

“He seemed to expect to see me the=re.”

“Yes. I rung you in on him. The job needs two to
pull it off—one who can speak Chinese and a stout fellow
who can sail a boat, which I assume yYou know how to
do.”

“I certainly do.
in suspense. What is this mysterious
out!”

“What is it? Why, it’s hop smuggl ing. If you are a
detective, as you told me last night, then this is the
chance of a lifetime. You saved my 1ife, and I want to
make some return for it. I am going to put you next to
the slickest gang of hop crooks that ever flourished in
New York.” )

Harry was triumphant.

“That will suit me all right,”
it will pay you.
than an ordinary detective—I am a Secret Service man,
and opium smugglers are my especial game.”

“Well, you will get them,” replied Fred. “That is, if
yeu can play your cards well. Bul now come up into my
room and T’1l tell you all about it, and I think you will
have to admit that I am something in the detective line
myself.”

But, Fred, you ar-e still keeping me
business? Speak

he saicl.

“What is more,.

-

CHAPTER VII.
OFF FOR THE SOUTH SHO RE.

When Old King Brady got back to the office, shortly
after twelve o’clock, he found Alice out, and Harry had
‘not yet returned from his Chinatown trip.

The old detective had been singularly unsuccessful.

On the Maritime Exchange he had learned the mames
of the consignees of the Furnam Castle, it is true, but
when he called at their office he found that both part-
ners had gone out of town during the Christmas holi-
dagss, and the singtlarly stupid young woman in charge
either could not or would not give him the slightest in-
formation concerning this English trarmp steamer.

The old detective sat down at his desk and was engaged
in writing a letter when the clerk announced that there
was a Chinaman in the outer office, who wanted to see
him.
~ The caller proved to be the same young man who had
acted as guide the mnight before.

Then he had dechned to converse in English, but now
he had to come to it.

He looked around and said:

“Where is she?”

“The lady who speaks Chinese?” demanded Old King
Brady.

“Yair.”

“She is out just now. You can talk English all right,
it seems.”

“Me talkee belly bad. She comee soon?”

“I can’t tell you.”

“Me waitee.”

“No, no; you can speak English well enough. Tell me
what you have to say.”

Let me tell you noww that I am more|"

“You sabee hidden man?”

“Of course. Well?”

“Him wantee see you again light away, qluick!”

“Oh, he does, eh? When?”

“Four o’clock,. Him say you no blingee gal dliss time.”

“But how can I understand him, then?”

“He havee man dere, he talkee you.”

“Shall T meet you at the same place?”

“Yair.”

“Four o’clock ?”

“Yair. - You be dere?”

“Yes.”

“Belly ’portant. You sure comee?” -

“Yes; but why don’t he want me to bring the girl?”

“Too muchee dlanger. Him say you bling levolver.”

“All" right. But if it is so dangerous, why don’t he
come here and talk to me?”

But this seemed to he too much for the young Chink,
for he only shrugged his shoulders and made for the door
“All right. Tell him Il come,” said 0ld King Brady.
The Chinaman left and he had scarcely gone when
Harry and Alice came in together.

“Well, what’s all this?” laughed Old King Brady.
“Have you two lovers been off on some Christmas trip in-
stead of attending to business?”

And this was not altogether a jest.

Harry has long been devoted to his fair partner, but
Alice, while she certainly returns his affection in a way,
has not as yet given him much assurance upon which to
base hope of a closer relation.

" The fact is, Alice is too much in love with her profes-
sion to be willing to entertain the thought of settling.
down to prosaic home life.

“You wrong us both,” said Harry. “We only met in
the elevator. Where Alice has been, I have no idea; but
as for me I have been working hard on our case.” '

“And with what results?”

“The very best, I think you will admit, when I tell you
that T am next to these hop crooks.”

“Who are they?”

“One Ping Ding, No. Pell street, is one of the
hunch, but whether the head man or not, I can’t say.
However, I am engaged to work for them. To-morrow
morning I expect to get a consignment of hop off the
Furnam Castle.”

“Indeed! That’s interesting!. Let it.come, Harry.”

. And Harry went ahead and told of his interview with
Ping Ding.

“Come!” exclaimed Old King Brady. “Your falling in
with this young man seems to be leading to good results.
And what did Fred tell you after you (rot back into the
room ?”

The story had proceeded to the point where Harry and
Fred went upstairs together.

“Why,” continued Young King Brady, “he told me the
plan as far as he knows_s't. It would appear that the
gang feel that they have been betrayed by one of their
own number.” :

“The hidden man, perhaps.”

“I thought of that myself. Anyhow, they don’t pro-
pose to wait until the steamer is docked before going after
the opium. It seems that she is expected along to-morrow
morning in the early hours. Fred and I are to goedown

»

ki
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on the south side of Long Island to-night to a certain
place, which will be told us later. We are to run out in a
sailboat and meet the steamer, pretend to be in distress,
and try to get them to take us aboard. The rest of the
scheme is to be arranged with the steward. They expect
detectives at the dock, and it is- up to us to sound the
warning and get the hop off as best we can.”

“A crazy scheme, as you tell it. It will never work.”

“It don’t sound very feasible to me, but whether it suc-
ceeds or fails it throws us in with the gang, all right.”

“Was anything said about the Bradys?”

“No. The name was not mentioned once.”

“Question is, if you can trust Fred?”

“I have already settled that point in my own mind. I
think I can.”

“You don’t know the full programme about getting
out to the steamer?”

“No, I do not; nor does Fred. He is to be told just
what to do later in the day.”

Old King Brady pondered.

“Tt would seem to me that some other Secret Service
men must have got wind of the intentions of these hop
crooks,” he said. “I can’t believe that the scare refers to
us in any way, for we have not got far enough along in
the case.”

“%o it seems to me, Governor.
Fred and have a talk with him.
have your opinion of the fellow.”

“It is not feasible. I have another call from the hid-
den man to attend to at four o’clock. Besides, your judg-
" ment is good enough, and I see no use in butting in on
your affairs. Go ahead, Harry, and see how you can solve
the problem. It looks to me as if some Secret Service
man had got next, and was striking for graft, as I said
before. Still, it may not be so.”

“I don’t see how we are Eomg to identify the steamer,
I must say.”

“It is possible that the cap‘raln is in the deal, and that
a pfevious arrangement has been made for him to slow
down and signal when he is passing the point to which you
are going. Thrs plan to be useJ or not, as occasion re-
quires.”

“There may be something in that.”

“There is one thing certain,” said Alice, “no Chinaman
ever tells all he knows. You can rest assured that this
Ping Ding has something up his sleeve.”

“I don’t like the idea of you going to that place alone,
Governor,” said Harry.

“Well, T have to do it, at all events, so the subject is
not even open to discussion,” was the reply.

And shortly afterward Harry returned to the Bowery
and met Fred in his room.

. _ The morphine fiend was asleep when Young King

Brady knocked on the door, but he jumped up and opened
it.

“Oh, I'm so glad you have come!” he exclaimed. “I
had a fit of the horrors on me just now, and when. it
passed.I must have dozed off., I am dying for compan-
ionship. If you were in my situation you. would know
what I mean.”

“I think I can understand,” replied Harry. “We will
stick together for a while, anyhow. I want fo see you

I wish you could see

I'd like immensely to |-

well through with this business and started on the road
to bettet things.”

“You have given me hope, 1 mll admit,” said Ired.
“But still I have my doubts if the future really has any-
thing in store for me. But that has nothing to do with
the present; we must put this business through. At least
it will give me a little money, whichever way the cat
jumps.”

“It is bound to. If you don’t get it out of your man,
Ping Ding, you will out of me, if we succeed in gettinlg
away with the hop, which is my hope. Have you heard
anything more?”

“Not a thing. I am expecting Ping Ding any minute
now.”

“Is it not possible that you are mistaken, and that this
Chinaman really knows your true feeling toward him?”

“T think not, and I am sure you would agree with me
if you knew my whole story. Still, it may be so. These

' Chinamen are far shrewder than the world gives them

credit for.”

“Oh, I know that all right. I have had a lot to do
with the Chinese. But I hear some one on the stairs
now. Perhaps our summons has come. - Tell me one
thmg, quick—did you get the names of any other Chinks
in this gang?”

) {3 NO ”

“Hush! He is here!”

" Then there came a knock at the door.

Harry opened it, and, greatly to his concern, he found
himself facing the messenger of the hidden man of China-
town—the young Chink who had posted the notice on
the bulletin board.

“What does this mean?” he asked himself. “This fel-
low surely can’t be working on ‘both sides. If the hidden
man is really 0ld King Brady’s friend, why is he here?”

But Harry felt safe in his disguise, which was an un-
usually good one, and differed materially from any which
he had lately used in Chinatown.

And the hidden man’s messenger proved to be Ping .
Ding’s also.

He gave Fred ten dollars and told him to take the
four o’clock train for Bayville, Long Island, at which
place they would be met by another Chinaman, who would
furnish further instructions.

And what made Harry still more nervous was the fact
that the fellow spoke excellent IEnglish, whereas when |
talking with Alice he had pretended to be able to speak
cnly Chinese, and his English, when he called at the
office of the Brady Detcctive Bureau, had been most
broken.

“This fellow-is a fraud, surest thing,” thought Harry.

He casually asked the Chinaman his name. on the
chance of wanting to identify him later, and was toid that
it was Wee Woo.

Wee Woo soon left, and Harry and Fred prepared to
pull out.

“I want to telephone my principal,”” said Harry, after:
they got out on the Bowery.

“Is he Old King Brady?” inquired Fred.
wondering.”

“Yes, he is.”

“T’ve been
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“I have heard a lot about his doings. You are Young
Xing Brady, I suppose?”

“That is me.”

“I am so glad to have met wou I suppose you want to
let Old ng Brady know that we have actually start-

d?” ¢

But Harry wanted more than that.

He was greatly disturbed to find Wee Woo mixed up
with his end of the game, and he was most anxious to
caution Old King Brady, whom he now felt ran a serious
risk in paying a second visit To the hidden man.

He telephoned the office, but he failed in his purpose.

He got Alice on the wire, who informed him that Old
King Brady had already left, and that he said he intend-
ed to keep his appointment before his return.

Not wishing to alarm Alice, Harry merely told her

about Wee Woo, but said nothing as to his fears.

With Fred, he crossed the Thirty-fourth street ferry
and at Hunter’s Point took the Long Island train for Bay-
ville.

It was a dreary ride through the dreariest stretch of
country-to be found anywhere around New York.

During the first ten miles Fred talked incessantly,
after the manner of morphine users., Then Harry saw hi
slyly slip a pill into his mouth, after which he was still
livelier for a few minutes, and then he fell asleep and
did not wake up until their station was reached.

During the ride the weather had undergone a change.

All day it had been growing warmer, and now it was
almost like a spring day.

But rain had set in—a dreary drizzle—and when they
- left the train in the dark they found that-there also was
. considerable fog. '

The few who had left the train with them hurried off,
and they remained waiting.

“T gee no one who seems to-be interested in us at all,”
remarked Harry. “I wonder what we ought to do?”

They were still debating the question when an old
beachcomber came up to them and said:

“Wa’al, T reckon you fellers mought be looking for
me?”

“And who are you?” demanded Harry.

“A friend of the Chinks,” replied the man, lowering
his voice to a whisper.

Thle was to be the password, as given by Wee Woo.

“I guess we are the men you want, nelghbor,” replied
Harry. “What’s the word?”

“I’ve been paid to drive you down to the shore.
you ready to go?”

“All ready—anytime.”

“This way, then,” said the beachcomber, and he led
them around behind the station, where stood a ricketty,
old wagon, drawn by a single horse.

Into this they got, and the beachcomber drove off in
the drizzle.

Are

~

CHAPTER VIII.
THE RAID ON THE HIDDEN MAN.
At the appointed time Old King Brady again turned up
at the Mott street house, and alone.
He ascended to the <ame room, sceing nothing of the
voung Chink.

