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The bunk in which the prisoner lay was now all ablaze. Harry clutched the curtains and tore
them away, while Alice ran with the water pail. Old King Brady, meanwhile,

had felled the yellow fiend with his own club.
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CHAPTER I.

THE VANISHING OF MRS. RICHARD.

The steamer Allianca from Colon was docked late one
not July afternoon at her New York pier, and there was
much delay on the part of the custom house inspectors
in examining the passengers' baggage.

One party in particular was held back almost beyond
the limit of endurance, and that for no apparent reason.

It consisted of four persons; an elderly lady of decid-
edly foreign appearance; a young girl of about nineteen,
evidently her daughter, and a person of considerable
beauty; a young man in his twenties, who wore a white
pongee suit, and bore the stamp of a gentleman all over
him; also a Chinese man servant in European dress.

At last the inspectors got round to this party, and their
baggage was promptly passed.

A hack had been in waiting for an hour or more to
carry them to their destination, and this thQ ladies now
entered, assisted by the young man, their trunks having
been strapped on behind.

The Chinese servant, his face as impenetrable as a
wooden block, stood by the door awaiting orders.

Perhaps he thought the young man was about to fol-
law the ladies into the cab, but he did not.

Instead he turned upon the Chinaman and said:
"Retire, Punk Twee. I wish to speak privately with

Mrs. Richard."
The Chinaman stepped back out of hearing.
As he did so a tall man, dressed in a suit of black al-

pacca, and carrying a small grip which bore the in-
spector's chalk mark, and a green umbrella, came forward
from the gangplank.

If the young man, whose head was now in the coach,
had looked behind him he would have observed that this
individual spoke^ a few hurried words to the Chinaman
as he passed behind him.

The language spoken was certainly Chinese.
And yet the man with the green umbrella bore little

resemblance to a Chinaman.
Rut there was some.
It existed principally in the slanting eyes.
As for the rest, the man's skin was rather coffee col-

ored than yellow. His jet-black hair was cut close under
his Panama hat.

He was exceedingly thin, and his high cheek bones,
taken in connection with the color of his skin, made him
look more like a South American Indian than anything
else.

And yet there were the slanting eyes.
Those at least were distinctly Chinese.
The Chinaman, Fung Twee, however, did not answer

him nor even look at him. The man with the green um-
brella moved on towards the hack.

Meanwhile the young man was addressing the elder
lady.

"We are all ready to start. Shall I get it now, Mrs.
Richard?" he asked.

"If you kindly will, Mr. Fontaine," was the reply.
"Then give me the order on the purser. I presume he*

will not deliver it to me otherwise."
"I think he will. 1 told him that you would apply to

him for it just as we were starting."
"Oh, I did not understand that."
"You will find it all right, I am sure, Mr. Fontaine.

My poor, dear husband arranged everything so tkat it
would go smoothly, as he always did."

Tears filled the lady's eyes, and she pressed her hand-
kerchief to them.

The young girl clasped her hand.
"Now, mamma, be good," she whispered. "Remember,

you still have me."
"I will go at once," said Mr. Fontaine.
He turned and almost fell into the arms of the man

with the green umbrella.
"Doctor!" he gasped.
"Pardon, Senor Fontaine," said the man, speaking with

a strong Spanish accent. "I did not know that you were
about to turn at that particular moment. I wished to
say farewell to Madam Richard and her charming daugh-
ter."

"They are in the cab," replied Fontaine, scarcely con-
cealing his dislike for the speaker.

He turned away, and went on board the steamer.
The custom house inspectors had now departed.
Mrs. Richard's was the only carriage left on the pier.
Now was the time to do a little smuggling, if such was

Mr. Fontaine's intention.
He went directly to the purser's office.
"I have come for Mrs. Richard's box," he said.
"Yes?" replied the purser. "Have the examiuens all

gone ?"
"All have gone, as far as I can see."-
"Very well. Here is it. We shall both get into treuble

if you are mistaken."
"I am not mistaken, nor do I anticipate trouble even

if it is not so. Mrs. Richard positively assured me tkat
there is nothing dutiable in the box."

"And I believe it. At the same time I want to warn
you that Richard positively told me he felt that he
was bringing the contents of this box to New York at
the risk of his life. I don't know what he meant, and I
did not ask him, for he was an old and dear friend of
mine. However, here it is. Look out for yourself, that's
all."
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Young Fontaine took the box which the purser now
produced from a cupboard.

It was round, and about the shape and size of a hat

The material of which it was made was some sort of
<dark and highly polished wood. Over the top and along
the sides it was studded with what appeared to be brass-
beaded nails.

"The thing is light enough, whatever it ia," remarked
Fontaine. "The weight appears to be in the box. These
<brass nails, I suppose/'

"I haven't the faintest idea what the box contains," re-
plied the purser, "but incidentally Mr. Richard assured
me that the heads of those nails were solid gold."

"Indeed! The box appears to be very old."
4 "It is old, according to poor, Richard. But I have told
.•all I know about it, Mr. Fontaine. I will wrap it up in
paper for you."

"And I must not permit my curiosity to keep Mrs.
Sichard and her daughter waiting. Good-by, Mr. Jarvis.
f trust I may some day have the pleasure of meeting you
again."

They shook hands when the box was wrapped, and
young Fontaine departed.

As he went down the gangplank, feeling that he had
-delayed longer than was necessary, h£ saw to his surprise,
and not a little to his concern, that the carriage was not
on the pier.

"What does this mean?" he asked himself. "But per-
tiaps," he mentally added, "they have gone out on the
.street, and are waiting for me there."

And this theory seemed more probable from the fact
that the big gate at the end of the pier was now shut

There was nobody to enquire of.
• Both the "doctor" and Fung Twee had departed.

Herbert Fontaine hurried out on the street through a
<side gate, running right into the Chinaman, who had an
•evening paper.

"Where is Mrs. Richard?" demanded Fontaine.
"In college," replied the Chinaman. "Madam Lichard,

she talk with dloctor. She sendee me to buy evening
paper. I comee back now."

"Why, the carriage is gone, Fung!"
"Gone! No, no, Mlister Fontaine! You must be mis-

take."
"No, I'm not mistaken, either. It is gone! I went

foack to the stateroom to get this hat Miss Bella left be-
iiind her. The carriage is gone off the pier."

"Den I don'tee know nloating about it!" cried the
•Chinaman, looking alarmed. "Whatce we do? Whatee
Boss Lichard say?"

"He is past saying anything, poor man. But, Fung,
this is "very strange."

"Belly strange, yair. I go gettee plaper. Me comee
Sight back. Callege gone!"

There was no use in prolonging the conversation.
Herbert Fontaine saw that
As for Fung Twee, he seemed most terribly troubled,

•at which Fontaine did not wonder, for he knew how highly
'Mrs. Richard thought of the man.

"Probably she concluded to go on to the hotel for some
season," he said. "I will follow her. But what will you

do, Fung Twee? You better come along. The detectives
will get you if you don't look sharp."

"Me no naid, boss. Me gottee plapers allee light Dley
dassen't 'lest Fung Twee. Me go 'long, you say so."

"Come," said Fontaine.
There were two cabs which had lingered outside the

gate.
The driver of one now approached Fontaine and asked

him if he wanted to ride,
"Yes, in a minute," was the reply. "Tell me, did you

see a hack, a four-wheeler, come off the pier with two
ladies inside, just a few minutes ago?"

"I did," replied the man. "Two ladies and a China'
man. I took particular notice on account of the Chink."

"A Chinaman! Impossible! There could have been
but one Chinaman. The one standing here."

"Standing where?" demanded the cabby.
"Why here, right behind me," retorted Fontaine, look-

ing around.
But there was no Chinaman behind him.
Funk Twee had vanished.
"That fellow slid off just as you began to talk to me,"

said the cabby. "Didn't you see him go?"
"Indeed I did not Which way?"
"I did not notice."
It was a pity he did not, for Fung Twee was no longer

in evidence.
Herbert Fontaine grew greatly excited.
"There is something wrong here!" he cried. "That

fellow was the lady's servant. There is no other China-
man who could have been in the hack."

"There was one, though," persisted the cabby.
Then Fontaine thought of Dr. Ramozo, and described

the man.
Not that there was any thinkable reason why Mrs.

Richard and her daughter should have gone away with
the doctor, who was merely, a chance acquaintance on the
steamer.

The cabby now became confused.
He thought the man he had seen might be such a per-

son as Fontaine described, and then again he might not.
He could not telL

Fontaine engaged the fellow.
Then (they looked on the pier for Fung Twee, and even

went back on board the steamer.
But they failed to find him.
It was now quite dark, and there would have been

every opportunit}^ for the Chinaman to slip away unob-
served if he was so disposed.

Filled with a thousand fears, Fontaine now ordered
himself driven to the St Denis Hotel, at which house he
knew Mrs, Richard proposed to stay.

But upon reaching the hotel his fears were confirmed,
for no such persons had arrived.

Nor did they arrive.
Fontaine hung around the hotel lobby until midnight,

when he was forced to admit that everything pointed to
the disagreeable suggestion that Mrs. Richard and her
daughter had been kidnaped by Dr. Ramozo or a China-
man.

But for what mysterious reason.
This the young man was utterly at a loss to divine.
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The truth was, he also was but a chance acquaintance
of these people.

It began by his showing attention to -Mr. Richard, who
was a very sick man when the party came aboard the
Allianca at Colon.

On the second day out Mr. Richard died.
As he particularly requested to be buried at sea, this

was done.
After that the attention, of Herbert Fontaine to the

widow and her daughter were redoubled.
The result was what might have been expected.
Fontaine and Bella Richard fell in love with each other.
And when the widow learned from Fontaine's own lips,

and she believed his statements, that he was a young man
of independent means, traveling for pleasure, she offered
no opposition.

Just how far the business had proceeded the widow
did not know, but when the Allianca made her pier at
New York she had come to regard her daughter as prac-
tically engaged to Herbert Fontaine.

But. why should Dr. Ramozo want to run away with
Mrs. Richard and her daughter?

This question Fontaine kept asking himself all through
a wakeful night.

He could think of but one explanation.
If Mr. Richard had considered that the possession of

the gold-studded box endangered his life then that might
be the reason.

Evidently the box must contain something which' the
dead South American explorer, for such Mr. Richard had
been, must have regarded as very precious.

Naturally Herbert Fontaine's curiosity was aroused
to the highest pitch before morning came.

But this did not make him feel justified in opening the
box by any means.

It did, however, alarm him for his own safety, and "he
resolved that just as soon as the place opened he would
deposit the box in his own vault in the Safe Deposit
Company.

He also determined to at once engage the services of
the best detective bureau in New York, and next morn-
ing he inquired of the hotel clerk as to which of the
many detective bureaus he had better go.

"Of course I belong in New York," he said, "but I
have been traveling for three years, and am feeling pretty
well out of date. What detective bureau can you recom-
mend for the handling of a very peculiar case?"

"Why, if you ask me," replied the clerk, "there is only
one that I would care to recommend. It is the Brady
Bureau of Union Square."

CHAPTER II.
HERBERT FONTAINE TAKES THE CASE TO THE BBADYS.

Herbert Fontaine really knew very little about New
York City, although it was his birthplace, and he always
regarded it as his home.

His mother died when he was but a child, and he was
cared for by relatives in the country.

After that it was first boarding school and then college.
Before he could graduate his father died and left him

a large fortune.

After that the young man gave up college and started
on his travels abroad.

And thus it happened that he was now returning to
New York a comparative stranger. -

But Herbert knew where his Safe Deposit Company
was all right, and when he had seen the box safely
there he started for Union Square.

It was nearly eleven o'clock when he reached the office-
of the Brady Detective Bureau.

"I want to consult a detective about a case," he saidL»
handing his card to a clerk.

"Old King Brady is not in," replied the clerk, "but his
partner, Young King Brady, is in his office."

"I daresay he will do as well," replied Herbert. "Be
good enough to hand him my card."

The card was accordingly handed in, and after a min-
ute the request came for the owner to follow it.

Herbert was shown through one office and into another,,
where a young man of about his own age sat at a desk.

This was Young King Brady, partner of the world-
famous -Old King Brady, who in every sense of the wortl
may be reckoned as the most skillful detective in the
United States.

"Sit down, Mr. Fontaine," he said, pleasantly. "Old1

King Brady is out just at present, but if I will do, I an*
at your service."

"I daresay you will fill the bill," replied Herbert.,
taking a chair at the side of the desk.

"Well, then, state your case, and we will see what cans
be made out of it. If there is any way of helping you?
out, I shall be pleased."

Sensibly, Herbert introduced himself particularly firstj,
and made Harry, as Old King Brady always calls hi&
young partner, understand that he was the son of the late
New York millionaire, John Fontaine.

Then he launched out into the case.
"Singular business," remarked Harry, when he hacl

finished his story. "The first question I want to ask you
is what you know about this Dr. Ramozo?"

"Well, as a matter of fact, I don't know anything
about him," was the reply. "He informed me that he
came from the interior of Colombia, and that he was &
practicing physician. He seemed to be a very intelligent
man. He spoke English fairly well, and as he sat at my
table we naturally became acquainted. But when yoi>
come to ask me what I really know about the man, my an-
swer must be nothing at all."

"Did he pay special attention to Mrs. Richard and her-
daughter?"

"I can hardly say that. You see, after her husband's
death, Mrs. Richard kept her room most of the time. As
for Bella, I must confess that I monopolized her. I doubt,
if Dr. Ramozo talked with her an hour all told during the-
entire voyage. Then you must remember, Mr. Brady,,
that I have only the statement of an ignorant cab driver
to go by. I am not at all sure that Dr. Ramozo hacl
anything to do with the affair."

"Exactly; but the fact remains that the man was left
with Mrs. Richard and her daughter when you wenii.
aboard the steamer after the box."

"That is so."
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"In a case like this we have to consider every point."
"Proceed. I will raise no further objections."
"But I want you to. You must talk freely. Now about

this Chinaman who gave you the slip. Where did these
Richards pick him up ?"

"Mr. Eichard was an explorer. He had been traveling
in the back country of Colombia and Venezuela, which is
practically unexplored. The man was with them all
through their journeyings. I don't know where they en-
gaged him."

"Did the ladies accompany the explorer?"
"Yes."
"Are they Americans?"
"Mrs. Richard is an American woman. Her husband

was a Frenchman. The daughter was born in Peru."
"Then I take it he was the famous Jean Ricard, known

as an explorer in South America and the Far East for
many years."

"Yes. He changed his name to John Richard. There
was very little of the Frenchman left about the man."

"They fully trusted this Fung Twee?"
"They seemed to. To tell the truth, I had very little

conversation with them about the fellow." •
"Who engaged the cab?" • . "
"Fung Twee."
"Did he know anything about this box being placed in

the purser's charge?"
"I can't say."
"Did Mrs. Richard know what it contained?"
"I assume she must have known, but she did not tell

me that she did know in so many words. In fact I never
heard of the box until just before we made our pier."

"Did Bella know what was in it?"
"I have no means of knowing. We had no conversation

on the subject."
"How did Mrs. Richard express herself when she asked

you to get the box ?"
"She simply said that her husband had deposited a box

containing a valuable antique with the purser. That he
was particularly desirous that it should not be opened by
the custom house officers. She assured me that the box
contained nothing dutiable, and she then asked me to try
to delay the inspection of their baggage until the last, and
after the inspectors had gone to go aboard and get the
box. I promised to do this, and I was able to so manage it
that hers was the very last trunks inspected. Then I
went after the box, leaving her in the carriage with Bella,
talking with Dr. Ramozo, as I have told you."

"Was Fung Twee expected to ride in the carriage with
them?"

"No; on the driver's seat."
"Can you think of any particular reason why Mrs.

