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The Chinese girl now seized hold of a Chinaman and began pulling him about. Enclosed in the
body of the idol, poor Harry could render no help As they started to put on

the head Old King Brady appeared between the curtains.
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CHAPTER I.

CONCERNING THINGS CHINESE.

Young King Brady, junior in the far-famed Brady
Detective Bureau, of Union Square, New York City, look-
ing over the newspaper in his private office one Decem-
ber morning, came across the following, which he read
aloud a little later to his partners, Old King Brady and
Alice Montgomery.

The heading was:

"TONG FIENDS FIRE CHINATOWN."

The account ran:
"Fire broke out at four different points on Pell and

Mott streets at practically the same moment this morn-
ing, a little after one o'clock.

"The tenement No. — Mott street was discovered burn-
ing at that hour, but the fire, which was in a hall closet,
had made little headway, and was easily extinguished
by the tenants.

"No. — Pell street started up a blaze in the Newport
res'taurant, which threatened to be serious. The light
was seen by Hop Wing, who sleeps in a shed in the yard.
The man rushed into the restaurant kitchen just in time
to see two Chinks running out through the side door into
the front hall. The floor had been saturated with kero-
sene, and was all ablaze.

"Hop Wing smothered it with ashes taken from the
kitchen range.

"Fire was also discovered in Li Fung's restaurant, No.
— Pell street, and in King Yet's grocery, just below.
Both blazes were extinguished by the fire department, the
alarm having been turned in by Hop Wing after he ex-
tinguished the blaze at the Newport.

"It is understood that the damage was slight in all
these cases.

"It is believed all these blazes were deliberately started
by Tong fiends of the Hip Sing Tong, or Highbinder cult,
as in each instance the would-be victims were members of
the On Leong, or Merchants' Association, the rival tong."

"Well," remarked Old King Brady, "the On Leong
people seem to have slipped out luckily this time. Really
something should be done in the matter of the Hip Sing
Tong. They are always the aggressors. I don't know
that I ever heard of the On Leong tong starting ene of
these wars."

The Bradys, as detectives were interested in this mat-
ter for the reason that their business frequently calls
them among the Chinese.

In fact these world-famous detectives have established

quite a reputation among the Chinese, and this is largely
due to the fact that Miss Alice Montgomery, who was-
born and brought up in China, both speaks and reads
that difficult language.

Thus, as it happeris, they are personally acquainted
with many Chinese in New York, San Francisco, Boston
and other cities.

Hence the interest shown in the item Young King
Brady read.

Business called the young detective away from the
office soon afterward.

Old King Brady remained studying photographs of
certain crooks whose faces he was trying to fix in hia
mind.

*Miss Montgomery was writing in her private office
when a ragged street urchin appeared in the outer room
and asked for the old detective.

The clerk looked in upon Old King Brady a few min-
utes later.

"There is a boy outside who insists upon seeing you
personally, Mr. Brady," he said. "He is rather a tough
looking proposition. I can't make him tell his business
or give his name."

"Let him come in," said Old King Brady, who is well
used to all sorts of queer visitors.

He went on with his work, scarcely giving the matter
a thought until he saw sliding up to his deskj a little
tough of the most modern and pronounced brand.

"Say. is youse Old King Brady de detective?" he asked,
his jaws working over his chewing gum for all they were
worth.

"Yes, I am the dee-tective," smiled Old King Brady.
"What is it you want?"

"Say, a Chink gimme dis to give to you an' no one
else—see ?"

The boy produced a red slip of paper upon which
Chinese characters had been hastily scrawled.

"Where is the man? How came you by this?" Old
King Brady asked.

"Say, he's in a cab around de corner wit a Chinee
gal. I tink he's afraid to leave dem so he hollered to me
an' gimme a quarter to bring de pape up to you—see?"

"Do you want an answer?"
"Sure ting. He didn't say so, but he sure does."
"Wait. Alice! Just a minute, please."
Alice Montgomery answering the summons came in

from her private office.
"I fancy this must be intended for you," said Old King

Brady. "I am not up in fly-track writing."
Alice was, and glancing at the paper, said:
"Why this is from Li Fung, who helped us on in the

Chinese diamond case last winter."
"So?"
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"Looks as if they may be the same trunks."
"I am very much inclined to think they are, Alice."
"What do you propose to do?"
"I'm going to see the mate of that steamer. To-night

about six I shall go to Li Fung's and take Mr. Armstead
with me."

"How about making an earlier move on Li Fung's?"
"I don't think it would pay. If we stick to the card

Li Fung will have the trunks ready. If Mr. Armstead
identifies them we can jump on the man."

"Yes. I must get to work. I have that Meyers' matter
on hand, and it won't keep."

"Certainly not. You will not be able to take any part
in this business to-day. Clear up the Meyers matter so
that if this case proves to be a long one you will be
free."

Alice left soon afterward, and having written a few let-
ters, Old King Brady prepared to depart.

When he left the office the old detective wore the usual
quaint dress which for many years has been a sort of
trade mark with him.

We refer to the long blue coat with brass buttons, the
old-fashioned stock and standup collar, and the big white
hat with its extraordinary broad brim.

While this costume has its disadvantages at times, it
also works the other1 way.

The police as well as the fraternity of crooks generally
know Old King Brady at a glance, and if for reason he
does not want to be known it is easy to disguise.

The old detective now travelled over to Brooklyn,
where he found the British tramp steamer Hercules lying
at Prentice's stores.

He ascended to the deck and asked for the mate.
A young man of frank and prepossessing appearance

responded.
"You are Mr. Helderberg?" Old King Brady asked.
"That's my name."
"I am a detective. Brady is my name."
"I thought so. Old King Brady?"
"Yes."
"You come from Mr. Armstead?"
"Yes." '
"All right. You are going to arrest me?"
"Nothing is further from my intentions, Mr. Helder-

beig."
"Armstead threatened to do it."
"Did he? I didn't know. My work is to get on the

trail of the missing trunks."
"I am afraid you will find it a hard job. I'm not re-

sponsible for their loss, I want you to understand."
"Yes, I know., But let us try to get at facts. Are

you aware that this business has assumed an even more
serious aspect?" »

"No; how is that?"
"Mr. Armstead's son has vanished. Also the China-

man, Fen Pok."
"You mean the second Chinaman. The one who came

to me after the trunks and did not get them?"
"Yes."
'"Well! I don't know that it concerns me."
"Be accommodating, Mr. Helderberg, if you want to

keep out of trouble." v

"You just can't drag me into trouble in this business.
I won't ttand for it."

"I nave no desire to.^ Tell me now'all you know about
these trunks."

"Well," replied the mate, "it's like this. I shipped
at Canton. I didn't know Captain Winstrom at all. The
man was sick from the start with some stomach trouble,
and he died just after we were clear of the Cape of Good
Hope. We buried him at sea, and I brought the old
tub along.

"I didn't know anything about these trunks until just
before the captain died, when he called me to him and
told me where they were stowed.

" 'They belong to the explorer Armstead,' he said, 'and
I daresay they are very valuable to him, although I
don't imagine that they contain much that is valuable
to anyone else. They are not on the manifest, and they
are to be delivered only on Mr. Armstead's order.'"

""Plain enough," said Old King Brady. "Well, did he
give you a copy of Mr. Armstead's signature or anything
to go by?"

"No, he didn't," replied Helderberg. "He said he was
going to, but he died that night, and I sealed up his
papers according to our rule at sea. But during that in-
terview he told me that a Chinaman named Fen Pok, who
was a trusted servant of Mr. Armstead's, might come for
the trunks, in which case 1 was to give them up to him."

"So? Did he describe Fen Pok?"
"Yes; he told me that I should know him by one

peculiarity."
"Which was?"
"That he had lost the lower end of his left ear."
"Well!"
"What about that ? I aeem to have hit you hard."
"Did the Chinaman who came for the trunks fill the

bill?"
"He certainly did. The lower end of his left ear was

missing."
"And the other?"
"Was perfect."
"I did not refer to the other ear, but to the other

Chinaman. The real Fen Pok."
"According to Mr. Armstead."
"I see you doubt Mr. Armstead's sincerity."
"I certainly do. The man abused me shamefully. I

am not to be blamed."
"Yes, yes. We are getting side-tracked. What about

the second Chinaman who came after the trunks?"
"Well, the lower end of his ear was gone, too."
"So? Did the}'' look alike, these two men?"
"All Chinks look alike to me."
"Come, Mr. Helderberg, that won't do. You must

know that there is the greatest difference between China-
men. Did these two look enough alike to be mistaken
for each other? That's the point."

"They certainly did."
"Apart from the ear business."
"Yes." i I
"You called Mr. Armstead's attention to this?"
"Of course."
"And what did he say?" *
"That I was a fool among other things." *
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"Did he come with the Chinaman?"
"No; he came alone."
"Look at these pictures of Fen Pok and see if you

can identify the man as your first visitor."
Old King Brady produced the pictures.
"That Chink is certainly the fellow who took away the

trunks," he said.
"Was h,e in Chinese dress as you see him here?"
"No. He wore American clothes."
"And the second man?"
"He was the same man, Mr. Brady. He was much bet-

ter dressed the second time he came, that's all."
"Did you accuse him of being the same man?"
"Yes."
"And he denied it?"
"Sure."
"How did the first man take away the trunks?"
"He came with an express wagon. There was an-

other Chink with him. They loaded,on the trunks and
drove off."

"Have you the order which he gave?"
"You bet your life."
"Let me see it."
Helderberg produced a sheet of cheap note paper upon

which was written:

"Dear Captain Winstrom.—Please deliver my three
trunks to bearer, Fen Pok. Yours as ever,

"HENRY ARMSTEAD."

"Don't look as if any Chinaman ever wrote that?" said
Helderberg, triumphantly.

"Well, I couldn't say as to that," replied the old de-
tective. "There are Chinamen who can imitate any-
thing. You know, of course, that they are the most ex-
pert forgers on earth."

"I have heard that."
"Did Armstead deny the signature?"
"Yes."
"Did he show you his own signature?"
"He signed his name on a piece of paper. I don't

know if he wrote it in the usual way. It certainly did
not look anything like this."

"Well, that is all, Mr. Helderberg. When do you sail?"
"Oh, we shan't get away for two weeks yet."
"Are you going on the steamer?"
"Yes. I take her to Newcastle, England, her home

port. I don't know what I shall do after that." ',
"Very well. I may want to see you again, in which

case I suppose I shall find you right here."
"Sure! I'm not running away on account of this

trunk business, you bet. I'm not one bit afraid of Arm-
stead. He can't mak,e me any trouble if he tries."

• And this was all Old King Brady was able to make out
of the mate of the Hercules.

CHAPTER III.
MYSTERY ADDED TO MYSTERY.

Old King Brady made no further move on the case
until evening.

Young King Brady, or "Harry," as his partners al-
ways call him, being busy about other matters, did not

even know there was such a case in the wind until he
turned up at the office at five o'clock, when Alice started
to tell him about it, and Old King Brady, coming in,
completed the details.

Harry, with his usual enthusiasm, was strong in his
belief that Li Fung's trunks would turn out to be the
ones wanted.

"Maybe," said the old detective. "That remains to be
seen. We will get down there about six o'clock with
three cabs, just as the Chink directed. Mr. Armstead
shall go with us, and identify the trunks if he can."

"I ^hould like to go," said Alice. "You see I got
through with the Meyers matter sooner that I expected,
and here I am."

"Come along, by all means," replied the old detective.
"I suggest that you make Armstead describe" the

trunks before he leaves this office."
"I propose to, most certainly. I am very far from

fully trusting the man."
"We don't even know that he actually is Henry Arm-

stead, the explorer, I suppose," said Harry.
"Yes; I settled that point," replied the old detective.

"I called up the St. Regis and learned that Henry Arm-
stead was staying there. I called up a member of the
Archaeological Society with whom I am acquainted, and
he informed me that Armstead, the explorer, was at the
St. Regis, and had delivered -an address before their
society only two weeks ago."/

"That settles it, of course."
"Call him up, Harry, and tell him to get down here."
"And the cabs?"
"Will be, here in half an hour."
The cabs came.
Mr. Armstead came also.
He seemed quite nervous now, and had been drinking,

although he was but little affected.
"Well, have you accomplished anything?" he asked.
"I think I may say that I have," replied Old King

Brady. "While we cannot be certain, I have hopes that
I have located the trunks."

"It will be a good job for you, Mr. Brady, if you
have done any such quick work. Tell me all about it."

"Later," replied the old detective. "It may turn out
that I am entirely mistaken. We will make sure first.
Are you prepared to go with us to Chinatown and see if
you can identify the trunks, providing we get them?"

"I am. Right now?"
"Yes."
"Very good."
"We go in three cabs."
"Why three?"
"I will explain later. Incidentally, it. will be a conven-

ience in removing the trunks. We can bring one away in
each cab."

"I am entirely in your hands, Mr. Brady."
They started then.
Harry rode with Alice in one cab, Old King Brady

and Mr. Armstead went in another, while the third went
downtown empty.

The old detective improved the opportunity by ques-
tioning Mr. Armstead a little further.
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"Did you ever hear of a man named Li Fung?" he
asked.

Mr. Armstead gave a start.
"Describe the man," he said.
Old King Brady did so.
"Yes," said Mr. Armstead, "there is no doubt about it.

That man was my servant on my first trip into Thibet,
five years ago. His name was not Li Fung, but Fung Li.
As you describe him, I should say there is little doubt
that he is the same man. Is he mixed up in the trunk
business?"

"Yes. What sort of a man is he?"
"A scoundrel! He robbed me and deserted me at a

time when I was in the deepest trouble."
"Was that the time you took Fen Pok in his place?"
"Xes."
"Are you sure that Fen Pok is aU right? That he was

not sent to you by Li Fung?"
"I cannot believe the last. Yet it is possible. Fen

Pok has been most faithful to me."
"For five years?"
"Yes."
"He knows the-full value of those trunks?"
"He knows their value. Yes."
"I said the full value."
"Why do you make such a strong point of that?"
"Because, Mr. Armstead, I am much inclined to believe

that you have not told me the full story of your trunks."
"I don't have to," replied the explorer, curtly. "I

have told you all that it is necessary for you to know."
"Very good, sir. I am not urging you to tell more. But

I presume you want to find your son. As I told you at the
office, I have made no headway in that matter. The
more you keep things back the more difficult you make
my work. Let me put my question again. Does Fen Pok
know the full value of these trunks?"

"Yes."
"That's to the point. Now, Mr. Armstead, I visited the

Hercules to-day and had a long talk with Mr. Helderberg.
He positively identified the picture of Fen Pok which
you gave me as that of the man who took away the
trunks."

"I know, I know! He says that, but he is all wrong."
"But his identification extends even to Fen Pok's dam-

aged ear."
"Ha! He didn't say anything about that to me."
"He did to me. Now for 4;he main point in this busi-

ness. Did Fen Pok have time to make two trips to the
Hercules before he wired you, I mean trips a day apart?"

"He did not wire me; he wrote. Yes, there was time.
He was certainly slow about writing—there is no deny-
ing that."

"Have I aroused your suspicions ?"
"Well, I admit that you have, Mr. Brady. I—er—that

is, I was foolish to quarrel with the mate. I see it now."
"I think the young man is sincere. He is certain that

Fen Pok took the trunks, and that he came to him the
second time somewhat disguised."

"But such a stupid thing to do. It is not a bit like
Fen Pok."

"Not so stupid. In the eyes of very many people there
is a general resemblance between Chinamen. Helder-

berg admits that he would not have recognized the man
but for the damaged ear."

"It is strong evidence, Mr. Brady."
"You know the general belief is that no Chinaman is

to be trusted."
"The general belief is entirely wrong. I have met

hundreds of Chinamen who were to be trusted implicitly.
The proportion of rascals among them is no greater than
with any other race."

"What you say confirms my own opinion. That is ail,
Mr. Armstead."

"I wish you would tell me exactly where we are going, \
and why, Mr. Brady."

"For reasons I prefer not 'to, and I will tell you what
I mean by that. Before I saw you this morning I had
engaged with a certain Chinaman to do a certain thing.
Th£ information I obtained from the man enabled me to
do what seems quick work in this trunk business. If the
trunks prove to be yours, then I help you get them and
tell you all. If it turns out otherwise I see no more
reason why I should betray my Chinese client than that
I should betray you to him."

"Right. Do you wish me to describe the trunks?"
"I had intended to ask yo,u to do so before we entered

the place where we 'are going."
"I'll do it now."
"Go ahead."
"They are strictly Chinese trunks; they are about five

feet long by three wide, made with square corners and
covered with rawhide, the hair out. The corners are
protected by brass plates.