Here he waited for some minutes, when the fellow ap-
peared.

“You comee—yair?” he said, with that mnocent smile
which only a Chinaman can put on his face. “Allee light.
Now, hght away, quick, you see hidden man. Me blindee
you eyes again—see?”

He produced a handkerchief and Old King Brady sub-
mitted to the blindfolding act.

Then the same process was repeated. The bell rang,
the shuffling of feet was heard, and the detective was
whirled around, as before.

Then it was down the ‘stairs and through the secret
passages, and in the end Old King Brady found himself
in the underground room again.

When he removed the handkerchief he found a young
Chinaman present, Who wore a mask on his face, made
of red silk.

“Mr. Blady, how you do?” he said.
see ?”

0Old King Brady looked h1m over.

The mask did not deceive him. He knew that he was
looking at Loy Moy, old Quong Lee’s young man, for he
recogunized the voice.

Light began to dawn on him.

“This is some of Quong Lee’s work, surest thing,” he
thought. “The old rascal is betraying his friends for my
benefit. - Well, I'm sure T am very much obliged to him,
but he need not have gone to so much trouble about it.”

“All right,” he said, carelessly. “Here I am now;
when can I talk to the hidden man?”

“Light away, quick!” said the mask.
500D,

“They waited some minutes, and then there was a stir

“Me ’terpreter—

“He comee belly \

in the little cabinet, and the voice began talking in Chi-

nese.

0Old Xing Brady tried to identify it with the voice X
the old joint keeper, but when Chinamen talk Chinese
to American ears their voices sound pretty much ahke,
and he could see no resemblance in this voice to Quong
Lee’s broken English.

The conversation between the hidden man and the in-
terpreter continued for some minutes before there was
any translating done.

At last the mask began:

“He say you no must waitee for stleamer come.
must go meetee stleamer—see?”

“And why?” demanded the old detective.

“Beeause company breakee up—see?”

“What do you mean by company breaking up?”

The voice of the hidden man rang out sharply.

0ld King Brady would have given much to have known
what was said.

“Dley go back on eachee oder,” said the mask. .

“Oh, I understand. The hop will be delivered before
the steamer gets in?”

“Yair. Two bunchee go get.”

“There are two bunches after it?”

“Yair. He say one bunchee have Slam Laney workee
wid him.”

“Slam Delanev!” ¢ried the hidden man,

«T understand,” said Old Kine Brady. “Ias Sam De-
laney gene out to moet this steamer?”

You

e
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“Yair,” cried the hidden man, showing that he under-
stood English well enough. -

And thus were Old King Brady’s suspicions verified.

This Sam Delaney was.ah ex-Secret Service detective,

- who formerly had much to do with Chinese opium smug-
glers.

But the man took to using opium himself, and had been
dismissed from the force several years before the date of
this story.

,As Old King Brady well knew, he was now a profes-
sional crook, and had been in prison for a year for mix-
ing up in a Highbinders’ brawl.

That he was dn unscrupulous and dangerous man, Old
King Brady also knew.

“That is all right,” exclaimed the old detective. “I
will go right after the steamer. And now to get out of
here, just as quick as I can, for ”

His remarks were 1nterrupted by the sound of the
bursting open of a door.

Immediately there was a scuffle inside the cabinet.

“Help, Blady! Help!” shouted the now recognized
voice of Quong Lee.

0ld King Brady drew his revolver and made a rush for
the cabinet.

" At the same instant the door of the secret room burst
open and four Chinamen, led by a masked white man,
came in.

All carried revolvers, and Old King Brady thus found
himself at bay.

“Surrender, old man, or you’re a dead one, and don’t
you doubt it!” the mask called out.

“To you, Sam Delaney, with pleasure!” sneered Old
King Brady, throwing down his revolver.

“Keep your remarks to yourself!” retorted the mack.
“They are out of place here! Search him! Quick!”

The noise in the cabinet had ceased.

Had they kflled the hidden man, Old King Brady asked
himself.

But  he had quite as much
with his own affairs.

"he Chinamen now closed around him, and made the
search while the mask and one other held the old detac-
tive covered.

They did not get mueh

0ld King Brady’s secret pockets are invincible.

Meanwhile the mask had been torn from the face of the
interpreter, and Old King Brady saw that he had been
right in supposing the fellow to be Loy Moy.

While the search was going on nobody paid much at-
tention to Loy Moy, but now he was tied up, too, and,
both prisoners, being blindfolded, they were led through
various passages.

What became of Loy Moy, Old King Brady had no
means of knowing.

For himself, he wound up in a small, unfurnished
room, on the floor of which lay a Chinaman, with his
clothes all torn and his face bloody.

It was Quong Lee.

The old detective’s bonds were now removed and the
door locked upon him.

The 1\\0 p} iconers were left in the dark,

0 Dludy—Dlady I groaned the divekenpa

as he wanted to attend to

r. “Dinse

Highbinders most killee me! See what I gette for tly
helpee you!”

“And you were the hidden man, Quong"” replied the
old detective.

“Yair.”

“It was very kind of you to try to help me.
We will work out of this.

“Dley push in my face.”

“Let me see.”

Old King Brady produced his flash lantern, which had
escaped the search, and proceeded to examine his damaged
friend.

“It is nothing sericus, Quong,” he said. “Get up. Are
you hurt elsewhere? Can you stand on your feet?”

Quong Lee discovered that he could stand perfectly
well.

He had a beautiful black eye, and his face was cut in
one place, but that was all.

He seemed to be hurt in his feelings most, and he sput-
tered away, breathing threats upon certain Chinaman, of
whom Old King Brady had never heard.

“Pull yourself together, Quong, and tell me all about
il,” said the old detective., “We shall never have a bet-
ter chance.”

Quong then began a rambling story, which had best
be condensed.

It appeared that a syndicate had been formed to smug-
gle opiuin and that several lots had been brought in,
through means which differed in each case.

The lot in the coffin was one, but how the blunder had
been made in putting the wrong tag on the box, and the
right one on the box containing Mr. Lee’s remains, Quong
did not know.

He frankly admitted that he was in the deal, and he
claimed that his partners, of whom Sam Delaney was one,
had sold him out. : ) .

Ascertaining this for a fact, he resolved to betray them
into the hands of Old King Brady, so he had taken the
part of the hidden man, w 1th a view of doing thls without
betraying himself.

The cabinet, he claimed, belonged to a Chmese fortune
teller, who was often consulted by his own people, but
whose name he declined to give.

And this was Quong’s story in a nutshell. .

“You catchee -all hands, Blady, and send dlem plison,
den T be glad—see? Dat’s why I done it. Dey cheat
rae. I hate dlem. I know you no go back on me.”

" But this was trying the old detective’s friendship a lit-
tle heyond the limit.

Although he did not say so, for now there was no need,
Old Ixmoj Brady felf that if he had caught Quong Lee .
redhanded he could have done nothing to save him from
his fate.

But could he do anything as it was?

Just then it did not look so. -

“We are in the soup together, Quong,” he said. “It
would have bheen better if you had given me the tip and

! the talking in vour own place. ”

“Diat’s s0. I see it now,” admitted the dnckeeper
“Ton hame had! What we do”’

“You know where we are, I suppose®”

Cheer up!
Are you much hurt? ?
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“Yair., Dis Highbinders” place. You can goee out by| This he knew because they passed under the elevated a

Pell street or by Mott street, either one.”

“Who do you suppose went back on you?”

“Slam Delaney.”

“And Ping Ding?”

“Well! You sabe Ping Ding?”

13 Yes.”

“Well, him, too. e get outs with Slam Delaney, too.”

“Then yvour syndicate broke in three parts?? inquired
Old King Brady. “You, one; Ping Ding, another, and
Sam Delane), a third #”

“Yair; but dley have a whole lot of fellers with dem
and me allee Jone, makee gleat big loss,” grumbled Quong.

There was more of it, but the quarrels and treachery of
& bunch of Chinese opium smugglers hardly make inter-
. esting reading.

0ld King Brady was able to straighten matters out in
His own mind.

Chinamen are always trying to smuggle opium, and are
always succeeding, as is well known.

Sam Delaney “and Ping Ding, Old King Brady saw,
were the people wanted in this case.

But just now the old detective was in no shape to ar-
rest any one.

He reflected for a few moments, and decided to keep
his mouth shut about Harry and Ping Ding.

He tried the door and found it as firm as a rock.

“What do you suppose they mean to do with us,
Quong ?”? he asked at last.

Quong did not know, but they both found out after a
little.

The door was flung open, and six masked Chinamen
appeared.

While three held them covered with revolvers they were
again tied up and blindfolded.

Quogg Lee did a lot of talking in his own language,
and the others answered him freely enough.

At last they were led out of the place, and, having as-
cended stairs and passed through doors, they at last found
themselves in the open.

Suddenly Old King Brady was seized by strong hands
and lifted off his feet.

He landed in the botiom of a wagen.

The next he knew Quong Lee was tumbled in beside
him.

Both had been gagged before -they were taken out of
the secret room, as we should have mentioned, so they
were powerless to raise any alarm.

But Old King Brady had his ears to rely on, and he put
them to good use.

He heard a gate open just as thd wagon started.

They passed out and went down a little incline to the
street.

There was but one such place in Chinatown.

This was a coal yard in Pell street, and into that yard
0ld King Brady knew that they had been brought by the
secret passages.

Thus he was able to trace their route.

He knew when they struck the Bowery by the noise of
the elevated trains.

They went down Oliver street.

second time.

Now they kept straight on down to, the river.

They turned to the right orr South street and then went
down on a wharf,

And here the wagon ride ended.

The old detective and his Chinese fellow suffercer were
taken out of the wagon and carried on board a tug, where
they were deposited in a stuffy, little cabin.

Here the eye bandages and gags were removed by a
tough looking white man.

He immediately departed, and, locking the door behind
him, left the prisoners to themselves,

“Dlis de limit, Blady!” growled Quong Lee.

“Not quite the limit, Quong,” replied the old detec-
tive, calmly. “Prepare for the worst, old man.. This is
Sam Delaney’s work. He hates me, and I strongly suspeet
that he intends to dump wus into the sea when the tug
comes to a good place.”

“Mebbe, p’laps. Never mind, Blady. You old man
now; so me. We only once can die, yair?”

“Once is enough, Quong.”

“Yair. Ileap plenty. But, say, Blady, me tellee you
slomething.”

“Qut with it, Quong!”

“Loy Moy, him gette way.”

“From these crooks?”

“Sure ting.”

“Good! Will he be sharp enough

“Him belly sharp. He lookee out, sure ting. He folly
wagomn, an’ go telle Hally, sure ting. Mebbe we can hope.”

And Old King Brady, sparing the feelings of his good,
but rascally, friend, did not inform him that Harry was
probably down on Long Island, attending to the business
of Ping Ding.

“But he may strike Alice,” he thought.

And at least it afforded a ray of hope.

CHAPTER IX.
THE CRUISE OF THE JULIA BROWN.

The tug soon started, but whether it went up or down
the East River Old King Brady could not make out,
owing to the turns it made in getting clear of the slip.

Off they went into the night, and for the next two
hours the voyage continued. ,

Meanwhile Iarry and Fred were being driven shore-
ward by the Baysville beachcomber.

What their destination was to be, they could only guess.

At last they began to see the water, and then they
came out upon a long stretch of beach, which they fol-
lowed for a considerable distance.

Harry knew that the water must be the Great South
Bay.

The journey ended at a little hut, which proved to be
the residence of the beachcomber.

“You'll find your Chinese friend here,” he said, speak-
ing now for theirst time. “There’s my boat down there
hy that little pier. She has everything aboard which youn
«re likely to need, and that’s all I’ve got to do with the
matter.. Don’t ask me to take you outside, for I simply
won’t.” .
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“Al right, neighbor,” returned Harry. “We sha’n'
bother you.”