Richard should want to see an evening paper?"
"No, I cannot."
"To get back to Dr. Ramozo, you say he had slanting

eyes like a Chinaman."
"He certainly did."
"Were they very marked?"
"Quite so."
"Did you ever observe another case of such eyes

in South America?"
"Never."

"Well, I should say that was about all, Mr. Fontaine.
Do you want us to try to find these ladies?"

"I do, most assuredly. Mrs. Richard told me that she
hadn't one friend left in America. Her intention was to
go to France to visit her husband's relatives. I don't
know who will help the unfortunate lady unless I take, the
matter up. You must spare no expense. I will be re-
sponsible for all."

"Did Mrs. Richard have much money with her?"
"I know nothing about hej circumstances beyond the

fact that her daughter told me they were not rich people.
But wliat do you think can be the motive for this kid-
naping, Mr. Brady? If you will express your opinion
freely I shall be obliged."

"Well, you must understand that any expressions of
opinion I may have is the inerest theory, but in view of
what Mr. Richard told the purser I should say that the
chances are altogether in favor of the motive being to get
hold of whatever was in that box."

"It certainly seems so to me. If we only knew what
was in it."

"It seems to me that you are perfectly justified in
opening the box."

"I had rather not do it to-day. If we don't hear from
them by this time to-morrow, you have my consent."

"You see," continued Harry, "that there is only one
other theory to account for this disappearance, and that
is that the old lady wanted to shake you."

"I hardly think it likely."
"Very unlikely, considering who you are. Well, we

will probably be able to help you out, Mr. Fontaine, but
I must consult my partner first. As it happens, we have
a case -in which Chinamen are mixed up on hand at the
present time, but it is not one of particular importance.
What is more, it is likely to be a long-drawn-out affair,
and there is little doubt that Old King Brady will be will-
ing to take up a case on the side for a man like you."

"But you will have to ask him first?"
"Yes; and in order to do that I shall have to go to

Chinatown, where both he and Miss Alice Montgomery,
the lady partner in our bureau, are supposed to be at pres-
ent. Suppose you accompany me there. There might
be such a thing as our running into Fung Twee on Mott
or Pell streets. In which case shadowing him might
bring good results."

"If I could only lay my hands on the fellow once I'd
make him talk!" Herbert cried.

To try it would be an exceedingly foolish piece of
business. The man went off of his own accord. There
can be no doubt of that. If you hire a doctor, leave your
case in his hands. That is the best way. Shadowing is
what we want."

"Well, go ahead,'" said Herbert. "I'll leave you to
manage things in your own way."

"If we take your case at all, you must," said Harry.
"But, come on. We shall see."

And in company with Young King Brady, Herbert
Fontaine then proceeded to Chinatown.

"Ever here before?" inquired Harry as they turned
into Pell street from the Bowery.

"Never!" was the reply. "But I must say it is rather
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a disappointment. It looks like anything but a Chinese
colony/'

"But the people and the signs?"
"They are the only things' which suggest it."
"You have been in China?"
"In all the large coast cities, and in Pekin."
"Then you can scarcely be expected to get up much

excitement over New York's little Chinatown. But come,
we go in here."

Harry turned aside into a dirty doorway.
The building was one of those old-fashioned brick

structures so common on Pell street.
On the ground floor was a Chinese grocery store. The

door by which they entered opened upon a dirty hall.
Young King Brady led the way up two flights of dark

stairs.
"Is Old King Brady supposed to be in this building?"

asked Herbert.
"Yes; we have rooms here," was the reply. "We are

working to trap certain opium smugglers. A slow, tedious
job, but it is for the United States Secret Service Bureau,
so we can't refuse the case, you see."

Reaching the third floor, Harry rapped on a door in
a peculiar way.

It was opened by a person whom Herbert took to be a
young Chinaman.

"Is the celebrated 0. K. B. in?" Harry asked in Eng-
lish.

"Not just at present," was the reply, "but I am ex-
pecting him in every minute. Meanwhile, if it pleases
Y. K. B., he can come in and wait."

Young King Brady entered and closed the door.
"Alice," he said, "allow me to introduce Mr, Fontaine,

who wishes us to take up a, case which has a Chinaman
mixed in with it, but whether it is going to turn out to
be a full-fledged Chinese case or not is doubtful."

Herbert was amazed.
He could scarcely bring himself to believe that this

. good looking young "Chink" was a white woman in dis-
guise.

But such was the case.
She was none other than the accomplished female

sleuth, Miss Alice Montgomery, to whom the male part-
ners in the Brady Detective Bureau owe so much of their
success.

"It is a little hard on me, Harry, to introduce me in
this disguise," she said, "but I suppose you have good
reasons. What about this case of Mr. Fontaine's?"

Young King Brady went on to explain it at some
length.

Herbert, who sat by the window which opened on the
yard behind the house, added a word or two now and
then.

The}7 were thus engaged when a tall, elderly man, of
striking appearance and peculiar dress, entered the room.

A long blue coat with brass buttons, an old-fashioned
stock and stand-up collar, and a big white felt hat with
an extraordinary broad brim were very much in evidence.

"Ah! Here is Old King Brady now!" exclaimed Harry,
rising.

At ,the same instant Herbert, who had been looking

otit of the window when the old detective entered, gave a
start, and exclaimed:

"Look! Quick, Mr. Brady! Over there in the middle
window of that house. It is Fung Twee!"

CHAPTER III.
WHAT HAPPENED TO MRS. RICHARD AND BEX.LA.

Nothing could have been further from the thoughts of
the Widow Richard than the idea of running away from
Herbert Fontaine when he left her there talking with.
Dr. Ramozo.

"So we're all about to part, madam," said the doctor,
looking in at the carriage door. You have been deeply
afflicted. Allow me to express the hope that you will find
good friends, and that both you and Miss Bella will find
health and prosperity."

"I thank you, Dr. Ramozo," replied the widow.
Bella shuddered.
She could not endure the sight of the man.
To her those narrow, slanting eyes seemed like the eyes

of some unclean animal. She had detested the man from
the hour she first met him.

And yet there was no good reason why, for certainly
Dr. Ramozo had been politeness itself.

"I trust we may meet again, and soon," added the doc-
tor. "Meanwhile farewell."

He extended his hand, and the widow took it, saying
simply "Good-by."

Reaching across the mother's lap, Dr." Ramozo at-
tempted to shake hands with Bella, but she pretended
not to see- his hand.

"Well, good-by again," he said, and withdrew.
"Bella, how could you be so rude?" asked Mrs. Richard.

"We shall never see the man again. Surely it would have
done you no harm to shake hands with him."

"I hate him, and I also fear him," Bella replied.
"Fear him! Why should you? He has been very civil,

I am sure."
"Mother, I have an idea that he is one of those mysteri-

ous enemies father feared."
"Heaven forbid! But why should you have such a

fancy?"
"Remember, we never saw Dr. Ramozo until after

father's death. He must have been on the steamer from
the time we left Colon. Why did he keep himself in
hiding?"

"Perhaps he was seasick."
"I don't believe it. Oh, I wish Herbert would return!"
The words were spoken with a shudder, and they were

no more than uttered when suddenly a Chinaman in
American dress sprang into the cab and closed the door.

"Fung! How dare you! Why, what impudence!" cried
the widow, who was somewhat short-sighted.

"Oh, mother! It is not Fung! He is a stranger!"
gasped Bella.

At the same moment the cab started rapidly up the
pier.

And now the Widow Richard realized that the person
who had so suddenly intruded upon her was a man of
quite different appearance from Fung Twee.

But before she could add a word to Bella's exclamation
the fellow pulled out a revolver and pointed it at her.
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"See, misses lady," he hissed, "you holler, dlen me
shootee yon! See! You be good!"

By this time they were out on West street.
Mrs. Eichard was so frightened that she gave a gasp,

and fell heavily against her daughter.
She had fainted!
"You yellow fiend!" cried Bella, "See what you have

done! You have killed my poor mother. What do you
mean by this?"

"Me no know," replied the_ Chinaman, coolly. "Me
gettee money catchee you. Dlat allee me know, allee
me care."

"Who gave you money to catch us? Why?"
"Me no know; but say, me workee good for* me boss.

Me shootee you, so you holler! Yair. Dlat allee light"
They were striking across town, but Bella, who knew

nothing of New York, had not the faintest idea where
they were going.

She was equally at a loss what to do, for she was a
timid girl by nature, and the sight of a revolver had its
full effect

So for a few minutes she sat in silence.
Meanwhile Mrs. Richard revived.
After she had pulled herself together she astonished

Bella, for she addressed the Chinaman in his own lan-
guage, and he responded.

As for Bella, this was a revelation.
She had supposed that her mother could speak only

English and French.
The conversation was exceedingly brief, however.
Then the widow turned away.
"On, Bella," she moaned. "This is terrible!"
"But what is it all about?" demanded Bella. "Were

you really speaking Chinese to that dreadful man?"
"Yes, yes. I understand a little. I learned it when

your father and I were exploring in China before you
were born."

"What does he say?"
"I can get nothing out of him. But hush, child! Don't

talk. I can guess what this means."
"Is it what father always feared? Something in con-

nection with that dreadful box."
"Hush, hush! He must not hear it mentioned. Now

mind what I say, Bella, or it may cost us both our lives!"
"Oh, I am so glad it all happened before Herbert got

back!" cried Bella, who did not seem disposed to be
hushed up.

"How can you say so?" whispered her mother. "If
Herbert was here, he might be some protection to us.
The dear knows we need it now!"

They rode on, the two women talking in whispers, the
Chinaman sitting in the stolid silence of his race.

"Where do you suppose he will take us?", asked Bella,
"How can I tell? I asked him, he would not say"
"Try him again."
The widow once more spoke in Chinese.
But it was useless.
The Chinaman shook the revolver at her, but made no

reply.
"Fung Twee must have been in this plot," said Bella.

"Surely he must have seen this man jump into the cab."
"I am almost inclined to think so myself," replied Mrs.

Richard, "and yet your poor father had full confidence in
the man."

"And he had no reason to. Fung was a stranger to us
all in Bogota, and applied for the place."

"That is so. Your father may have been deceived.
But, Bella, you must prepare your mind for the worst.
There can be little doubt that the cabman is in the plot,
and that they are taking us to Chinatown."

"It is terrible! And it was Fung Twee who engaged
the cab."

"That is so. I begin to lose confidence in, Fung Twee."
"And well you may. But Herbert will know what to

do. He will find us. That is my hope." . *
It was Mrs. Richard's only hope, and not a very strong

one at that
She blamed herself much that knowing what she did

she should have trusted to any Chinaman; but all too
late to regret that now.

The ride continued. They were now passing through
a street lined with big business buildings.

Many times both the widow and her daughter were
on the point of calling for help out of the window, out
the sight of that grim guardian and his revolver deterred
them, so they made no move.

At length they came into a large open square where
there were many elevated railroad tracks.

Out of this in a minute they turned into a brilliantly
lighted street, lined with squalid houses.

.Mrs. Richard's heart sank, for she saw that the signs
on all the stores on both sides were either Chinese names
done in English letters, or full-fledged Chinese signs.

"Oh, Bella!" she breathed, "it is as I feared. They have
brought us to Chinatown!"

The Chinaman appeared to hear and understand.
He spoke rapidly in Chinese.
Mrs. Richard clung closer to her daughter, and did not

answer him.
In a moment the hack stopped.
The Chinaman did not get out, but sat waiting.
"What did he say?" whispered Bella. "Let me know

the worst"
"Just that he would shoot us if we attempted to break

away from him after we got out of the carriage."
"Do you -really believe he would dare ?"
"My dear, I do."
"But the law—the police."
"My dear child, these Chinamen are a law unto them-

selves. They are ready to dare anything. Can't you see
that he is waiting now until he is sure the coast is clear?"

And the fears of the mother were thus communicated
to the daughter.

Neither dared to make a move.
A wait of <at least ten minutes followed.
Then a Chinaman in native dress appeared and looked

in at the window.
He began talking loud to their captor, but was instantly

checked, and the conversation which followed was in the
lowest of whispers.

Then the man went away, and there was another wait
The widow heard the beginning of the conversation,

and understood.
"So you have got them," the newcomer said.



THE BRADYS SHADOWING A CHINAMAN.

"Hush! She speaks Chinese!" was the answer.
One remark more she caught.
"It was:
"Get help. We must take no chances in case they try

to escape."
"The case is hopeless, Bella," she whispered. "We have

got to go with these men."
Foolish woman!
She seemed to imagine that she was in China or some

other semi-barbarous country.
If she had known New York better she would have

realized that once she got on the sidewalk all she had to
do was to pull back, scream for all she was worth, and her
yellow captors would vanish like the mist before the
morning sun.

At last the word came for them to alight.
The Chinaman got out first and extended his hand to

Mrs. Richard.
"Come," he said in his own language. "You go into

the house now, and remember if you make a sound you
will be instantly shot. All whom you see here are my
friends."

There were six Chinaman lined up on the sidewalk be-
tween the curb and the door of a shabby old brick house,
with a Chinese butcher shop on the ground floor.

They were all in native dress, and all had their eyes on
the widow and her daughter.

No revolvers were displayed, but each man had his
hands hidden up in the baggy sleeves of his blouse.

And Mrs. Richard, well knowing the ways of these
people, firmly believed that at least a dozen revolvers
were ready to do business in case she disobeyed.

So she followed her captor in through the dark door-
way, and Bella followed her.

The Chinamen closed in behind them.
When they entered a room on the second floor all hands

crowded in after them.
The door was shut and locked.
Needless to say that the unfortunate women were

dreadfully frightened, and they clung to each other in
their terror.

Not only were they at the mercy of these men, but
their three trunks, which contained all their belongings,
had been left on the rack behind the hack.

The situation had become strenuous to the last degree.
But there was worse in the wind, as they were soon

to learn.
Their captor now produced two new white silk hand-

kerchiefs.
"I must blindfold you now," he said to the widow, in

Chinese; adding:
"Of course I need not tell you that now any trouble

you may make will work against you."
But Mrs. Richard needed no such warning.
"We are to be blindfolded," she said to Bella. "We

will have to submit."
"But what do you suppose they mean to do with us?"

demanded Bella.
"My dear, I begin to hope that what I believe is the

truth. If so, there is still a chance that we may escape
these men, and I am determined to avail myself of it."

"Then I hope you will do nothing of the sort, if it means

that you are going to act contrary to father's wishes," re-
torted Bella.

The widow was silent.
Bella was thinking of the gold-studded box,
She had often seen the thing, and although she did

not know what it contained, she did know how her father
had treasured it.

Just then Bella felt that she would sooner sacrifice her
own life than to act contrary to the wishes of her de-
ceased parent.

But there was her mother to think of, so she said no
more.

The blindfolding was carried out.
Then Bella was told in English to take hold of her

mother's dress behind.
Someone took Mrs. Richard by the arm and led her for-

ward, then backward, then to the right and then to the
left.

The widow realized that all these movements were
merely intended to confuse her.

She was perfectly aware of the fondness of the Chinese
race for underground dens and secret rooms.

That she and her daughter were about to be taken
into some such hiding place she could not for aa instant
doubt.

Presently she was led forward.
They, went down stairs and along a passage. Then

it was up a few steps and down as many more.
They were told to bend their heads, and then to

straighten up again.
They passed along another passage, and then, turning

to the left, stopped for a few minutes.
A whistle- sounded, and after a while there came the

shuffle of many feet.
Their captors seemed to be leaving them.
For a minute silence followed.
Then suddenly a door was heard to slam and a key

turned.
"Ladies, remove your eye bandages," a deep voice said.
Mrs. Richard lost not an instant in obeying.
To her utter astonishment, there stood Dr. Ramozo.

CHAPTER IV.
HARRY STARTS TO SHADOW THE CHINAMAN.

Young King Brady sprang to the window, taking care
to keep a little back.