"On each cover in the centre is a brass plate with my
name in Chinese. On the end of each was a piece of
thick pasteboard with my name in English."

"How do you represent your name in Chinese ?"
"I refer to the name I traveled under. Of course yon

understand that when my son and I entered Thibet we
went disguised as Chinamen. It would have been death
if we had gone otherwise. My name was Wang Wing."

"I see. But here we are just turning into Pell street.
We shall soon know all about it now. Ha! What is the
meaning of all this?"

The cab stopped, and the driver began backing around.
'Old King Brady opened the door and thrust his head

out.
"Well! There's a fire down the street!" he exclaimed.

"We have been turned back by the police!"
The cabby went down Doyers street and stopped.
Old Kiing Brady jumped out.
"Fire?" he demanded.
"Yes, sir. The cop turned us back," the cabby re-

plied.
"Get out, Mr. Armstead. We must proceed on foot,"

said the old detective.
They went back up Doyers street to Pell, meeting

Harry and Alice, who had abandoned their cab at the
Bowery.

"Looks to me as if the fire was close to our place,"
the former said.

"Yes," replied Old King Brady. "It would not be
so strange if the Tong fiends had struck at Li Fung
again."
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"Then we are going to see this Li Fung?" questioned
Mr. Annstead.

"Yes. You think you can identify him if he is your
man?"

"Not a doubt of it. I can never forget that fellow."
Old King Brady led the way to the fire line, through

which they were readily passed by the police.
On the left hand side of Pell street, almost at its

junction with Mott, a partially burned building could
be seen. The fire appeared to have been extinguished.

"Li Fung's," said Harry. "We are going to score a
failure here!"

"It looks so, I am sorry to say," replied Old King
Brady.

"What is it? Tong war?" demanded Mr. Armstead.
Old King Brady explained.
"And Li Fung has the trunks?"
"Yes. I may as well tell you all now."
And this Old King Brady did.
By the time he had finished they reached the burned

building.
The little restaurant which had been conducted by Li

Fung was completely gutted. A policeman stood guard
at the door.

The second story was also much damaged, but the third
remained intact.

An ambulance stood on the opposite side of the street.
"Officer, we have business with this- man Li Fung,"

said Old King Brady. "Is there anything wrong with
him?"

"Sure there is, Mr. Brady," was the reply. "The man
'has been terribly burned. If you have anything with him
you better attend to it quick, for I believe he is dying
now."

They hurried inside, finding the ambulance doctor and
a policeman standing over a Chinaman, who lay stretched
upon the floor. •

The man's clothes had been about burned off of him,
and his body was terribly disfigured, but the face re-
mained intact. -,

Harry drew* Alice outside.
Old King Brady and Mr. Armstead advanced.
"Is that your man?" whispered the old detective.
"Yes; he is the man!" replied Mr. Armstead, excitedly.

"Oh, if I could only get a word with him before he
dies!"

"Well, you can't," said the ambulance doctor. "He's
practically gone now."

But this young doctor, like some older ones, was mis-
taken.

Even as he spoke the eyes of the dying Chinaman
opened and fixed themselves upon Old King Brady.

"Mlister Blady! Tong fiends! Dley gettee tlunks!"
"Speak, Fung, and tell' me what to do," replied the old

detective.
But instead of replying the man turned hife eyes upon

Mr. Armstead, who said something in Chinese.
This settled it.
With a cry which rang in Old King Brady's ears for

some time to come the dying man half raised himself
and then fell back.

It was his last effort.

A moment later he had ceased to breathe.
"That finished him, whatever you said," remarkedNthe

ambulance doctor. "But he would have died anyway."
"I told him he was a traitor," Mr. Armstead whispered

to Old King Brady. "He knew it before."
"Your man?" demanded the old detective.
"Sure. Don't we want to search this place?"
"It might be as well."
Old King Brady turned to the policeman and inquired

how the fire occurred.
"It's more than I know," was the answer. "I don't

believe anybody knows. The place went all ablaze in a
minute, I am told."

"Was there nobody in the restaurant eating?"
"No. The place has been closed up since the fire what

was here yesterday. Dat fellow was de boss. He was
de only one in it, as far as we could learn."

"This gentleman has reason to believe that the dead
man robbed him of three trunks. I want to make a
search."

"Go ahead, Mr. Brady. Of course there is never any
objection to what you do."

And the search was made, but nothing came of it.
No trace of the missing trunks could be found.
Old King Brady also made further inquiries regard-

ing the fire. ,
These left him but little the wiser.
The restaurant had been closed up all day.
About half-past five o'clock smoke was seen coming

out over the door.
An alarm was turned in and by the time the engines

arrived the restaurant was all ablaze.
When the firemen broke in Li Fung Was discovered

lying where the Bradys had found him entirely uncon-
scious.

The only words he uttered were those spoken to Old
King Brady, which pointed directly to the "Tong fiends"
as the cause of the disaster.

And thus what had been mysterious before became
more mysterious still.

CHAPTER IV.

THE FINDING OP FEN POK.

"We shall never solve this mystery without the help of
some^Highbinder," said Old King Brady.

The scene was again the office of the Brady Detective
Bureau on Union Square.

The detectives had been discussing the case of Li
Fung, and its bearing upon the case of Mr. Armstead.

Three days had elapsed since the fire in Pell street.
They had been so many days of failure.
Every effort was made to get a start on the case.
Even the most strenuous efforts on Alice's part to

locate the widow and daughter of the dead Chinaman
had failed.

The woman had not come forward.
That day Li Fung was to be buried by his tong, the

On Leong.
"Of course the woman cannot be his wife," remarked
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Harry, for upon this subject the detectives had just been
talking.

"Impossible to say," replied Alice. "She may be his
wife, and still have reasons of her own for keeping out of
the way. No one can tell.^'

"As I said before/' repeated Old King Brady, "we shall
never solve this mystery without the help of some High-
binder."

"Get one," replied Alice.
"Easier said than done.1 But,how?"
"Advertise."
"Pshaw, Alice! To put a notice on the Chinese Bulle-

tin, at Pell and Doyers street "
"Wait. I haven't asked you to do that. It would

simply expose our hand to every Highbinder in New
York. Every Highbinder is a crook—Chinese crooks are
like the crooks of other nations. You will always find
one ready to give the gang away."

"And there is a whole lot in that, too," remarked
Harry.

"Ah! So you line up with your dear Alice as usual.
Not surprising. Still there can be no argument in this
case, for I agree with you."

No; it was not at all surprising that Harry should
'usually agree with Alice.

In the first place, Miss Alice Montgomery, detective,
is a wonderfully clear-headed proposition, and her judg-
ment rarely errs.

Then again, Young King Brady is deeply in love with
his fair -partner.

Actually engaged they are not, but there is little doubt
that .some day Alice will become Harry's wife, and Old
King Brady will be a thoroughly well satisfied man when
this comes about.

But to return to the case.
Mr. Armstead's disappointment over the failure to

secure the trunks was keen. >
Next day he called on the Bradys and admitted that

the contents of the trunks were more valuable than he
had stated, and offered them $5,000 for their recovery,
and as much more for the finding of his son.

It was a stake worth working for, of course.
From inquiries he had made, Old King Brady was

satisfied that the explorer was amply able to meet the
obligation.

But he need not have "raised the ante," for merely as
a matter of pride, and from a desire to finish wha^ they
had undertaken, the Bradys would have gone ahead just
the same.

"This Boston idea appeals to me," said the old detec-
tive, "but I don't see how it can be done unless somebody
goes over there and attends to it personally."

"True," said Alice, "and I will do that."
"You don't go alone," broke in Harry.
"Certainly not," replied Old King Brady. "You go

with her. Of course the Hip Sing Tong men are just an
organized gang of assassins and thieves to be hired by
anyone who can pay their price."

"Exactly," said Alice. "And when they are not quar-
relling with the On Leong Tong they are quarrelling
among themselves. I think the thing will work."

"Go," said Old King Brady. "You will go as China-
men, of course."

"I think I shall go as a Chinese woman, Mr. Brady.
Harry can figure as my deaf and dumb husband."

"And how shall you work your advertisement?" ,
"Well, I was thinking about that. How would you do-

it?"
-."Suppose you advertise for a man to join you in a

scheme in which there is a lot of money, the man to be
a Highbinder, of course. Could you so word your ad as
to make it plain that you wanted a man who would be
willing to betray the Hip Sing Tong?"

"Yes; easily. By the placing of one little mark on
the Chinese character which means 'Highbinder' that
could be done."

"Well, go on, Alice, and do your best. I am sure you
will. I am going to Li Fung's funeral, and Mr. Arm-
stead is going with me in his Chinese disguise."

"Hello!" cried Harry. "You had not mentioned that.
What is it for?"

"To see if he can see any Chinaman whom he knoAvs."
"Ah, ha! 1 tumble. Fen Pok, for instance?"
"Yes. He has lost faith in Fen Pok."
"But the suggestion was yours."
"It was, I will admit. My reasoning is this, Fen Pok

and Li Fung probably stood in together in this business.
Now if the Hip Sing Tong captured the trunks, and we
have Li Fung's statement for that, then Fen Pok will
naturally be after them. He may show himself at the
funeral for that reasqn."

"I consider it a slim chance. Probably the trunks
have been broken open and their contents disposed of
long before this."

"I know that you^ think so, Harry, for you have said as
much several times. Still Mr. Armstead,. who is the best
judge, does not agree with you."

"And what reason does h% give?"
"An excellent one. It seems that in anticipation of the

trunks being captured by Chinamen he caused a brass
plate to be attached to e%ch upon which is engraved, in
Chinese,, of course, that if anyone opens "the trunks at
any other time than the full of the moon it means
death."

"Well!" exclaimed Alice, "does the man think that the
Chinese are as superstitious as that?"

"Probably he does," was the reply. "More than that,
he put on these brass plates that only two persons can
safely open the trunks, even at the time of the full moon,
the owner—that is himself—or his son."

"Now I w,onder what the man has really got in the
trunks," said Alice. "Their contents must be peculiar,
indeed."

"He is a very peculiar man," replied Old King Brady.
"The more I see of him the less I understand him. But
we can only work with the materials we have at hand.
You two go to Boston, I'll go to the funeral. Between
the two moves we may manage to get a start."

As they decided to take the eleven o'clock train, Alice
and Harry lost no time in adopting their Chinese dis-
guises and departed for the Grand Central station.

The funeral of Li Fung was down for two o'clock.
At noon there came to the office of the Bradv Bureau a
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man wliom the most skillful detective on earth would
never have suspected of being anything but a Chinese.

Even Old King Brady, who was expecting him, did
not recognize Mr. Armstead in his Ohinese disguise until
the' explorer spoke.

"Excellent," said the old detective. "But will not Fen
Pok recognize you?"

"No," was the reply. "You see how I have made up
my face. It has been done by a method which I never
used after I took Fen Pok into my employ. Li Fung, as
you call him, might have recognized me, but I feel safe
as it is. Moreover, everything I have on I bought in
Chinatown. Fen Pok never saw me dressed like this."

"Very well," said Old King Brady. "All I have to say
is that your disguise is perfection itself."

. A carriage had been engaged, and in it Old King Brady
and Mr. Armstead rode to an undertaker's shop on lower
Elizabeth street, where the remains of the dead China-
man were, and from which the funeral was to start.

As is usually the case, they found quite a gathering of
carriages.

What ceremonies the Chinese have over their dead in
private is something but little understood by the outside
world.

Certainly there were none of any sort in this ease.
A crowd of Chinks stood about outside the under-

taker's, chattering and laughing and smoking cigarettes.
There was no sign of sorrow on anyone's face—there

never is at a Chinese funeral, for all that sort of business
is attended to in private.

At about the appointed time the hearse appeared with
a Chinaman in full native costume with the driver on the
box.

The coffin was brought out, placed in the hearse, and
the procession started.

As it moved up Elizabeth street the Chinaman on the
box began to scatter the bits of paper, which is always
done at Chinese funerals.

There is nothing visible in these papers, and the mean-
ing of this singular custom is somewhat obscure.

It is said that they represent m.oney, which the spirit
of the dead man can make use of in the other world.

In some parts of China the papers are silvered and
stiff and round, and are crudely stamped in imitation of
Spanish or Mexican dollars, which certainly seem to bear
out the money idea.

The carriages fell in line behind the hearse, and cross-
ing the Williamsburg bridge, took the road to the Ceme-
tery of the Evergreen, where is located the largest Chin-
ese burial plot around New York. ^

In due time this was reached, and the interment made.
The crowd stood about the grave chattering and smok-

ing in the same unconcerned fashion.
A whole roast pig was placed in the grave, together

with two chickens, a brace of ducks, a dish of boiled rice,
another of sweet cakes, and another still of preserved
ginger.

For some time these strange mourners stood around
waiting, as they believed, while the spirit of Li Fung
dined on these dainties.

This gave Old King "Brady and Mr. Armstead just the
chance they wanted.

The latter mingled with the Chinese, while the old
detective stood apart watching it all.

It was not a particularly cold day, considering that
the month was December.

But there was one Chink who underneath his hat wore
a black silk muffler which completely covered his ears.

As this is no part of a Chinaman's dress, Old King
Brady's attention was naturally attracted to the man.

He watched Mr. Armstead, too, but could not see that
he paid any heed to this person.

At last the Chinamen began to disperse.
Many, in fact almost all, got back into the carriages, de-

termined to get their money's worth out of the ride, no
doubt.

But the man in question as soon as the break was made
started to walk to the cemetery gate.

Mr. Armstead then rejoined Old King Brady.
"Well, did you see anyone you suspect of being Fen

Pok?" he asked.
The old detective mentioned the man with the muff-

ler, i ,
"You are right," said Mr. Armstead. "In fact, you

have been right clear through. That man is Fen Pok,
and not even disguised."

"He is making for the gate in front. Evidently he in-
tends to return to, New York by the elevated train."

"Yes; and I can understand why. He suffered an in-
jury of the left leg two years ago. While he scarcely
shows it in his walk, it is extremely painful for him to
sit in any position for any length of time. He is Fen
Pok all right. The only thing he has done is to conceal
his ears."

"And now, can yoti longer doubt ihat he was a friend
of Li Fung's, and that he stole the trunks from the
Hercules?"

"No. It is impossible to doubt it, hard as I found it
to believe such a thing at first. We shadow him, of
course?"

"Certainly. Such was our purpose in coming here. It
is only ,to be hoped he don't know meJ'

"I can't believe that he knows you. He speaks njot a
word of English. He was never in America before."

"How did you manage to get him in, by the way?"
"Oh, as my body servant. I am an Englishman, you

see. The British Consul fixed that."
They had been following the man while talking, and

now they passed out of the cemetery.
In spite of his supposed ignorance of New York, Fen

Pok seemed to know just what he was about, for he made
directly for the elevated railroad.

Old King Brady and his companion boarded the same
train, seating themselves at the other end of the same
car.

Nothing had been said of their plans.
•"What about arresting the man?" the old detective

now asked.
"Mr. Brady, I leave that entirely to you," was the

reply. "When I engage an expert in any line of business
I never interfere."

"It is a doubtful case. If there was any chance of
making him talk "

"I don't believe it could be done. It would not sur-
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prise me if he made way with himself if he was taken to
prison."

"Is he that kind?"
"Yes. Very intense. He comes of what he considers

one of the finest families in China. He would consider
himself everlastingly disgraced."

"And yet he acted as your servant?"
"That was his desire to travel in Thibet."
"I think then that under those circumstances we will

take it out in shadowing. If we can once locate him it
will give me the clew I seek."

So they stuck to their work, and tracked Fen Pok back
to Chinatown.

Certainly the man appeared wholly unsuspicious.
They tracked him to an old house in Mott street, near

Pell.
Here he entered a banker's place on the parlor floor.
"And now?" said Mr. Armstead, as they walked on

past the house, "what about Mr. Gee Gong?"
"You read the Chinese sign then?"
"Certainly. I read Chinese just as freely as you read

English."
"He is a well-known Chinese banker. I am not per-

sonally acquainted with him, but I am informed that he
stands high. But let us watch here on the corner and
see if our man comes out again. His going in there may
only be a bluff."

They waited for nearly twenty minutes before Old King
Brady announced himself ready to give it up.

Meanwhile the Chinaman failed to put in an appear-
ance.

But Old King Brady was satisfied.
He had proved his point, and incidentally had obtained

a sight of Fen Pok.

CHAPTER V.

HARRY AND ALICE WIN OUT IN BOSTON.

Harry and Alice had a first-rate time going to Boston.
Naturally Harry always enjoys these trips-with Alice

alone.
It was interesting to listen to the remarks passed upon

Alice as the "Chinese woman," 'the "Chink lady," and so
on.