“Pain’t ther bother, it’s the rer ” retorted the beach-
comber. “Mind, now, if you get ketched and ring my
name in, I’ll ﬁnd means to make it hot for you. I've got
some almighty powerful friends in New York, I have.”

Secretly smiling at these vaporings, Young King Brady
" made no response.

They got-out of the wagon and entered the hut.

A slafternly woman in the back room was frying pork,
and the place smelled horribly, besides being full of
smoke.

. A Chinaman in American dress sat in one corner as
. they entered.

He immediately arose and came forward.'
“You are from Ping Ding?” he said, in broken English.
“Yes; you have seen me hefore, Hong,” replied Fred.
“Yes, I know you, all right. Who. sails the boat?”
“I do,” veplied Harry. . .

“80? Come and see her now.”
“All right. Do you go out with us?” -
“No. I get seasick; I'can’t goi You do the ;]ob alone.”

“Do you know anythmg about the steamer ?”

“Yes. She has been spoken; she will be along between
this and morning; sure. Ypu will get out by the bar and
watch for her.”

“But how shall we know »

“Oh, that’s all arranged. The captam is in the deal.
He will send up a rocket »

“Oh, I see. It has been arranged that we should meet
her here?”

“Yes. That was arranged in China. They will be on
the watch for you. When the rocket goes up you are to
send up two in return. They are in the boat.”

It was no pleasant undertaking.

Fred locked about dubiously.

“I don’t know how I’'m going to stand it!” he growled.

“I can go alone, for that matter,” Harry said.

“No, no! Tt won’t do,” protested the Chinaman. “You{

see, the captain won’t admit that he knows anything about
the hop. Al he has agreed té do is to stand in toward
the bar and send up the rocket. The rest of the business
must be done secretly with the Chinese steward on board,
and it needs some one who can.talk Chinese.”

-“That’s me,” said Fred. “I see I shall have to go.”

“Of course, you will 'have to go,” replied Hong. “You
have taken Ping Ding’s money, and if you go back on him
now you want to keep away from New York or he'll kill
you, sure thing!”

They went to the boat.

It was a fairly good sailboat of rather a large model.

The name astern was the Julia Brown.*

In the little cabin were overcoats, oilskins, a small sup-
ply of food, the rockets, a lantern, and other things.

“And what’s to be done with this boat?”’ demanded
Harry. “If we go aboard the Furnam Castle are we to
abandon her?”

“Yes,” replied Hong. “That’s all understood. You
just send her adrift. That man has been paid full price
for her. If he gets her again, which he probably will, that
will be so much more to the good.”

“I suppose we ought to start right along,” said Harry.

P——

I see we have a compass here.
through the har.”

“It lies right in that direction,” replied the China-
man, pointing. “It is a pity it is such a bad night; but
this happens to be the night on which the business has to
be done, and the sooner you get at it, the better, I sup-
pose.”

Harry thought so, too, and within fifteen minutes the
Julia Brown sailed away, leaving Hong standing on the
little pier, wishing- them goed luck.

It was a strange undertaking for Young King Brady.

He would have had a little better understanding of it
if Hong had told him that.there were rivals in the field,
as Harry was to learn later, and as Hong himself undoubt-

I hope I can find the inlet

| edly knew.

Nor did Fred suspect this.

It is ticklish work dealing with Chinamen, who are
secretive to the last degree.

“Brady,” said Fred, once they had started “I am never
going to be able to stand this exposure. I hate to bother
you, but I really don’t know how I can stop out here in
the rain.”

“0Of course, you can t ” replied Harry, *
about to tell you to get inside.
cabin and stay‘there.” .

“But it seems kind of mean to leave you alone out here
in the rain.” i

“What good can you do? You can’t stop the rain, I
suppose. Your part of the job will come once we get
aboard the steamer, if we ever do.”

“Do you think there is danger?”

“Oh, not particularly; no. There is no wind of any
consequence. The only thing we have to fear is fog.”

“Do you think it likely that a fog will set in?”

“Yes, I do. I am quite sure we shall have fog befors
morning. These December warm rains usually end up
that way along this coast. But get inside. I’ll put on
the oilsking and shall be all right.”

So far Harry had trusted to his hat and overcoat, but
he now put on a complete suit of oilskins, took his seat
in the cockpit and stood for the inlet.

Ie reached this in safety and, finding that the bar was
very narrow here, he determined to remain inside, where
he could better keep out of the way of the breakers.

So he lay to and waited.

It was dreary work, but soon after this the rain ceased,
which relieved the situation somewhat.

Several times he looked in on Fred.

In the early part of the evening the morphine, fiend,
who was lying in the only bunk which the boat contained,
spoke cheerfully enough, but when Harry looked in on
him at about eleven o’clock he found him asleep and
breathing heavily.

Still it did not occur to Young King Brady then that
Fred might have taken an overdose of his drug.

Midnight came, and with it came the fog. .

Young King Brady was in de spalr as it came rolling
in upon “him.

Of course, a whole fleet of steamers, all sending up
rockets, might pass the bar now and he never know.

Still he determined to hold on and see if it did not
lift, . which, after a while, it did.

‘and I was JD_St
You go right into the
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" This was at about one o’clock.

Harry now went into the cabin to tell Fred, after tak-
ing a good look around and seeing nothing.

As he opened the cabin door he was startled at not
hearing the young man’s heavy breathing, which before
had been so pronounced.

“Fred!” he called, hurrying toward the bunk.
Fred !”

There was no answer.

Harry looked down upén him.

His face seemed a natural color.

He hastily listened at the sleeper’s lips, but could hear
no sound.

“Great heavens! He has taken an overdose—he is
dying!” thought Harry.

He was terribly &tirred up, for he had actually begun
to like the unfortunate young man.

He seized his hand and tried for the pulse, but could
find none,

Harry flung his arms about Fred and lifted him up
bodily. :

The head dropped.

“Qh,

Harry dragged him out of the bunk and tried walking|

him around.

But there was no such thing.

Letting him down on the floor, he stripped open his
clothes and listened at his heart.

It was beating faintly.

Poor Harry had his hands full now.

“He must have coffce at once,” he thought.

Coffee, or its derivative, eaffein, is the only known anti-
dote for morphine.

Fortunately the fire in the little coal stove which
warmed the cabin had been Lept up.

Harry had coffee ready in no time, but it was 1n1pos51-
ble to make his patient swallow.

After many attempts he gave it up, and again listened
~at Fred’s heart.
It was all over now!

Perhaps a skilled physician could have saved the un-
fortunate young man, but Harry could do no more.

He managed to get Fred back in the bunk, and went
back to the cockpit, lonely enough.

It seemed as if a terrible blow had heen dealt him.

But was death due to accident or design?

This was something which Harry could not tell, nor
did he ever learn.

And there he was, away out at the bar of the Great
South Bay, alone with a corpse!

When Harry got outside he found that the fog had not
returned.

But the night was the blackest he had ever seen, he

thought.

The roar of the surf oppressed him terribly.

Every tinie a wave broke the sound seemed to shape it-
self into a thunderous voice, uttering the word:

“Dead!”?

“But, perhaps, after all, it is for the best,” thought
Harry. “He might have braced up, but it is doubtful.
Dear me! This is a strange world.”

He now began to think of his own situation.

Should he be able to put the job t’hrough alone when
he could speak no Chinese? .
“But perhaps the steward could speak English. If
not, then he would have to make the captain wnderstand
what he was after. To get thé opium, if such a thing was

possible, he wag resolved.
Just then Harry, who happened to look southeast, spied
a light.

In a moment he saw that it was moving in his direc-
tion, and with some speed. »
Listening, he could hear nothing at first, but after a
while he caught the puffing of a tug.

But there was nothing suspicious in this, for tugs are -
often cruising about these waters on various sorts of busi-
ness, ‘

Harry watched the light for some time.

The tug passed the mlet but he could not distinguish
her outlines.

Now he had to look in the oppomte direction in order
to follow the light.

All at onee he caught the lights of a larger craft.

Could it be the steamer?

Harry got his rockets ready. ..

He soon hecame convinced that, not only was it a
steamer, but that sh¢ was standing in toward the bar.

Then, all at once, from between the lights, a rocket
goared skyward.

“The steamer at last!” thought Harry.

He whipped out his matchsafe and attempted to lwh‘r
a match, but it went back on him.

Before he could get one going he saw a second rocket
rige.

1t came from the tug and was immediately foﬂo“ ed by
another. .

What could this mean?

Had somebody else been posted?

Young King Brady did not know now whether to send
up the rockets or not.

He decided against it, for he could not see what good
it would do.

But he immediately ran out of the inlet and made for
the steamer:
 He passed the breakers safely and was doing well when,
all at once, the light breeze which had been blowing died
away.

Harry was now in a bhad fix.

The steamer appeared to- have stopped, and he could
see the tug making for it.

But, bad as the situation was, it soon became worse, for
within a few minutes the fog came rolling in again.

The light vanished and the Julia Brown became envel-
oped in an impenetrable clond.

CHAPTER X
ALICE TO THE RESCUE.

Loy Moy had escaped, just as Quong Lee said.

Watching his opportunity, while in the room to which
the hop creoks took him, Loy slipped his bonds and
sneaked out through the secret passages, which he knew
perfectly ‘well.

But the divekeeper’s clerk did not have to go and hunt
up Alice or Harry.
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Alice was right on the jol that day.

She felt nervous and troubled about Old King Brady
going to the quarters of the hidden man alone, and when
by seven o’clock he had not returned Alice got into her
Chinese disguise and started for Chinatown to look him
up.

pShe had scarcely turned into Pell street when a young
Chink came up alongside of her.

“Say, you Mliss Old Kling Blady?” he asked, in a
whisper.

Alice recogmzed Loy Moy at once.

“Yes, yes!” she replied. “You are Quong Lee’s boy #”

And the remainder of the conversation, which was in
Chinese, translated, ran as follows:

“You have come right,” said Loy Moy.
going to look for you. There is trouble.”

“What’s the matter?” ‘

“The hop crooks have captured Old King Brady.”

“Just as T was afraid. Tell me all about it, Loy, and
~ tell it quick.”

“Yoy comg to Quong’s,” replied Loy Moy, and they
went to the opium joint, where, in Quong Lee’s little
office, Alice got the story of the raid.

“And so the hidden man was Quong himself?” said
Alice. “It is a great pity that he didn’t come to the
office and give us his warnings there, instead of trying
to do it in secret.”

Loy shrugged his shoulders.

“He was afraid,” he replied.

“Well, it can’t be helped now,” said Alice.
we to do?” )

“We must go after them,” replied Loy.

“But we will be captured ourselves if we try to enter
that secret room.”

“Qh, they are not there,” said Loy, who seemed to enjoy
stringing out their disclosures to the utmost possible
limit.”

“Then, where are they?”

«I watched. I knew they would take them away out
by the coal yard, and so they did.”

“HOW‘;”

“In an express wagon.”

“Did you follow ?”

“Sure.”

“And where did they go? Tell me, quick, Loy Moy!”

“To the river, to the wharf at the foot of James street.
They took them on board a tug, and it sailed away with
them.”

Alice was in despair.

She inquired the name of the tug, but Loy could not
read Fnglish, and did not know.

“We must act at omee,” said. Alice.
along with me, Loy Moy?” .

The boy was more than willing.

Alice went upstairs and changed to a white male dis-
guise, using the Bradys’ Chinese costume closet, which
they keep ever ready at Quong Lee’s, once again.

She then hurried to the Elizabeth street station, accom-
panied by Loy Moy.

There was no trouble.

The sergeant at the desk, who is an old friend of the
Bradys, recognized her at once.

“I was just

“What are

“Will you come

Alice told as much of her story as she cared to divulge.