"Point him out to me," he said, "but move back a
little: It is* best that he should not see us looking at
him."

"There he is. That man standing at the middle win-
dow on the second floor of that house," said Herbert,
pointing as he moved back.

Old King Brady and Alice pressed near and looked
over his shoulder.

They all got a look at the Chinaman.
But while they were looking the man suddenly van-

ished.
"Has he gone?" questioned Alice. "I can't make out."
Old King Brady produced a glass and turned it on

the window.
"I can't see him," he said. "It would seem to me that
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he has gone out of the room, but then even with a glass
like this my eight is none of the best."

"Let me have a look," said Harry, and he took the
glass.

•'There is no one there," he answered.
"What is it all about?" demanded Old King Brady.
"We want that man!" cried Harry, "and to get him

we must act quick. Governor, follow me around there
and we will see what we can do. You come, too, Mr.
Fontaine."

"And what about me?" demanded Alice.
"Yon better remain here. You know you are liable

to have a caller any moment."
Alice silently assented, but it was with some inward

reluctance.
The fact is, she had been waiting for the "caller" for

many days, and she was heartily sick of the inaction of her
life. She had, moreover, become interested in the story
Herbert Fontaine had been telling.

""Note this house well," said Harry, as they passed out.
"You may have to come here alone some time."

"Now give me an outline of this gentleman's case as
quick as you can," said Old King Brady, as they started
around on Mott street, where the house fronted at the
window of which they had seen Fung Twee.

Harry complied.
And so well does he know how to state a case in brief

that by the time they had reached Mott street Old King
Brady knew all that it was necessary for him to know in
order to understand in a general way what it was all
about.

"It all hangs on the box," he said promptly. "Doubt-
less it contains what these Chinamen want. If I recollect
aright, this man Jean Ricard, accompanied by his wife,
made some very extended explorations in the interior of
China a number of years ago."

"It may be so. I'm sure I don't know," Herbert re-
plied. "All I have heard about is their work in South
America."

"This box need not necessarily contain anything of great
money value," continued Old King Brady. "It may be
some sacred relic or something of that sort. Something
Stolen from a temple. The Chinese prize such things
highly, and I have known of more than one case where
they have gone to great lengths to recover them when
they have been stolen bv explorers, missionaries and the
like."

"I know nothing about it," replied Herbert, "but I do
know that the man I saw standing at that window is
Fung Twee."

"How can you be so sure?" questioned Henry. "Not
that I am throwing any doubt on your assertion, but all
Chinamen bear a general resemblance to each other."

"I have good cause to remember Fung Twee. Besides
you must remember that I saw the fellow daily all the way
up from Colon."

N "Do you take the case, Governor?" demanded Harry,
abruptly.

"Certainly," replied Old King Brady. "We are not at
all busy, and since we have those rooms on our hands
we are in good shape to work up a Chinese case."

"I can give you a retainer if you wish," said Herbert*
"I have money with me, and can pay you right away."

"No retainer is necessary," replied Old King Brady.
"Although you might not be aware of it, young man, I
once successfully conducted a case for your father, and it
will give me pleasure to help you out in this trouble."

"You are very kind to put it that way, I am sure."
"But here we are at the house," said Harry, stopping.
"Sure it is the right one?" asked Herbert.
"Positive," was the reply. "I haven't been looking at

those back windows for more than two weeks without
knowing to which house they belong. It is a bad joint,
too. Twice we have trapped Chinese gangs under this
place. I supposed the secret rooms had been closed up,
but the Chinks may have opened them again."

"Or this case may have nothing to do with secret
:rooms," replied Old King Brady. "It is hard to tell.
However, both Harry and I have been in where we saw
that Chinaman, so we will proceed there now."

They ascended the stairs.
The house was one of the older buildings on Mott street

which had been raised up and provided with a new front.
Passing to the end of a long hall, Old King Brady

rapped smartly on the last door.
There was no response.
Knocking again, and louder, and still receiving DO

answer, the old detective tried the door.
This brought results, for the door yielded to his touch.
The room behind was entirely unfurnished and de-

serted.
"As I feared," remarked the old detective.
"There is but little doubt, Mr. Fontaine," he added,

"that Fung Twee was spying on you."
"Why, I hardly think so," was the reply. "He did not

appear to look at me."
"You can't tell anything about it when a Chinaman is

concerned," said Harry; adding:
"But, by the way, Governor, isn't this the room where

we discovered the secret panel?"
"No," replied Old King Brady, "that was on the floor

above; besides, the police detectives nailed that up, and
the owners of the property were made to fill up the un-
derground passage, and so cut off the secret rooms."

But it would be just like the Chinks to open them up
again."

"It is possible, of course. Let us see if we can discover
anything."

Old King Brady proceeded to examine the walls of the
rooms.

He discovered nothing; still the examination was not
as thorough as he sometimes makes.

They returned to the street.
"Let us stand on the opposite side of the way a few

minutes and watch," said Old King Brady. "The fellow
may show himself. As Harry says, this is a case which
calls for shadowing. It is not at all likely that Fung
Twee is the principal in this business. The thing for us
to find out, Mr. Fontaine, is who that person is."

"They took up their place across the way.
"Now go all over the case again," said Old King Brady.

"We have plenty of time, and I want to hear it in all its
details."
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Herbert complied.
But such details as he was able to add to Harry's brief

explanation was not calculated to throw much light upon
the mysterious affair.

They had been talking about twenty minutes when a
Chinaman in American dress came out of the door of the
house they had been watching.

"There he is!" cried Herbert.
"I will take him in hand," said Old King Brady. "You

come, too, Mr. Fontaine. We will see what the fellow5 has
to say for himself." *

"But I thought you were going to shadow him," said
Herbert as he started to follow Old King Brady across
Mott street.

"So we are. Leave me to manage it."
Harry did not accompany them.
"Isn't Young King Brady coming?" demanded Her-

bert, looking back. "I don't see him anywhere."
"No; he is not coming," was the reply.
Herbert said no more, for there was that about the old

detective's manner which made him reluctant to press the
point.

They got in behind Fung Twee, who did not seem to
have seen them, and followed him down to Chatham
Square.

Here the Chinaman stood hesitating for a minute, and
then turned up.

But before he could take three steps Old Kttng Brady
laid a heavy hand on his shoulder.

The Chinaman swung around with a sharp exclama-
tion.

"Oh! Misler Flontaine!" he gasped, and he gave an-
other gasp when he saw Old King Brady's shield.

"What made you run away from me, Fung Twee?"
demanded Herbert.

"Me flaid," whined the Chinaman.
"Afraid of what?"
"Dlat you have me 'lested."
"But what nonsense! If you had nothing to do with

Mrs. Richard's disappearance, why should you be afraid?"
"Me no know. You lookee terrible mad, Misler Flon-

taine."
Meanwhile Old King Brady had been looking the China-

man over.
He could not recognize him as anyone he had ever seen

before.
"Leave me to question this man," he said; adding to

the Chinaman:
"Your name is Fung Twee?"
"Yair, boss."
"You are just off a steamer. Let me see your papers.

I ^m a Secret Service detective."
"Yair, me know. Me see your goldee plate, boss. Me

gottee plapers allee light."
"Let me see them quick, or I'll put you under arrest."
Fung Twee winked hard.
It was evident thait he was afraid of the old detective.
He began fumbling in an inside pocket.
Suddenly Old King Brady put the question to him:
"Do you know who I am?"
"Sure ting, boss," replied the Chink.
"Who? What is mv name?"

"You Ole Kling Blady, de dletlective."
"I see you are well posted. You are no stranger in

New York. Out with your papers, quick!"
Fung Twee produced them.
They were perfectly regular, and the name and photo-

graph attached corresponded.
"I see you were given permission to go- to Panama and

return six months ago," said the old detective.
"Yair. Dlat so."
"What took you down there?"
"I went cookee on ship."
"Why didn't you come right back?"
"Me sick. JMe losee job."
"And then?"
"Me hab no monee, me go slervant with Melican gen-

tleman to Blogota."
"And then?"
"He die dead. Dlen I go slervant with Boss Richard,

and hexlie, too."
"He tells the truth," said Herbert. "Mrs. Richard in-

formed me that he had formerly worked as a servant for
a mining engineer who died at Bogota."

"Do you know what has become of Mrs. Richard and
her daughter?" demanded the old detective, sternly. "If
you do, you better tell."

The Chinaman assured him most positively that he
knew nothing about the matter. His manner seemed
sincere, and he expressed the greatest concern when
Old King Brady informed him that nothing had been
heard of Mrs. Richard and Bella since they left the pier.

"Where are you stopping?" demanded Old King Brady.
Fung Twee gave an address on Pell street.
It rather surprised Herbert that Old King Brady made

no allusion to the appearance of the Chinaman at the
window of the house on Mott street, but he wisely con-
cluded not to interfere.

Old King Brady wrote down the address.
"If you see anything of Mrs. Richard, come up to my

office and tell me," he said; adding:
"You know where it is?"
"Yair, me know," replied Fung Twee. "Me can go

now?"
"Yes, you can go now," replied the old detective.
"Belly good. Tlank you. So-long. So-long, Misler

Fontaine."
And away went Fung Twee, looking highly pleased.
"Why, aren't you going to shadow him?" demanded

Herbert. "You said you were."
"He is being shadowed," replied the old detective,

quietly.
"Being shadowed? Who by?"
"My partner, Young Kin? Brady."
"Oh!"
"Do you doubt it?"
"Why certainly I don't doubt your words, Mr. Brady."
"But you didn't see Harry. Perhaps you noticed that

younsr tough who jostled you just now."
"Why, yes. Can it be "
"That he was Harry? He was* no one else. And now,

Mr. Fontaine, let me suggest that you join Miss Mont-
gomery at the Pell street rooms and await results, that is,
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unless you are willing to take me to the Safe Deposit
Company and let me open that box, which I advise."

Herbert hesitated.
"What do you think I ought to do about that matter?"

he asked.
"I hare just said that I adviae it."
"Well, it is up to you."
"No; in this case it is up to you. If Mrs. Richard really

has no other friend in the city but yourself, I think you
ought to be willing to act For my part, I can only act as
you direct."

"Suppose I go to the St. Denis and see if she hae
turned up."

"Not necessary. We can telephone and learn in a few
minutes."

"Then let me do that."
They did so, telephoning from the Summit Hotel, on

the corner of Canal street.
The answer was Mrs. Richard had not appeared, but

that a gentleman had called to see Mr. Fontaine, and had
left his card.

"What is hie name?" demanded Herbert, who was
doing the telephoning.

The name was Dr. Ramozo!

CHAPTER V.
PRISONERS UNDERGROUND.

Mrs. Richard's heart sank as she found herself face to
face with Dr. Ramozo.

For, as has been said, the widow knew that her dead
husband had reason to ifear Chinese enemies.

She had not considered the doctor a Chinaman in spite
of his resemblance to that race, but the matter had been
several times discussed.

Now she felt that she had been singularly blind, and
that Dr. Ramozo must be a Chinese halfbreed at least.

"Why, doctor!** she exclaimed, "it cannot be possible
that you are in any way responsible for this outrage?"

Dr. Ramozo's answer was in Chinese.
And now, to Bella's surprise, her mother asserted her-

self as she never seen her do before.
"I won't!" she cried in English, at the same time stamp-

ing her foot. "I positively refuse to speak one word
which my daughter cannot understand. Talk English!
I see now that you must be at the bottom of all this.

The doctor smiled evilly.
"Well, I am!" he replied. "I, alone, am responsible,

and you know what I want, Mrs. Richard. There is only
one way out for you and your daughter. You will have to
give up."

The answer was spoken with a strong accent.
Heretofore Bella had taken the doctor's accent to be

Spanish, but she now felt th*at it could not be altogether
that—that it must be a mixture of Spanish and Chinese.

"I will not give up!** cried the widow. "What you
want my poor husband bought and paid for. Find it if
you can."

"And that is your challenge?"
"That is my challenge, Dr. Ramozo; or whatever your

name is. I am not the woman I once was, but you have
aroused all mf energy. I defy you! Find it if you can!"

"Very well," replied the doctor. "I accept the chal-

lenge, and will proceed to see what can be done. To begin
with, I shall examine your trunks, ladies; not that I ex-
pect success to come from that effort, but it is the proper
way to begin."

He unlocked the door and blew a whistle.
After a minute the Chinaman who had captured the

widow and her daughter appeared.
The man was now in native dreas.
He scarcely glanced at the ladies. His face was as

expressionless as a wooden block. \
"Let the trunks be brought in," ordered Dr. Ramozo,

in Chinese.
The Chinaman retired.
"I suppose yon are curious to know who I am, Mrs.

Richard?" the doctor then said,
"I have expressed no, curiosity, and shall express none,"

was the reply.
"But just the same you have it. Well, I will satisfy

that curiosity. I could fully identify myself if I chose
to wash this stain off my face which makes me look like
a South American, but as it took time to put it on, I
shall not do that. Meanwhile look here."

He pushed aside his long black hair on the right, and
exhibited his ear, which had previously been wholly con-
cealed.

There was but half of the ear in evidence.
It had been slit perpendicularly, and the half furthest

from the head was missing,
Mrs. Richard shuddered and turned her head away.
"You know me now?" demanded the doctor.
"Yes, you yellow fiend! I know you!" cried the woman.

"You are Ram Zo!"
"Exactly. You might have guessed. The addition of

an extra o, and the joining of the syllables gave me a
very good Spanish name, you see. I rather like it, and
I think I shall keep it after my work is done."

Mrs. Richard sank into a chair and buried her face in
her hands.

Bella placed her hand on her mother's shoulder, and
stood glaring at the "doctor," as for convenience sake we
shall continue to call the man.

He scarcely looked at her, and that was a relief,
At first Bella had feared that she might have attracted

his fancy.
But she saw that it was evidently not so. The whole

matter appeared to hinge on the mysterious box.
The room was fitted up as a bed chamber, and from

certain little "fixings" which had been placed around,
evidently by a woman's hand, it looked as if it might have
been especially prepared for their reception.

The doctor now lighted a cigarette and began pacing
up and down the room. He had not even removed his
hat.

Bella could scarcely believe that this was the same
polite "South American gentleman" whom she had sat at
table with on the steamer.

But Chinamen in their way are good actors—there are
none better in the world.

"Come," said the doctor at length, "cheer up, Mrs.
Richard! The situation is not so bad after all. I only
want what belongs to me. Give me that, and you and
Miss Bella shall be promptly get free."
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"It don't belong to you," flashed Mrs. Richard, remov-
ing her hands from her face. "It is no more yours than
it was my poor husband's, and you know it. What is
more, you will never get it! So there!"

"We shall see about that," retorted the doctor. "There
are ways and ways. Let us consider a few of them. By
the way, it is a relief to see you show flashes of your old
spirit It reminds me of the time you and I and Professor
Ricard were traveling in the wilds of Western China, You
were plucky enough then, little lady! Remember the
night the savage Thibetans attacked the camp ? You shot
four with your own hand."

"For which may heaven forgive me!' groaned the widow.
"Bah! What could you do?" retorted the doctor, shrug-

ging his shoulders. "If they had captured the camp
they would have killed us, but yours and you would have
been carried away into the mountains and never seen or
heard of again. You have nothing to reproach yourself
with on that score. But I suppose what you really mean
is that you wish you had only shot me along with the
rest."

"I did not mean it, as you well know, Ram Zo. Prob-
ably it would have been better if I had."

<fYou may think so. Naturally I can't agree with you.
But I was about to speak of a few ways which I might try-
to make you come to terms. For instance I might put
you and your daughter on starvation diet, nothing for
breakfast, same for dinner, ditto for tea. I might separate
you, and turn Bella over to my Chinese friends to look out
for. I might "

"Stop it!" cried the widow. "Do you want to drive me
mad?"