As they talked in the deaf and dumb way with their
fingers those about them seemed to consider themselves
privileged to say what they pleased. "

And not one of all who saw them probably questioned
for an instant that they were Chinese.

Arrived at Boston, Harry and Alice went to a cheap
hotel on Oak place, on the edge of Chinatown.

This house, although kept by a German, is much used
by Chinese.

There is less objection to Chinamen in Boston than in
New York, and they are seldom disturbed and insulted
as they come and go.

It was too late to do anything that night, but to write
the advertisement, which Alice succeeded in doing to her
satisfaction after several •attempts.

It was exceedingly brief, and it invited the acquaintance
of a Highbinder who wanted to make money by talking,
or in other words by betraying his fellows.

When Alice read ft to Harry he objected.
"Why the first thing you know we shall be assassin-

ated," he said.
"Not at all," replied Alice. "The man who answers

it may be assassinated, but the Hip Sing Tong won't
bother us."

The advertisement was signed "Mrs. Lee Mow," and
the address at the hotel given.

First thing next morning Harry pasted the slip of red
paper on the wall of the building on Harrison avenue,
which constitutes the Chinese bulletin in Boston.

But the morning passed and there was nothing doing.
It began to look as if disappointment was to be their

only reward, when a Chinaman announced himself by a
knock on the door.

Harry opened.
Outside was a good looking young Celestial in Ameri-

can clothes who asked to see Mrs. Lee Mow.
Harry pointed to his lips and shook his head.
At the same time he made the peculiar whining noise

which is so common with the dumb.
Alice came out of the other room and immediately the

talk began. ^
To Harry it was horribly tedious, as Alice paid ab-

solutely no attention to him during that time.
At last the young man left, and the door was closed be-

hind him.
"Wait a few minutes before you speak," said Alice

with her fingers.
She waited ten, and then getting up suddenly threw

open the door.
But her fears were groundless. There was nobody out-

side.
"Well?9' demanded Harry. "This is slow business. Kink-

ly lose no time in satisfying my curiosity."
"I think we have hit about right."
"Really?"
"Yes, really, sir. Th%t young man claims to be a High-

binder. What is more, if you can believe him, he was
initiated into the Hip Sing Tong in San Francisco and
has never made his membership known in Boston, where
he has only been three weeks. He declares that money
and money alone is what he is after. He listened to all
I had to say, and fell in with everything. Of course he
may be a fraud. But if he is, he certainly .played his
part well."

"What, yarn did you give him?"
"Why, Harry, I gave it to him pretty nearly straight,

only I didn't mention any names. I told him that a young
man was missing and that three trunks, supposed to con-
tain money, and perhaps diamonds, had been stolen
by Li Fung, an On Leong man, and that he had been
killed by the Hip Sing Tongers. I told him that they
had taken the trunks, and then I told about the naming
on the brass plate, and how they would not dare to open
the trunks till the moon was at the full. Right there I
got a piece of information."

"What was that?"
"He seemed to think there was nothing strange about
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that sort of thing. Said that the owner of the trunks
had prohably attached a spirit to them, who would kill
anyone who disoheyed the command on the brass plate. I
never heard of such business before, but it seemed all
right to him."

"And is he willing to take hold?"
"Yes. I was going to add that I told him we were de-

tectives, or rather that I'was, and that we worked for the
New York police, and that was how I came to know
about this business; but I gave him to understand that-
the police would not be in it in this case if we managed
to get hold of the trunks. It was to be an even divide
between us."

"That is all right, Alice: but do you suppose the fellow
will really lie to you in case he learns anything?"

AJice laughed.
"Well, I'm sure I don't know," she replied. "If we

can only try it on."
"And when do we start back for New York?"
To-night by the Fall River boat. He has no money,

.d I promised to pay his fare, and to give him twenty
.ollars to boot after we get to New York."

Harry had little faith in the scheme.
To him it seemed decidedly far-fetched.
But as Alice was more confident, he said nothing to

discourage her.
They stuck to the rooms for the day was cold and

blustery.
Three other Chinamen called in answer to the ad-

vertisement and wanted to talk business.
Alice treated all three in the same fashion, pretending

not to understand, and denying all knowledge of the ad-
vertisement.

And now as the time to take the train for Fall River
approached the question was, would Mr. Foo Ling, the
name the young man had given, show up.

Just when it began to look doubtful he came, and they
started for the station.

The ride down to the boat was anything but pleasant
for Harry.

The Chink kept up one continuous gabble, and Alice
held up her end.

"What in the world are they talking about?" thought
Harry. "Fd give, anything if I only understood Chin-
ese."

But it was not until they got aboard the boat and had
started that Harry got the opportunity to speak to Alice
alone.

And even then he did not dare to talk other than with
his fingers.

"He is an unusually bright fellow,".said Alice, speak-
ing of Foo Ling. "He feels very sure that there is what
he calls 'magic' about this business. While he speaks
the Cantonese dialect—my kind of Chinese, you know—
this man comes from the far western part of China, be-
yond the Great Wall, the very country the Armsteads
figured in. He says that there they practice what we
would call the Black Art, and that all sorts of strange
things are done. What he means by it all I don't fully
understand, but he has promised that I shall have full
explanation. He will take right hold as soon as we get
to New York. He knows a Chinese woman who is right

in with the priest of the Highbinders' secret joss-house,
and through her he expects to get next to the whole out-
fit."

"All of which promises well," replied Harry; "but there
is one thing which is bothering me."

"And what is that?"
"Where are we to go when we hit New York? We are

supposed to be husband and wife, which, by the way, I
wish we were, and "

"Cut that out, Harry. Stick to business."
"Consider it cut; but where are we to go?"
"I have provided for all that. I told him that we live

in a house uptown, where the police keep all kinds of
foreign detectives, and that it won't be safe for him to
come there. He knows nothing about New York, so he
swallowed it whole, and it will enable us to go home."

This was satisfactory enough, and it worked out well.
Foo Ling had never been in New York, and it was

necessary to guide him to Chinatown.
He had the address of the Chinese woman of whom he

had spoken to Alice. <
This proved to be the same number on Mott' street to

which Old King Brady and Mr. Armstead had traced Fen
Pok, that is Gee Gong, the banker's.

And here Alice and Harry left their man, with the un-
derstanding that they were to meet in front of the Chin-
ese theatre on Doyers street that evening about seven
o'clock.

The detectives then started uptown ready to declare
their Boston trip a success as far as could be seen.

They reached the office at half-past eight, having shed
their Chinese disguises in the rooms of Schmidt, the cos-
turner, on the Bowery.

Old King Brady was on hand, and expecting them, as
Harry had wired him the night before, and he listened
to the story of their success.

"You have started right," he said. "I hardly thought
you would succeed so well. Push straight ahead on those
lines. You can do no better."

"And how do matters stand?" demanded Alice. "You
seemed troubled about something, if I am able to read
your face."

"You have read it correctly. . I am greatly troubled.
Listen to my tale of woe. We went to Li Fung's funeral,
Armstead and I, and there, as I imagined, we struck
Fen Pok.
/ "Armstead was splendidly disguised, and the man to
all appearances did not know him.

"We went on the trail and shadowed him to Gee
Gong's house on Mott street."

"The banker?"
"Yes."
"Why that is the very house where Alice and I left

our man?"
"I know it. That is what makes your story all the

more interesting to me."
"Well, go on."
"We lost no time, Harry. After waiting awhile to

see if the fellow would come out again, and finding that
he didn't, I went around to Elizabeth street and arranged
for a raid on the place right away after dark.

"I then hurried Armstead up to the office, and we
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both disguised so thoroughly that our own mothers would
not have known us. Then it was back to Elizabeth
street, and we were with the plainclothesmen when they
made their raid."

"And what came of it?"
"Nothing. It was a complete failure. Armstead, who

understood every word spoken by the Chinese among
themselves, declared afterward that not a syllable was
dropped which threw any light upon the mystery."

"And Fen Pok?"
"Didn't find him of course. That in a way would have

been success."
"And since then?"
"Well, yesterday I did nothing, for the case received

another knockout blow."
"How was that?"
"Why Armstead has vanished now. I left him with the

understanding that he was going directly back to his
hotel. He never reached it. What has become of him I
don't know."

"But the man drinks. He may have gone on a spree."
"I doubt it. He told me that he drank just so much

every day, and had for years. The people at the St.
Regis say that he has never been seen under the influence
of liquor to any extent since he has been stopping there.
My theory is that he did overhear something during the
raid, and lied to me when he said he did not; that he re-
adopted his Chinese disguise and went back to Chinatown
that night, when the Tong fiends got him."

"But I thought you said he left his Chinese disguise
here at the office," said Alice."

"And so he did. But how many places are there on the
Bowery where he could have hired another?"

"Plenty."
"Then there you are. No, children, I am "bowled out

for the time being. All now depends upon you, so jump
in and wia."

"We start in to-night."
"As you said. I shall shadow you. It may be that

we can work out a quick success."
And thus ended, as we may say, the first stage of the

case of the Bradys' chase after the Chinese Tong fiends.
The second stage began that night at eight o'clock,

when Alice and Harry turned up on Doyers street.
Old King Brady was right behind them.
He saw a good-looking young Chink come striding out

of a doorway near the Chinese theatre.
A few words passed between him and Alice, and then

they turned into Pell street, and passed on to Mott,
where they again turned.

"They are going into Gee Gong's surest thing," thought
Old King Brady.

But he was mistaken.
They entered the next house by the basement way.
Old King Brady kept on the block for half an hour

or so, but they did not reappear.
"Alice has started in sure," he thought. "Wonderful

woman. She always gets there, and it is my belief that
she is going to do it to-nignt. But now to see what
relation this house bears to the one in which Li Fung
met his death."

He went back on to Pell street, and as nearly as he

could make out the Mott street house was directly in
the rear.

But to be sure, Old King Brady climbed the stairs and
went out on the roof.

Here he saw that he had sized the situation up cor-
rectly.

There was an extension to the house in which Li Fung's
kitchen had been located.

This ran to the rear of the lot, where it was almost
met by a similar extension to the Mott street house, there
was but a narrow space between.

"Come," thought Old King Brady. "I must try to
work in there on my own account, for I don't want to let
those two fight this dangerous battle alone."

CHAPTER VI.

COMING CLOSE TO THE TONU FIENDS.

When Foo Ling met Alice and Harry on Doyers stre<
he seemed particularly triumphant,

"I have succeeded better than I hoped for," he said
to Alice in Chinese. "I saw the woman; I knew her well
in China; she will help. She is the wife of the priest of
the Highbinders' secret joss-house, as I told you. For-
tunately for us, her husband is in San Francisco, so the
way is clear."

"And do we go to her to-night?" inquired Alice.
"Right now," was the reply.
"How much did you tell her?"
"I told her all. She said that she has known for some

days that there was something in the wind, for the Hip
Sing Tong men have been meeting in a secret cellar on
Mott street, where they have their joss-house. She
thought it was all about the fires which have been set in
houses belonging to the On Leong Tong, but now she
is satisfied that there is more to it than that. She will
talk to you, and probably tell you as a woman, things
which she does not care to tell me. We will go to her at
once."

And Alice and Harry followed the young Highbinder
around on Mott street, where they entered the next
house to Gee Gong, the banker's place, as has been de-
scribed.

They passed through the basement hall and came to an
old man with a drooping mustache, who sat in a chair
half asleep to all appearance.

Foo Ling made a sign to him, and gave a password.
The old fellow got up, and unlocking the door "of the

back basement, admitted them to a room entirely bare of
furniture.

Here he pressed some secret spring and a little panel
flew back, revealing a narrow stairs set in the angle of
the wall, which led both up and down.

Foo Ling entered unhesitatingly, and led the way up;
coming at last to a secret panel he rapped sharply and
in a minute it was opened by an intelligent looking Chin-
ese woman, who greeted Foo Ling as "brother."

And to this woman, whose name was given as Mrs. Fing
Wang, Alice was introduced as "Mrs. Lee Mow."
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As near as Harry could make out, they were now
upstairs over Gee Gong's place in the rear.

Foo Ling went into another room, and motioned Harry
to follov him, which he did.

Here while they sat around smoking, he tried/three
times toistartle Harry by sudden noises. But Young King
Brady wks fully prepared for this, and made no sign.

Meanwhile Alice was having her talk with Mrs Fing
Wang.

The first part of it we shall not give.
It referred to Foo Ling.
The woman grew quite confidential with Alice, and ad-

mitted that she had been in love with Foo Ling in China,
and that she loved him still.

Then she came out boldly and stated that she meant to
mn away with the Highbinder if he could succeed in
making the money Alice had promised him.

"Well, it all depends upon yourself," said Alice. "I
suppose Foo Ling has told you who I am and what I
want?"

"He has. You are a detective. You want the trunks
the Hip Sing Tong men took from Li Fung."

"Yes. They got those trunks then?"
"I am told so. Remember I am only a woman. They

tell me little. There are secrets in this place which even
I, the wife of the priest of the secret joss-house, do not
know. But after Foo Ling came to me to-day I enquired
and I am satisfied that they have the trunks."

"And what is in them?"
"The bones of saints from the sacred monastery of

Sze-dgong."
"Oh! Nothing more valuable?"
"No. But they are very valuable."
"Why?"
"You do not know ?"
"I do not. I am from Canton. What should I know

about Western China?"
"Then listen! By those who have the power, these

dead saints, at the full of the moon, can be temporarily
restored to life and made to tell where buried treasure is
hidden, how luck can come, by the horse race, by the fan-
tan table, by business, by any way."

"So! And who possesses this power?"
"It is possessed by the priests of the monastery of Sze-

dgong. The white man who stole the bones learned the
secret from them. Then he stole the bones. His servant
helped him. To one who was with them in China his ser-
vant confided the secret, and he sent word by letter to the
Hip Sing Tong men of New York, for he himself had
lived here and was one of them, to look out for these
trunks, and for this white thief and his son. They did;
they got the son. Now I hear they got the old man.
The son did not know the secret, but the old man knows,
and he will be made t® tell."

Needless to say Alice followed all this with close at-
tention.

It seemed to be that the woman at least believed she
was speaking the truth.

And Mrs. Fing Wang continued:
"Now tell me, where do you get the money 3*pu expect

to divide with Foo Ling? It is from the old man-*-the
bone thief?"

"It is."
"Then what we want is to get him free, and set his son

free, or there will be no money coming. As for the
trunks, he must get them afterward. We can do nothing
about that to-night."

"But you can help us get those two free to-night?"
"Yes; I can do it now better than any other time. At

midnight the Hip Sing Tong men meet in the secret
cellar, where they have their idol. What we do we must-
do now. Is that man your husband?"

"Yes."
"He is deaf and dumb?"
"Yes."
"Then let him beware. If the Hip Sing Tong get him

they will hold him prisoner forever. You know why?"
,But Alice did not know why, and she said as much,

even at the risk of undervaluing herself in the eyes of
Mrs. Fing Wang.

"Then you know little of the ways of the Hip Sing
Tongers," said the woman, "but that is not strange. Few
women do. Listen; they have their luck god down there
in the secret cellar. They believe if they put inside of
him a deaf and dumb man and give him the sleep drink
then the idol will talk."

"Yes, yes. I remember now to have heard of this,"
said Alice, and she spoke the truth.

"Then he must not go with us," she added.
But Mrs. Fing Wang promptly objected.
"But he must go with us," she said. Am I to take all

risks? No! He goes, and Foo Ling goes. These Tongers
are fiends when they are aroused. You should know.
They will kill us both."

"He goes," said Alice. "Say no more about that."
And although the conversation was carried on to still

further length, nothing more was said worth recording
here.

Finally Alice suggested that the sooner they went the
better.

To this Mrs. Fing Wang agreed, and Foo Ling was
called in.

"You women have good talk?" he asked, laughingly.
"Yes," said Alice. "We understand each other now."
"Then let you and me understand each other, too."
"Why must we wait?" broke in Mrs. Fing Wang.

"Every minute increases the danger of our undertaking.
You know that, Foo Ling."

"I talk business with the detectives," replied Foo Ling,
stubbornly, and he motioned Alice into the other room.

Poor Harry was left behind wondering what it all
meant.

Playing a Chinese dummy when one don't know Chin-
ese is certainly not lively work.

Foo Ling closed the door as they entered the other
room.

Mrs. Fing Wang instantly made a dash for Harry, and
throwing her arms about him tried to kiss him.

Her motive was clear enough.
It was to satisfy herself that he was actually deaf and

dumb—to catch him napping if she could.
Harry was not to be caught in any such fashion.
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He dodged, and gently pushing the woman away, made
rumbling sounds such as the deaf mutes usually do.