“Tll send a pldin clothes man right down to the wharf
with you,” said the sergeant. “The officer on the beat
will surely be able to get something out of the watchman
on the pier about the tug.”

And so it proved.

When tackled by.the officer and the plain clothes man,
the watchman promptly curled up and admitted that he
had seen two drunken men, as he chose to put it, carried
on board the tug J. H. McCracken.

At first he denied that he knew her destination, but
when threatened with arrest he admitted that he had
talked with one of the crew, who told him that the tug
had been engaged by a white man to go to Wicks’s Beach
down on the Great South Bay.

Alice now flew around.

Down by the South Ferry, where the tugs tie up, there
are several captaing whom the Bradys often have occa-
sion to employ when their business takes them out on the
river or harbor.

Alice promptly engaged the tug Lillie W., and within
half an hour of her unpleasant discovery she had started
for Wicks’s Beach, accompanied by Loy Moy.

Once they were in the cabin with time on their hands,
Alice tried Loy Moy again, and attempted to draw from
him some particulars as to the plot of the hop crooks.

But it was useless.

Even Alice’s skillful handling of the Chinese language
was not sufficient to make the voung Chink tell, if, in-
deced, he knew anything about the matter.

4t was a dreary sail. ’

Alice, in her agitation, could scarcely contain herself.

At last she went to the pilot house and sought the com-
pany of Captain Snow, a very intelligent man, whom Old
King Brady frequently found occasion to employ.

“Where are we now, captain?” she asked.

“Where do you think, Miss Montgomery?” was ‘the
reply. “Not that I object to telling you, but you really
ought to learn the coast and its lights. If you knew it
as well as Old King Brady knows it, now

“0ld King Brady has been cruising about New York
harbor many years, captain. I can’t be expected to know
as much as he does.”

“Surely not. Rely upon it, I'll do my best. To lose
0Old King Brady would be a bad job for me and a calam-
ity to the whole country. Do you really think the dan-
ger is so great?”?

“It is just as I told you, captain, Old King Brady has
‘been carried off by the orders of a crook named Sam De-
laney, who, indeed, may be with him. The rzatter is
so serious that I greatly fear the old man may already
have been put out of the way.” "

“Let us hope for the best.”

“I'm doing that, all right.

“You are a brave woman, Miss Montgomery, and really
I must compliment you on your disguise. No one would
even suppose that you are not a man.”

“Captain Snow, kindly tie a string around your com-
pliments and hang them up. How about those lights?
Where are we now?”

“Just coming off Rockaway Inlet, Miss. That light you
see there as 1 point my finger is on Barren Island. The

\
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bellbuoy vou hear ringing marks the shoals. The lights
beyond are those of Rockaway, of course.”

Aliee stood looking out of the window.

“And how much further have we to go?” she asked at
last. “Or, rather, what time will it take? Put it that
way, rather than in miles.”

“It will be a matter of an hour to Wicks’s Beach.
- is, if we don’t get caught in the fog.”

“Mercy! Don’t tell me it is going to be foggy?”

“It certainly is; but it may not come until we strike

. the beach.”

“Do vou know the place well enough to find your way
m?”

Captuin Snow :hufﬂed his feet.

“Well, Miss Montgomery, I am going to tell you the
truth,” he said. “T’m in a bit of tréuble over that end of
the buemess ”

“What on earth do you mean, captain?
plainly, so I may know where I am at.”

“Why, the fact is, Miss, I sent my compass to be re-
paired this morning, and

“And you have no other?”

“No, Miss.”

Alice was in despair.

Btill she did not think it well to cr1t1c1ze Captain Snow,
Whlch would only have made matters worse.

“And what shall you do if the fog comes?” she asked.

“There is nothing to do but to stand well outside and
wait for it to lift, Miss.”

“Well, do the best you can,” said Ahce “But now, as
to another matter, my fear is that Sam Delaney will sim-
ply throw 0ld ng Brady and his Chinese friend over-
board. If such is his intention, of course we can do hoth-

i.: but should he intend to hold them prisoners where

on Wicks’s Beach or in its neighborhood would he be like-
ly to tyuke them, do you suppose?” '

*“Oh, there are dozens of places, Miss. It is all salt
meadows back of the beach. There are salt creeks back-
ing in cverywhere and lots of little huts where fishermen
and heachcombers and their kind live.”

“1 sec. It makes the case look so very hopeless.”

“ 'i bit’s what T told you at the start, Miss.” I can’t help
that—ail we can do is to look along until we get sight of
the tu“ ” \

\hu wag in despair.

nad such a perfectly hopeless undertaking.
(i ui the society of Loy Moy, she remained in the
listening to Captam Snow’s long-winded sto-

That

pHe o Bouse,

b+ passed Bast Rockaway and Long Beach and were
<1t Tones’s Reach when the fog came rolling in on them.
“Well, we are up against it, Miss,” remarked the cap-
vain, after waiting for Alice to speak.
“No it would seem, Are you going to stand out?” was
e yeply.
“Nof yet. The fog may go out again, We will keep on
~ we gre going a bit Yonger. Tt is perfectly safe.”
“nd the captain was right.
The fog soon rolled out seaward.
But it rolled in again before they reached Wicks’s
Beach.

“Now we have to go out,” said the Captain. “There

Speak out

are dangerous shoals and hars ahead of us. But don’t
worry, Miss. 1f we can’t get in they can’t get out, and
if Sam Delaney meant to kill old King Brddy he hag done
it long ago. I don’t believe there will be anything lost
by t‘w dela\

So the captdin stood outside and slowed down.

An hour passed.

The fog was by no means thick. Indeed, they could
see hghts shmmu through it in places.

After a while a steamer passed them. They could see
her lights distinctly and—some - little time before this
happened "they saw Tockets ascending.

This puzzled Captain Snow not a little, and he kept
talking about it.

Shortly after this a tug passed them on the inside,
going west.

They could see her lights distinetly.

Alice talked about hailing her but Captain Snow could
see no use in this.

“The McCracken must have tled up long ago,” he said.
“There are tugs coming and going all the time.®

And so they let this one pass them in the fog, which
seemed to grow thicker as they advanced*

“I shall now put about and go the other way,” said
the captain. “We must be well past Wicks’s Beach by
this time.” ' '

He began the operation, and was perhaps half way
through, when suddenly Alice caught the outlines of a
sailboat right ahead of them.

“TLook out' You will run those people d0wn!” she
screamed. -

But the accident was an accomplished fact before the
words were fairly spoken.

The tug struck the sailboat amidships, and as she did
$o a young man arose from the cockpit with a shout.

The next instant and he had vanished, while the sail-
boat disappeared in the fog.

CHAPTLR XI.
SAM DELANEY PUTS A PROPOSITION.

- Old King Brady was wrong in his idea that Sam De-
]aney meant to drown him and Quong Lee as soon as they
got into deep water.

And this he learned from the hop crook’s own lips, for
the McCracken had not yet passed Sea Gate when the
door opened and the renegade Secret Service man entered
the cabin. ’

He carried a lantern, which he flashed in the faces of
his prisoners.

Evidently he had been hitting the whisky pretty heav-
ily, hut this was probably an everyday occurrence.

Certainly the man was very far from being drunk. .

The first thing the vulgar wretch did was to deliberately
hit Quong Lee in the face and shower upon him a tor-
rent of vile abuse.

“Welcher,” “fraud,” “informer”—these are‘a fair sam-
ple of the epithets which he bestowed upon the luckless
divekeeper.

Quong made no answer.

Lying tied up upon the floor as he was, he could do
nothing, and Chinamen seldom waste breath.

Tired of baiting the helpless man at last, Delaney
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turned his attention to Old King Brady, whom he had |it

known for years.

“I suppose it will be safe to set )ou free,” he said. “I
know very well that you can’t swim a ctroke, g0 I don’t
suppose vou will try to commit suicide. I know you well

enough, also, to know that you are not fool enough to |

try an attack on me.”

“Quite right, friend Sam,” replied Old King Brady.
“I shall take it very kindly of you if you will set me
free, and if you will also favor my friend, Quong Lee, in
the same way the obligation will be increased.”

“Not on your life! You are the same old palaverer,
Brady, but you can’t talk me in to showing any favor
to that dirty welcher. The worse he suffers the better
I’'m pleased !”

“Never mind, Blady,” said old Quong, stolidly. “Don’t
you never mind me. You try flix it up with Slam.”

“Fix nothing!” snarled the hop crook. “Fll slam you
if you ,Jon’t get my name straight!”

He gave Quong a kick, and then, opening the door,
clapped his hands.

Two deckhands immediately appeared.

“Carry that dirty Chink out of here and chuck him in
the oil closet or anywhere!” he said.

“I tought youse was goin’ to chuck him overboard,
boss 7’ said one.

“No; I’'ve changed my mind about that. Simply drown-
ing is too easy a death for the blamed welcher! I’ve
got another plan.”

The pair carried Quong off, and then Sam got down
on his knees and, untying Old I&lng Brady, lent him a
hand to rise.

“Sit down,” he said. “I’m not{going to do you yet,
Brady ; and whether I do you at all or not depends entire-
ly upon yourself.”

0ld King Brady dropped wearily on the cushioned
bench which ran around the cabin.

This was one of the times when he began to feel his

" years, and to wonder if the time had not come when he
ought to permanently retire from his dangerous profes-
sion,

The one thing he had to congratulate himself upon
was that Alice was not involved in this deal.

Delaney now produced cigars and handed his prisoner
one.

“Brady.” he said, after they had lighted up, “do you
know I don’t blame you a bit for coming across my track
in this business?”

“It is all in the line of my own busmess which was
once yours, Sam.”

“Just =0, and that is why I say what T did. As soon
a8 I heard about that fiasco with the corpse I said to my
partrers, ‘This spells the Bradys,” I says, ‘and we have to
look sharp.’ T says.”

“How about that, Sam?”

“Don’t ask me. The blamed tags on them boxes must
have got changed down there in Havana. When T swiped
the box off the per I never doubted that the coffin into
it contained the hop. You got the corpse, by the way?”

“Harry did.” .

“It’s all the samo.

T don’t care. Somebody had to get

T4

““You know all about the shipment by the Furnam
Castle, I suppose?®”

But here, for Quong Lee’s sake, Old King Brady ex~
pressed ignorance.

In vain gam Delaney pressed him.

It was evident that the desire to gain this informa-
tion and to find out what the Secret Service men were
doing in the matter supposed to be on the steamer, had
actuated him in setting Old King Brady temporarily at
iiberty.

Foiled in this, Sam began to grow savagc; but the old
detective was unyielding.

At last the talk took a different turn.

“Look a-here, Brady,” said the ex-detective suddenly,
“I am getting blame tired of the life I am leading. If X
succeed in getting this hop off the steamer—and I own
up that’s what T am out for to-night—1I shall be on Easy
street for a while, anyhow. Now, I am going to put a
proposition up to you.”

“All right,” replied the old detective. “You know me
well enough to be aware that any one can put up a propo-
sition to me; but whether I aceept it or not is another
thing.”

“Ixactly. It’s this—I want fo get back into the fold.”

“Into the Secret Service, Sam? My dear fellow, that’s
impossible I”?

“0f course, I know that. I am not talking about the
Secret Service. What I want is to get out of New
York. Here everybody knows me, and sooner or later it’s
the stone jug for mine again.”

“I think you size the situation up about right; but
what can 1 do?”

“Alot. I want you to start a branch in San Francisco.”
“And put you in charge?” ’

“That’s it.”

“H’'m! Well—er .

“Now, don’t turn me down offhand, Brady. Am I a
good detective, or am I not?”

“Sam Delaney, I will say to your face without flattery
that when voun >tarted in the ficld I considered your pros-
pects excephonally bright. You certainly are a good de-
tective, but then, my dear man, you don’t need me to
tell you how things went with you. I have often thought
of establishing a California branch, but can I put it in
the hands of a crook?”