"Indeed, I might even do that if it was necessary to
accomplish my purpose; but here come the trunks, so
for the present I shall say no more."

A trampling of feet was heard in the hall.
The doctor threw open the door and a procession of

Chinks filed in.
They had the widow's trunks, and there were two to a

trunk.
They set them down and departed.
"Suppose you give me your keys, Mrs. Richard?" said

the doctor. "It will save me the necessity of spoiling your
trunks, as I shall otherwise be forced to do, for open they
have got to come."

Mrs. Richard silently handed out her bunch of keys.
But before he could take them, Bella snatched them

away.
"Here, you horrible man!" she cried. "You shan't paw

over my things. I simply won't have it. I'll open the
trunks and you can satisfy yourself that whatever it is
you are looking for is not in either one of them."

Bella felt that it must be an object of some size when
the doctor raised no objection to this, and she proceeded
to open the trunks and to overhaul their contents.

The doctor watched everything as it came out.
Bella repacked each trunk after she had finished un-

packing it.
The doctor watched patiently.
When the contents of the last trunk had all been dis-

played he turned away with a shrug.
"Jt is not there, and I did not suppose it was," he said.

"Come, Mrs. Richard, better avoid trouble and tell. I
suppose the professor kept it in the box and shipped it to
New York ahead of him. I was afraid he had, but, of
course, there was always the chance that he took it out
and put it in a trunk."

"I will never yield, Ram Zo!" cried the widow.
And then' going back on her own words, she began to

talk in Chinese.
The doctor promptly responded, and they held quite a

conversation.
Mrs. Richard grew fearfully excited, but the doctor re-

mained perfectly calm, and did not even raise his voice
once.

Bella was simply amazed at the ease with which her
mother carried on the conversation.

At last the doctor, saying something particularly em-
phatic, emphasized it by shaking his finger in the widow's
face and withdrew, locking the door behind him.

Then, as might have been expected, the afflicted lady
went all to pieces, and poor Bella had quite a time with
her, so hysterical did she become.

But at last she calmed down sufficiently to talk.
"Mother, what is this mysterious thing?" demanded

Bella then.
"Hush!" breathed the widow. "I must not tell it here.

The very walls may have ears. Oh, Bella, you do not
know these people as I do! Of course there are many
good people among them, but when you find a bad China-
man you have found* the worst man alive."

"And Dr. Ramozo is that sort?"
"He certainly is."
"Strange you did not recognize him on the steamer."
"There was no reason why I should."
"But father expected trouble on account of this mys-

terious thing which fye left concealed in the gold-studded
box."

"That is true, but not from Ram Zo. He believed that
yellow fiend to be dead."

"Oh! Then I see why you are so careful. There may
be others to fear."

"There may, indeed. Believe me, Bella. That man is
playing what I consider a very dangerous game."

"What did he say to you when he went out and shook
his finger at you?"

"That he would try the effect of starvation first.
Whether he meant it or not, he said that not a soul
would come near us for twenty-four hours."

"Well!" cried Bella. It is one consulation to feel that
for that length of time at least we shan't have to look at
his ugly face. Perhaps by that time Herbert will come
to the rescue with the police."

"Hushf" breathed the widow. "If Ram Zo knew that
Herbert had the box he would not hesitate for an instant
to murder him."

"If he got the chance. Herbert might have something
to say about that."

And the doctor was as good as his threat.
The night passed, and no one came near the pris-

oners.
Still they occasionally heard the sound of footsteps out-

side the door, so they knew that someone must be watch-
ing.
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In the early morning these footsteps grew more fre-
quent, but at length they ceased altogether.

The room -was evidently underground, and it was fear-
fully hot and stuffy.

It Vas only by her watch that Mrs: Richard could fol-
low the passage of time.

At last a positive calamity came upon them.
The hanging lamp, which was their only source of

light, burned itself out for want of oil.
The poor ladies were now in the dark, which made

their situation infinitely worse.
And some hours of this sort of thing followed.
Bella could tell by her mother's talk that she was on

the point of yelling.
At last over on one side of the room, quite distant from

the door, a curious noise attracted their attention.
"Oh, what is that?" groaned Mrs. Richard. "What

new trouble is coming upon us now?"
"Hush!" breathed Bella. "I think it is only rats in the

wall."
But it was not that.
Suddenly a light flashed upon them. .
Mrs. Richard screamed as she saw a Chinaman step into

the room through a secret panel in the wall.

|V:« { CHAPTER VI.
ON" THE TRAIL OP FUNG TWEE.

Young King Brady had un4ertaken a job at which he
felt particularly at home.

Shadowing!
It sounds easy, but in reality it is most difficult.
Practice makes perfect, however, and the young detec-

tive's practice extends over several years.
Hence Harry anticipated no trouble with his man, and

more especially so since he had adopted a disguise which
would permit him to pass almost anywhere a Chinese ser-
vant would be likely to go.

But right away at the start Young King Brady found
himself up against conditions which his disguise would
not work so well.

Fung Twee walked up the Bowery to its end, turned
and went on through Astor Place, and crossing Broadway,
went north on the west side.

He turned in at the St. Denis Hotel.
Now, as it happened, the office force of this hotel had

been recently changed, and Harry knew it.
Dressed as he was, he scarcely liked to follow the

Chinaman in.
i But there is a way out of every difficulty, and Young

King Brady promptly found one out of this.
He hung about the entrance until he spotted the hotel

detective to whom, although the man was a stranger to
him, he made himself known.

"I am shadowing a Chinaman who just came in here,"
Harry explained. "Can't you find out ^or me what be-
came of him?"

"Sure I can," replied the detective. "Just stand where
yon are. I'll be right back."

"Ill wait on the other side of Broadway," replied
Toung King Brady. "I am particularly anxious not to
attract the man's attention."

"All right/' said the detective. "I will come right over
there."

He joined Harry inside of five minutes.
"Why. that fellow went upstairs by request of a guest,"

he said. "He is with him now."
"Who is the guest?" •
"A South American doctor. Name of Ramozo, who,

by the way, looks mighty like a Chinaman himself."
"That fits in with my case."
£Qf- course you don't have to tell me, but I am some-

what^curious to know what sort of a case you have om
hand."

''Lady and her daughter supposed to have been kid-
naped by Chinamen from the Panama line pier yester-
day."

"Oh! And is this Dr. Ramozo in the job?"
"There is no particular reason to believe that, but the

doctor was a fellow passenger of these people on their
voyage up from the Isthmus. I Aviah you'd keep an eye on
him. Bill the Brady Bureau for any expense you may
be at."

"Sure, I'll help you. Glad to."
"When did Dr. Ramozo register here ?"
He came first about nine o'clock this morning and in-

quired for a gentleman who registered last night, a Mr.
Fontaine."

"Yes. That's right."
"Tg Fontaine mixed up in the deal, too?"
"He is a friend of the lady and her daiighter. We are

working for him. Did they meet?"
"No. Fontaine had gone out, and he has not been in

since. When I learned that the doctor asked for a room
I wa<3 opposed to letting him have it, for he looked like a
cro.es between a mulatto and a Chink, but the manager
thought differently."

"Is his room near Mr. Fontaine's?"
"It is on the same corridor, on the other side, further

down."'
"Well, look sharp, but now as I see my man coming

out, I must be on the move,"
Frfhg Twee's session with Drr Ramozo had been a short

one.
He came out of the hotel and walked down to Eighth

street, where he stood for some time on the corner. v

Hairy thought that he was waiting for a car.. Perhaps
this was so, but the man allowed several cars to pass him.

At last, however, he boarded one going west.
Harry got on the same car, paying no apparent atten-

tion to the Chinaman during the ride to the Christopher
street ferry, where Fimg Twee left the ear and walked lei-
surely along West street until at last he turned in at a
Chinese laundry.

Hairy strolled past several times.
Fung Twee stood talking to one of the laundrymen,

who kept on industriously ironing all the while.
The third time Harry passed the place he saw that the

pair had adjourned to the back room.
The red curtain which cut off this room was drawn

back, and Young King Brady could see them sitting at a
table smoking cigars.

All this looked harmless enough.
But the fact that Dr. Rarnopo had taken up his quarters
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at the St. Denis, and was there called upon by Fung Twee,
looked highly suspicious.

Yet Herbert Fontaine had only mentioned the doctor
casually, for he entertained no suspicion of the man.

Patience is the one thing necessary in a case of shadow-
ing, and Young King Brady had to exercise a lot of it
now.

For two hours elapsed and there was nothing doing.
At last a Chinaman, roughly dressed, whose bronzed

features made it appear that he was probably just off of
some ship or steamer, came down the street carrying a
large parcel wrapped in newspapers.

Twice Harry saw this man glance behind him, and he
seemed to be eyeing everybody who passed.

. When he reached the laundry he made a sudden dive
through the door.

"Opium smugglers, surest thing!" thought Harry. "Can
that fellow have come oft' the Allianca? Can it be possible
that he is one of the gang we have been after so long?"

AnS the thought greatly increased Young King Brady's
interest in Fung Twee.

He had been lurking in a doorway further down the
street

Now he passed the laundry again.
The curtain was drawn between the back room and the

store. The Chinese sailor man was nowhere in evidence.
Harry got across the. street and stood behind a tele-

graph pole.
A cat watching a rat hole could not have exercised more

patience, and it was needed, for another hour passed be-
fore anyone but customers passed in or out of that laun-
dry.

At last the man came out without his bundle.
Harry observed by his appearance and walk that he

had been hitting the opium pipe.
He merely glanced at him and let him go, for Fung

Twee was his game.
And then, after another long wait, came Fung Twee,

and he had a bundle of about the same size as the other
had carried in, but it was done up in brown paper, such
as Chinese laundrymen use. •

,A11 this appeared to have little to do with the case of
Mrs. Richard and her daughter, but it certainly appeared
to have a great deal to do with smuggled "hop."

Fung Twee now took the back track and boarded an
Eighth street car of the Brooklyn line going east.

Harry got on the car, fully expecting that it was going
to be a case of returning to Chinatown.

It proved otherwise.
Fung Twee stuck to the car until it landed him at the

Williameburg plaza, where he left it, and started with his
bundle north.

"He is going, over to North Sixth street," thought
Harry. "I wonder if there isn't some mistake? It begins
to look to me as if I might be shadowing the wrong man."

Still the matter had developed interest enough as it was
to keep Young King Brady down to business, and he
trailed on after his Chinaman.

Now over on the "North Side," as the district of Wil-
liamsburg lying north of Grand street is locally known,
there is a little Chinatown.

It is a very little one, and it centers around about two
blocks on North Sixth street.

It began through peaceably disposed Chinks of the On
Leong "tong," or society, getting out of New York's
Chinatown to avoid the frequent revolver raids of the
Hip Sing tong, or "Highbinders" society.

Young King Brady knew all about it, having been there
many times.

Harry's guess proved to be quite correct.
Fung Twee traveled on over to the north side and en-

tered a ramshackle frame tenement of the sort so common
there.

There was no store on the ground floor.
The whole building appeared to be given up to China-

men, judging from the red paper signs posted in the hall
beyond the open door.

Harry was able to see the man ascending the stairs,
but whether he went on to the third floor or not it was
impossible to tell, and the chances are Young King
Brady's shadowing would have come to an end right here
but for the skill he has acquired in the art of remember-
ing voices.

This point Harry had made his especial study.
He prides himself upon being able to remember any

voice he has once heard for a long time, and those he
hears frequently become so firmly fixed in his. mind that
he never forgets them.

It was tbe only thing which coul&aid him now.
He waited on the block a little while watching the door-

way.
Several Chinks passed in and out, but there was no sign

of Fung Twee.
At last Young King Brady boldly entered and ascend*

ed to the second floor.
The hall was dark and dirty, and, as it is always the

case with Chinese tenements, all doors were closed.
As he had the hall to himself, Harry was able to listen

at these doors.
There was only one room in which talk was in progress,

and it was in Chinese.
"I am afraid I should not recognize his voice, even if I

heard it," thought Harry:
For he had only caught it on the fly as he passed Old

King Brady and Herbert Fontaine while they were talk-
ing with Fung Twee, and then the few words spoken by
the Chinaman had been in pigeon English.

Behind the door where the talk was going on it was all
Chinese.

The voices sounded altogether different to Harry's ears.
But he had better luck on the floor above.
Here in the back room were two voices to be heard

engaged in earnest conversation.
Both were speaking Chinese, but Harry, listening, was

soon satisfied that one of the. speakers was certainly
Fung Twee.

There was a certain whine about the Chinaman's voice,
as has been already mentioned.

This whine Young King Brady distinctly ?*ecognized
now after a few moments' listening, although hdSould not
understand a word that was said.

"How in the world am I to get next to this outfit ?" be-
thought.
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Of course to attempt to learn what the talk was ab*ut
was hopeless.

But it was possible to find out what was going on in-
side.

Harry looked around for the scuttle ladder, and easily
located it in a closet.

He ascended to the roof, and found, as he hoped, a fire
escape in the rear.

Looking down over the gutter, he saw that it passed
midway between two windows, from either of which ac-
cess was to be had to the iron balcony.

Harry promptly descended.
This was better than if the fire escape had been di-

rectly behind one of the windows, for it gave Young King
Brady a chance to hide.

Harry made the most of it.
Concealing his body as best he could, he took a hurried

glance into the window nearest the hall.
And he knew as he drew back that he had gained his

point.
For in the room into which he peeped was Fung Twee

standing beside a table.
An elderly Chink was sitting on the other side working

a "sampan" or counting machine.
Spread out upon the table were a number of pack-

ages of opium; the paper which had enclosed the China-
man's bundle lay upon the floor.

The opium packages were done up in the usual style,
and one of them lay open on the table.

Clearly the old Chink was calculating their value on
Ms sampan, and was preparing to pay Fung Twee.

"Just a little private venture on the part of Mrs. Hick*
ard's servant/' thought Harry, "but he knows where to
dispose of the stuff all right, so after all this may be the
holdout of the gang we are after—one of them at least."

He drew back to think.
The fire escape was crowded with washtubs, flower

pots and other things.
It seemed old and shaky, and Harry decided that it was

carrying about all the load it would bear.
"I may as well arrest him," Young Kfing Brady deter-

mined. "He don't look like a man who would put up
much of a fight."

Just' then he caught the sound of an altogether differ-
ent voice—a woman's.

He peeped in at the window again.
-It was as he supposed.
A Chinese woman stood on the other side of the table.
She was old and had big feet. It looked as if she might

be the opium dealer's wife.
As she was facing the window, Harry drew his head

back in a hurry.
In doing this he shifted his position a little.
The fire escape squeaked and trembled.
"This thing will be coming down if I don't look sharp,"

Young King Brady thought.
He peeped again, exercising every precaution.
The <JH man was now counting money, while the

woman was engaged in untying the opium packages.
Evidently the old fellow was not buying a "pig in a

poke."

It seemed as good a chance as any to jump in and- make
the arrest.

Young King Brady looked around to see if he was being
observed, but he could not discover anyone looking at
him.

He laid his hand on his revolver, and was jnst about to
boldly enter through the open window and arrest Fung
Twee when he heard the Chinaman say in English, which
we render correctly, although it was not so spoken:

"And now, my friend, I have something1 to tell you,
which it will pay you to listen to, for there is a lot of
money in it. Speak only English, for I do not want your
wife to hear."

"What is it?" demanded the opium buyer. "If it is
anything out of my line I don't think I want to have any-
thing to do with it,"

"Wait till you hear what I have to say, and you will
think different," replied Fung Twee. "Do you remember
Earn Zo?"

.The old Chink gave a sharp exclamation and began
talking voluably in Chinese.

"No, no!" cried Fung Twee. "I tell it only in English.
Yes, he is the same man, but now he calls his name dif-
ferent. He calls himself Dr. Ramozo."