Meanwhile Foo Ling was going for Alice.
"Look!" he said. "I did not tell you all. Now you

know, i'he man was hired you,is a prisoner. Before we
let him out he must pay."

"Perhaps he has not the money with him," suggested
Alice. ...

"Then he must tell us how to get it. See, Mrs. Fing
.Wang will take us to the secret cellar. Out of there we
take him. We bring him here and lock him in this room
with his son till we get the money. You must consent
to that."

"Well, that will be all right."
"Good. But see! Listen! You say you give me one-

quarter of all you get. It is not enough. You must give
me one-half or further in this business I will not go."

"Talk to him yourself and make your own bargain.
No doubt you speak English, although you say you do
not."

"I do not speak one word of English."
"Then talk to him in Chinese."
"I can do that."
"But remember it is not only his own liberty and that

of his son the man wants. He also wants his three
trunks."

"Ah! The trunks! How can4we get them out of the
secret rooms below here? He must go to the police. He
must do that himself."

"Let us get to work."
"Yes, let us get to work; but remember, I want half,

and shall not be satisfied with less."
The man's tone was decidedly menacing.
Alice began to think that the path upon which she and

Harry were about to enter was not likely to be rose-
strewn by any means.

"No matter," she said to herself. "We will get the
two Armsteads up here to begin with. Then we shall
see what we can do as to the rest."

She threw open the door and passed into the other
room, turning her back on the young Highbinder.

"Are you ready?" demanded Mrs. Fing Wang.
"Yes," said Foo Ling. "We understand each other

now."
Harry, not daring to address Alice with his fingers,

stood wondering what it was all about.
Mrs. Fing Wang then turned on Alice and said:
"We must be on the safe side. See, I go first and Foo

Ling goes with me. You and your husband stay here.
In a few minutes we return."

She opened the secret panel and started down the
stairs with Foo Ling at her heels.

Instantly Alice began making the situation plain to
Harry with her fingers.

"Do you believe he will betray us?" Young King Brady
demanded.

"How can I tell?" asked Alice. "Until this minute I
have trusted him. Now he shows the cloven foot."

"He is a Highbinder, and necessarily a crook."
"That is so. But I think we shall have to trust him,

and take our chances. Ha! Here they are back again."
Foo Ling popped in his head through the panel.

"So, so!" he exclaimed in Chinese. "Now I can trust
you. Your man there is really deaf and dumb!"

It had been all a trick to entrap Harry into speaking
if they could!

Alice was angry clear through.
"You would make me a fraud by your action,'* she said

in Chinese.
Foo Ling only laughed.
"Come, let us not qua«rrel, but all go together," he

said. "The risk may be great, it may be little, but what-
ever it is we will share it."

Alice and Harry now started down the secret stairs
upon which Mrs. Fing Wang stood waiting, Loo Fing
closing the panel behind them.

The Chinese woman had taken with her a small brass
lamp, and by its aid led the way to the bottom of a long
flight.

Here there was an iron door, which she proceeded to
unlock.

Beyond this was the usual boarded-up passage so com-
mon in these Chinese secret dens. •-

But instead of leading off towards Pell street it ran in
a semi-circular fashion.

Harry felt sure that its end was under Gee Gong's
house.

Here there was another iron door which Mrs. Fing
Wang opened with her key.

A short flight of steps descended into what happened
to be the secret cellar spoken of.

The woman paused to listen.
From the depths below came deep, half-smothered

groans.
The woman looked frightened and drew back.
Again the groans were heard, and louder.
''Can it be the Armsteads?" Alifte asked herself.
"Are they being tortured by the Tong fiends?"

"'' CHAPTER VII.

OLD KING BRADY GETS THE GEMS.

Old King Brady stood on the roof of the half-burned
house wondering what he ought to do next.

To attempt to follow Harry and Alice into the Mott
street house would only be to defeat their purpose per-
haps.

This, of course, was no part of his own plan.
There was an old broken chair on the roof, however it

came there, and Old King Brady sat down upon it and
lit a cigar.

It was not a cold night, and the winter stars were all
in evidence.

The old detective sat there watching them and ponder-
ing on the case.

A little quiet reflection often works wonders, and this
is especially true in the detective business.

Old King Brady was reflecting upon the trunks.
One thing seemed clear, and that was that Fen Pok

had actually taken the trunks from the Hercules and
brought them in the wagon to this very house.
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A\bout this Li Fung could scarcely have lied.
It,was, however, perfectly natural that he should apply

to Old King Brady for help to remove the trunks to a
place of safety.

The man considered the old detective his friend, and,
indeed, Old King Brady regarded himself' in the same
light.

This being the case, equally certain it seemed that Li
Fung had spoken the truth in his last moments, and
that the "Tong fiends," as he called them, had stolen the
trunks before setting the fire.

Then there was another strong point which now began
to take shape in Old King Brady's mind.

"Look here," he said to himself. "I have been blind
not to have seen this before. Li Fung never could have
been where the police found him all through that fire.
He would have been suffocated. He must have been
brought in there just a moment or two before the fire-
men broke in."

This seemed certain.
Then where had the man been brought from?
Out of the kitchen?"
Hardly, for the fire had started there.
From where then?
Old King Brady had noticed that the fire had not

reached the hall of the old building, although it had
burned through the ceiling of the restaurant to the
room above.

"They brought him up out of the cellar by way of the
hall surest thing," the old detective said to himself.
"Yes, it must have been that. It can't be any other way.
The trunks were in the cellar, and that is where Li Fung
was attacked. He saw the Tong fiends get the trunks,
and that is what made him speak in the way he did."

He flipped the ashes from his cigar and .continued to
think.

Did the. Tong fiends take the trunks up out of the
Cellar and carry them off in a cart?

The thought was impossible.
Then how had they managed to dispose of them?
There seemed but one way to the old detective.
"There is some secret cellar in Mott street behind

here," he reasoned. "The Tongers cut through into Li
Fung's cellar and stole the trunks. Probably he sur-
prised them in their work, and that brought about his
death."

Now it took time for all those thoughts to assume form
in Old King Brady's mind.

By the time he had reached this point in his reasoning
he was ready to take a look into Li Fung's cellar, and he
wondered at himself that he had not thought of it
before.

So the old detective abandoned his perch on the roof
and descended to the ground floor.

Once more he took a look into the burned restaurant.
The house had been abandoned.
The front of the restaurant was boarded up, and the

side door had been locked.
Old King Brady obtained admission by means of his

skeleton keys.
"It ii as I say," he thought. "Li Fung never could

have been in here all that time. The cellar awaits me.

I am sure to make some discovery there. It may result
in finding a back entrance to the Mott street den where
Harry and Alice have gone."

He found the cellar door under the stairs, and some-
what to his surprise he found it locked.

This fitted with his theory.
"Perhaps the Tong fiends had locked it," he thought.

He made short work of the lock himself by aid of his
skeleton keys.

Descending the stairs he came- up against a mass of
half burned rubbish, boxes, barrels, and so on.

"But how did this stuff get afire?" he asked himself.
That the fire here had been separately set seemed

sure.
Flashing his light about Old King Brady observed that

this half burned stuff was principally at the back of the
cellar piled up against the wall.

There was plenty of evidence that it had been so-
placed, after it was burned.

Old King Brad^ threw off his coat and so fixing his
electric lantern that the light would be continuous,, be
started in to clear away by the rear wall.
"' This proved to be less of a task than he had at first
imagined.

In a short time he had cleared an entrance to the wall,
and he was tossing the old trash right and left, when all
at once he came upon a large stone in thej wall which
projected out beyond the rest.

Old King Brady went for the flashlight and threw it
upon the stone.

The mortar about it had been carefully removed.
It was the same with several other stones.
All these seemed to have been taken out and put

back again.
Probably they had not been put in exactly as they

were before.
Hence when it came to the last stone it would not

quite fit.
And all this went to bear out Old King Brady's reason-

ing on the roof.
"I am getting there. I certainly am," thought the

old detective.
He got hold of the stone with both hands and pulled

for all he was worth.
It moved—it moved again. It was coming out!
Old King Brady, standing with his legs wide apart*

gave it a final yank, expecting to- have it drop between*
his feet, but instead of that it tumbled against the wall1

below with a bang and hung suspended by a chain which*
was attached^ to a staple fastened in the stone.

"It beats all how these Chinks do get in their fine-
work," thought Old King Brady.

Seizing his light, he flashed it into the hole».
A narrow passage which seemed1 to have but just been

excavated lay beyond.
And once again the old detective asked himself the

same question he had asked so many times before.
"What do the Chinks do with the earth they take out

of these underground burrows?"
It was a question to which no answer ever could be'

found.
The old detective was now well satisfied that he was
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on the right track, and he was just preparing to crawl
through the hole when he was startled by hearing some-
body walking overhead.

"Chinks!" he thought. Am I up against trouble or is
some new discovery coming my way?"

Old King Brady hastily shut off his light and dropped
behind a couple of half burned packing cases, one of
which he had piled upon the other.

He was just in time.
A second later and a light flashed at the top of the

cellar stairs.
It was only an ordinary lantern, but it was held in the

hands of a Chinaman.
Behind the man came a second Celestial.
Old King Brady peering out from behind the packing

cases saw that the foremost Chink had lost part of his
left ear—the lower part.

He was Fen Pok, and no one else.
As he descended the stairs, Fen Pok gave an exclama-

tion and flashed his lantern upon the rubbish and the
wall.

Old King Brady crouched low, fearing discovery, but
it did not come.

A great jabbering in Chinese now started up.
Fen Pok was evidently greatly surprised to see the

hole open.
For the moment it appeared as i f i he was afraid to

approach.
His companion was a very ordinary Chink, one of the

very Chinese looking sort.
He drew a big revolver and Fen Pok produced another.
They stood there waiting and watching, talking in a

sppressed mumble all the .while.
At last when they realized that there was going to be

nothing doing, they mustered up courage to approach,
and Fen Pok waved his lantern within the hole.

Old King Brady, with his own revolver ready for busi-
ness, waited.

Now would have been his time to jump on these fel-
lows, but he was anxious to see what they would do.

Fen Pok pulled back out of the hole presently, and
more "hinging" and "hanging" followed.

At last they seemed to come to a decision, and both
crawled through the hole and vanished.

"It spells trunks, surest thing," thought Old King
Brady. "I'll keep dark awhile yet and see what comes
of all this."

But he ventured to come out from his concealment to
a position where he could get a look in through the
hole. *

He could see the light at no great distance ahead.
The two Chinamen were standing in a Secret cellar.
And between them the old detective caught sight of a

queer oblong trunk.
It was covered with hide with the hair out, and bound

with brass.
The Chinks were still talking.
"It is really wonderful what an amount of talk these

silent yellow men will make once they get started.
The reason was plain.
The newly excavated passage was barely big enough to

permit them to bring the trunk through.

At last they came to an understanding apparently.
Both came back to the opening, and they set about re-

moving the other stones which had been loosened in the
wall.

"When all were out the opening was wide enough to ad-
mit of the trunk being brought through.

Fen Pok put down his lantern, and they went back to
the secret cellar.

Soon they came through carrying a trunk.
It appeared to be rather light, considering the great

size. ,
With a lot of tugging and pushing they finally managed

to get it through the hole.
Then they went back after another, and it ended in

just such a trunk as Mr. Armstead had described being
deposited on the cellar floor.

And now instead of hustling the pair sat down^ on the
trunks to rest from their labors, and in silence smoked a
cigarette apiece before they made the next move.

Fen Pok finished his smoke first, and throwing the
stump away, he arose, picked up the lantern and went off
up the cellar stairs alone.

"Good enough!" thought Old King Brady. "Now is
my time!"

Noiselessly, he crept upon his man, who sat upon the
trunk, his back turned.

And he got him, too!
He wouldn't have been Old King Brady if he had

missed.
He tumbled the Chink over backwards, and had the

handcuffs on in no time, iu spite of his struggles, and all
this done in the dark.

Then Old King Brady flashed the light upon his vic-
tim.

"See here, you!" he said. "Make one sound and you're
a dead one—see?"

He pocketed the man's revolver, which had fallen to
the ground, and hurried to the top of the stairs.

"If there comes two I may have trouble," he thought.
"But if it is only Fen Pok I guess I can manage."

He waited behind the closed door.
It was but a minute.

• Then someone was heard approaching alone.
Old King Brady flung open the door at the psycholo-

gical moment.
It was Fen Pok!
He gave a despairing cry as the revolver was thrust

into his face, and Old King Brady backed him up against
the wall.

"You are arrested—see!" cried the old detective. '-'Make
a move and you are a dead man. Now put your hands
up and walk out on the street ahead of me!"

I
CHAPTER VIII.

DREAMS.

The groans continuing, Mrs. Fing Wang turned back
to Alice, who was immediately behind her, and whis-
pered :
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"I am afraid."
, "We must either go on or get back," said Foo Ling in
Chinese.

"I'm not afraid, let me go downstairs and see what it
all means," breathed Alice.

"No! Don't you do it," said Harry with his fingers.
But Alice paid no attention to him, and crept down the

stairs. ,
They ended at the commencement of another pass-

age.
A light could be seen burning dimly behind an open

transom over a door at its end.
And from behind this door the groans appeared to

come.
Alice glided along the passage and listened at the

door.
The groans continued, but as no word was spoken

she could not tell whether they came from'a white man
or a Chinese.

Very cautiously she tried the door, but it was locked.
Alice started to return, and at the same instant she

heard a scream.
Foo Ling shouted something unintelligible. There

were sounds of a scuffle.
Alice paused, hardly knowing what to do.
But it was only for an instant.
Harry was in danger.
"We are in this thing together, and must stand or fall

together," she thought.
With that she rushed up the stairs.
But the delay, brief as it was, had changed everything.
Foo Ling had vanished. So had Harry and M?s. Fing

Wang.
In their stead were two Chinamen wearing hideous

paper masks.
"Spy! Sp5»!" they cried in Chinese, and rushed upon

Alice.
She might have drawn a revolver and so defended her-

self, but the risk was too great.
Chinese women do not carry revolvers.
To Alice it seemed at "the moment that everything de-

pended upon holding her own in the part she had under-
taken to play.

So she did what the average Chinese woman would
have done under the circumstances, just screamed as
lo,ud as she could.

The masks closed in on her, caught her by the arm,
and dragging her back along the passage, passed out to
where the two doors had been seen.

One of them threw open the other door, and Alice
was pushed into a little room, where she found Mrs. Fing
Wang standing in the middle of the floor, and just
screaming for all she was worth.

The door w^,s then closed and the two women left
alone.

The scheme had. failed.
Four masked men jumped on the party as soon as

Alice went down the stairs.
Harry and Foo Ling were forced along the passage at

the points of two revolvers.
A secret panel opened, and they were crowded into a

dirty little room, and left together in the dark.

Foo Ling was furious.
He said things, but as what he said was in Chinese

it was lost on Young King Brady who, anxious to carry
out his part as a dummy, muttered a few minutes and
then relapsed into silence.

Foo Ling continued to rave.
At last he caught hold of Harry by the shoulder there

in the dark and fairly bellowed something Chinese at
him.

Was it a final test?
Probably.
At all events Young King Brady was not troubled*

again with the fellow after he once let go of him, which
he did in a minute.

But the whole night had to be put in there with him.
It was one of the most trying nights Harry ever

passed. .
At' last, hours later, the door was unlocked and a

Chinaman appeared.
He carried a lantern and a revolver.
Addressing himself to Foo Ling, considerable talk was

made, ^fter which they went away together, and once
more the door was locked.

And still Harry did not dare to attempt any move, for
from certain sounds which he had heard from time to
time, he felt sure that he was being spied upon.

Everything seemed to depend upon him keeping up the
character he had assumed.

Another hour passed, and then the door was once more
opened and Harry's tedious imprisonment came to an
end.

A mild looking Chink' appeared and motioned for
Young King Brady to follow him.

Harry passed through various passages, through sev-
eral doors, and at length came into the secret joss-house
of the Hip Sing Tong, of which Foo Ling had spoken.

It was not a particularly large room.
Light was furnished by a suspended Chinese lantern.
At one side was an altar of two steps, upon the top

of which rested a life-sized wooden figure of a China-
man seated cross-legged.

There was nothing grotesque about the big image.
The face was that of a typical Chinaman of a de-

cidedly stern appearance.
Behind the figure hung various scrolls bearing Chinese

characters.
There were two incense cups on the lower stage of the

altar, and three Chinks stood about talking, with their
hats on.

Hurry's conductor joined them, and the conversation
continued some lime.

They were talking about him, that seemed certain.
At last all began to make signs to him.
Was this Chinese deaf and dumb talk?
Harry did not know, and it is needless to say that he

made no attempt to respond.
Giving this up finally, the man left the room and soon

returned with a bowl of rice, another of chop suey, and a
brttle of light wine.