“Hear me out, Brady. If you will do this I propose to
cut loose from all my old associates, to reform and as-
sume another name. There is a little dame in this town
w ho is ready to marry me any time I’ll stop drinking.”

“And smoking hop?”

“I have cut thqt out already.”

“How did you manage ?”

“By keeping my skin so full of whisky all the time
that T have no desire fcr the hop.”

“The remedy is’as bad as the disease.”

“No; I can taper off on the whisky.” But now what
do you thlnk of my proposition, old man?”

What Old King Brady actually thought of it was thas
if he could trust the fellow he could ask for no hettee
man, , ,

But he felt that he could not.

He knew Sam Delaney too well.
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While professional crooks certainly do sometimes re-
form, the number of such cages is few and to be represent-
-ed by such a character the old detective considered as a
thing impossible.

However, he did not tell Sam Delaney that,~ut let him
‘talk on.

“T'1l take it into consideration,” he said.

“Right,” replied Sam. “Now, as to this business in
hand, I’d begin right now and turn the hop on the Fur-
mam Castle, which I expect to get to-night, over to you
if the thing was possible; but there are too many others
mixed up in the job, and everything is at cross purposes,
owing to the welehing of Quong Lee and another blamed
Chink.”

“Ping Ding, by name.”

“Hal I see that you know more of the case than I sup-
posed you did. But I suppose Quong Lee told you. That’s
right. The syndicate broke in three parts. Now Tl tell
. you straight, Brady, you owe your life to me. If I had
not interefered and carried you off, the Chinks would have
killed you on the spot. Bear that in mind, old man.”

“I certainly shall, Sam,” replied the old detective; “but
one thing I must msust upon if I am even to cons1der
your proposmon ”

“And what is that?”

“That you spare Quong Lee and set him free.”

“With you, yes; but not otherwise. All the same, it
will do him little good. The Chinks will do him if he
goes back to New York.”

“Perhaps not. Let him take his chances.”

“It’s a go. You both go free if you agree to my propo-
sition.” v

“And if I refuse?”

“Don’t tempt me, Brady.”

“Well, all right, Sam. Il think it over.
time whére are you taking us?”

“To a little crib alongshore here, which I have hired
for the occasion. You can’t escape, Brady. It’s the ocean
on one gide and miles of salt marsh on the other. Once
there was a road leading to the hut, but that was washed
out a couple of years ago, and now the place is only accessi-
ble by boat. But remember what I tell you, old man—it
was to save your life that I brought you here.”

And later on Old King Brady became convinced that
this/was so.

The tug sped on, and Old King Brady and the rene-
gade Secret Service man continued to talk to the end of
the voyage.

At last they ran into a little inlet and tied up at a
. ricketty pier, back of which, right in the marshes, was a
small hut.

Here they were received by a wild-looking fellow and
two Chinamen, neither of whom 0ld King Brady could
recollect ever having seen before.

It was just as Sam had said.

0Ol1d King Brady saw at a glance that escape from this
place without a boat would be impossible.

There was nothing to do but to make the lest of the
situation.

Having told Sam in the most positive manner that he
would not even consider his proposition unless Quong
Tee was released from his bonds, this was done.

In the mean-

-

The result was a heated atgument between the dive-
keeper and the Chinamen. At one time it looked seri-
ous, for revolvers were drawn, but Sam made the hop
crooks put them up.

At last he went away with them in the tug, and OId
King Brady and Quong Lee were left alone in the hut
with the beachcomber, who was such a hopeless proposi-
tion that the old detective did not tackle him with any
attempt at bribery for release.

He saw also that he was the kind who would simply
take his money and then laugh in his face, so he felt that
he would rather trust to Sam Delaney.

And now the fog settled down over the marsh.-

Old King Brady and the “hidden man of Chinatown”
sat down by the little stove and waited for What was to
come. '

CHAPTER XII. "
CONCLUSION.

Harry determined not to send up his rockets.

With the fog all around him, it would have been use-
less in any case.

As for the people on the tug, he could only assume
that they were in some way comnected with the hop
crooks.

Of course,.if he had known about the breaking up of
the syndicate, the case would have been plain. )

And now Harry was in a bad fix.

Return through the inlet, he could not.

He would almost certainly have missed it, and to get
caught in the breakers spelled death.

Thus all he could do was to stand out to sea, and even
that, without a compass, was dangerous and without wind"
1mposs1ble but the tide was on the ebb, and he felt safe
from the breakers, at all events.

And now there came whistling from the steamer and -
answering toots from the tug.

To all this Harry listened intently.

But there seemed to be nothing doing.

In a very few minutes he heard the steamer start.

The sound appeared to be so close to him that it almost
took his breath away ; for the minute he thought he should
certainly be run down.

Evidently the tug had failed to connect, for she passed
him soon afterward.

His situation was so hopeless that he had almost a -
mind to shout and make his presence known.

And this he probably would have done, but as the tug
drew near he caught the sound of voices on board.

The speakers on the tug were talking in Chinese.

This settled it.

Even if the Chinks did not recognize him, the chances
were all in favor of them doing so with the dead man
in the little cabin.

So Young King Brady let them go, and for some time
he remained hobbing about in the fog alone with his dead.

He now lashed the helm and went into the cabln and
looked Fred over again.

The bov was c~LuL] dead He was-already growing cold.
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Harry straightened the limbs and laid him out the best
be could.

He next went through his pockets in the hope of find-
ing something which might reveal his identity and throw
some light upon his past.

But nothing of the sort turned up.

The only hope of learning anything of Fred was
through Ping Ding.

Harry was still in the cabin when he was suddenly
startled by hearing the puffing of a tug.

He darted out into the cockpit, but it was only to see
that death was close upon him.

Then came the crash!

The whole side of the gailboat was stove in, and the lit-
tle craft immediately filled and sank.

If Harry had remained in the cabin another minute
~ his fate would have been sealed. -
~ As it was, he grabbed the big rope fender that hung
over the tug’s bow and held on desperately till he recov-
ered his wits, when he climbed over on deck.

Two men, as he thought, were leaning out of the pilot
house window.

One gave a scream, but it was in a woman’s voice.

“There he is! There he is!” came the cry.
Thank God!”

Harry threw up his arms and made a secret sign.

For it was Alice’s voice he had heard.

It was a question if she recognized the sign in the
darkness and fog, but®she knew him without that.

“Harry!” she screamed, and came out of the pllot
house.

Acting upon the impulse of the moment, Young King
Brady caught the girl he loved so dearly in his arms and
strained her to his breast.

“Alice! Oh, Alice!” he cried.
you here?”

Alice yielded to the embrace for an instant, and then,
disengaging herself, said: ]

“No more of that just now, Harry. I came out for
0Old King Brady, and I have got you, it seems.”

“This is Young King Brady, Captain Snow,” she add-
ed. “Perhaps he can help us out of our dilemma.” -

She drew Harry aside along the deck.

“Have you got the hop?” she asked.

“Business first, every time with you, Alice.
know, I came very near death?”

“Indeed I do, my dear boy!

“Oh'

“What ever brought

Do you

And T want you to un-

derstand that it would have meant death for me if you |.

had died that way. But Old King Brady is in trouble
and we must act. Where is Fred?”

Dead, and gone down with the sailboat.”

“Heavens! You don’t mean it? And I am responsible
for his death?”

“Not at all. He has been dead these two hotirs, but
come into the cabin, Alice; it is too damp out here.”

“Quong Lee’s boy, Loy Moy, is there; but I don’t sup-
pose that makes any difference.”

“And what about Old King Brady?”

“He and Quong Lee were carried off in a_tug by Sam
Delaney.”

“That wretch! Then ‘they are as good as dead!”

~

“] am hoping against hope, Harry. But let us com-
pare notes and see what can be done.”

And this they did in the cabin of the Lillie W.

Meanwhile the fog held its own.

It was two o’clock next morning before there was any
let up.

Captain Snow did nothing but beat about during that
time.

Of course, Harry now knew all, and he assured Alice
that they must not get far away from Wicks’s Beach.

At Jast, while they were still talking in the cabin, they
heard the bell in the engine room ring sharply, an® the
tug started off at full speed. _

“What now ?”” cried Harry. “Has the fog lifted, then ?”

He threw open the door and, looking out, saw, to his
great satisfaction, that the stars were shining.

“It is all over, Alice!” he exclaimed. “Let us be on
the move. We want to understand what Captain Snow
is driving at.”

They hurried to the pilot house.

The gaptain dropped the window.

“They have sent up a couple of rockets over there, Mr.
Brady,” he said, pointing off toward the salt meadows,
which secemed of endless extent. “I believe they are sig-
nal]mg the McCracken, which has no doubt lost 1ts way
in the fog.”

“Then that should be the place where they have Old
King Brady and Quong Lee confined, 1f‘mdeed they are
still ahve,” replied Harry.

“That’s what I am thmkmg,” said Captam Snow.
“Shall we run in-there at that inlet? I believe this is
Wicks's Beach, but I admit that I have become so turned
around that I cannot be sure. .

“Look! Took!” cried Alice. “Another rocket!”

It rose off at sea at a considerable distance away.

“There’s your McCracken!” exclaimed the captain.
“They made a worse fist of it in the fog than I did. If
we are quick we may accomplish our purpose before
these fellows can get in here.”

“Just what I was thinking,” said Harry.
captain! How many men have you aboard?”
“Counting self, the engineer, the steward and twe

deckhands——-ﬁve 7

“And with me and Miss Montgomery who if it comes
to a pinch is as good as a man, seven. It is scarcely pos-
sible that we can have any such force to contend with.
Go ahead !”

“Correct !” said the captain.

“How about revolvers!”

“Y have one, so has the engineer, as I happen to know.
Can’t answer for the other fellows.”

Harry inquired, and found that none of the others were
armed. :

As he and Alice each had a spare revolver, they were
able to arm the two deckhands, and it was arranged that
the steward should stay by the tug.

But all these prepargtions were wholly unnecessary,
as the reader is already aware.

They made for the inlet and ran up to the hut.

The beachcomber came out to meet them.

“Gee whiz! ’Twas a bad night ”. he began, and

then, catching sight of the name on the pilot house, he

“Fire away,




26 THE BRADYS AND

THYE HOP CROOKS.

gave one fnghtened exclamation of: “Revenue officers!”
and, running down to the edge of the salt creek, jumped
mto a rowboat and pulled up into the marsh as rapidly
as he could work his oars.

At the same instant the door of the hut opened and,
to the great relief of Harry and Alice, out walked Old
King Brady!

Then there were congratulations all around.

“And where is Quong Lee?” demanded Harry, after
the first brief explanations had been made.

leep inside,” replied Old King Brady. “The old
rascal is about done up. I fancy he misses his usual pipe,
although he hasn’t said a word. And now to understand
all this fully, Harry, did you get the hop?”

“Got left most beautifully!” replied Harry.
don’t think any one got the hop,”

“And where is Fred?”

“Dead !”

“Well, well! And how did that happen?”

“Qh, all those details will keep, Governor. The other
tug is coming, and the caretaker here has slopede Ques-
tion is, what we are to do?”

“Arrest Delaney, or not?” mused the old detective. “It
is a problem. He claims to have saved my life, and in
a certain sense that may be true. Come in, hear my
story and tell yours, and we will decide.”

They entered the hut and notes were hastily compared.

Qaptain Snow was called into consultation.

It wag dedided that he should do the talking in case the
McCracken, the captain of which he knew and disliked,
should be bold enough to run in.

So the Bradys, Alice and the two deckhands waited

“in the hut.-

In a short time the McCracken hove in sight.

She made straight for the inlet, but atopped when tha
captain caught swht of the Lillie W.

There was a brlef wait and then Old King Brady, who
was watching in the dcorway, saw her start ahead.

He closed the door on the crack and all heard the con-
wersation which followed.
~ “Lillie W. ahoy!” was shouted from the McCracken.
“That you, Cap’n Snow?”