CHAPTER VII.
ALICE BREAKS ORDERS AND GETS HERSELF INTO TROUBLE.

Alice, although as good a female detective as ever
worked at the business, possesses one failing.

And who is there \vho does not fail in at least some one
point?

Alice's failing is a certain impatience, which at times
certainly does interfere with successful detective work.

She had been now three weeks watching a rathole, so
to speak; or in other words, waiting in that room for a
certain white woman, the wife of a Chinaman, to come to
her with information likely to lead to the beginning of a
trail which, if followed, might lead the Bradys to their
opium smugglers.

But as yet there had been nothing doing, and Alice's
patience had become completely exhausted.

After Old King Brady and Harry left the room with,
Herbert Fontaine, Alice got to thinking much about the
case the young millionaire had brought to them, and she
felt a longing to take hold of that or any other case which
might give her more active work.

She also remembered the secret rooms beneath the
house in the rear and the adventures which she and Harry
and Old King Brady once had there, already alluded to.

The desire to have another look at those rooms grew on
Alice.

She had seen the Bradys and Herbert Fontaine appear
at the windows.

Indeed, Harry, who is her devoted slave and hopes
some day to marry Alice, had waved his hand to her upon
leaving, saying, by a secret sign, of which the Bradys
have a regular code, that they had met with no smccess.

"The Chinese have opened up the underground dens
again, that's all," thought Alice. "If the Bradys expect
to find the secret panel in the same place it was before
they expect what they won't get. Of course, the Chinks
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have changed its position. I should like to wager that I
can find it, then."

And the more she thought of it the more Alice wanted
to try her luck.

At last she yielded to the impulse.
"I'll just locate it and come away," she said to herself.

"Of course it won't do to venture down into the under-
ground rooms. That is man's work."

She determined to go, and she went, getting around on
'Mott street, just after Old King Brady and Herbert Fon-
taine started for the Summit Hotel to do their telephon-
ing.

But Alice had no expectation of seeing them.
She had figured it out that they had probably aban-

doned the field long before.
She had no fear, for her Chinese disguise was perfect.
Moreover, Alice can speak Chinese like a native, being

the daughter of a missionary, born and brought up in
China.

So she entered the 'Mott street house boldly and, passed
upstairs.

She knew that the room into which she proposed to go
was unoccupied, Harry having told her so by a secret sign.

Thus, when she found the door unfastened, it was no
more than Alice had expected.

She immediately began to search for the supposed
secret panel.

And where the Bradys failed, Alice succeeded.
They had confined their search to the side where the

panel had been before and to the end of the room towards
the back yard.

Alice took the opposite side and, sure enough, success
crowned her efforts, but it was quite an accident, for she
touched the secret spring inadvertently.

A narrow space within the walls was revealed, from
which there were stairs, so narrow as to scarcely admit the
passage of one person and as steep as a ladder, leading
down.

"I knew it! I was sure of it!" muttered Alice. "What
could the Bradys have been about that they failed to get
next to this?"

She stepped inside, curious to s<ee what the mechanism
of the fastening really was.

As she crowded into the narrow space she accidentally
jostled against the panel and it closed with a sharp click,
leaving Alice in the dark.

"Careless!" she murmured. "This will never do. Old
King Brady will never forgive me if I get captured by
Chinamen in here."

She made all haste to get out her flashlight, and when
she turned it upon the secret panel Alice discovered, to
her dismay, that there was no trace of a fastening on this
side.

Evidently the secret spring had been set into the wood
—the Chinese are most expert at such work.

But whatever the true explanation was, Alice, after the
most careful examination, failed to find any means by
which she could open that secret door. She threw her
whole weight against it many times, but in vain.

She was now simply disgusted.
Here she was trapped, and what was more, she had de-

liberately trapped herself.

Certain at last that she was not going to be able to get
out by the way she had come in, Alice started to explore^

And, to tell the truth, she rather enjoyed the prospect.,
for she is brave almost to recklessness.

"Anyway, it is a break in the horrible, monotony of:
staying in that room," she said to herself. "I daresay 1
shall find a way out and, as it is daytime, the risk is not so>
great"

She descended the ladder.
At its foot she came upon a hole cut through the foun-

dation wall. ,
It looked like a new break and was barely big enougb

to enable Alice to crawl through.
"Leads into the old secret passage, of course," she

thought. "I knew very well some gang would take up
with the place, sooner or later, and for that matter I don't
believe the landlord ever closed it up."

And, sure enough, after she got through the hole, there
was the same old passage.

Alice knew that it led through to Pell street, where
before the Bradys' raid, beneath the very house in which,
they now had rooms, a secret josshouse had been con-
ducted.

And out of that room Alice knew the way, or thought;
she did.

"I may slip out of this without the least trouble," she
assured herself.

Flashing the light before her, she advanced boldly.
At the end of the passage she had reason to change her

mind about the doings of the landlord.
She remembered two doors, one opening into a vault

in which Young King Brady had been held a prisoner for
awhile, the other into a second passage which led directly
through to Pell street

Alice tackled both doors, which were unfastened and?
made of iron.

The space behind each door was bricked up from floor
•to ceiling.

And apparently there was no other way out of the
place, save by the direction in which she had come.

"This won't work," muttered Alice. "There is some
humbug here. The Chinese would never have gone to
the trouble of making that new secret panel for nothing..
Let me see; let me see."

And she flashed her electric light up and down the?
walls.

It was but a minute before the riddle was solved.
The Bradys have had much to do with such situations:

as this, and Alice has had her full share.
In the case of the ris;hthand door the bricks seemed

solid enough, but with the one at the left it wae different-
Alice felt certain that the bricks were merely set in &

box.
Perhaps the intention of the landlord had been good?,

enough, but the Chinamen had bribed the workmen im
charge not to fully carry them out, Alice thought

At any rate, she now felt certain that the bricks sim-
ply represented an inner door, and she started out to findl
the secret spring which controlled its movements.

It did not take long.
The spring was set in the floor and worked by the foot.



16 THE BRADYS SHADOWING A CHINAMAN.

When Alice trod on the round-headed iron button the
bricks swung slowly inward.

They were set in a box, as she had supposed.
Made wise by experience this time, Alice took more

care.
Examining the door, to see if there was any way to

holding it open, she discovered a hasp and staple, and
having thus secured it, she hurried along the well-re-
membered passage to its end.

, Nothing was changed here.
Alice came up against the room in which the secret

josshouse had been carried on at the back.
The only way out of the passage lay through the room

in question, and the entrance on this side was by a secret
panel, which she found unchanged.

Alice listened, but could hear no sound.
She then flashed her light upon the panel and, easily

locating the spring, threw it back, flashing her light in-
side.

The room which had been the josshouse was now fitted
up as a bed chamber, and-there stood two ladies "in black,
clinging to each other in apparent terror.

"Who are you? Do you come here as a friend or an
enemy?" demanded the elder of the pair, in Chinese.

"The Richard women, surest thing!" thought Alice.
"This is great! If I can only manage to get them out of
here it will be one on the Bradys!"

She instantly determined to keep her incognito, for
awhile at least.

"I come as a friend," she replied in Chinese. "Are
you Madam Richard?"

"That is who I am, good man. In the name of justice,
help us!" replied Mrs. Richard, using a Chinese form of
speech which fitted the situation.

Alice took care to secure the secret panel open and ad-
vanced.

The ladies backed away in evident terror.
"Oh, you need not be afraid of me!" said Alice. "I do

not belong to the gang who captured you. I am a de-
tective. See?"

She flashed her shield.
"Thank heaven!" exclaimed Mrs. Richard, "and who

sent you here?"
"Mr. Fontaine."
Bella caught the name.
"Oh, ma, I knew that Herbert would not desert us!"

she exclaimed. "He has engaged detectives, just as I
said. Of course 'he had to get a Chinaman to work on a
case like this."

"Mrs. Richard," said Alice, pretending not to under-
stand this, "tell me who is at the bottom of your capture?
It is necessary that I should know."

"He is a man named Ram Zo," replied the widow.
"He pretends to be a South American. He calls himself
Ramozo."

"And why has he made you prisoners here?"
He thinks I have something which he wants, but it is

not so. Please do not ask me any further questions.
Get us out of here, and Mr. Fontaine will reward you
well."

"That is just what I propose to do," said Alice. "Is
ithat door locked?"

"It is. Can we not get out by the way you came hi?"
"Unfortunately my retreat is cut off. Still, three of

us may be able to burst in the secret panel which closed
on me. I was not able to do it alone. But allow me first
to examine that door."

Alice tried the door.
"It is not only locked, but it is bolted on the other

side," she announced. "I can do nothing with it. The
only way is to try to break through the secret panel I
refer to. Will you follow me ?"

"Anything to get out of here!" cried Mrs. Richard.
"We have been locked in since early yesterday evening.
We are Almost starved."

"Let'us hope we may be able to remedy that in a few
minutes," replied Alice. "Now come."

And she led the ladies back by the way she had come.
They had scarcely reached the brick door when the

sound of footsteps and voices talking in Chinese were
heard behind them.

"Oh! Our escape has been discovered!" gasped Bella.
"They are coming after us!"

Alice was equally alarmed.
She hastily closer! the brick door and, pushing the iron

door shut against it, looked for some way of securing it,
but there was none.

"Come! We must not lose an instant!" she ex-
claimed.

She led on through the secret passage and up the steep
stairs.

Before they were halfway up the stairs the voices were
heard again, but Alice could not make out what was being
said.

"Oh ! They will get us !" wailed Bella. "I shall die of
fright if they come up behind me. I know I shall."

"Keep cool!" cried Mrs. Richard. "The young man is
going as fast as he can. Here, get in ahead of me, Bella.
At least I shall know how to talk to them. Oh, that yel-
low fiend, Ram; Zo! If he is with them I feel as if I
could strangle him with my own two hands!"

"Here we are at the secret panel!" breathed Alice. "It
opens outward! Now both of you crowd in here beside
me. Let us throw our whole strength against it and see
if we can force the thing."

Mrs. Richard translated for Bella's benefit, for Alice
still stuck to her Chinese.

They flung themselves against the panel and, sure
enough, did succeed in forcing it.

The thing flew outward, nearly knocking over a China-
man who happened to be on the other side!

Not only one, but three.
The one who had been hit by the door was the same

man who had captured the Richard ladies.
"Ram Zo's prisoners escaping!" he cried in Chinese.
At the same instant two more Chinamen came tearing

up the secret stairs.
Alice and the Richard ladies were now between two

fires. There was no such thing as escape.

CHAPTER VIII.
OLD KING BRADY BOWLED OUT.

Herbert Fontaine, turning away from the telephone,
told Old King Brady what he had heard.
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"You see!" he cried, "that man must be at the bottom
of it all! I disliked him from the first. From the first,
also, I suspected him of being a Chinaman. I am sure
of it now. What shall I do?"

"Let us think," said Old King Brady. "The matter is
too serious to be decided offhand."

"Ought I go there and see him?"
"If you want my opinion it would be very imprudent

for you to have any talk with the man until you under-
stand the case better. At least, you ought to know what
is in that singular box."

"Do you think I am justified in opening the box then?"
"I have already told you, Mr. Fontaine, that I think

you are. These ladies have now been in the hands of
Chinamen nearly twenty-four hours. It is a dangerous
situation for them. Something ought to be done."

"Well, then, I yield. Let us go to the Safe Deposit
Company and have a look at the box."

"And I will assume the responsibility," said Old King
Brady. "If we are fortunate enough to rescue Mrs.
Richard and her daughter, I will make them understand
that the opening of the box is my work."

"Well, let it go so," replied Herbert, and they started
downtown. .

Arrived at the Safe Deposit, Herbert secured a private;
room and brought in the gold-studded box.

Old King Brady examined it critically.
~" "That box is unquestionably Chinese," he said, "and
it is also very old; but how is it secured? I see no lock,
yet the cover seems to hold fast all right."

"Must be some secret spring which holds it, I suppose,"
replied Herbert.

"It can be nothing else. The Chinese seem to be stuck
on secret springs. But I suppose you know even less
about how to open this thing than I do. I have had much
experience with Chinese secret springs."

Old King Brady sat pondering over the problem for
some time, turning the box this way and that.

At last he turned it upside down and then after a min-
ute, suddenly exclaimed: \

"Here you are!"
There were gold-headed nails on the bottom of the

box, as well as on the top and sides.
Old King Brady pointed to one of these, which had a

Chinese character engraved upon it.
"If that won't do the business then I give up," he re-

marked. '
"Try it!" cried Herbert. "Anything to get the thing

open now that we have started in to do it."
Old King Brady found the nail, but there was nothing

doing. •• . %
Then he pulled on it and the thing came almost out

and then stuck.
The old detective tried then to pull up the lid of the

box but that stuck, too.
"I am afraid I am wrong," he said, "but we will

make one more try."
And this try was to turn the nail.
It moved readily to the right.
And this did the business.
Now the lid opened without the least difficulty.

"There don't seem to be anything here but old news-
papers," Herbert exclaimed.

The box was stuffed full.
The papers proved to be in Spanish, printed in Lima,

Peru. They dated back two years.
Old King Brady pulled them out and stowed away in

the midst of them came upon a most remarkable object.
It was a human skull, evidently of great age.
All around the head gold settings had been skillfully

let into the bone and in each setting was a diamond!
Some of ;them, especially those above the forehead,

were of considerable size, the stones tapering down to
smaller ones at the back of the head.

The whole formed a sort of diamond crown.
"What an amazing object!" exclaimed Herbert. "I

never saw anything like it before, not even in a mu-
seum."

"Nor did I," added the old detective.
"But, ah, here is a gold plate let into the top of the

skull," he added. "There1 are Chinese characters en-
graved upon it. This is what those people are after be-
yond all doubt."

"Are those diamonds very valuable, think?" ques-
tioned Herbert. "I never cared so much for diamonds
myself, so I am really no judge."

"Some of them are. Others are flawed. I should
think there was easily\ fifty or sixty thousand dollars'
worth of diamonds here, perhaps even greater value. But
look, this gold plate pulls out. There may be more dia-
monds inside."

There was a little gold ring which folded down into a
slot in the plate. '

Old King Brady picked it up with the point of his
knife and, pulling the ring, the plate arose on concealed
hinges.

"Oh, I see! This is Professor Richard's treasure
chest!" cried the old detective.

He drew out a fat roll of bills from the interior of the
skull.

It was secured by an elastic band, and examination
revealed many United States $1,000 gold notes.

There were also many bank of England notes of high
value.

Altogether there was about a hundred thousand dollars
in the skull.

"Foolish man!" exclaimed Old King Brady. "What
on earth ever possessed him to hide so much money in a
thing like this?"

But Herbert could throw no light on the subject, as
his acquaintance with Mr. Richard and Belle had not be-
gun until after Mr. Richard's death.

"I suppose we better pack up," he said at length. "This
stuff is as safe here as anywhere."

"It is certainly the place for it," replied Old King
Brady. "Just the same, I should like to show that skull
to a friend of mine who has charge of one of the depart-
ments of the Metropolitan Museum. That will come
later, perhaps. I wonder if Mrs. Richard knows that
money is concealed here?"

"I'm sure I don't know," replied Herbert. "I can',t
give you the slightest information on the subject."

"Well, pack it up and put it away," said Old Kiag
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Brady. "At least we know what these Chinese are after
now."

Herbert accordingly packed the box and secured it
with the secret spring.

He had scarcely finished this when something hap-
pened which certainly could not have been caused by the
Chinese enemies of the Widow Richards.

Suddenly there was a tremendous explosion and the
whole building shook.

Floor tiles, bricks and pieces of iron beams went fly-
ing about the heads of the old detective and Herbert
Fontaine, and the next they knew they were falling int®
an abyss, which had opened at their feet immersed in a
cloud of smoke and steam.