These he placed on the lower stage of the altar and
motioned Harry to eat.
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Being pretty hungry by this time, Young King Brady
ventured to do so.

He even drank a glass of the wine, and had imme-
diate reason to wish that he had not, for the first thing
he knew he was getting so sleepy that he could hardly
keep his eyes open.

"Drugged!" he thought. "Here's a had "business. But
if they had not caught me this way probably they would
some other."

He got up and began to walk about.
The Chinks watched him in grim silence.
It was no use.

» Harry was in the toils.
The last he remembered was feeling a sense of falling

and knowing that two of the Chinamen were holding him
up.

After that it was all dreams..
Now we propose to relate something of these dreams,

and we want to say right here that Young King Brady
never felt quite sure whether the things he went through
with there in that secret cellar in Mott street were all
dreams or partly reality.

Harry was rather inclined to favor the latter idea when
it was all over.

However, the most of what he experienced was cer-
tainly seen in the dream world; of that there can be no
doubt.

The first sensation experienced by Young King Brady
after he felt everything slipping away from him, was one
of suffocation. ^

He opened his eyes as he dreamed, to find himself
sitting cross-legged in some confined space.

Wood pressed against his limbs on all sides.
There was something all around his head, but in front

of his eyes were two narrow slits, and he could see
through them.

He was still in the secret cellar, but well up from the
floor.

He was looking at the same Chinaman, and he could
hear them talking still.

"I am inside the idol/' thought Harry. "I am looking
out through the eyes."
' Now this was part of what he afterwards supposed to
be real.

"What came next surely could not have been.
Harry now found himself walking in the streets of a

great city.
It was a Chinese city, and he seemed to know that he

was in China.
Not a white man was to be seen anywhere.
On all sides there were only Chinese.
Nobody seemed to pay the least attention to him as he

wandered about, although he was in his ordinary dress.
In fact the Chinamen did not appear to see him.

At last Harry came to a street where many men were
moving, and he joined the procession, without having the
least idea where they were going.

At last they turned into a street which ran up a hill,
and on the hill was a great temple.

Still dreaming, Harry entered the temple with many
others.
, There was a large altar, upon which stood many idols.

It seemed to Harry that he passed around this -and
entered at the back by a little door. *

Here was a flight of stairs, and he descended7 for some
time, coming into a cave.

He was now all alone, and in his hand he carried a
blazing torch, which he flashed about the cave.

Presently he saw two men in the distance bending down
upon the ground.

They appeared to be very busy about something, and
Harry went over to see what they were doing.

The men were dressed like Chinese, but Young King
Brady instantly perceived that they were not Chinamen.

Now that he could see their faces, he recognized in the
elder man Henry Armstead, the explorer, and he seemed
to know instinctively that the younger man was his son.

The whole floor of the cave appeared to be strewn with
human bones.

There were thousands of skulls scattered about.
It came to Harry in the same queer way which he was

getting all this, that it had been the custom to throw
dead people down through a hole into this cave for a
long period—many thousand years.

But there were other things to be seen in the cave
besides bones.

The place seemed to be an underground temple.
The rocky walls were carved out to represent huge

animals, elephants, tigers, bulls and strange beasts, the
like of which Young King Brady had never seen.

Huge stone statues of men stood about.
Some had faces like Chinamen, but most of the statues

appeared to represent people of a different and much
more powerful race.

Dreaming now that he was watching the disguised ex-
plorers, Harry saw that they had two big brass bowls full
of many pebbles of different colors.

Then he knew that these pebbles were gems in the
rough, some of which were of great value. *

The two men were concealing these inside of bones.
When they had filled the hollow part of a bone with the

gems they sealed each end with some substance like putty
and then forced wet clay in on top of this.

These bones were carefully laid aside.
Just as matters had reached this stage Harry was

switched off on a different tack altogether.
He seemed to be back inside the idol in the secret

cellar in Mott street.
He could see the Chinamen through the eyeholes of the

image.
One was shouting something in Chinese, and Harry

knew that he himself was answering from within the
idol.

He dreamed that he was talking Chinese, and that he
could not understand his own words.

This bothered him.
The Chink kept on talking, and Harry answering.
He grew angry with himself for doing it.
He tried to break the spell which held him, but he

could not.
Then all at once he became unconscious, and when he

came to himself at last he was quite in his normal
condition, lying on the floor of a little room, which was
lighted by a grimy lamp.
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Hairy scrambled to Ms feet.
Stretched upon an old mattress was a young man

wearing only his underclothes.
At once Harry recognized him as young Armstead, and

that entirely from having dreamed of seeing him in the
cave.

The young man appeared to be asleep, and every now
and then he would groan deeply.

Harry continued to watch him for a few moments, when
he awoke.

His eyes rolled wildly, and at last as they fixed them-
selves upon Harry, he murmured:

"Ah! you have come to life then!"
Harry was on the point of answering when he caught

himself, and pointed to his lips and ears.
"What, deaf and dumb?" groaned Armstead, for the

young man was no one else. "Little good you can do
me then, I am afraid. But perhaps your sympathies may
be aroused if I show you the condition I am in."

He sat up and pulled up his shirt.
His whole back was just a mass of raw bruises.
"There, you see!-" he exclaimed. "I have been tor-

tured by the Tong fiends! Now you may know what to
expect if you hold out against your captors as I have
done."

CHAPTER IX.

WHAT WAS IJST THE TRUNKS.

Old King Brady rounded up Fen Pok with but little
difficulty.

He ran the Chink out on to Pell street, and as luck
would have it, a policeman whom he knew was passing
and ready to render him help.

There was an express wagon standing in front of the
burned building, and the instant the driver, who sat
holding the reins, saw Fen Pok in the toils he whipped up
his horse and drove away.

There could be no doubt that this man had been hired
to remove the trunks.

Old King Brady landed his two prisoners at the Eliza-
beth street station, where he knew they would be securely
held as long as he wished it so.

An interpreter was sent for, and every effort was made
to force Fen Pok to tell what had become of the Arm-
steads, Imt in vain.

The man denied that he was Fen Pok.
He claimed to be a Chinese merchant in Chicago.
He declared that he had never even heard of the Arm-

steads.
And so it went. With the other man it was just the

,same.
Seeing how useless it all was, the old detective gave it

up and went out to see what could be done about the
trunks.

Engaging two cabs at Chatham Square, with the help of
the drivers, he got two trunks into one cab and one in
the other.

They were driven to Old King Brady's house on Wash-

ington Square, a policeman who had stood guard in the-
cellar going with one cab to* the house.

It was with no little triumph that Old King Brady
opened his door and shouted for his man Julius to come
and lend a hand with the trunks.

"Oh, Mr. Brady, there came a man here ,.two hours
ago inquiring for you. He looked like he was a real
gem'n, so I axed him to wait in de library. He's done
gone to sleep in yo' big chair, an5 I can't wake him.
Spec's he's dead drunk. Dat am a fact."

"Help fetch in some trunks I have here, Julius," re-
plied the old detective. "I'll look in on your man."

He hurried into the library, and saw that the sleeper
in the chair was none other than Henry Armstead, which
he had rather suspected.

The man was clearly under the influence of opium.
He seemed to be in a bad way.
Old King Brady tried to arouse him, but in vain.
He felt of his pulse, and found every evidence that

the explorer had taken an overdose.
"Great Scott, I shall have a dead man on my hands

here if I don't look sharp!" muttered the old detective.
He jumped to the telephone and called up the nearest

doctor.
Meanwhile Julius and a driver had brought in one of

the trunks.
"Julius, these men will' have to attend to this them-

selves," said Old King Brady. "You get downstairs and
make the strongest cup of coffee you can. Bring it to
the library just as quick as possible."

Julius jumped to obey.
The trunks were brought in, and the drivers and

• policeman disposed of.
Julius soon brought his coffee and the old detective

forced what he could down Mr. Armstead's throat.
He was still at it when the doctor came. <
"What is all this? A case of opium poisoning, Mr.

i Brady?" he demanded.
! "That is just what it is," was the reply. "I don't
I know whether we can save this man or not."

"Who is he?"
"Henry Armstead, the Chinese explorer."
"Indeed! Well, you are doing the right thing. Let

me see. Is he accustomed to the use of opium?"
"I cannot say, but I rather suspect it."
"If so, he will probably come out of this all right.

How came he here?"
"He came during my absence, and seating himself in

this chair, went to sleep. I have been handling a case
for him. That is why he called."

The doctor had been examining his patient while
talking.

"I think he will come out all right," he said. "We
better get his clothes off and lay him out on a bed, where
I can start up artificial respiration by.working his arms
for—Heavens! Look!"

Clearly artificial respiration was not needed:
Suddenly Mr. Armstead staggered to his feet.
"I don't need anything of that sort," he muttered

thickly. "Where's that coffee?"
He seized up the pitcher in which Julius had served the

coffee and drank off its entire contents—over a pint.
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Then he began pacing the room in an unsteady way,
but growing steadier on his feet every instant.

"You have been using opium to excess for a long
time, my friend," said the doctor.

"I use it—yes."
"Better look out. You had a close call this time."
"Nonsense. I heard every word you said only I could

not speak nor move, x This coffee will fix me all right."
"Yes, and you may thank Mr. Brady for your life. If

he hadn't given you black coffee just when he did, you
would have been a dead one now."

Mr. Armstead eyed the doctor gloomily.
"How much do I owe you?" he asked.
"I came here for Mr. Brady."
"Never mind. I'll pay."
He did so, and the doctor left.
"Well," demanded Armstead. "How goes the case?.

I have been away for a day or so."
"You have been on a great big opium spree, that's

what's the matter with you, my friend," thought the old
detective.

But aloud he merely replied:
"The case is progressing. I have no definite informa-

tion of your son yet, but to-night I got the trunks!"
"You did!"
Mr. Armstead's excitement was intense.
He appeared to have but little care for his missing

son, but perhaps this was due to the drug.
""Where are the trunks?" he demanded.

; "Safe," replied Old King Brady. "Fen Pok is arrested.
He declares that he never heard of you."

"If you have really got Fen Pok it is unnecessary to
say that he is a lovely liar. But where are the trunks?"

"In the front hall here!"
"You don't mean to say that?"
"I just said it!"
"Let us see!"
Mr. Armstead went out into the hall.
"Well, well! There they are! You are certainly a

great detective, Mr. Brady. Have ,they been disturbed?"
"Not either one of them."
",Good! The charm I put on the brass plates evidently

worked. But they would have had them open soon, and
it is a mercy you got them. 'Do tell me all" about it. I
am wild to know."

He lighted a cigar, and Old King Brady told his story.
"You have done wonders," said Mr. Armstead. "But

now. to see them, to learn if the seals actually are un-
broken. Remember, Mr. Brady, a Chinaman can imitate
everything, and among these Hip Sing Tong people there
are some very bright men."

They went out into the hall.
Mr. Armstead still walked unsteadily, but he appeared

to know just what he was about.
"Of course I don't know what you have in your

trunk*," remarked the old detective. "I must admit that
they are very light." "

Mr. Armstead bent do'wn and examined certain strips
of lead which sealed each trunk near the lock.

"The seals do not appear to have been disturbed, that
is certain," he remarked, "and yet——"

"You suspect!"

"I feel afraid."
"I l\ave made no special examination of these seals. I

merely saw that they were in place, and let it go at that;
but I will examine them now." ^

He did so by means of a powerful magnifying glass.
When he straightened up Old King Brady shook his

head.
"I am afraid you are doomed to disappointment," he

said.
"You think the seals have been tampered with?"
"I do."
"Removed and put back in place again?"
"That's it."
"I am afraid you are right."
"Why don't you open one of the trunks and see ? You

need not have no fear of me exposing your secrets."
"I think I "will do it. I will open them all. But after

all there isn't much secret about it. The trunks only
contain a lot of old bones." •

"So? And what about the bones?"
"For museum purposes. Skulls and so on."
"Liar!" thought Old King Brady. "You deserve trouble

for your absolute want of frankness if for no other
reason."

But he said nothing, and stood watching Mr. Arm-
stead, who produced one of those "universal tool"
handles.

From this he selected a screwdriver, and fixing it in the
handle, proceeded to remove the screws which secured
the lead.

This done, he took out a bunch of queer looking keys
and applied one of them to the lock.

It turned freely, and Mr. Armstead threw up the lid.
In the trunk was a select* line of bricks wrapped in

newspaper.
Mr. Armstead gave one sharp exclamation of disap:

pointment.
But after that he was as when Old King Brady first

saw him.
Scarcely a trace of his "opium manner" now remained.
"You see," said the old detective.
"Yes; it is as you feared."
"A big disappointment to you, no doubt. It is a big

one for me, for now I have to go right to work again. I
don't believe, however, that Fen Pok knew of this."

"I think you are right. He has no more use for bricks
than I have. But let us examine the other trunks."

It was the same in each case.
The. "old bones" had been removed and bricks sub-

stituted.
"Evtn if Li Fung had lived to get his trunks away, I

fear he would have been disappointed," thought Old King
Brady.

"I t'rust you will be patient, Mr. Armstead," he added.
"I have only to go to work again."

"There is no other way," was the reply. "I will leave *
you now, Mr. Brady. Hereafter you can reach me at
the hotel."

And the man took himself off without having men-
tioned his son even once. #

"Cold-blooded to the last degree," thought the old de-
tective. "Well, it is none of my business, certainly. Per-
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haps Harry and Alice will be able to explain all this
when, they come to Teport."

As he had no reason to expect Harry in that night, Old
King Brady went to bed.

Morning came and brought no Harry.
Old King Brady telephoned Alice's house on Waverly

place and learned that she had not come in.
He arrived at his office at the usual time, and was still

working over his mail when who should walk into the
office but Alice, alone.

"Oh! You are out of Chinatown again!" exclaimed
Old King Brady. "Where is Harry?"

"I am very sorry to say that I left him a prisoner in
the hands of the Highbinders," said Alice. "They cap-
tured me, too,- but 1 have managed to give them the
slip, temporarily at least. But I can only stay a few
minutes. I am going back to be near Harry. I shall
get him yet. Have you seen Mr. Armstead?"

"Saw him last night. He came to the house loaded
with opium. He was so bad that I had to call in a doc-
tor. He came out of it all right though. I was afraid
the Highbinders had captured him."

"And they had."
"What?"
"Yes. They caught him in Bang Gee's opium joint on

Pell street, and ran him into a secret cellar on Mott
street, but he managed to escape, they don't know how."

And not a word of all thfe did he tell me!" exclaimed
Old King Brady. "Upon my word, I don't know what to
make of that man. But let me tell you just what hap-
pened. Alice. I want you'to understand the whole sit-
uation. You can tell me your story after that."

CHAPTEE X.
•

ALICE TAKES HOLD WITH A STRONG HAND.

"Do you know, Mr. Brady, that I don't believe the
TTong fiends ever opened those trunks," remarked Alice
-when the old detective finished his story.

"What makes you say that?" was asked.
"Hear my story and understand," replied Alice.
She ran over the perliminary points quickly.
"After Mrs. Fing Wang and I had been locked in for

awhile a Chinaman came to us and told us that we could
go back to the woman's rooms on $[ott street," Alice con-
tinued. /

"Of course we were greatly surprised. But we under-
stood it later when our Boston acquaintance came in. He
is in love with Mr!. Fing Wang, understand.

"The woman's husband has been away for a long time.
She doesn't expect him back, and Foo Ling is figuring on
marrying Mrs. Wang.

"Well, it seems that Foo Ling, although he was cap-
lured with us, managed to humbug these Tong fiends
into believing that he was really working for the good of
She order all the while.

"You see, it all grows out of Hai*ry playing dummy.
The Tongers want to use a Chinese dummy in some of
:heir* incantations—I don't understand just what—and

this wily fellow pretended that he bad introduced Harsy
into the secret passages where we were discovered fear
that very purpose.

"As he also pretended that Mrs. Wang and! I
merely helping him, they let him go. Meanwhile
Ling is as fierce as ever to get the trunks and set young.
Armstead free. He wants money, and has no hope of
getting any out of the Highbinders. This morning be
came and told me that I better go and report the sito»
tion to the police, for whom he thinks I am working. H«
is ready to betray his fellow Tongers at any moment. So-
that is the way the matters stand."