“Right you are, Jim Fox.”

“What are you doing there?”

“Got in here by miistake in the fog. What brings you
here?”

“Business. T’ll explain.”

And the McCracken pulled up alongside the Lilly W.

“Who you got aboard, Cap?” demanded Captam Fox.

“Nobody but my crew,” was the reply.

“TI have three passengers. They will cross you.”

“All right. Let them come.”

In a moment Sam Delaney and the two Chmamen were
geen on board the Lillie W.

0Old King Brady closed the door, and they stood back
and waited for the climax, which promptly came.

When Sam Delaney threw open the door ﬁve revolvers
confronted him.

“Gee whiz! The Bradys to the bat!” he gasped.

_“That’s all. Sam !” gaid the old detective. “Surrender
and you shall be shown every consideration. We have

“But I

»

‘that proposition of yours to settle yet, you know!”

What Sam might have said under other circumstances
is a question, but when he heard Captain Fox yell: “I’'m
down and out, boss! I don’t stand for this!” he surren-
dered at discretion. :

A word from Captain Snow to the effect that this was .
the time the McCratken stood fair to lose her license sent
Captain Fox on the back track, and he got out of the
creek as quick as he could.

And this ended it, of course.

“Am I arrested, Brady ?” demanded the crestfallen hop
crook,

“No,” replied the old detective. “I’ll tell you what I’I1
do, Sam, if you’ll give away the gang and help us to get
the hop on the Furnam Castle quietly, you and these
men shall go free, and, as for your proposition, we’ll take
is under consideration later.”

“Done ) said Delaney, and practically that ended the
case,

Quong Lee was now awakened for he had slept through
it all, and all hands went on board the Lillie W. and re-
turned to New York. )

Old King Brady was as good as his word, and he freed
his prisoners as soon as the tug touched the wharf.

And so was Sam Delaney as good as his word.

He and one of the Chinamen met the Bradys that
morning and the smuggled opium was deli®ered up te
them on the wharf at which the Furnam Castle had tied
up.

Arrestc in Chinatown followed, but ng Ding escaped

and was never seen again.

Thus all chance of learning poor Fred’s history van-
ished. -

To this day the Bradys do not know who he really was.

The arrested hop crooks were heavily fined.

Quong Lee found it convenient to disappear for a while.

He went to San Francisco and was gone some months,
but he finally returned, and is still running his dive on
Chatham Square

Old King Brady took Sam Delaney in hand and kept
him employed for six. weeks.

The man married during that time, and seemed to com-

| pletely reform.

Later the old detective sent him to San Francisco with
a letter of introduction to a well-known detective agency.

And in the employ of this concern Delaney still re-
mains, and has accomplished some very effective work.

But he passes under another name, and his employers

have no idea that he had any connection with the case

of *“The Bradys and the Hop Crooks.”
© THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS’ DOUBLE DEATH TRAP;
or, AFTER THE ST. LOUIS SEVEN,” which will ba
the next number (464) of “Secret Service.”
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ITEMS WORTH READING.

Lincoln’s greatest legal triumph was the acquittal of an old
neighbor named Duff Armstrong, who was charged with mur-
der. Several witnesses testified that they saw the accused
commit the deed one night about eleven o’clock. Lincoln at-
tempted no cross-examination, except to persuade them to re-
iterate their statements, and to explain that they were able to
see the act distinctly because of the bright moonlight. By
several of the prosecuting witnesses he proved the exact posi-
tion and size of the moon at the time of the murder. The
prosecution there rested, and Lincoln, addressing the court
and the jury, announced that he had no defence to submit ex-
cept an almanac, which would show that there was no moon
on that night. The State’s attorney was paralyzed, but the
court admitted the almanac as competent testimony, and every
witness was completely impeached and convicted of perjury.
The verdict was not guilty.

The recent discovery that army posts are thriving places
for mosquitoes because these insects breed in old cannon and
in the piles of old cannon balls may be supplemented by an-
other discovery which women attached to these posts made in
the Philippines with regard to mosquitoes. An officer's wife
at Fort Slocum told about it the other evening when some
men visitors wearing low shoes and black hose were slapping
their shins. “If you were here long you would notice,” she
said, “that every woman around here wears white hose. It is
not because it is the fashion, but because mosquitoes rarely
bite through white stockings. We learned that in the Philip-
pines. Black hose seem to attract these pests. There is some-«
thing ahout white that repels them. Tell your women folk
that when they visit an army post in mosquito time and expect
to be out of doors to be sure to put on white stockings. It
will save them a great deal of annoyance. A woman rubbing
her ankles together because of the misery of mosquito bites
is not altogether attractive.”

Our trail still leads to the north along the great Government
road from Whitehorse to Dawson, a gold-seeker writes In
Hunter-Trader-Trapper. It is about 350 miles, well timbered
all the way with spruce, poplar and cottonwood; some jack
pine just starting in thick masses of many acres. Forest
fires ten years ago drove most of the game and fur to other
parts, yet we see fresh signs of bear and fox in the dusty road
every day for miles and miles. Some duck, mostly mallard,
canvasback, and black duck, geese and swan show up nearly
every day’s travel. This is the middle of May—the grass is

four inches high, blue and white flowers along the roadside, -
some strawberry blossoms, and yet 2 pane of glass frozen in
our camp kettles each morning. Fruit is killed 1,000 miles
south, This Government roagd is a solitude in summer, not a
person for a hundred miles, but in winter, when the ice tops
travel on the mighty Yukon river, then this road is a wide-
awake, thriving, bustling, hustling, get-there runway for the
traders and miners. Great four- and six-horse stages slam
through this road night and day from both ends. Change
horses every twenty-two miles at hotels called roadhouses,
The charges at these roadhouses are $1.50 for each meal, $1
for bed, $1 for handout lunch; beer, etc, 25 cents per drink;
hay and oats 5 to 10 cents per pound. The hay comes from
Spokane, and the oats from Manitoba, both points about 1,500
miles away. Both articles are first class. We were overtaken
on this road by four droves of beef cattle of 125 head in each
drove. They were shipped from Calgary, Canada, and Seattle,.
Wash., 500 miles by rail, 1,000 by sea, then 120 miles by rail,.
140 miles on foot, then by boat 250 miles to Dawson, 1,200
miles to Fairbanks. Feed, both oats and hay, averages $160-
per ton. The first cost of cattle is about $70 per head. They
are stall-fed until three years old, and weigh from 1,600 to.
2,200 each, the best in the land. The freight on each is more
than $100, the feed and care another $100. They sell in Fair~
banks for $350 to $400 each. The man who works the pick
and shovel pays for all. Chuck steak, 65 cents; T-bone steak,
90 cents; best cuts, $1 per pound. One herd lost five head
through the ice; the next day the next herd lost nine head at
the same place. They went under the ice in twelve feet of
water., The miner must pay for this loss also. The hay each
herd of 125 eats about $200 each night on the road. One herd
was short a man to drive, so the younger of us two gold-hunt-
ers went for five days at $10 per day and expens¢s to help out.

v

WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS.

“I say, old chap, could you lend me $5 for a day or two?”
“My dear fellow, the $5 I lend is out at present, and I’ve sev-
eral names down for it when it comes back.”

“Say, paw.” “Well, son?” “What is a diplomat?” “Well,
son, I'm a diplomat whenever I succeed in making your
mother believe what I tell her.”

Lady—And how is your husband now, Mrs. Stodge? Mrs.
Stodge—'E still be a bit queer in ’is ’ead, Miss. Since ’e took
on so with them folks at the Ebenezer 'e do get them hallu-
cinations so bad.

Bill Nye, the humorist, once had a cow to sell, and adver-
tised her as follows: “Owing to my ill heal‘h I will sell at
my residence, in township nineteen, range eighteen, accord-
ing to the Government’s survey, one plush raspberry cow,
aged eight years. She is of undoubted courage, and gives
milk frequently. To a man who does not fear death in any
form she would be a great boon. She is very much attached
to her present home with a stay chain, but she will be sol@
to any one who will agree to treat her right. She is one-
fourth shorthorn and three-quarters hyena. I will also throw
in a double-barrel shotgun, which goes with her. In May she
usually goes away for a week or two and returns with a tall
red calf with wabbly legs. Her name is Rose. I would rather
sell to a non-resident.”
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STORIES OF SHOPLIFTERS.

‘ By COL. RALPH FENTON.
— &

A devoted little mother with a two-months’-old baby on
her shoulder recently entered an uptown store. Over the
baby’s embroidered robe a long double cloak was wrapped, and
the child seemed to require a great deal of attention beneath
his cloak, all of which was given by the mother with many
smiles and caresses. As she was about leaving the store she
was quietly invited into a retired apartment, and beneath the
baby’s cloak was found secreted something like $80 worth of
goods. She began on shoes and finished on Easter eggs, eight
chocolate eggs being stowed away together with handker-
chiefs, dolls, rattles, some velvet, and a piece of lace. Of
course she cried, and the baby cried in concert, and altogether
a damp, depressing scene followed.

At the close of a dull day, as the detective in g large store
was about leaving, he saw a prettily-dressed lady take from
the candy counter two ten-cent bars of molasses candy.

“I didn’t want to prosecute the woman,” said the detective,
“for I surmised that she had a baby at home or an unusu-

'ally sweet tooth herself, so I summoned my woman assistant
and said loud enough for the lady to hear: ‘That woman will
have to go before the inspector before she leaves.” The color
instantly foresook the lady’s face, and a deathly pallor ensued.
She flew nervously from one counter to the other, casting
furtive glances about to find some place to deposit her stolen
goods, and at last dashed frantically into one of the small
rooms. My assistant followed and beheld the poor woman
hastily devouring the candy. Occasionally she would stop and
burst into tears, and then resume her hurried repast. She
mlght have thrown the candy away, but in her fright it did
not occur to her, so she devoured the whole lot. I wouldn’t
have eaten that candy for ten dollars, and I thought that meal,
with its probable resulting acute cholera morbus, was suffi-
cient punishment, so I let her go.

“A beautifully dressed woman,” the detective added, “tried
to carry out gome concealed goods one day. She seemed to
have plenty of money, and, in fact, had spent a considerable
sum, but when search was instituted, what do you suppose we
found? Two bright pink silk undershirts. Now, why in the
world that respectable middle-aged woman wanted to steal
those giddy pink shirts, to wear for the admiration of her
pious old husband, I couldn’t imagine; but, thinking such
wifely devotion should be rewarded, I let her go after she had
given up the stolen property.

“Another stylish lady used to come in here with a very
elaborate parasol decorated with lace and ribbon, and having
a heavy silver monogram on the handle, She had a preference
for the notion counter, and as she sat there one special sale
day when the people crowded about the counter I took the
parasol from her reluctant hand and opened it suddenly. A
shower of little articles fell, covering a large circle on the
floor, and in the stir that followed my lady escaped. When I
looked around she was gone, and I had only the parasol left.
I have it still, lace and frills and silver monogram and all.

“Yes, a great many children are sent to help themselves to
things, and a great many appropriate things without being
sent. I always watch the lunch counter for evidence against
cash girls about whom my suspicions are aroused. They don’t
dare buy ribbons and trinkets to take home, so they gorge
themselves at the lunch counter and patronize every apple
and peanut stand on the way home. That was the way I first
suspected Lillian Smith, the little girl pickpocket, about
which 80 much was said in the papers a few years ago. She
was a beautiful little girl, with an innocent, sweet face, whom
you would never suspect of anything crooked. I saw her de-

vouring a sixty-cent lunch one day, and immediately I watch-
ed her, and after a little found that she was taking eight or
nine pocketbooks a day. The Society for Prevention of Cruelty
to Children took up her case, and Mr. Gerry may well feel
proud of her, for she has entirely reformed from her baa
habits, been adopted by a wealthy family, and is growing up
into a beautiful girl. b

“A rather pathetic little incident occurred here at Christmas
time, The wife of an actor of very good reputation in the city
took articles of considerable value from the fancy work de-
partment. When detected she made full confession of her
guilt, and stated, with many tears, that her husband had been
ili for some time—that she had no money to make Christmas
presents to her friends, as was her custom, and that she hated
to let them know she was 80 poor. In her pocket was a check
from the Actors’ Relief Association which partially corrobor-
ated her story, and she was finally excused.