It was a case of an exploding boiler directly under the
safe deposit vaults, killing the engineer, as Old King
Brady learned afterward.

Just then the old detective was in no shape to inquire
into anything.

He struck his head in his fall and lay half unconscious
for a minute.

Herbert, who was not hurt a bit, at first thought that
the old detective was dead.

In the excitement and confusion which followed, young
Fontaine had but two ideas—to get Old King Brady
safely to the street and to secure the gold-studded box.

The old detective revived on the instant, but he was
a badly shaken-up man when Herbert got him out on
Broadway and free from the crowd.

/ Until then the old man clung to his arm and had
scarcely spoken.

"You have got the box all right," he then said.
"Yes! I never let go of it!" replied Herbert,. "How

lucky that I had finished packing it up and had hold of
it when the explosion came.".

"It is heaven's mercy (that we are alive to tell the tale,"
replied Old King Brady. "That building is an old one,
and really it is not a fit place to have safe deposit vaults.
I hardly see how we came to escape."

"Why, we did not fall more than ten feet, but you
landed on a lot of rubbish. The wonder is you did not
break your back. But what are we to do with this infer-
nal box? It is attracting everybody's attention. If we
only had a paper around it!"

"Best thing you can do is to deposit the money in your
bank," said the old detective faintly, for he was still in
bad shape.

"I Have no bank account in New York at present," was
the reply. "For certain reasons I have been doing busi-
ness with a Boston bank since I have been abroad."

"Then take it to mine," said Old King Brady, naming
his bank, "but kindly get me into a cab first of all, for
I feel quite faint"

Herbert hailed a passing cab and they were driven to
the bank.

"You go in, Mr. Fontaine, use my name and card and
leave me here to pull myself together," the old detective
said. "I shall be all right in a few minutes; all I need
now is rest."

But Old King Brady was not all right in a few minutes.
When Herbert came out of the bank bringing the box

with him, he found Old King Brady leaning back in the
cab in a dead faint.

Now what Herbert did was certainly not the wisest
thing under the circumstances, but he acted on the spur
of the moment, much as any other stranger in New York
would have done.

He could think of no better plan than to take Old Kmg
Brady to his hotel and then to summon a doctor, not
knowing where the old man lived.

Before they had gone far up Broadway Old King
Brady revived and faintly asked where they were going.

"To the St. Denis," replied Herbert. "There I will
get a doctor for you. I hope you are better now."

Old King Brady, who felt too weak and faint to speak,
closed his eyes and remained silent.

He Jmew that the St. Denis was but a short walk from'
his own residence in Washington Square, and feeling that
he should be able to pull himself together after a few
minutes, he raised no objection.

The old detective was rather misty as to what hap-
pened immediately after that.

When he finally did begin to revive, he was lying in a
bed in a hotel room.

Herbert Fontaine stood beside the bed and with him
was a dark man with most peculiar features.

Even in his present mixed-up state, Old King Brady
recognized the strong resemblance to a Chinaman.

"He will do all right now, Mr. Fontaine," the man
was saying. "It is simply a case of shock. There are r.o
bones broken and no internal injuries that I can dis-
cover."

"Thank you, Doctor," replied Herbert. "How much
do I owe you?"

"Nothing at all," replied the dark man. "Only too
glad to have been of service to you. By the way, Mr.
Fontaine, can you give me Mrs. Richard's address? I
promised to call on her and Miss Bella before I leave New
York. From what she said to me when we parted on
the pier, I expected to vfind them at this hotel."

"They are not here, and I don't know their address,"
was the reply.

"WThat!" exclaimed the Doctor, "you don't know?
No quarrel I hope. I imagined it was a settled thing be-
tween you and Miss Bella."

"I don't know their address," repeated Herbert
stiffly, and the dark man withdrew.

Old King Brady, who was now feeling very much bet-
ter, sat up on the edge of the bed.

"Oh, you must lie still!" cried Herbert.
"No! No! It's all right," replied Old King Brady.

"Was that man Dr. Ramozo?"
"Yes."
^How came he here? This is the St. Denis, I sup-

pose?"
"Yes. I thought I better bring you here. There is

no doctor living at this hotel now. I asked for one and
they sent Dr. Ramozo."

"Ha! Fontaine, that man is certainly a Chinaman in
disguise!"

"Do you think so?"
"I am sure of it. Did he give me any medicine?"
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"Well, he did, Mr. Brady. He mixed up a dose in this
glass here on the table and you drank it."

"I am very sorry for it.
"I should not have allowed it, I suppose, but I was

terribly rattled."
"Don't worry. Let us hope it is all right. He must

have seen the box."
"Yes. It was all a bad blunder."
"Did he make any remarks?"
"None."
"The box is empty, I trust. You put the money and

the diamond skull in the bank?"
"I deposited the money in Mrs. Richard's name.. They

would not accept the skull. It is in the box."
"Pshaw! If I had been able to go in, it would have

been all right."
"You were in a dead faint in the cab when I came out

to you."
"It is most unfortunate, but it can't be helped now.

What time is it?"
"About one o'clock. Shall I call a cab and take you

to your home?"
"No. My borne is close by here and I shall be able to

walk there after a little if it is necessary to go. I am
not so hard hit. I shall be all right again after a little
sleep, and I propose to take that now; meanwhile, you
take that box down to the parcel-room and get a check
for it. Wrap it in paper. Tell the parcel-room man
that it is an old hat. Look out you don't meet the doctor
on. the way down."

Old King Brady spoke drowsily.
The fact was a sleepy fit was strong upon him.
He now stretched himself on the bed and was off in an

instant.
The doctor's dose had done its work. Hours were des-

tined to elapse before Old King Brady came to himself
again.

CHAPTER IX.
THE BRADYS START OX THE SHADOW TOGETHER.

Harry expected to pick up some substantial clew as he
stood there on the fire-escape over in Williamsburg's lit-
tle Chinatown listening to Fung Twee and the old
opium buyer.

And certainly Fung Twee's order that the other should
"speak only English" justified him in the thought.

But it was not to be.
"Me 'linglis' too muchee bad. Me slend she away,"

said the old man. "Waitee you, Fung Twee. Whatee
hully anyhow?"

And this settled it.
Evidently Fung Twee was not in a hurry, for he ac-

cepted the situation and lit a cigarette.
The old Chink then relapsed into his Chinese talk

again, taking hold with the woman and helping her to
examine the opium packages.

Seeing little hope of learning anything Young King
Brady once more resolved to jump in and make arrests.

But again he was headed off just as he was about to
make a move. Fung Twee suddenly stepped directly to
the window and looked out.

Of course the first thing his almond eyes rested upon
was the detective on the fire-escape.

This brought matters to a climax.
Harry whipped out his revolver and covered the Chink.
"Stand as you are! You are under arrest!" he cried.
He flung back his coat, displayed his shield, and was

just about to jump in through the window when sud-
denly the rotten old balcony gave way beneath him.

The danger Harry thought of had been real.
Down he went amid wash-tubs and flower-pots, his de-

scent acompanied by a yell from Fung Twee.
And as this happened up on the third story, it bid

fair to be all day with Young King Brady.
Certainly he would have fallen to his death if he had

not by rare good fortune been able to grasp the pulley
line extending out from the floor below.

This gave the wrecked balcony and the stuff upon it
a chance to get down ahead of . him.

Harry hung to the pulley line while Chinese heads,
some with pigtails and some without, were poked out of
nearly every window.

It took Young King Brady but a second to collect his
wits.

It was either a case of work in on the pulley line or
drop.

Thankful that his revolver, which had gone down in
the crash, had not exploded and killed him, Harry started
in toward the house hand over hand.

But luck appeared to have deserted him.
Before he had gone five feet the clothesline gave way

and down he went.
The back yard into which he fell was paved with flag-

stones.
Although he tried his best to hold himself upright,

Young King Brady landed on his back and his head com-
ing in violent contact with the pavement, he lay there a
badly knocked-out detective.

As to what followed Harry had no part in it.
In a moment that yard was swarming with Chinamen.
A policeman was summoned.
Seeing Harry's shield and recognizing him as belong-

ing to the Brady Detective Bureau, the policeman called
an ambulance and Harry was carted away to St. Cathe-
rine's Hospital on Bushwick Avenue.

It was not until he was laid out on a cot there and the
doctors were examining him that he fully revived.

But it was a relief to learn that he had escaped with
nothing worse than a badly bumped head.

Still, like Old King Brady, Harry was badly shaken
up and the doctors would not hear to him going out until
the next day.

Harry, knowing the ways of hospitals, said nothing
then.

He got an orderly to telephone the office hoping to get
Old King Brady en the wire, but the answer was that the
old detective had not been in since early morning.

The orderly having reported Harry's situation, Young
King Brady expected to hear from either his chief or
Alice, but the afternoon dragged by and no word came
over the wire.

It was easv enough to account for it in Alice's case.
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Harry assumed that she was sticking to her post, but he
wondered about the old detective.

About seven o'clock, feeling perfectly able to go out,
Young King Brady sent foi^the house surgeon and put
it up to him with such success that, after a careful ex-
amination of his wound, he was discharged.

He was by no means in a serious condition and feeling
better, after he had got out into the street, he readjusted
the bandage on his head so that his hat would conceal it.

This done, he hurried over to New York.
His first call was at Alice's rooms on Pell Street.
The place was locked.
Harry let himself in with a key he had.
Alice was missing and there was no note stating where

ihe had gone.
There was only one natural conclusion to draw, and

that was that matters had come to a head in the opium
smuggling case, and that Alice had gone either to the
office or to Old King Brady's house to report.

Harry, knowing that the office was closed by this time,
started for the house.

Naturally he fell to wondering what headway had been
made in Herbert Fontaine's case.

As'the St. Denis was only a little out of his road, he
determined to call there and see if he could strike Fon-
taine.

He had changed to his usual dress at the Pell Street
rooms and he did not hesitate to present liimself at the
desk this time.

i But first he looked about for the house detective.
The man was not in evidence, however.
Inquiring at the desk Harry wa& told that Mr. Fontaine

was in his room, for the key was not in the box.
"He has a sick man on his hands and I presume he is

looking out for him,n added the clerk. "You can send
up your card."

Harry handed out his business card.
"Young King Brady!" exclaimed the clerk. "Why the

sick man is Old King Brady. You are his partner, I sup-
pose ?"

"Yes. I will go right up. What is the matter with
him?"

"He and Mr. Fontaine were caught in an explosion at
the Safe Deposit Company. He is not seriously
injured. The doctor says he will come around all right."

This sent Harry upstairs as^fast as the elevator could
get him there.

He readily found the room and knocked on the door.
There was no response.
Harry knocked again, with no better result.
Determined to settle the question, he looked into the

keyhole to see if the key was in the lock.
It was not, and Young King Brady getting busy with

his skeleton keys, had the door open on the instant.
The room was dark, but the light striking in from the

hall showed him Old King Brady lying on the bed in a
profound sleep.

Herbert Fontaine was not in the room..
Harry closed the door, lit the gas and looked his part-

ner over.
He could not see that he was injured in any way.

He shook him several times and at last succeeded in
arousing him.

Old King Brady sat up on the edge of the bed, look-
ing dazed.

"Why, is that you, Harry?" he exclaimed. "Where
am I then? It seems to me as though I had been miles
and miles away!"

"You are in Mr. Fontaine's room in the St. Denis
Hotel," replied Harry. "Where is Fontaine?"

"Why, he was here a minute ago. But, no! I see it
must have been some time ago, for it is now dark. I
must have slept a long time."

"It is half past eight."
"So late? Where can he be? I don't understand!"
Old King Brady rubbed his head looking much con-

fused.
"The clerk in the office said that you had been knocked

out in an explosion," said Harry.
"Yes, that's so. Down at the Safe Deposit

Company. Boiler burst. Pretty near killed Fontaine
and me. It is a wonder we escaped with our lives. He
wasn't hurt, but I was terribly shaken up. He brought
me here and that man, Dr. Bamozo, attended me. Harry,
I think he must have doped me the way I have been
sleeping. But what has become of Fontaine?"

"That is more than I can tell you. But what did you
go there for? To look at that box?"

"Yes. He brought it here. The last I remember I
told him to take it to the parcel-room and tell them it
was a hat. I must have gone to sleep right away after
that."

"And what time was it this happened?"
"About half past one. But tell me, what have you been

about and what's the matter with your head?"
"Governor, my shadowing of that Chinaman came to

a fool end. Shall I tell it now or inquire into the Fon-
taine matter?"

"Tell it. It will give me a chance to pull myself to-
gether. Yah! How sleepy I am!"

Old King Brady stretched and yawned.
He was not fully awake yet.
But he was awake enough to listen to Harry's story

and then he told his own in detail.
"Now, then, I feel quite like myself again!" he ex-

claimed, jumping up when he had finished. "This busi-
ness must be taken in hand at once. There is na earthly
doubt that Dr. Eamozo doped me, but I seem to have
survived it all right. Come, let us get on the move."

They turned off thj? gas, locked the door and went
downstairs.

At the office they were able to get full attention.
Inquiry showed that Herbert Fontaine had not been

seen since he brought Old King Brady into the hotel.
Nor had Dr. Eamozo been seen since he was called upon

to attend the old detective.
At the parcel room search was made for the box, but

unsuccessfully.
The man, in charge was very certain that no such pack-

age had been left there.
Indeed, there were very few packages in the parcel

room, so it was easy to determine that point.
The Bradys now visited Dr. Bamozo's room, accom-
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panied by a bellboy who opened the door with a duplicate
key.

There was a big grip here but no sign of the doctor.
The Bradys examined the grip.
It contained only Dr. Ramozo's personal belongings.
Nothing wag found in it which threw any light on the

case.
Perplexed and scarcely knowing what to do, the detec-

tives started downstairs.
"Telephone Alice's room and see if she is there," said

the old detective abruptly. "I don't like her being out
of the Pell Street rooms that time you called. I have lit-
tle belief that she will ever get any information out of
that woman she is waiting for. I am afraid that in some
way she has got mixed up in this case of ours and I did
not intend she should have anything to do with it."

Harry did the telephoning.
Alice has a private wire connecting her rooms on Wav-

erly Place with the Bradys' house on Washington Square,
but she is also on the general line.

There was no answer to the call.
"She seems to be out," Harry announced.
"Telephone that woman who keeps the house," or-

dered Old King Brady. "I never can remember her
name."

This was done, and over the wire came the announce-
ment that Alice had not been home in several days.

"She may have just stepped out," said Old King Brady.
"I think we better get down to Chinatown and see what
we strike. It looks as if Dr. Bamozo had got the box
and captured Fontaine into the bargain. If so, it is a
very serious affair." >

They were just leaving the hotel when the house de-
tective came up behind Harry.

"Oh, how are you, Mr. Brady? You are just the man
I want to see!" he exclaimed.

"Hello!" cried Harry, "and what is in the wind now?"
"That Chink has been here inquiring for Dr. Bamozo

again. They told me in the office to look you two up.
They are holding him there at the desk till I give word."

Harry looked back.
Sure enough, there at the desk stood Fung Twee look-

ing as "childlike and bland" as the majority of his race.
"This is luck!" said Old King Brady.
"Shall we arrest him?" demanded Harry.
"No, indeed! It is a case of shadow. If we can't

find Dr. Bamozo, then perhaps he can."
"Shall I start him off" demanded the house detective.
"I wish you would," replied Old King Brady.
"Has he been here before since I saw him the first

time?" demanded Harry.
"No. Haven't seen a thing of him," was the reply.

"They were telling me at the office about your business.
I'm sorry I was out when you came, but I can tell you
something now that will interest you."

"What ie it? Out with it!" cried Harry.
"The woman who sits at the ladies' entrance reports

that Dr. Bamozo went out that way carrying such a
parcel as you were asking about at the parcel-room."