"Has Foo Ling seen Harry?" asked Old King Brady.
"No: he hadn't up to the time I left, but he reported' '

him safe."
"How did the elder Armstead manage to escape?" •
"That is what I don't know." |
"Who told you that he had escaped?"
"Foo Ling." |
"The man never mentioned his son to me once-?1' t > ?
"What can you expect of an opium fiend?" 7
"Well, that is so. But what are we to do, Alice?3"'
"Well, I can work in further with these people. I'

really don't think I am running any risk."
"I wish I was sure of that."
'^Let your mmd»rest easy. I don't see how I can ma&e

any definite arrangement with you as matters stand.5*
"You can't. You befet go back and look into the I>ss§-

ness a little more deeply. Was anything said about tlse
arrest of Fen Pok, and the trunks being missing?'5'

"Not a word. I have never heard Fen Pok's name 2M»~
tioned. I have my doubts about this Chink knowing
man."

"And I begin to doubt it, too. Wejll, we must be
tient,"

"And in the meantime I'll get back."
"It is up to you."
"I see no reason why I shouldn't. , The instant I

anything definite to tell I will find some means of
you know; you can trust me for that."

"Where did you change your clothes?"
"At Schmidt's on the Bowery."
"Are you sure you were not shadowed there?"
"Yes."
"Well, use every precaution when you ga back.""
"I certainly shall."
"Do you imagine they have the least suspicion that

are not a Chinawoman?"
"I can't believe they do."
"Alice, you are a truly wonderful woman."
"Don't flatter me, or I shall have to call you a

ful man, and you don't altogether like that, yon
"Enough. This session is rapidly developing

matter of mutual admiration."
"Yes. But, Mr. Brady, what if I introduce yon t»

Foo Lii,g?"
"Strange!"
"What is?"
"That I was this very instant thinking of the saw*

thing."
"How could it be arranged?"
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"How did yo>i get away from Mott street when no
Chinese woman is ever seen on the streets down there?"

"In a cab which Foo Ling sent for me."
"Oh, I see. Does he know me by reputation, think?"
"The name of Brady has never been mentioned be-

tween us."
"Well, Alice, when you come to consider that he knows,

or rather thinks he knows, that you are working for the
police, I don't see any harm in telling him I am the
man who is bossing the job."

"I don't know that there would be."
"I can be at the burned house on Pell street, say at

noon. If he could drop in there I should like to have a
talk with him."

"You. can't. He speaks almost no English, as he
claims."

"Perhaps he lies about that. There is so much English
spoken in China nowadays that many of the newcomers
who are smuggled into America understand it. Anyway,
try it on if you don't think it will injure Harry."

"Well, I will be guided by circumstances," replied
Alice, and after that she left.

She returned to Schmidt's by electric.
There her cab awaited her, and she went back to the

Mott street house in her Chinese disguise, to find Mrs.
Fmg Wan'g and her friend, Foo Ling, in the former's
ro ,nis in close conference.

Tbey greeted Alice warmly.
"Have you seen the police?" demanded Foo Ling.
"I saw the man I am working for, yes," replied Alice.
"Will they raid the secret cellar and rescue Armstead

the younger to-day?"
"They will do just as I say, and nothing else."
"You must have great influence over them."
"I have. I want to get my husband out of his trouble

too, remember that."
"We do not forget it," replied Foo Ling. "I have seen

your husband. He is all right."
"What shall we do? I want you to make the money I

premised you should make. I want to make my share,
too, but I don't see how we are to do it. Everything
ieems to be so mixed up."

Foo Ling glanced meaningly at Mrs. Fing Wang, who
nodded in return.

"See, Lee Mow," he said, turning to Alice. "I am
going to take you fully into our confidence; your hus-
band has been drugged and put inside the big idol in the
Hip Sing Tong men's secret joss-house. Then the idol
talked, and told secrets as I told you it would. It told
us—I was there—about, the bones in the trunks which
were brought from a cave beneath the temple of Sze-
dgong. He who gets these old bones will be able to make
much money, but the idol tells us that they are not here
in Chinatown; so then they must have been taken away.
Who took them? Where were they taken? These things
the idol did not tell us. To-day, this afternoon, they
ry again. I shall be present. Now I have studied this
lusiness much. It seems to me that perhaps you know
ior« than you have told; that the police got these trunks
/hen the fire burned at Li Fung's, and that you know it.

The Hip Sing Tong men know nothing of these thoughts
of mine. It is only I who think them. Tell me the

truth. These old bones are of no use to the police. If
you could fix it so that they could be delivered to me I
will pay well for them. Sometimes money will buy what
one wants. I have np money, but Mrs. Fing Wang has
plenty. We will give a thousand dollars for those bones,
for we can make much money by taking them from one
joss-house to another. Come, Lee Mow, can you help us ?
I think you can. Then you and your husband shall travel
with us. With these wonderful bones and a dumb man
we could make money everywhere there are Chinese, for
he can make the idols on the joss-house altars talk if
we do so."

It seemed amazing to Alice that Foo Ling could ex- ,
pect her to believe such nonsense.

And yet when she came to reflect how ignorant Chin-
ese women are as a rule, she- was not altogether sur-
prised.

But the man's eagerness betrayed him, Alice thought,
"There is something more to this business than old

bones," she assured herself. "Perhaps the bones are
stuffed with gold dust, or with diamonds."

She had heard of such things in China, where she was
born and reared.

What to an American would have seemed far-fetched,
to Alice appeared quite possible.

Foo Ling's eagerness meant something. Now would
seem to be her chance to swing the whole business into
Old King Brady's hands Alice thought.,

"See," she said. "What you speak is true. When I
said to. you that I was a Chinese detective working for
the New York police, I did not mean just that. I am
working really for another detective who has many cases
with thex Chinese, Old King Brady. Did you ever hear
of him?" .

Foo Ling never had.
Nor had Mrs. Fing Wang, which was by no means

strange, considering the seclusion in which Chines^
women are kept.

"So much the better for me," thought Alice. "I'll
charge right ahead on these lines and see what comes
of it."

"Listen," she continued. "I saw this Old K5ng Brady.
He dicl not tell me much, but he did tell me enough to
make me suspect that he has the trunks now."

Foo Ling jumped out of his chair.
"Is that so!"l he said. "If he could only be

bought "
"I think he can," said Alice. "He wants to see you.

He will be in Li Fung's house at noon. You can go
there."

"Well! Can he talk Chinese?'" „
"Not a word."
"Then what shall I do, for I speak hardly any Eng-

lish?"
"Take some Hip Sing Tong man with you who does

speak it."
"No, no! I don't want to mix any man up in this.

What is more, I won't."
"Then'take me."
"I would if this was only San Francisco, but, as you

know, Chinese women don't go on the street in New
York."
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"Let me dress as a man. I have often done it in my
work for Mr. Brady."

"Would you?"
"Certainly I would."
"You can have a suit, of my husband's clothes," put in

Mrs. Fing Wang, who was listening to all this.
It was so arranged,
Alice went on to talk further.
She told of the arrest of Fen Pok, and intimated that

it was through this that Old King Brady got the trunks.
Foo Ling had heard of Fen Pok having been taken,

he said.
But from the way he put it, Alice felt certain that he.

was by no means in the confidence of the Tong fiends,
who were running things in the secret cellar.

From the very start there had been much that was
mysterious about this case, and while we make this
statement we may as well add that even when all was
wound up and finished, there was much which remained
a mystery still.

It is very apt to be so with Chinese cases, especially
when they concern the Hip Sing Tong, which is one of
the most secret organizations in the world.

Alice, with the help of Mrs. Fing Wang, *iow donned
her male disguise.

Foo Ling complimented her, highly upon her appear-
ance.

And certainly it was a compliment, indeed, that Alice
was able to conceal the fact that she was a white woman
from this shrewd pair.

She now asked Foo Ling if he couldn't take her down
to the secret rooms and let her see Harry, if only for a
moment.

"I would if I could," replied the Tonger, "but I don't
dare go myself, much less take anyone else. When they
put him in the idol again I shall see him,( if I cheose
to go .there then, but perhaps your Mr. Detective will
want to bring in the police and rescue him and young
Armstead right away."

"I don't know what he will want to do," replied Alice.
"The only thing is to go to him and find out."

And at a little before twelve they sallied forth.
Alice felt well satisfied with her success.
She was now perfectly satisfied that Foo Ling did not

understand English, and having taken pains to make him
understand that she did/Alice proposed to risk talking
freely to Old-King Brady in his presence—when they
met.

They went around on Pell street to find the old detec-
tive standing opposite Li Fung's, watching the door.

Alice made herself known by a secret sign.
"There comes my boss," she whispered to her com-

panion in Chinese.
"A big man," was the reply. "He looks as if he would

sell himself for money anytime."
"That's one on you," thought Alice as the old detec-

tive came across the street.
"This is Foo Ling," she said aloud. "He wants to talk

to you."
Foo Ling shook hands vigorously.
"Gladee see—good day!" he blustered.

He was not shamming. English was a sealed book to
him.

Old King Brady at once opened the door and let them
into the hall of the burned house.

"What is in the wind?" he asked Alice.
"A lot," was the reply. "My people want to buy thtf

trunks of you for a thousand dollars. In return Mrs.
Fing Wang will pilot you into the secret cellar with the
police. Harty and young Armstead can be rescued. All
this man wants is to get his hands on those dry bones.'*

"Ha!" exclaimed the old detective. "That is all, is it?
Well, I fancy old Armstead will be willing enough to sell
out for .that sum, but as for bones, where are they ft
Don't the Tong fiends know that?"

"Evidently not. Shall you arrest them?"
"Sure, sure! They captured young Armstead. Fen

Pok betrayed him into their hands. It is enough to send
them up, and the more Highbinders we run behind the
bars the better for the place of Chinatown. But this man
wants to talk to me, and now is our time. Come into
the cellar. I want to see if he knows the way through
into this Mott street den, for I am sure s\ich a way
exists."

"I don't think he does," replied Alice, 'as they fol-
lowed ttte old detective down into the cellar. "However,
we shall see."

CHAPTER XL

HARRY BLUFFS THE TONG FIENDS.

Young Armstead's back'was certainly a dreadful sight.
It made Harry shudder to look at it.
Not only had the* young man been terribly beaten, but

the wounds appeared to have been rubbed with some-
thing which had greatly inflamed them.

Harry dropped on the floor beside him, and said in the
lowest possible whisper at the same time making signs
with his fingers:

"I am a detective. I am supposed to be a deaf*and
dumb Chinaman. Pretend to talk with your fingers, and
we can whisper to each other for I fear spies."

The look of hope which came over the young man's
face should have been reward enough for any man!

Armstead fell right in with the scheme.
"Have you worked into this den to try to save me ?" he

breathed.
And all the talk which followed was correspondingly

low.
"Yes," replied Harry. "That is just what I have

dbne."
"Who are you?" '
"Ever hear of the Brady detectives?"
"Old and Young King Brady? Yes, many a time."
"I am Young King Brady."
"So? Who hired you?"

• "Your father."
"My father!"
"Yes. Henry Armstead, the explorer."
"Oh!"
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^He came to us and told about missing trunks and
about you having vanished."

*I see. I understand. I was betrayed into the hands
of these Hip Sing Tong fiends by my servant, Fen Pok,
mho tried to rob me of my trunks. Has he been cap-
tored?"

"No; at least he had not at last accounts. You must
understand that I am a prisoner myself, and have been
for many hours. I don't know what Old King Brady may
have done in the meantime."

"I have been here for days. You see the condition I
am in."

"You were tortured by these Tong fiends?"
-"Yes."
''Why?"
•*To force me to tell where those trunks you speak of

are."
"And you have refused to tell?"

"They are my trunks. I have been through everything
io save them. I am not going to let them slip through
my fingers now."

"You and your father - "
•"My father! Oh, yes! He suffered even more than I

<flid, poor man. See, Brady, they beat me terribly, they
etuck needles into my back, and then rubbed it with salt
and vinegar. Those are your true Chinese Tong fiends —
the real brand."

"Terrible! Did Fen Pok get the trunks from the
steamer Hercules?"

"Yes; he got them."
"But I don't understand, Mr. Armstead. If the Tong

fiends have got the trunks^ why have they tortured you?"
Armstead was silent for a minute.
Then he said : *
"See here, I have suffered enough. I don't doubt for

an instant that you are the man you pretend to be. Still
1 do not know it. These Chinamen are up to any trick.
You. may just be in their emplay. This may be another
scheme to make me speak."

"iTou have the right to think so. I cannot blame you.
Still I am what I claim to be, and nothing else, a de-
tective in the employ of your father."

"My father!"
Again Young Armstead repeated the word. ,
It is impossible to represent on paper the bitterness of

ids tone.
Harry noticed it before, and it impressed himself more

,«tro»gly upon him now.
"Isn't the man I speajc of your father?" he asked.
"Certainly not," was the quick reply. *
•"Oh, I see! Who is he, then?" .
'"My father's servant. One Joseph Cockburn, a rascal.

He sent me here to Chinatown by a trick, and I was
captured by the Tong fiends, to whom Fen Pok be-
trayed me."

"And your father ?"
"My father was murdered by the Chinese out in China.

Don't ask me to tell that sad story now."
"You certainly don't have to. I see now that we have

been deceived. Are these two standing in together?
This man Cockburn, and Fen Pok, I mean?"

"I can scarcely believe it. Each one is a rascal, and
each is operating on his own account."

"And what is in those trunks?"
"A lot of old bones from a ver^ sacred temple in West-

ern China." . .
"What does Cockburn want of such things?"
"Don't ask me. As for Fen Pok, it is different. He

believes that the Hip Sing Tong men can raise spirits
with these bones, and make idols talk. He expects to sell
them to the tongers for a big price. At least that is
what I think. It may be different. He maylsuspect the
truth."

"Ah! Then what you are giving me is not the truth?"
Armstead groaned.
"There," he exclaimed peevishly, "you have trapped me

into an admission."-
"I must, to understand the situation, naturally."
"Well, then, I have kept something back. It is my busi-

ness. I don't have to tell you."
"Quite right. If you won't be frank with me at least

let me be frank with you. Let me tell you all I know
about this case just as it has occurred."

"I wish you would. It is something to have your com-
pany, whoever you are."

The young man was in a state of great irritability, and
no wonder*.

Harry now went into every detail of the case, even
telling .of his strange experiences inside the idol in the
secret cellar.

Armstead's interest seemed to be intense when he
came to that part.

"And do you mean to tell me that you actually
dreamed all that?" he asked.

"I certainly did just as I tell you."
"Strange! Can it be that there is something in^ their

incantations after all."
"They seem to believe in them themselves."
"I know they do; and my father did, but I never

could."
"The Chinese are a strange people."
"You don't know anything about them, and you don't

want to know any more than you already know."
They were silent for some minutes, and then Arm-

stead said: 9
"But allowing all that you have told me is true, I

don't see that you can help me any, Brady. You have
all you can do to get out of this business yourself. They
will put you in that idol again, surest thing."

"But not drugged. I shall look out for that."
"Why do you suppose they put me in here with you?"
"I can only believe that it was that I might pump you

dry and give it out to them in my drugged condition
through the idol later."

"There you are! I read the* riddle the same way. Can
you wonder that I don't want to confide in you ?"

"No; I don't wonder."
They talked and talked, but Harry did not succeed in

drawing anything out of the young man.
At last the Tongers came and took Harry away.
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He was carried into a small room where there was a
table spread with a substantial meal.

With it was a bottle of the same sweet, white wine
which he had drank before.

Harry ate sparringly of some boiled chicken, and
poured half the bottle of wine down a rat hole.

Even then he began to fear that he had gone too
far.

He waited for the same sensations which he had ex-
perienced before, but they did not come.

When at last he heard footsteps approaching he dropped
on the floor and pretended to be asleep.

Five Chinamen entered.
One was a big fello wwith a badly scarred face.
They looked over, the situation and had some remarks

to make in their native tongue.
Then they went away.
Soon after this three Chinamen entered.
They were the two he had seen before and another.
Then they picked him up, head and heels, and carried

him into the secret cellar where the idol was.
Here they laid him down, and one climbing on the altar

lifted off the head of the big wooden image.
This done, the man turned the body back—it moved

on hinges.
Harry was then picked up and placed on the altar.
His legs were crossed, and while one held him upright

by the head another brought the hollow image up so that
it was just above him.

Suddenly the Chink withdrew his hand, and the body
dropped over Harry, pinning him fast.

There he sat with his eyes half closed not able to move
even if he had wanted to.

There was more talk.
One went out between two curtains.
A minute later who should walk in but Foo Ling and

Mrs. Fing Wang.
Presently the Chink who had left the room returned,

bringing an oblong glass box, which he placed on the
lower stage of the altar.

It contained certain small brown objects, which looked
to Young King Brady like pieces of human bones of
great age.

Then one of the Chinks climbed on the altar and put
the head of the image in place.

CHAPTER XII.
CONCLUSION".

Once in the cellar of Li Fung's house Old King Brady
pointed out to Alice and Foo Ling the secret passage
leading into the cellar beyond from which the trunks had
been taken.