“All the way from $10,000 to $50,000 a year are lost to
proprietors of large stores through shoplifting. In some of
the Sixth avenue stores where no detectives are employed
three, four, and even five sealskin cloaks are stolen in a day,
and rarely do the detectives in stores where they are em-
ployed search a person for stolen goods that they do not find
concealed about them articles belonging in other stores all
along the avenue. In some of these stores a plumber is regu-
larly employed to keep the ladies’ toilet in order, for into the
sinks are thrown pocketbooks from which the money has
been taken, small parcels, when the shoplifter finds she is
being watched, cards and tags on goods, and a whole piece of
iace or embroidery is sometimes crowded down out of sight to
avoid detection,

“About 90 per cent of the pilferers are women. In a store
where 470 prosecutions are recorded for one year, only 43 of
the culprits were men.

“There are three classes of shop thieves, professional shop-
lifters,. .habitual pilferers, and a class of people who, under
strong temptation or through great need occasionally commit
petit larceny. The latter class are almost invariably excused
an confession, apology, and return of the stolen goods.

“The first class mentioned rarely appropriate anything ex-

sept sealskin cloaks, pieces of silk, velvet or lace, and jewelry.
They usually wear a long fur-lined circular in winter, and
carry a muff and an umbrella, and always travel in pairs, one
watching the floorwalkers and the other covering the shop
girls. If a piece of silk, lace or velvet is selected worthy of
their efforts, they ask the shop girl for another piece not on
the counter; while her back is turned in search of the goods,
they slide that which they have selected under their cloaks.
Another scheme is to push something off the counter in such
a way as to scatter or unfold it, and while the girl bends to
pick it up they appropriate what they desire. Sometimes they
lay a dainty handkerchief carelessly down over valuable
jewelry or laces and carefully take up the object with it. A
shoplifter slides her muff on her left wrist, quickly passes
the small article she desires into her left hand, then slips the
hand into her muff. Umbrellas are favorite places for con-
cealing small articles, and another favorite scheme, particu-
larly in summer, is to carry on the arm a shawl or wrap, which
is carelessly thrown down on the counter over a piece of valu-
able goods and afterward picked up with the goods inside.
« “Sealskin sacques are usually hooked on a large hook fas-
tened for that purpose inside a shoplifter’s circular, near the
neck. Recently a detective, watehing a lady board g car, saw,
as one foot was lifted to the step, a sealskin cloak hanging
from beneath her dress, and he kindly relieved her of it.

“A lady came down the stairs of a large store with a seal-
skin jacket carried boldly over her shoulder. She was seen

tearing the tag off, suspicion was aroused, and she was de-
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tained. She claimed to have brought the cloak down to show
to a friend, but as the friend could not be found, ske was
‘rough shadowed’ about the city through the day, and seen
bringing a.handsome cloak out of one store and a valuable
shawl from another, in the same way, which she gave to her
accomplice outside.

“Two little children conceived an ingenious method of
stealing ribbons, which consisted in carrying a little basket
with holes in the bottom, thrbugh which an end of ribbon was
passed and pulled until they had taken the entire roll,”

MAKING PLATES FOR UNCLE SAM’S CURRENCY

It can safely be said that not one out of a hundred ®beople
who ha.ndle banknotes know how much trouble it takes to
make them. The “making” in this case, of course, is under-
stood in the sense of producing the attractive specimens ol
the engraver’s art in green, orange, and black. Otherwise the
“making” comes quite easy for more people than the average
. citizen is aware of. Even the more or less crude work of
the counterfeiter is the result of laborious and painstaking
efforts of many weeks. In detective stories one is wont to
read that artists of the highest standing frequently lend their
genius to the production of thé “queer,” but this is indignant-
ly denied by the legitimate artists.

“During my long career I have heard of but two or three
good engravers who had to.do with counterfeits,” said L. J.
Hatch, formerly of the Government Bureau of Engraving and
~ Printing, and now connected with the Western Bank-Note

Company. <'The good engraver would scorn to engage in such
work. His standing as an artist and a citizen is too high for
that sort of thing.”

One can readily gain an idea of the minuteness of bank note
work when it takes a good engraver from twenty to thirty
days to complete the viénette—portrait or scene—alone.

“Each porfrait required a different combination of lines and
dots to harmonize with the features of the man to be portray-
- ed,” said Mr. Hatch. “There is no system of portrait engrav-
ing. If an artist would attempt to employ a settled method he
cwould distort the featgres. In fact, each engraver puts his
own individuality into_his work, and his production is as
characteristic of him as the signature is of a writer. So much
is this the case that one engraver in this line will be able to
tell the work of another at a glance.”

Truly, the lot of a bank-note engraver is that of a patient
toiler. Day after day he plods away with his assortment of
diamond-pointed gravers, some of them as fine as the finest
needles. Line by line and dot by dot he carves into the shin-

ing steel plate before him a miniature of the design to be]-

reproduced. The days lengthen into weeks and the weeks into
months before his work is finished, yet each line and dot is of
his own creation until the minute carvings blend into one
beautiful production—a speaking likeness of the design, and
still so widely different in the execution. That part of the
plate, however, is notthe one from which the note is printed.
The lathe worker and the letterer have been busy on their
parts of the design while the portrait engraver was working.
"Each artist works on s separate piece of steel. These pieces
are hardened, and form the Wie. From the latter the design

-- is transferred to a steel roll of softer nature by applying an

immense pressure; actually impressing the design of the die
to the roll, on which, of course, the parts sunk in the die will
be elevated and the elevations depressed.

This part of the work, though mechanical, requires the
greatest degree of nicety and exact adjustment of parts in the
complicated machinery. Its results, speaking by comparison,
are to a stereotype matrix what a steel engraving of modern

¥

times is to an ancient wood cut. The steel roll, containing
now what may be termed the matrix of the note, or rather one
side of it, is hardened in Jurn, and from the roll the design is
transferred to a softer plate of steel by the same process of
pressure. The latter plate is the one from which the printing is
done. Inasmuch as not more than from ten to twelve thou-
sand impressions on paper can be iaken from one steel plate,
it is elear that numerous printing plates have to be made from
the original engraving, which is known as the “bed piece.”

~ The plates used for printing are immediately destroyed
when the impressions begin to show flaws. The “bed pieces”
are preserved in a vault of the Treasury, and temporarily
transferred to the Bureau of Bagraving and Printing when it
hecomes necessary to make new printing plates. All this is
done under the strictest supervision, of course, yet it has hap-
pened that wax impressions got into the hands of counter-
feiters. These wax impressions have been treated with chemi-
cals knowmw only to the producers of the “queer,” until every
line, dot, and filament of the genuine original was transferred
to the counterfeit plate. Of course, in such cases nothing re-
mained for the Government but to retire the entire series of
genuine notes from circulation. It happens not infrequently
that counterfeiters produce a small number of the “queer”
stuff with obvious defects. Then, after the press, or the sc-
called counterfeit detectors ha¥e called public attention to
the faults, the latter are corrected, and what may be termed a
revised edition of the counterfeit is issued in large numbers,
more dangerous ithan the first issue.

Photography has seen its best days in counterfeiting. There
are special points in each genuine note, notably the fints of
different color, which the photographer cannot produce. But
there are methods of operating on steel plates which expert
counterfeiters know to handle with great dexterity and no
mean workmanship. Two methods are especially dangerous,
bgcau’se they produce the original design with such exactness
that only the quality of the engraving—like in the recent five-
dollar silver certificate—furnishes a criterion to determine
whether a note is counterfe‘t or genuine. All this is, of
course, said without reference to the quality and texture of
the paper. For the experienced counterfeiter, especially if
he works in the smaller denominations of currency, the paper
is not much of an obstacle. He knows how to “age” the'bills
g0 that they have the appearan'ée of having been much han-
dled. In the case of bills of smaller’ value which are not very
closely scrutinized this artifical “aging" is usually sufficient to
preclude detection.

The professional counterfeiter rarely, ff ever, places his
own work into circulation. He sells to what is known as the
“second party,” and the latter in turn to the “shover.”

Experienced detectives claim that the “second party,” as a
rule, pays about thirty per cent of the face value for his
“queer” stuff, and he in turn sells to the “shover” at an ad-
vance at from fifteen to twenty per cent. The “shover” gen-
erally travels in company with a “pal,” who carries the bulk
of the “queer.” This is done in order that if the counterfeit
is fastened upon the “shover” and his arrest follows, and no
other counterfeit be found on his person, it relieves him, in
a measure, from the suspicion of being a “professional.” The
priees paid vary, of course, with the greater or lesser degree
of workmanship in the counterfeit, and so is the manner of
circulation adapted to the circumstances. Smaller notes are
pretty generally circulated without regard to unison in action,
but if big bills have to be floated arrangements are made by
which a bulk of the “queer” can be put in circulation simul-
taneously—down to the minute—in every large city and in
numerous places of each city. This is done to circumvent any
telegraphic “pointers” sent from one c¢ity to another of the
discovery of counterfeits.
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MESMERISM.
No. 81, HOW TO MESMERILE.—Containing the most ap-
roved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
eases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
ugo Koch, A. C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc.

PALMISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
‘® full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology,
E:g the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By

Hugo Koch, A. C. 8. Fully illustrated.
HYPNOTISM.
- No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-
wituctive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also

8xplaining the most approved methods which are employed by the
lmding bypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

~ SPORTING. _

No. 21.-HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete
Bunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
btructions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
[bﬁther with descriptions of game and fish.

0. 26. HOW TO. ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
(ilustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
£rull instgnetions 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 HORSH.—
i complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
Bor business, the best horses for the road; alse valuable recipes for
diseases pecaliar to the horse.

No. 48, HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOBS.—A handy
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
and the most popular manner of gailing them. Fully illustrated.
By C. Stansfield Hicks. :

FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULYM AND DREAM BOOK.—
taining the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean-
Ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
and curious games of cards. A complete book. - i s

No. ‘HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
Brom thre little child to the aged man and woman. This little book

ven the explanation to all kindg of dreams, together with lucky

d unlucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Hveryone is desirous of
Enowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
:l:ery, wealth or poverty.  You can tell by a glance at this little

: . Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
Bbe fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Dontaining rules for telling fortunes by the aid of Yines of the hand,
pr the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson

ATHLETIC. *

. No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-

ction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,

izontal bars and various other methods of developing a good,

thy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can

me strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
this little book. :

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
Slontaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diifer-
3mt positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
dhese useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
Without an instructor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
Bastructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Himbracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
X handy and useful book.

No. 83¢. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
fancing and the use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archery.
Dencribed with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
Basitions in fencing. A complete book.

- % TRICKS WITH CARDS.

No. 1. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
Bwplanations of the general principles. of sleight-of-hand applicable
Ba card tricks; of card tricks with ordinaritcarda, and not requiring
Hhelght-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
Fecially prapsred By Frofessor Haffner. Illustrated.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em-
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il
lustrations. By A. Anderson,

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containigg deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurorg
and magftians, Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

MAGIC. .-

‘No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricke
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruet.

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
explained by his former assistant, F'red Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
authentic explanation of second sight.

0. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CI{EMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals.
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain-
in%the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

0. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. ntaining full
directions fér making Magic Toys and devices of many Kinds. By
A. Anderson. Fully illastrated.

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing

‘many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.