"Is that so?"
"Yes, and a couple of minutes later Mr. Fontaine

rushed out after him, holding a handkerchief at his face."

'•'Why didn't she report such a thing as that to you?"'
demanded Old King Brady.

"She is a new hand and stupid. Does it let you out
at all?" * *

"It lets us out a whole lot. Now let loose your Chink
and we will start on the shadow."

The house detective proceeded to the desk.
"We have made a start anyway," remarked Old King

Brady. "Pity I had to lose my grip and let that green-
horn fall into the hands of the Chinks."

"I don't see how you could very well help it, fixed the
way you were,-' Harry replied.

They crossed Broadway and waited.
A moment, later Fung Twee came out of the hotel.
As lie turned down Broadway Old King Brady and

Harry fell in behind him.
Once a<rain the Bradvs were shadowing a Chinaman,

CHAPTER X.
W H E I i E IS THE DIAMOND SKULL?

Alice and the Richard ladies were certainly "op
against it."

There were Chinamen in front of them and others
crowding up the steep stairs behind.

Revolvers were turned on Alice and the man who hafl
spoken demanded Avho she was.

"A friend of these ladies," Alice boldly answered, but
hope died within her.

For in the speaker, who was the Chink who had cap-
tured Mrs. Richard and Bella, she recognized one Wang
Top, a notorious Highbinder.

Worse still, the man had had to do with the Bradys
before and had seen Alice in her Chinese disguise.

"Once he gets a good square look at me I'm in the
soup," Alice assured herself.

But the man had already done that.
He winked at Alice, adding a villainous leer, but he

did not reply to what she had said.
The Chinks now began talking to each other.
Those behind had not discovered the escape of the

ladies it seemed. They were merely coming out of other-
secret rooms connected with the passage.

"We must take them all back?" said Wang Top.
"This man must be locked in with them until we ca:n
consult with Dr. Ramozo."

The captured ones were then ordered to descend the
stairs after the Chinamen who came up behind tliem

[passed out.
| Wang Top, revolver in hand, followed them up, his-
friends accompanying him.

When they got to the secret panel he opened it and
ordered the widow and her daughter back into the pris-
on, but Alice was told to remain behind.

"Leave me with this woman," he said to his companions
in Chinese after he had closed the secret panel.

"Woman," said one, "what do you mean, Wang Top?**
"What I say," replied the Highbinder. "Leave me witli

this woman. Isn't that plain enough ?"
The others retreated along the passage.
Wang Top then went for Alice in his best Chines*1.
Our translation is a liberal one.
"Well, so the Bradys are butting in again!" he began.
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"You are the same old Wang Top. Sharp as ever, I
«ee," replied Alice, anxious to get on the good side of the
man if such a thing was possible.

"I am wide awake. Who are you working for in this
case?"

"As though I could tell you. Who is the last On
Leong man you Hip Sings killed? Answer my questions
and perhaps I will answer yours."

Wang Top laughed heartily.
"You make such a good Chinaman, Miss Montgom-

ery," he said. "Why don't you turn into a Chinawoman ?
I will marry you if you will. Or perhaps you are already
married to Young King Brady. How is that?"

"Not yet. What are you going to do with the ladies?"
"I don't know. I am holding on to them to oblige an-

other fellow. I don't know what he is driving at, I am
sure."

"Who is he?"
"Who are you working for ?"
"All right. I ring off."
"You better, for you will get nothing out of me. And

look here, I had just as soon throw the fellow down. If
you know anything that will show me that it is going to
pay to throw him down, why tell me and we will work it
together."

"No. It is no use to try to bribe the Bradys, Wang
Top, and you know it very well."

"Well, that's so, too. I am sorry you are here, for I
really like you, although you may not believe it. But
say, you do make a good Chink. Those other fellows
were completely fooled."

"Were they ? Well, I had no hope of deceiving you
then."

" Of course you couldn't. Let me have your revolver,
Miss Alice. Sorry to trouble you, but of course I have
to."

Alice handed over the weapon.
She knew the man to be a desperate criminal, smooth

spoken as he was now.
And she feared him more than she would have done

a stranger, for she knew from past experience that he
really was smitten with her charms.

"Now you can go in and talk to the ladies," said Wang
Top, as he pocketed the revolver. No use to try to get
out by the secret panel again. I am going to fasten it
up." "

He opened the panel as he spoke and Alice passed into
the room.

Bella sat on the edge of the bed.
She had been weeping.
Mrs. Richard was pacing the floor looking pale and de-

termined.
"You have failed, my friend!" she said in Chinese.

"I am obliged to you for what you tried to do, but why
did you let them put you in here? Can't you under-
stand that it must not be? We want to be by ourselves
at least. It is an outrage to expect us to stay in this room
with a Chinese man."

"You don't have to," replied Alice in English. "I
am no Chinese man."

"What! Impossible!"
"It is as I tell you."

"But we don't want any man here!" flashed Bella,
"You really must make them take you away."

"I am not a man. I am a woman disguised as a Chi-
naman. My name is Alice Montgomery. I am a part-
ner of the Brady detectives to whom Herbert Fontaine
confided your case."

Alice spoke in her natural voice and convinced them
of the truth.

"Oh! I can hardly believe it."
"Dear me, dear me, this is truly dreadful!" moaned

Mrs. Richard. "Did that Chinaman tell you what Ram
Zo intends to do with us while you were talking with
him out there?"

"He did not. He professes to know nothing about it."
"But he is the man who captured us. He must know."
"He assures me that he does hot and that he is only

working for another. He is a notorious Highbinder. His
.kind are hired by the Chinese to do their crooked work."

" Oh, I know! I know! Murder and robbery is their
trade, and they glory in it. I am afraid, Miss Mont-
gomery, that there is little hope for any of us."

"I don't feel so sure of that. But if I understood the
case better, I should be better able to judge."

"I cannot explain. I will not give in until the last
gasp."

"I wish you would then, mother!" cried Bella. "I feel
that I can stand this no longer, and I am sure if father
was alive he would want you to do it under the circum-
stances."

"Hush, child! You don't know what you are talking
about. It would cost us our entire fortune were I to
yield and we should be left paupers. No, it will not do.
If I was to tell all I know about the skull, we should
be ruined."

"The skull!" cried Bella. "Is it only an old skull they
are after, such as father was always collecting? Then I
say, give it up."

"Hush! Hush!" said the widow. "Don't talk to me
any more."

And as the day wore on neither her daughter nor Alice
could succeed in getting anything out of her.

Some hours passed, no one coming near them.
At last a noise was heard in the passage and some one

started to unfasten the door.
It wa^ thrown back and who should enter but Herbert

Fontaine.
Bella screamed and ran to him.
But her lover did not seem to know her.
His eyes had a strange, vacant look.
He stopped short and regarded the ladies and Alice

with a fixed stare.
Then right behind him came Ram Zo carrying the gold-

studded box.
The doctor had washed the stain off his face now. He

had also assumed Chinese dress, even going to the length
of putting on a false pigtail.

Needless to say he now looked like a full-fledged Chi-
nese.

The widow gave an angry exclamation as he came
through the door.

"Oh, you yellow fiend! So you have got it!" she cried.
"What have you been doing to Mr. Fontaine?"
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What, sure enough?
Poor Herbert was evidently in a sad condition,
Alice thought he had been drugged and she was quite

correct in her suspicion. The way it came about must
now be told.

When Herbert started to carry the box to the parcel-
room after carefully wrapping it up in brown paper, he
concluded that it would be safer to go down by the stairs
instead of taking the elevator.

And right here he made his mistake.
What the doctor was doing there it is hard to tell, for

it was, of course, impossible that he could have known,
but certain it is Herbert Fontaine ran into him just as he
turned a bend in the flight.

"Ah, Mr. .Fontaine!" cried Earn Zo. "Coming down?
I was just going up. How is our interesting patient
then?"

Herbert was disgusted.
The very thing he sought to avoid had come to him.
"I left him asleep," he said, devoutly wishing now that

he had gone down by the elevator.
"Yes, yes. That's right. He will come out all right,"

pattered the doctor.
He had his right hand in the outside pocket of his

loose coat.
Now suddenly he threw his whole weight against Her-

bert, pressing him up against the bannisters, at the same
instant grabbing him by the throat with his left and
planting his knee in the young man's stomach.

Herbert struck at him and tried to call for help, but it
was no use.

With amazing quickness the doctor struck Herbert's
sight arm.

The blow nearly paralyzed the arm and he dropped
the box.

All in the same breath the doctor with his right hand
thrust a gelatine capsule into Herbert's mouth, choking
him in a different way so that he was forced to swallow
it.

"Now, Mr. Fontaine ! Now, Mr. Fontaine!" he hissed.
"Now, we'll see!"

And with that he seized the box and darted down
the stairs.

By this time .Herbert had been choked almost into in-
sensibility.

It was a minute or more before he recovered himself.
Eunning downstairs then he found a colored woman

sitting near the head of other stairs leading down to the
ladies' entrance.

"Did you see a dark man with a bundle pass this way?"
he demanded.

"Ah sure did, boss!" cried the woman. "He sure jes'
go downstairs."

Herbert dashed down the stairs with all speed.
As yet the dose had shown no effect.
But Herbert Fontaine was up against a "sure enough"

doctor.
Bam Zo was a graduate of the English medical college

at Hong Kong.
The dose "he had given the young man was bound to do

the business.
Herbert would have done better if he had gone back to

the St. Denis and tumbled into bed if he wanted to re-
main master of his mind.

For the drug he had swallowed was a genuine mind
stealer.

Herbert's idea now was to follow Earn Zo until he came
up against a policeman and then have the man arrested.

It was not so easy.
He saw no policeman, nor for the moment did he see

Earn Zo.
Uncertain which way to turn, he stood looking about

and suddenly spied the doctor in the distance hurrying
down Broadway.

Herbert lost not an instant trailing after him.
He trailed the man to Chinatown, walking all the way,

as did the doctor.
But long before he got there Herbert Fontaine was

dead to the world. *
Afterward when he came to think of it, he could not

remember a thing which happened to him after he was
part way down the Bowery, over to which broad thorough-
fare the doctor led him.

He was utterly oblivious to his surroundings when he
came into the room where Mrs. Eichard, Bella and Alice
were.

Possibly the doctor took him in charge and brought him
the last part of the way.

At all events, there he was, and there he stood with
open mouth and staring eyes.

"You see, ladies!" cried Dr. Eamozo. "It is all work-
ing my way. I've got your would-be protector and I have
got the box, Mrs. Eichard."

He turned on Alice and added:
"I've got you, too, miss detective. I know who you

are. You made the mistake of a lifetime when you
butted in on my business. You will never leave this
place alive!"

Alice regarded him steadily, but never said a word.
Strange to say, her hope lay in Wang Top.
Somehow she felt that the Chinaman would not allow

her to be murdered by this yellow fiend.
"And now for the diamond skull!" cried the doctor.

"Well must you remember, Mrs. Eichard, the night your
husband and I stole it from the temple of Sang Tze."

"He did not steal it!" cried Mrs. Eichard. "As you
well know, the temple was in ruins and stood in the mid-
dle of a desert. My husband unearthed the skull and
he had a perfect right to it. He paid you in cash for
your share in the thing, and after that you tried to mur-
der him in order to obtain it. Earn Zo, you are a fiend!
You have followed my husband for over three years,
and <"

"And now is the hour of my success!" broke in the doc-
tor. "I swore I would get possession of the diamond
skull, and now I have done it. It is not so much for its1

value, Mrs. Eichard, and you may as well understand that.
The skull* is the sacred emblem of a peculiar religious
sect of which I am a member—Leong lost it, is well found
and to the living temple of that sect I shall restore it-
It is the skull of the priest who was the founder of our
order. But enough of this. Why do I waste words with
one who cannot understand its value to me? Now to
have a look at it. The hour of my triumph has come."
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Turning the box upside down, £he doctor worked the
golden nail and opened it.

He began pulling out the paper.
"Certainly the professor packed this box securely," he

said.
Paper after paper came out until at last the box was

empty.
"Ten thousand fiends! What is the meaning of this?"

cried Ham Zo.
And well might he exclaim.
The houf of his triumph was very far from having

come.
Tde diamond skull was not in the box!

CHAPTER XI.
STILL SHADOWING CHINAMEN.

"I think, Governor,^ said Harry, "that Fung Twee
meant to go back on this man Ram Zo, or Doctor Ramozo,
for that they are one and the same I cannot doubt. Don't
you think our best plan would be to come up with the fel-
low and try to make terms with him? It seems so to me,
but of course I am willing to do whatever you say."

"Not yet," replied Old King Brady. "It may be just
as you put it, but at the same time I doubt if we should
get much out of him were we to take him in hand. I
favor shadowing him."

Harry yielded.
He never stands out against his chief nor attempts to

argue with him, and to this in a large measure is due the
great success of the Bradys in their peculiar work.

They shadowed Fung Twee over on to the Bowery
where he took a Third Avenue surface car.

Evidently the Chinaman was perfectly well acquainted
with New York.

Equally evident was it that he was bound for China-
town.

But on this occasion the shadowing of the Bradys was
not a success.

Fung Twee left the car at Pell Street.
Unfortunately for the plans of the detectives there

was an unusual crowd on Pell Street that night.
Fung Twee pushed his way among the Chinks and

sightseers until he had almost reached the house where
the Bradys had their rooms, and there they suddenly
lost sight of him.

It was most proviking.
Just as the detectives thought they were going to get

somewhere, their shadowing came to an abrupt end.
"Where did he go ?" cried Old King Brady.
"Do you know, Governor, it seemed to me that he went

into the doorway of our house, and yet I can't feel sure."
"It is not impossible," replied Old King Brady. "You

know, Harry, there used to be secret rooms under that
house. To be sure, the police claim that they have been
closed up, yet it may not be so." ..,

"It is so. The entrance to those rooms was from the
back room «f the floor which we engaged. I/ examined
the secret panel myself. It is securely nailed."

"But there may have been a new entrance made."
"Well, of course that is true. If we could only get

down into the cellar."
"That can be arranged. But let us see Alice first."

"If she is there. I doubt it."
"It is soon settled. Let us see."
They ascended to the rooms.
Alice was still absent.
"It is just as I feared," said Harry. "Something has

happened, but whether it has anything to do with this
case or not, is a question."

"Let us have a look at that secret panel," said Old
King Brady and he walked to the mantelpiece alongside
of which the secret panel was located.

But it was, as Harry had stated, so securely nailed that
to open it was impossible unless an entrance was forced.

"She never went that way," said Old King Brady.
"That much is certain. If only we had not lost our man
we might have some idea as to what we ought to do."

"Can it be possible that Alice went around on Mott
Street and got nipped in that vacant room?" suggested
Harry. "It would be just like her to be suddenly seized
with a notion that she must take a hand in our case."

"We can try it on," reflected Old King Brady. "But
what about examining the cellar of this house first? I
think it would be a good idea to make sure if the secret
rooms are closed up or not before putting in time in
other directions."

As usual, Harry yielded.
"If we can get into the cellar without making a demon-

stration," he said.
"We can try it at all events," replied the old detective.

"You will remember, I think, that there was an outside
door leading down into the cellar from the back yard."

They went downstairs and out into the yard.
Here they found the cellar door open.
It was a flat cover beneath which were stone steps.
"Listen!" said Old King Brady. "It seems to me I

heard voices down there."
"You certainly do, for I hear them myself," replied

Harry. "Hark!"
They bent down and listened.
The voices were distinct enough.
Unfortunately the conversation between the two men

who were talking was in Chinese.
"If Alice was only here!" murmured Harry.
"Ah, yes," replied Old King Brady. "We always miss

her help when we come up against the Chinks. No use
to stand here, boy. We may as well butt in now as later.
Whoever is down there shall give an account of himself,
or I will know the reason why."