Old King Brady then instructed Alice as to what to
say to Foo Ling.

She accordingly told him that the trunks had been
found in this secret cellar, and that Old King Brady had
taken them to his house.

Foo Ling was jubilant, and wanted to know if he would
sell them.

Alice assured him that he would if he, Foo Ling, and
Mrs. Fing Wang would help to rescue Harry and young
Armstead, and to arrest the Tong fiends, promising that

he and the woman should have every protection from the
police.

And to all this Foo Ling readily agreed, the under-
standing being that he should pay his thousand when he
received the trunks.

This important point settled, they all went to work to
find out if there was any communication between this
secret cellar and the one on Mott street.

But if such was the case their united skill was insuf-
ficient to reveal the fact.

"You will have to work us in the regular way from
Mott street," said Old King Brady after they had aban-
doned the search. "If you can manage that, well *and
good. Everything shall then go as you wish."

"I will go and see," replied Foo Ling. "From what
I heard I think I must be quick, too. Will you stay here
and wait? I think they will put the dumb man into the
idol attain this afternoon—very soon."

"We will wait upstairs," said Old King Brady. "Be a»
quick as you can."

They accordingly returned upstairs and Foo Ling de-
parted. *

Their wait was a longer one than was pleasant.
At last came a knocking on the hall door.
Old King Brady stepped out and opened it.
A "lobbygow," or Chinatown .errand boyy stood oufc-

side.
"Is yonse Ole King Brady?" he asked.
"An you see," replied the old detective, satisfied thai

the boy knew him well enough.
"Well, den, here's a letter what a Chinee lady around

on Mott street gimme to fetch yer."
Old King Brady took the envelope and tore it open.
Inside was a strip of red paper bearing Chinee char-

acters, so he handed it over to Alice.
Alice glanced over the flytraeks and said:
"Let the boy go."
Old King-Brady accordingly tipped the lowgowgwi and

dismissed him.
"Well?" demanded the old detective.
"It reads this way," replied Alice.
"I cannot return. Come as quick as possible with yoni

police. Capture the old man on guard, Mrs. Lee Mow
knows where. She can open the secret panel and take
you to Mrs. Fing Wang's rooms. There you will find
everything open. Follow on. Take the left hand door at
the foot of the secret stairs. This is the best I can do."

"Well, it is not very satisfactory," said the old detec-
tive, "but with what you know of the place yourself,
Alice, I suppose it will let us out."
spite of the way we became acquainted and the fact that
the man is a Highbinder, I have considerable confklej&ee
in him. Let us go ahead."

"You must not go further than to give us a s^art."
"No, no, Mr. Brady. I see it through to the end."
"Don't, please! It is not on your own account so

much as on mine. 1 don't want these Chinamen to tumble
to your disguise."

"We won't argue about it now," said Alice. "I suppose
we chase right around to Elizabeth street and get a move
on with the police?"

They went.
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Old King Brady is a power at most police stations, and
.particularly so at this one.

In a very short time his arrangements were made.
With a force of ten officers, for there was no telling

how strong the Tong fiends would prove to be, the old
detective led the way around into Mott street, leading
Alice in her disguise by the arm as if she wasj under
arrest.

Alice indicated the housa, and they entered by the
basement way.

The old Chink who guarded the secret panel was taken
tntirely by surprise.

He was promptly jumped on.
Alice opened the secret panel and eight officers with

Old King Brady and Alice ascended to Mrs. Fing Wang's
where, as promised, the panel leading to the secret cellar
stood open.

And they started down the secret stairs.
* * * * * * * * *

Incantations were not working well that trip in the
secret cellar on Mott street.

The Chinks stoofd abqfrt the altar in grim silence.
For once a woman was allowed to be present at these

ceremonies.
She was Mrs. Fing Wang.
Through the slits in the eyes Harry could see that she

appeared to regard the scar-faced man with anything but
friendly looks.

Another Chinaman now came in.
Scar-face held up his hand for silence.
Foo Ling stood near Mrs. Fing Wang.
Suddenly a movement was heard outside the curtains.
Just then Foo Ling sprang upon the altar and lifted

off the idol's head, revealing Young King Brady.
The Chinks roared with rage.
The Chinese girl now seized hold of a Chinaman and

began pulling him about.
As they started to put on the head Old King Brady

appeared between the curtains, this being Foo Ling's
work as the sounds of approaching footsteps drew closer.

And then it was all over in a minute, for the old detec-
tive and his eight policemen made short work of the four
ffong fiends. '

Harry was promptly released, and Foo Ling and Mrs.
Fing Wang were a surprised pair when they discovered
that he was a white man, and could talk, which he prompt-
ly made plain. -

Of course there was nothing said by the prisoners.
Mrs. Fing Wang then piloted the rescuers to young

Armstead's ! prison.
The unfortunate man was too weak to stand, and had

to be carried out, but this was not done until after the
prisoners were rounded up at Elizabeth street.

Then the Bradys took Armstead home, and in their
house fie was nursed back to health.

Foo Ling and Mrs. Fing Wang went with them, and
Old King Brady, having shown them the contents of the
trunks, gave each a hundred dollars and advised them to
"beat it," which they promptly did, a badly disappointed
pair.

And now at last young Armstead was willing to talk.
"The man you believe to be my father is a fraud, as I

have told Harry here," he said. "As for the trunks, the
real ones were shipped ahead of us by the Wells Fargo
Express, and I presume are safely in their charge now.
Those fake trunks you have here I used as a bluff to head
off just such work as I finally ran up against. That is all
I have to say."

"And it is not enough, young man, and we have a right
to know more," said Old King Brady, emphatically.
"There are bones in the trunks, you say, but what have
you packed in the bones?"

Then at last Armstead confessed that some of the
bones were filled with rough gems found in a cave.

OJd Mng Brady and Harry recovered the trunks and
brought them to the house.

They saw certain marked bones opened and the gems
displayed.

Singularly enough this harmonized exactly with Harry's
dream.

It is impossible to explain these things, and we shall
not attempt it.

Enough to say that over a hundred thousand dollars'
worth of rough gems were concealed in those same dry
bones, but there were no diamonds among them.

And all this wealth belonged to young Armstead.
The Bradys went to the St. Regis to arrest the man

Cockburn, but were too late. He was found dead in
bed with every symptom of opium poisoning.

Armstead would not enlarge upon his capture. Fen
Pok poisoned himself in his cell, so much mystery re-
mained.

The Tong fiends were sent up the river, for the police
were only too glad to have caught them foul.

After he got on his feet again Henry Armstead treated
the Bradys liberally.

He appeared to have plenty of credit in New York.
One day he drew a large check for the detectives on a

prominent banking house, and it was promptly cashed.
He did not attempt to sell his gems in New York, but

took them to London.
It was not until some months later that the Bradys

learned what he actually realized on them.
And such was the end of another peculiar case.
Try as they would, the detectives could not figure it all

out.
What took Young Armstead to Chinatown in the first

place?
This remained the mystery of the case of "The Bradys

After the Chinese Tong Fiends."

THE END.

Read "THE BRADYS AND THE FATAL FOOT-
PRINT; or, THE TRAIL WHICH LED TO DEATH,"
which will be the next number (512) of "Secret Service."

SPECIAL NOTICE.—All back numbers of this week-
ly, except the following are in print: 1 to 5, 6, 13, 42, 46,
47, 53 to 56, 63, 81. If you cannot obtain the ones you
want from any newsdealer send the price in money or
postage stamps by mail to FRANK TOUSEY, publisher,
24 Union Square, New York City, and you will receive
the copies you order by return mail.
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ITEMS WORTH READING.
"Cumberland, in your good State of Maryland, Is about the

only town in the United States where they will not furnish
a lady with a glass of beer, wine or intoxicating spirit of any
kind," said G. J. Brooks, of ^Philadelphia. "It makes no dif-
ference whether the lady is alone or duly accompanied by her
husband—she simply can't get any liquid refreshment. I was
at one of the leading hotels in Cumberland recently with my
wife, and ordered two bottles of beer, thinking to have her
consume one of them, but when I ordered the waiter to fill
two glasses he politely told me that the Keating license bill
prohibited ladies from being served with drinks of that char-
acter. "

In the Russian Concession at Hankow, China, there are two
brick-tea factories, which, with the other two in the British
Concession, are undoubtedly the most important industrial
institutions of the port. Brick tea is made from ordinary
tea dust. It is first steamed in a cotton-cloth bag and then
placed in a wooden mold, much the same as is used for making
ordinary clay bricks, but stronger and not so deep. The
mold is placed under a powerful press and the pressure is
maintained until the requisite consistency is reached. The
bricks are then removed and wrapped up in common white
paper. They are exported in bamboo baskets. The Mongo-
lians before drinking boil the tea so as to get the most out of
it. About two and a half ounces of dust in a dry state with-
out steaming are poured into a steam mold on a cylinder, and
put under a pressure of two tons. When the tablets are re-
moved from the mold they are wrapped in tinfoil, then in
paper, and finally packed in tin-lined boxes. The whole of this
export goes to Russia. These factories, which are fitted with

^costly modern machinery, employ many thousands of natives.

There are many stories told of our late ex-President, Grover
((Cleveland, to illustrate his dual nature, as a man of iron
i or of velvet, as the case seemed to demand, but one instance,
'related by a man of affairs in private often, has never until
now appeared in print. He had called on the President at a
late hour in the day and had discussed with him weighty
matters of policy and statesmanship, and was just about to
conclude the interview and take leave, when an almost im-
perceptible knock was heard upon the door of the private
office, the most interesting object in which is the handsome
desk made from the timbers of Sir John Franklin's ship
Resolute, and presented to the United States by Queen Vic-
toria personally. Mr. Cleveland called "Come in," but the
soft rapping still kept up, until he arose and went himself to
the door to investigate. As it opened, the White House baby,
then "Miss Esther Cleveland," in the arms of her nurse, stood
revealed, a'nd her wee fist, in the hand of her nurse, revealed
the source of the knocks. In a moment there was a transfer,

and Mr. Cleveland came back to his desk, introduced Ms small
daughter, and, opening a lower drawer on the left side of
the historic desk, took from it a handful of toys for the baby
to play with. The friend who made the visit said that the
scene was .only paralleled in his mind by the well-known por-
trait of Abraham Lincoln and his son Tad, long a classic In
the field of domestic art

Oklahoma has enacted a law against nepotism. "We had
to do something to keep our poor relatives at a distance," ex-
plained the legislators.

"Frost has just had a new book published." "Is it a sky-
scraper or bungalow?" "What on .earth do you mean?" "Fifty
stories, or one?"

Lawyer—How is it that you have waited three years before
suing Muller for calling you a rhinoceros? Countryman—
Because I never saw one of the beasts till yesterday at the zoo.

"Frost went 'way down to Maine for a change of air." "He
got it, then, didn't he?" "Not much. The first thing he heard
when he struck Podunk was a pianola playing 'The Merry
Widow Waltz.' " . -

Undertaker—Shall we arrange to have your husband's fun-
eral at the house on Thursday, Mrs. Snow? Wife (amiably)—
Oh, yes—at any hour. I know you won't make noise enough
to interrupt our bridge game.

"Paw," said Teddie, reading a vaudeville poster, "what are
slapsticks?" "Well, my son," said Paw, to gain time, "what
do you think a slapstick, is?" "Teacher's ruler," said Teddie,
unconsciously rubbing the palm of his hand.

Miss Bridge Fiend—You ought to be able to write fine
comedies, Mr. Post. Young Author—You flatter me, Miss Bea-
trix. Why ought I to? Miss Bridge Fiend—Because you-make
such amusing plays.

House Hunter—I have looked over that house which you rec-
ommended so highly, and I find the walls damp, the shutters
half off, the drainage out of order, the cellar full of water, and
the roof leaky. Agent—Yes, sir, I know the house is in rather
bad condition, but think of its advantages—there isn't a piano
in that block!

"I wonder what it is to-day, corsets or kimonas?" mused the
conductor. "How do you know it is either?" asked a passen-
ger. "Because there are so many stout people coming down-
town shopping," was the reply. "It may not be either corsets
or kimonas that are bringing them, but it is something for
fat folks to wear. You can't fool me on that. I've been con-
ductor on this line too long not to know the signs. The stout
women are out in shoals to-day, which means that there has
been a bargain sale in extra large garments advertised. The
thin people always take things more calmly when their turn
comes. Possibly they think they can get fitted any time. But
the heavyweights never miss an opportunity, and the con-
ductor who has learned to put two and two-together can tell
by the heft of the passengers how the day's advertisements
run." The inquisitive passenger said: "That's queer," and
opened the morning paper. He turned to the advertisement of
the store that stands on the corner where so many stout peo-
ple had left the car. A line in heavy type at the top of the
page took his eye: "Special sale dressing sacques, extra large
sizes." The conductor grinned. "What did I tell you?" he
said.
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THE OLD DETECTIVE'S STORY.

By ALEXANDER ARMSTRONG.

As an old detective I have had some rousing adventures and
<$i&eer experiences. One of the latter has been called to mind
within a day or two by reading of the death of a man in a
oeighboring city. For convenience sake I will call him Charles
Liennox.

I was attached to the force of a Western city, and we had
teen running along for many weeks without any break on the
part of evildoers when a murder occurred. The janitor off a
dank was found dead in the business office of the bank, with

outside doors open. The man had been struck on the side
the head with some heavy weight, and his skull crushed,

had been taken from the bank, and so we reasoned
isMs way: The robbers had called the janitor to the door on

pretext or other, and as soon as he opened it they rushed
dealt him the blow. It was the night before a local

<ttsl0e£ioa, and the approach of people who were carousing or
electioneering had rattled the robbers, and they had fled. In
ft&ese days a bank robber would have coolly shut the door and
ggasae to work on the safe, but they were a different class of
taaeo. then. If they had- not been we should have probably ar-

^ifferently.
smquest was held, a verdict rendered that John Shields
fe» his death at the hands of parties unknown, and he

WKiQd. The robbers had not left the slightest clew behind
but as I was ambitious to make a name. I was allowed

s&> Iwegis work on the case. In a town twelve miles away I
Souss.4, after a long hunt, a livery stable man who had let a
Ssterse ijtsad buggy that night to two strangers, whom he accur-
ately described, and whom he believed to be two brothers.
Tisey had told him they were going to Amesbury, but I traced

straight to Ulankville, which was the place where "the
occurred. The town where they hired the horse was

and they had come there by train in the afternoon,
•could tiave come down to Blankville by the same train,

; .they did not I argued was a sharp trick on their part,
•driven away at half-past seven o'clock. The body of

was found about ten. The horse had been re-
Just "before midnight. About ten o'clock, as I had for-

tell you, there was an alarm of fire in Blankville, and
•£&e £n» (department was called out to quench a fire which had
Ueem ast iai one corner of a large tannery. The flames had not
.jjoifc mxeS®. &t a start, and were speedily drowned out, and the
.case ISEEB reported as the wonk of boys.

j£ .&»&, tO^en, after two weeks' work, a clew. Two bank-rob-
tBert^ jjSsaiffotless from Chicago, had come to Blankville to do up

had been frightened away after committing a mur-
t toew just how they reached Blankville, and just how

Seffit it. and I had descriptions of both. You may say 1
to work on, as the men had come two hundred

might not then be within a thousand, or, if they
<fihey toad changed their identity; but even the smallest

*»331 encourage a detective whose heart is in his work,
the men the stable-keeper, who was naturally

and had-a good memory, remembered that the older
a lop shoulder, had gold filling in his front teeth,

^beise was a tremulous motion of the eyelids. You have
j(Ms in people. Those who do it would stammer if
aot wink. There were no points in the description

the (®8aBr which would serve to identify him on the street,
'looked enough like the other to be his brother."

two weeks in Chicago looking for my man, and, al-
ii was well assisted by the detectives, my search was

No one could remember a crook bearing that descrip-
E was at the depot ready to take the train for home,

when I ran across a C. B. & Q. R. R. detective whom I had not
seen for several months. As we talked about the Blankville
murder I gave him a description of my men, and I had hardly
done so when he said:

"I know them both, or at least where they can be found.
I saw them in R yesterday, and they are of ten-on the
road."

The town he named was about seventy-five miles from
Blankville, on a cross-line railroad, and I had not been in it
two hours when I located rny men. They were brothers, and
one kept a bakery and the other a saloon. Both had* the
reputation of being peaceful, law,-abiding men, and they had
families.