Anderson. Fully illustrated. )
No, 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-gix illustrations. B% A, Anderson.
No. 78. HOW TO DO THR BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson,

Illustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy
should know how inventions originated. TNhis book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
pneumatics, 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 a model locomotive; togethes
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKHE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aolian Harp, Xylo-
phone and other mrsical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of mearly every musical instrument used in ancient of
modern times. Profusely illustrated. Bly Algernon 8. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. §9. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention.
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 71, HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Contalming
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

. LETTER WRITING. :

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most cont-
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 THS.—Giving
complete instructions for ‘writing letters to-ladies on all subjectss
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.

No. 24. HOW TO WRITHE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.—
Containing full directions for " riting to gentlemen on all subjects3
also giving sample letters for instruction. :

No. OW TO WRITE LETTRRS.—A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your fathes,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Hvery young man and every young
lady in the land should have this book. N °

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORBECTLx.—Gess
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subjesd
2lso rules for punctuation and composi with pesimen Jettem:



-

e THE STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
'AND JOKY, BOOK.—Something new and very instructive, Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for e¢r-
ganizing an amateur mmstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a Iarge 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 immediatel

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage ; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man, y a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing
fult instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
Fo;;veiirs at howe. 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 cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
paslt:'y, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks.

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—TIt contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you Kow to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL. v

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 making Electric Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coxls. dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS. —Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

v y
ENTERTAINMENT.

0. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry
Kennedy The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just publlshed A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contams more for the
money than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulatlons of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon croquet, dominoes, ete.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE COVUVDRU\I%—Contammg all
the leadmg conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52-HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, ngmg the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOQOK OF ETIQUETTE.—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-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

¢ DECLAMATION.

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS,
~—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with many standard readings. -

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing fouss
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems froms
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mosk
simple and concise manner possible.

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conductmg de~
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the besd
sources for procurmg information on the questions given.

SOCIETY. ®

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wites of flirtation aré
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
har.dkerchiet, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
Wlthuut one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It containg full instruc-
tions in the art of dauncing, etiquette in the ball-roem and at parties,
gow to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square

ances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and 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. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL .—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret ig 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 training of the

canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, Uparoquet parrot, ete.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and mstructlve book. Handsomely illus-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinte
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
ﬁlso how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harringtom

eene,

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND. ANIMALS.—A&
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preservmg birds, animals and insects.

1. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. —Giving com»-
plete mformatlon as to the manner and method of ralsmg, keepmfi
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving f
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explamed by twenty-eighd
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kmd ever

published.
MISCELLANEOUS. :

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and I
structive book, giving a -complete treatise on chemistry; also ex
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thie.
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14, HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fos
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream syrups essences, etc. etc. .

No. 8. -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing fulf
information regardmg choice of sub)ects, 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 manusecript, essential to a successful author. By Prince

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A wogs
derful book, containing useful and practical information in th@
treatment of ordlnary diseases and ailments common to every
feimllty Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general comse
plaints.

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 valuabl
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates som? adventuref
and experiences of well-known detectives.

0. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contaig-
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it3
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othlﬁ’
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W,

bney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Pos3
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shouldl
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and wntten by Lu Senarens, authog
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAY, CADET.—Complete in-
structions of how to gain admission to- the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of imstruction. description
of grounds and buildings, historical sket and everythmg a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Na Coma
%Vled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to ]

est Point Military Cadet.”

-Hiland

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York,



e Latest

Issues -z

P —_—
“WORK AND WIN?”
- CONTAINING THE GREAT FrED FEARNOT STORIES,
Peroxes CovErs 32 PAGES Price 5 CENTS

463 Fred Fearnot and 4Railroad Jack”; or, After the Train 467 Fred Fearnot and the Town Bully; or, Taming a Young
‘Wreckers. Giant.

464 Fred Fearnot Playing Half-Back; or, Winning the Game | 468 Fred Fearnot’s Football Stars; or, Up Against a Cdllege
by Grit. Team.

465 Fred Fearnot and the Shadow Hand; or, Sblving a Strange | 469 Fred Fearnot and the Trapper’s Boy; or, Hunting in the
Mystery. Northwest.

466 Fred Fearnot’s Sixty Yard Run; or, Champion of the

Football Field.

470 Fred Fearnot and the Ice King; or, Beating the Champion

“THE LIBERTY

BOYS OF '76”

A WEEELY MaGazINE CONTAINING STORIES OF THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION.

Cororep CovERs,
85% The Liberty Boys and the Mad Provost; or, Caught in the
Reign of Terror.

366 The Liberty Boys’ Crack Shots, or, The Capture of Phila-
delphia.

357 The Liberty Boys’ Gun Squad; or, Hot Work on the Hills.
358 The Liberty Boys’ War Trail; or, Hunting down the Red-

32 Paces.

Price 5 CENTS.

359 The Liberty Boys and Captain Talbot; or, Thé Flre Brig
of the Hudson.

360 The Liberty Boys in Winter Quarters;
in the Snow.

361 The Liberty Boys and the “Terror™; or, The Matked Spy

of Harlem Heights.

362 The Liberty Boys on the Rapxd Anna; or, The Fight at
Raccoon Ford.

or, Skirmishing

“PLUCK A

CoLoreED COVERS,

488 Whistling Walt, The Champion Spy. (A Story of the
American Revolution.) By Gen. Jas. A. Gordon.

489 The Boy Maroons; or, Cast Away for Two Years.
Richard R. Montgomery.

490 Fred Flame, The Hero of Greystone No. 1. By Ex-Fire-
Chief Warden,

491 The White Wizard of the Bowery; or, The Boy Slaves
of New York, "By Allyn Draper.

By

ND LUCK?”

CoNTAINING STORIES OF ALL KINDS,
32 Pagzs, -

Price 5 CenTs.

492 Harry Dare: or, A New York Boy in the Navy. By Capt.
Thos. H. Wilson.

"1 493 The Little Unknown; or, The Young Hero of the Reign

of Terror. By Allan Arnold.

494 Jack Quick; or, The Boy Enineer. By Jas. C. Merritt.

495 Lost in the Great Basin: or, The Wonderful Underground
City. By An 0Old Scout.

496 From Bootblack to Senator; or, Bound to Make His Way.
By Howard Austin,

" For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY Publisher,

24 Union Squa.re, N. Y.
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Price 5 cents.

417
418
419
420
421
422
423
424

425
426

427
428
429
430
431
432
433

5 The DIiradys and Dr. Hop Low; or, The Deepest Mott Street Mys-

SECRET SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

32 Pages.

LATEST ISSUES:
The Bradys and the Demon Doctor; or, The House of Many Mys-

ries,
’.lhe Bladys and “Joss House Jim"

) ; or, Trailing a Chinese Opium
ng.

The Bradys and the Girl in Blue; or, After the Maiden Lane
Diamonds.

The Bradys Among the “Hill Billies”; or, A Case From Oldl
Kentucky. :

The lmd)s and the Gold Miners; or, Working a Wild West

Tr
’lh‘e Bxad)s Mpysterious Shadow ; or, The Secret of the Old Stone

Thlg; Blad)S and “Mustang Joe” The Rustlers of Rattlesnake
ui.

The Bradys' Snapshot Clew; or, Traced by the Camera.

The Bradys and the Hip Sing Tong,; or, Hot Work on a High-

binder (ase.
The Bradys and ‘“Mr. Mormon™ Secret Work in Salt Lake

; or,

; or,
City.

The Bradys and the Cellar of Death; or, Ferreting out the Bos-
ton Crooks,

The Bradys' Lake Front Mystery; or, A Queer Case from Chi-
cago.

'J.‘hgft Bla(}ys and the Dumb Millionaire; The Latest Wall

reet lL.a

’1h§ Béadys Gold Field Game ; or, Rounding up the Nevada Mine
roke

or,

tery.

The Bradys and the Beaumont Oil King; or, Three “Bad” Men
from Texas,

Thée Bladys and the Prince of Persia; or, After the Tuxedo
rooks.

Thﬁ Bradys and Captain Darke; or, The Mystery of the China

ner.
The Bradys and the Canton Prince; or, Working for the Lhmeae
Minister.

Th% Blgdy?i and “Diamond Don”; or, The Gem Smugglers of

the “Arc

’l'hel Bradys and Banker Banks; or, Caught on a Wall Street
Clew.

The Bradys in Little 'Frisco; or, The Case of Ting Long Lee.

The Bradys and the Check Raisers; or, After a Wall Street Gang,

The Bradys and the Bad Land Bears, or, The Bone Hunters of
South Dakota.

The Dradys and the Car Crooks: or, Working for the Frisco Line.

The Bradys and the ““Queen of the West” ; or, Trailing the Ari-
zona Gem Thieves.

The Bradys and the Wall Street Money Fakirs; or, The Mys-
terious Mr. Mix

Th(f Bléldys and the Chink Smugglers; or, The Hurry Call to
“anada,

The Bradys and Kid Joaquin; or, The Greasers of Robbers’ Can-

The Bradys and Gump High; or, The Mystery of the Ruined
Joss House.

The Bradys and the River Pirates; or, After the Dock Rats’
Hall.

The Bradys and the Silent Five; or, The Secrets of Shadyside

Gan,

g
The Bradys and the Opium King; or, Braving the Perils of Pell
Street.

Colored Covers.

434
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436
437

438

439
140
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442

443
444
445

446
447
448
449
450
451

452
453

454
455

45

6

457
458

459
460

161
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463 The Bradys and the Hop Crooks:

Issued Weekly

The Bradys' Bleecker Street Mystery; or, The House With a
Hundred Doors.

The Bradys Among the Frisco Gold Thieves; or, The Black Band
of Old Dupont Street.

The Bradys and the Doctor's Death League; or, The Mystery of
the Boy in Red.

The Bradys and the Man Trappers; or, Hot Times on Whirlwind
Lake.

The Bradys and the House of Skulls; or, The Strange Man of
Five Points,

The DBradys Daring Deal: or, The Bargain With Dr, Death.

The Bradys and the Cotin Man; or, Held in the House of the
Missing

The Blad)s and the Chinese Dwarf; or, The Queue Hunter of the
Barbary Coast.

Th\eI Dradys Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the Confidence
Men,

The Bradys and the Death Trunk: or, The Chicago Secret Seven.

The DBradys and Mr. Magic: or, After the Thumbless l.eague.

The Bradys" Double Trap. or, Working the Night Side of New
York.

The Bradys and the Gun-Boat Boys; or, Unraveling a Navy Yard
Mystery
Th\e Ilhadvs and *“0ld Foxy'; or, The Slickest Crook in New
ork

The I3radys and the Fan Tan Players; or, In the Secret Dens of
Chinatown,

The Bradys and the Three Rlack Stars; or, The Million Lost in
the Meadows.

Thle 1{.xadvs‘ Church Vault Mystery; or, Tracking the Bowery

akirs

The Bradys and “Gum-Shoe Gus'"; or, Hunting the White Way
Crooks.

“Owls” : or, Trailed to the Tombs,

The Bradys and the DBelfry
Juggler; or, The Opium I'iend's Re-

The Bradys and the Chinese
venge.

The Bradys after “78X'; or,

The Bradys and the Telegraph Boy:
Three.

The Bradys' Six Bell Clew:
Mountain.

The Bradys and the Queen of the Iighbinders:
the Tnnz and Iv(m"s

The Bradys and the Kloating Iead:
tiver. .

The Dradys After Captain Death: or, Saving a Million in Rubies.

The Bradys and the Witch Woman: or, The Mystery of Mulberry
Bend.

The Bradys and the

The Dradys Chasing the
Service Man.

Caught by a Sing Sing Clew,
or. Ixposing the League of

or, The Masked Men of the llagie
or, The War of

or, The Clew Found in the

Dlind Peddler: or. Working in the Dark.
“Queer” Makers: or, The Missing Secret

or, The Hidden Man of Chinatown.

464 The Bradys’ Double Death Trap; or, After the =t. Louis Seven.
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