It therefore behooved me to go slow, and the arrests were
not made until they were positively identified by the livery
man and I had positive evidence that they were away from
home at the time. In each case, when making the arrest, I
was asked concerning the nature of the offense or crime, and
I replied that it was for the murder at Ros^burg. The prison-
ers were strangely silent, and, though seemingly anxious about
the future, they refused to talk of the case. I took them to
Rossburg, put them in, jail, and in two or three days they were
arraigned. They had sent to Chicago for counsel, but he had
not arrived. Temporary counsel appeared for them, they
pleaded not guilty, and in an hour or two were returned to jail.

You may now ask yourself what case I had against the
brothers. AS I looked it over I came to the conclusion tha^
my work had just begun. They had left home without noise,
if not secretly; had hired a horse and buggy under fals*6
pretenses; had driven secretly across the country under cover
of darkness. They were objects of suspicion, but I had no
proofs. I went to the bank to have some questions answered.
It was in summer, and the front door stood open. A new
janitor had been employed, and as I entered the cashier was
saying to him:

"John, get a paper and wrap around that brick which holds
the door back. It is no ornament as it is."

Naturally enough I glanced down at the brick. As the jani-
tor lifted it up I to ok it from his hand, and the next instant I
had made a discovery. There was a clot of dried blood on the
brick, and in the clot were sticking several hairs which I knew
had come from the dead janitor's head. I had made an im-
portant discovery, but had at the same time ruined my case.
The brick had been in the office a year or more. The blood
and the hairs were evidence that it was the weapon used to
strike the janitor with. Then followed the queries:

"Would men come to rob the bank without weapons? Was
it likely that the brick was used?" I replied to these in the
negative, and I walked straight over to the jail and into the
presence of the prisoners and said:

"Neither of you is guilty of the murder of the janitor."
"We are not," they answered.
"You were not near the bank that night."
"We were not."
"But yet you had a secret purpose in coming here that

night."
"We had."
"What was it?"
"We will not tell."
That ended the interview. Mind you, every man in the com-

munity believed them guilty of murder, and I was the recipi-
ent of praise on every hand for what was termed a clever cap-
ture. You may think it strange that I went, away from the
jail as fully determined to clear them as I had been to convict
them. The drawback to good detective work is the hesitancy
to drop a false scent, or to admit that a pet theory is wrong.
I returned to the bank and asked for the average health of the
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dead janitor. He had been heard to complain of pains around
his heart, but otherwise nothing could be said.
• "Gentlemen," I said to the bank officials, "your janitor had
gone to his cot for the night. • A sudden illness seized him,
and in his alarm he made his way to the door to call for help.
He had got the door open, when he fell to the floor, probably
dead, and in his fall his head came in contact with the brick?"

"That is theory," they answered.
"But I will furnish the proofs. I want a postmortem ex-

amination of the body."
I had hard work to get it, but the result was that three re-

putable directors found that the man came to his death from
heart trouble. They mixed in some professional terms and
some Latin, but that was the substance of it. The day the two
prisoners were discharged from custody I said to them:

"I caused your arrest, but I have also brought about your
liberation. Now tell me what brought you to Blankville that
night."

"To burn that tannery. It belongs to an estate in which we
should have shared, but we were defrauded of our rights. In
revenge we sought to burn up $15,000 worth of property."

I kept their secret until both were dead.

THE DEFENDEES.

During the years 1340-'50 Missouri could boast about as
many hard characters as any other State not double her popu-
lation. Over-run,by rascals of all sorts, law and order were
at a discount until ia self-protection the more honest among
the settlers organized a vigilance committee.

David Whitley was chief of the organization, and under his
lead it proved a perfect scourge lo the criminals, whether reaJ
or suspected. To be accused of crime was to be prejudged, and
while doubtless doing much ^ood, the Vigilantes were guilty
of more than one criminal outrage.

Their stern ministration quelled the lawless element, how-
ever, and having effected this, disbanded. But David Whitley
could no longer content himself with peaceful farming as of
old. The wild excitement of the past few months had become
second nature to him, and he rapidly went down the hill.

A year later he was a drunkard and a ruined man.
He took his family, consisting of wife and one daughter, in

the morn of dawning womanhood, and pitched his cabin far
away in the wild wood. Inside of the year, by abstaining from
liquor, he had a cozy home, and crops in the ground.

Two years later he was prospering finely, having sold to ad-
vantage a tract of land, several miles distant, on which now
rested a flourishing village. But he could not endure^ pros-
perity as well as adversity, and one day he again fell before
the whisky demon.

He had been absent from home for two days and nights,
when his wife could no longer restrain her fears, and calling
their one hired man bade him saddle a horse, then return to
her for his message.

She prepared then a note to an intimate friend in the village,
who would be most likely to know about Whitley's doings, but
still the hired man did not return from the stable.

It was growing dusk, but, as she looked wonderingly forth,
Mrs. Whitley caught ^glimpse of several dark figures stealing
out from the outbuildings.

Like a revelation the truth flashed upon her.
The enemies made by her husband while he led the Vigi-

lantes, and who had once dealt them such a crushing blow,
had again found them, and were bent on completing their re-
vense- •

Beyond a doubt the ruffians had first assured themselves that
David Whitley was absent from home, and having taken the
hired man by surprise, ruthlessly knocking him on the head,
they used little precautions in making their approach, or in
hiding their bloodthirsty mood.

Nearly a dozen in number, they strode up to the front door,
uttering fierce curses when they found it secured.

"Open!" cried the leader, whose voice Mrs. Whitley recog-
nized as that of a notorious gambler and suspected murderer,
whose younger brother had been lynched by her husband's
band. "Open the door and let us in, or it will be all the worse
for you she-devils."

Both discharged their rifles at the same moment, aiming
breast high at the pine panels, their bullets penetrating the
wood like so much paper.

Not only wood, for a wild, gasping cry from without was
mingled with ferocious curses of rage and surprise as there
came a heavy fall upon the floor of ttie porch.

For some minutes all was silence without, but at the end of
that time, Haskins, the man already mentioned as the leader,
called aloud from his place of ambush, being careful to keep
his precious carcass well covered from "view:

"Say, you in there! It's no use your fighting against fate.
We know you and Flora are alone. We laid for old Dave and
knocked him cold on his way home, from town, drunk.again,
as usual."

For her only reply the brave maiden fired a shot in the di-
rection of his voice; with such good judgment that a fierce yell
of pain told her the lead was not Entirely wasted.

The outlaws withdrew in order to consult.
Much valuable time had already been lost, and fearing to

lose his revenge should he delay longer, Haskins determined
to force the door with a log.

They were seen by the fair defenders within in time to send
a couple of bullets into their ranks, but though both pellets
told, neither wound was fatal or disabling. With a loud crash
the heavy log was dashed through the frail pine door, knock-
ing down some of the lighter articles of furniture, but the
bulk of the barricade femataed firm. Using their revolvers,
the brave women opened fire through the ragged opening,
sending the bullets in swift succession, and with such deadly
aim that the surviving outlaws wavered, shrunk back, and
finally turned to flee, only to find themselves surrounded and
their retreat cut off by at least a score of well-mounted and
armed men!

What followed was little better than a massacre. Too ter-
rified and demoralized to think of self-defense, the1 ruffians
were butchered as they fled, not one living to clear th6
grounds. And Haskins fell by the hands of David Whitley
himself. Then came the explanations. As stated, Whitley had
fallen a victim to his old enemy, spending those forty-eight
hours in beastly drunkenness, not only spending all the money
he had, but selling his horse and weapons, drinking and gam-
bling the proceeds away. When all was gone, he left the vil-
lage for home, still too much of a man to ask for the poison on
credit. It was in this state that he saw the enemy murder hia
hired man, and recognizing them, he knew that they meant
still darker deeds.

The sight and knowledge of the danger threatening hia
loved ones sobered Whitley, and knowing that by making any
demonstration in his present defenseless state he would only
insure their destruction, he turned and raced back to the vil-
lage, there telling his story and quickly collecting the fore*
which he led back to the rescue.

That night thoroughly cured the drunkard. He never again
touched a drop of liquor, and eventually died a wealthy and
honored citizen.
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Child can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subject*
•Motioned.

THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SEN^ BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
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MESMERISM.
No. 81 HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-

fBored methods of mesmerism; also bow to cure all kinds of
•iieases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., 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,
§Bd the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By
MO Hugo Koch, A. C. S., Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM.
Ho. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-

Mfructive jnfonnation regarding the science of hypnotism. Also
Mfelaining the most approved methods which are employed by the
halting hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.

SPORTING.
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete

•anting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
•(wether with descriptions of game and fish.

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—-Fully
Illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
•Hill instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
ttrnctiona on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.

No. 47. HOW TO BREAKf RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
U. complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
tor business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
Diseases peculiar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
•nd the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
By a Stausfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING.
No/1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—

Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean-
lag of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
tad curious games of cards. A complete book.

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
trom*the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
•ive^the^ explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
§nd unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate.

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether Happiness or
feisery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
Sine fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
«r the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
toy aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-

struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good,
fctalthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
btcome strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
IB this little book.

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the dilfer-
•Dt positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
Without an instructor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
£ handy and useful book.

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
6*rscing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery.
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
gasitiona in fencing. A complete book.

TRICKS WITH CARDS.
No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing

isplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
ctoight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
glacially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—En*
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with ifc
lustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDH.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors
aad magicians. 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 tricks
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruct.

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
explained by his former assistant, Fred 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.

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing th*
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemical*.
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-
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing full
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A*
Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominps, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
Illustrated,

MECHANICAL.
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy

should know how inventions originated. This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
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; together
with a fuJl description of everything an engineer should know.

No, 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, JEolian Harp, Xylo-
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59. 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. HO.W TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com-

plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

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

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

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young
lady in the land should have this book.

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con-
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
aiso rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.



THE STAGE.
No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE

BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest iokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
lished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks.

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-

scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for 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 fu l l directions for making electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty savings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch. All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE-
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, "SbOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There's happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

—^Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
Vitfe many standard re;

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing £oup=
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possible.

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting d«.
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the bes$
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are

fully explained by this litt.o book. Besides the various methods of
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which in
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
dances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, \vith many curious and interesting things not geo«
erally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in th4
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of color!, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and

containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hintf
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preserving birds, arimals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; avso giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eve?
published.

MISCELLANEOUS.
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and In-

structive book, giving a compete treatise on chemistry; also ex-
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fos
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrupvessences. etc.. etc.
JSo. 84. -HOW TO BECOME AN* AUTHOR.—Containing full

information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince
Hiland.

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won-
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
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 Brady9
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and otheff
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W..
Abney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing ful l explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy should!
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in-
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naya*
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com-
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become 0
West Point Military Cadet."

1O CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR,25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Yorfc.
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CONTAINING THE GREAT FRED FEARNOT STORIES

COLORED COVERS. 32 PAGES. PRICE 5 CENTS.
ill Fred Fearnot Shadowed; or, Hunted for His Life.
§12 Fred Fearnot and the Man of Muscle; or, Meeting His

Match.
613 Fred Fearnot's Touch-Down; or, Pulling the Game Out

by Grit.
614 Fred Fearnot's Double Duel; or, Settling a Question of

Honor.

515 Fred Fearnot and the Headstrong Half-Back; or, Subdu-

ing an Ugly Player.

516 FreA Fearnot's Best Trick; or, Fooling Them All.

517 Fred Fearnot's Blocked Kick; or, The Play that Won the
Championship.

518 Fred Fearnot's Night of Terror; or, In Deadly Danger.

"THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76"
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403 The Liberty Boys and Bill Cunningha'm; or, Chasing the

"Bloody Scout."
404 The Liberty Boys on Kettle Creek; or, Routing Boyd's

Bandits."
405 The Liberty Boys' Watch Fire; or, The Raid at Mile-

Square.
406 The Liberty Boys Taking Fort George; or, Running Out

Simcoe's Rangers.

407 The Liberty Boys and Captain Sue; or, Helped by Girl
Patriots.

408 The Liberty Boys Fighting Prevost; or, Warm Work in
Georgia.

409 The Liberty Boys' Barricade; or, Holding off the Hessians.
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New York.
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542 Nameless Nat; or, A Millionaire in Rags. By Allyn
Draper.
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447 The Bradys and "Old Foxy" : or, The Slickest Crook in New

York .
448 The Bradys and the Fan Tan I'layers : or, In the Secret Dens of

China town.
449 The Bradys and the Three Black Stars ; or, The M i l l i o n Lost in

the Meadows.
450 The I'.radys' Church Vault Mystery ; or, Tracking the Bowery
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451 The Bradys and ' •Gum-Shoe (His" ; or, Hun t ing the White Way

( ' rooks .
452 The Bradys and the Bel f ry "Owls" ; or. Trailed to the Tombs.
45;-! The Bradys and the Chinese Jugg le r ; or. The opium Fiend's Re-

venge.
454 The Bradys a f t e r "78X" : or. Caught by a Sing Sing Clew.
455 The Bradys and the Telegraph Boy ; or. Fxposfng the League of

Three.
45G The Bradys' Six Bell C l e w ; or, The Masked Men of the Magic

M o u n t a i n .
457 The Bradys and the Queen of the Highb inde r s ; or, The War of

the Tongs and Leongs.
458 The Bradys and the Float ing Head ; or, The Clew Found in the

R i v e r .
459 The Bradys A f t e r Capta in Death : or. Saving a Mi l l ion in Rubies.
40(1 The Bradys and the W i t c h Woman : or. The Mystery of M u l b e r r y

Bend.
401 The Bradys and the B l i n d Peddler : or. Working in the Dark.
402 The Bradys Chasing the "Queer" Makers ; or. The Missing Secret

Service Man.
40.'! The Bradys and the Hop Crooks : or, The Hidden Man of China-

town.
401 The Bradys ' Double Death T r a p : or. Af te r the St. Louis Seven.
405 The Bradys and the Trunk Tappers ; or. Solving a Rai l road

Mystery .
400 The Bradys' Church Clock Ciew : or, The Man in the Steel Cage.
407 The Bradys and the Six Skeletons ; or. The Underground House

on the Hudson.
408 The Bradys and the Chinese Fire Fiends: or, Breaking Up a

Secret Band
409 The Bradys and the Stolen Bonds ; or, A Tangled Case from

Boston.
470 The Bradys and the Black Gian t ; or, The Secret of "Little

Syria."
471 The Bradys and Lit t le Chin-Chin ; or, Exposing an Opium Gang.
472 The Bradys after the Bank Street Bunch ; or. Rounding up the

Dock Kats.
473 The Bradys and the Boston Beats; or, The Secrets of the Old

Manor House.
474 The Bradys Chasing the Grain Thieves ; or, Chicago's Mysterious

Six.
475 The Bradys and the Mad Chinaman ; or, Hot Work in Five Cities.
470 The Bradys and the Black Poisoner ; or, Strange Work in Phila-

delphia.
477 The Bradys in London : or, Solving the Whi t echape l Mystery. j
478 The Bradys and the French Crooks ; or, Detective Work in Paris, j
479 The Bradys A f t e r the Policy K i n g ; or. The Plot Against Captain 1

Kane.
-IHi The Bradys and the Dynami te ( J a n g : or. Ten Hours of Deadly

Per i l .
4S1 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Queen : or. Lost in the Hear t o f 1

C h i n a t o w n .
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of Five.
The Bradys and Mr. M i d n i g h t : or. The M y s t e r y of t h e House

of Mi r ro r s .
The Bradys A f t e r t h e 'Fr isco "Dips" ; or . The Sharpest Crooks

in the West .
The Bradys and the Ye l low Boy: or . The M v s t e r y of a N i g h t

Hawk Cab.
The Bradys and t h e Queen of Pel l S t r e e t : or . The Hidden Hu t

in C h i n a t o w n .
The Bradys' Cold V a u l t C l e w ; or. Who K i l l e d T r e a s u r e r B l a c k ?
The Bradys and t h e Fac to ry F i e n d s ; or. The C l e w r o u n d i n t h e

Dark.
The Bradys on a Death S h i p ; or. The Secret of the "Seven

Sisters."
The Bradys and L i t t l e Ah C h i n : or. The Se<-re t Dens of China-

town.
The Bradys Chas ing a Convic t ; or. Betrayed by a P h o t o g r a p h .
The Bradys and the Forged Check : or. The Shadow on t h o

Shades.'
The Bradys A f t e r the Tattooed Man ; or. R u n n i n g Down a

Crimson" Clew.
The Bradys Under Suspicion : or. De tec t ive Work for a Poor G i r l .
The Bradys and the Chinese I d o l : or , Tne Clew Found in Pell

Street
The Bradys and the Torn Shoe: or. Conv ic ted bv a F o o t p r i n t .
The Bradys and the Dea th C r y ; or . The M y s t e r y ' o f Red C l i f f .
The Bradys and "Old Never Seen": or. The Mai l W i t h t h e Green
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