They started to descend the steps. •
In some way Harry missed his footing and went sliding

down.
It was a wonder he did not break his back the way he

went.
Old King Brady hurried to the rescue, but Harry had

already regained his feet before his partner got there.
The instant he did so he flashed his electric light

through the cellar.
It was half filled with old boxes and barrels.
But no trace of a Chink could the Bradys see.
"Pshaw!" exclaimed Harry. "I made noise enough to

wake the dead. They are scared off whoever they are."
"Exactly so, but we have proved our point," replied the

old detective.
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'•'That the secret passages are still open?"
''•'Exactly."
The Bradys prowled about among the boxes and bar-

rels, but it was all in vain.
"Let us give it up and get out," said Old King Brady

at last.
He led the way to the street.
For half an hour and over the Bradys stood watching

that hall door.
Nobody passed out in all that time, but several China-

men came and went by the door of the Chinese grocery
on the ground floor.

At last out of that grocery store den came a Chink
whom the Bradys instantly recognized.

Old King Brady caught Harry by the arm and pulled
him back into the shadows.

"Do you see?" he whispered.
"Why, yes! It is Wang Top. I thought he was on

the island."
By this time Wang Top had passed the Bradys without

seeming to see them.
The detectives fell in on his trail.
Wang Top led on around into Mott Street.
He turned at the very house where the detectives had

started business in this peculiar case.
"I'll bet you what you like he is going to that va-

cant house!" exclaimed Harry, as the Chink dodged in
through the door.

"Hurry!" said the old detective. "It is not likely that
we can prove that point, but at least we can try."

They made all haste to get into the house.
There at the head of the stairs stood Wang Top talking

with another Chink.
The Bradys stood below, watching.
Presently the other man went on up the second flight

of stairs while Wang Top dodged in through the door of
the vacant room.

"There, now!" breathed Old King Brady. "The se-
cret panel still exists and it is up to us to locate it. Come
on, Harry. That room for ours, but we must find Wang
Top!"

The door was still unfastened and the room vacant just
as the Bradys had found it before.

CHAPTER XII.
CONCLUSION.

It would be difficult to describe the fit of rage which
-Earn Zo flew into when he discovered the emptiness of
the gold-studded box.

"What does it mean?" he demanded of Mrs. Richard
after he had calmed down a bit. "Didn't the professor
put the skull in this box, then? It is the box he found it
in, and I made sure th,at I would fine it here. He had
it when he was in Guayaquil as I happen to know. Where,
then, is it now? Speak!"

"It is easy enough to order me to speak, and now I shall
keep nothing back," replied the widow, "but I have noth-
ing to tell you. The diamond skull was certainly in that
box when we left Panama, for I saw my husband put it
in there with, my own eyes, and so far as I know, the box
has not been opened since."

Ram Zo now quieted down.

"Tell me all about it," he said. "Where was the box
while you were on the Allianca?"

"In the hands of the purser."
"How did Mr. Fontaine come to get it then?"
"I asked him to get it and bring it to me in the cab.

When you had Bella and myself spirited away, you de-
feated your own purpose, Ram Zo."

"I see! But it is not too late to remedy the blunder.
This fellow knows what has become of the skull and he
must be made to tell."

He raised his hand and beckoned to Herbert, who fol-
lowed him out of the door.

And this time Earn Zo merely locked the door. He
did not bolt it.

This Alice particularly observed. .
"Listen. Mrs. Richard !" she whispered, as soon as the

doctor was out of hearing. "This is our chance. I can
open that door.''

And Alice at once got busy with her keys.
She had to try several before she found one which

would fit the lock, but at last she opened the door.
"Thank heaven!" breathed the widow. "If we can

only make our escape."
"Don't you doubt it," replied Alice, encouragingly.

"Ladies, follow me."
Following the passage beyond the door they came to

two other doors at its end.
Alice paused and listened.
Behind one of the doors she could hear a man talking.
The voice was Ram Zo's.
The words were repeated twice again.
There was a narrow flight of stairs behind the door.
It was locked and once more she got busy with her

skeleton keys.
This door yielded more readily.
There was a narrow flight of stairs behind the door.
Up these Alice led the Richard ladies.
The stairs ended at a seemingly solid stone wall.
Flashing her electric light upon it, Alice discovered

that here was a similar arrangement to the brick door in
the secret passage, and in a minute she found the spring
and had the thing open.

Beyond was a cellar half filled with old boxes and bar-
rels.

It was the same cellar which the Bradys had examined.
Alice lost not a minute in getting the ladies out of it

and up on to the street.
Now she perceived that all these happenings had taken

place under the house where she had her rooms.
She hurriedly explained the situation to Mrs. Richard

and Bella and led them upstairs into the rooms.
"Oh, Miss Montgomery, how can I ever repay you!"

cried the widow. "But what can we do for poor Mr. Fon-
taine?"

"I will go around to the Elizabeth Street police station
at once," replied Alice, "but first let me change my
clothes."

The change was quickly made and Alice started for the
station.

I * * * * * * *

Herbert Fontaine knew nothing of all that occurred
there in the secret room.
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The next he did know after losing himself on the Bow-
ery he was sitting in a chair in a small, scantily furnished
room, where there was an opium bunk with curtains in
front of it.

Dr. Ramozo, as Ke called the yellow fiend, was pacing
the floor.

But Herbert did not recognize him then.
The doctor, it will be remembered, had disposed of his

disguise and was now dressed like a Chinaman.
Herbert's head was whirling.
He called to the Chinaman faintly.
"Where am I?" he asked. "What are you doing here?"
"You are here as my prisoner, Mr. Fontaine," replied

the doctor. "So you have come to your senses at last."
"Dr. Ramozo!" gasped Herbert, recognizing the man

now.
"No one else. Are you then so surprised to see me

in this dress? Did you never suspect that I was a Chi-
naman ?"

"I suspected it from the first," replied Herbert.
"I want you to tell me what became of the diamond

skull," gaid the doctor.
' "The diamond skull! Why, you got the diamond
skull. You snatched the box away from me there on the
stairs in the hotel."

"Yes, but the skull was not in the box and you know
it."

"I know nothing of the sort. The skull was in the
box, I put it there with my own hands."

"You lie and you know you lie!" stormed the doctor.
"I opened the box in Mrs. Richard's presence. The skull
was not there." ,

Herbert was deeply puzzled.
He was utterly unable to account for the fact that the

skull was missing.
His patience exhausted at last, the doctor pounced upon

poor Fontaine and, throwing him into the bunk, tied a
handkerchief around his mouth and his hands behind his
back.

"I'll fix you!" he cried.
He drew the curtain and Herbert heard him striking

matches.
The yellow fiend had fired the curtains.

x The intention seemed to be to burn poor Herbert alive.
He struggled with his bands, but it was no use.
Thicker and thicker grew the smoke.
The case seemed to be very hopeless, when all at once

the door broke in with a .crash.
It was the Bradys on the job!
They failed to find the secret panel in the Mott Street

room a second time, but when they came back to Pell
Street who should they run into but Alice who was just
coming out of the house.

She quickly explained the situation.
"And you believe Fontaine to be down there now?"

demanded Old King Brady.
"I haven't the least doubt of it!" replied Alice.
"Lead the way!" cried the old detective. "We need

no police. If it is only that yellow fiend we three cer-
tainly ought to be good for him!"

And that was the way the Bradys came to be on hand
at the critical moment.

They smelled smoke as they passed along the secret
passage and, seeing a pail of water standing there, Alice
caught it up.

"The place is certainly on fire!" she cried.
They burst in the door, to run up against the doctor

who had a big stick in his hand.
He let out one yell and aimed a blow at Harry.
Old King Brady grabbed the stick and, wrenching it

away, brought it down on the doctor's head witli a force
which sent him sprawling.

The bunk in which the prisoner lay was now all ablaze.
Harry clutched the curtains and tore them away while

Alice ran with the water-pail.
The doctor had been completely knocked out.
Harry and Alice put the fire out without difficulty and

Herbert Fontaine was speedily released.
Getting Ram Zo on his feet, the Bradys hurried him

upstairs and around to the Elizabeth Street station.
The man seemed dazed and would not talk.
There they left him and there the case ended save for

the diamond skull.
Where was it?
Fontaine could not tell..
Even when it was Old King Brady who put the ques-

tion, his reply was that he certainly put it in the gold-
studded box when he exhibited it to the people at Old
King Brady's bank and asked them to take care of it.

Herbert was rattled when he went to the bank, and it
must have been a bad case of the rattles, for as it turned
out he closed the box and left the skull on the little ledge
outside the teller's window.

Fortunately it was promptly discovered by the teller,
and when Old King Brady and Herbert went to the bank
next day there was the diamond skull.

And so it all ended.
Ram Zo went to the, penitentiary for a year.
Fung Twee and the old hop buyer were arrested in

the Mott Street house next day.
This gave the Bradys a clew and they captured the last

man of their opium sang before the week was out.
Fontaine married Bella within a month and took her

and her mother to England where the diamond skull was
presented to the British Museum in accordance with Pro-
fessor Richard's wish.

Mrs. Richard rewarded the detectives liberally.
And thus satisfactorily ended the case of "The Bradys

Shadowing a Chinaman."

THE END.

Read "THE BRADYS AND THE FATAL LETTER;
or, THE MESSENGER BOY'S SECRET," which will
be the next number (547) of "Secret Service."

SPECIAL NOTICE:—All back numbers of this week-
ly, except the following, are in print: 1 to 5, 6, 9, 13, 42,
46, 47, 53 to 56, 63, 81. If you cannot obtain the one*
you want from any newsdealer, send the price i» money
or postage stamps by mail to FRANK TOUSEY, Pub-
lisher, 24 Union Square, New York City, and you irill
receive the copies you order by return mail.
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ITEMS WORTH READING.
No fact in modern social life is more striking than that

so many of the queens of Europe find as much solace in to-
bacco as men do. The striking exception to this rule is
Queen Alexandria, who has never smoked. In this respect
she is different from her sister, the Dowager Empress of Rus-
sia, for the latter smokes a good many cigarettes a day. An-
other queenly smoker is the Queen of Roumania, the highly
accomplished Carmen Sylva, whose life, devoted to art, makes
her need of the soothing power of tobacco as great as that
of any other writer or painter. The Queen Mother of Spain,
as Alfonso's mother is still called, is another smoker of ciga-
rettes, as is the widowed Queen of Portugal, who, contrary
to what might be expected in a resident of southern Europe,
prefers Russian tobacco to any other.

Spinning glass for practical uses was very well known by
the ancient Egyptians, and we are now rediscovering it. Spun
glass has long been known as a curiosity. A Frenchman in
the middle of the last century developed the process along
commercial lines, but died without revealing his secrets. These
seem, however, to have been recently rediscovered in Ger-
many. Glass thus drawn out into very thin threads is flexi-
ble, and it is thought it will be possible to spin and weave it
into cloths. These garments would be incombustible, non-
conducting and impervious to acids. They can be beautifully
tinted by using tinted glass. The insulating properties of
the glass-wool would render it Taluable as packing where it
is desirable to keep in or exclude heat. In this case we should
be resorting to the mineral kingdom for our clothes, though
as yet we have not got those asbestos garments which could
be washed by throwing them on the fire.

Perhaps the most remarkable bridge in the world, in fact
the only bridge of the kind in the world, is the aerial ferry
which extends across an artificial canal separating Minnesota
Point from the city of Duluth. In order to provide a short
cut to her harbor, Duluth dug a canal across the point, there-
by turning its extremity into an island, much to the chagrin
of sundry residents thereon. To help them the city for a
while carried them to and fro in rowboats, then by a steam
ferry as their numbers increased. The steamboat was slow
and expensive, and everybody soon wanted something better.
Then Duluth built an aerial ferry, 186 feet high in the clear,
so as not to interfere with the tallest masts, and from the
bridge suspended a car 50 feet long by 34 feet wide, in which
passengers travel across the canal rapidly and in comfort.

The floor of the car is 6 feet above the ground and only a
little more than that above the water. The car itself la
fastened to metal rods or hangers, which in turn are at-
tached to wheels that roll on a track on the overhead bridge
135 or more feet in the air. The car is moved by electricity,
and makes the passage across the canal in a little more than
one minute, it will carry at one time 125,000 pounds, which
is said to be equal to a fully loaded double truck street car,
two loaded wagons with their teams, and 350 passengers. It
makes twelve trips an hour between 5 in the morning and
midnight, and two an hour after midnight

WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS,
The child saw Mr. Smith, wearing a silk hat and smoking a

cigar, go past the house. "Mamma," said she, "why doesn't
Mr. Smith fix the draught so's the smoke'll go up his
chimney?"

"And what do you know ahout Homer?" asked the literary
person. "Lots," replied Dickey Finn, proudly. "Didn't Duckey
Williams and Petey Sanks make three homers in de last game
on Goose Hill?"

"So your father said you were destined to be a newspaper
humorist, did he?" snorted the city editor in fine sarcasm as he
examined the young applicant's work. "Oh, well, he didn't use
exactly those words," answered the applicant for a place on the
staff. "He simply said I would never amount to anything."

A little boy in Trenton, who has but recently mastered his
catechism, confessed his disappointment therein in the follow-
ing terms: "Say, dad, I obey the fifth commandment and
honor my father and mother, yet my days are not a bit longer
in the land, for I'm put to bed every night at 7 o'clock just the
same."

A "low-brow" who in some manner had gained admission to
the inner circle of a well-known literary organization in Bos-
ton was busily engaged in conversation with a charming girl
from Beacon street, when suddenly she asked him: "Do you
like 'The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table?'" "I don't know
that I ever tried it," responded the rank outsider cheerily. "To
tell the truth, I'm not much of a hand for breakfast foods of
any kind."

It was her first ball game. She lived in Pittsburg, too. Yet
there she sat in the crowded grand-stand, gazing out at her
home team battling against the Chicago Cubs for the pennant.
"Harry," she inquired, during a lull in the excitement, "which
is the great Wagner?" Her escort gallantly pointed out the
famous Pittsburg shortstop. "My!" exclaimed she, after scan-
ning Honus's bowlegged figure awhile, "who'd ever think that
man could write operas!"

A youth in Trenton whose devotion to the young woman of
his choice has encountered many obstacles during his long
courtship recently sought her out with this apparently en-
couraging statement: "I think it's all right now, Alice. I
managed to get access to your father the other day, and while
he wouldn't exactly give his consent, I rather imagine I've
made some headway. He borrowed $40 of me. Surely he can't
stand me off much longer after that!" The young woman
sighed. "Yes. I've heard about it," she said, "and I think
you've made an awful mess of it. Father mentioned the $40,
and remarked that I'd better give you up—you were too easy."
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THE SEVEN THOUSAND DOLLAR CHECK.

By HORACE APPLETON.

On Tuesday, Dec. 10, 1872, I paid my first visit to New
York City, a visit whici I shall not soon forget, for reasons
which I will proceed to make known. '

I was then a clerk in the employ of Clayton & Brodt, whole-
sale woollen merchants of Chicago; and my visit to this city
was on business for this firm. I was commissioned to collect,
If possible, a bill of over seven thousand dollars, due from a
New York merchant, who had persistently ignored all letters
which had been sent him on the subject, and who, it was be-
lieved, was about to become a bankrupt. The firm had direct-
ed me to spare no effort to collect the money, as the loss of it
would be a serious blow to them; and I keenly felt the re-
sponsibility of my position. I went to the merchant's office
prepared for battle; but to my surprise and gratification the
gentleman at once handed me a check for the sum, with many
apologies for his delay in remitting. Of course, I was highly
elated at my unexpected success. I spent the remainder of the
day in executing several minor commissions with which I had
been entrusted, visited the theater in the evening, and retired
in excellent spirits, with the opinion that I was a remark-
ably shrewd and sagacious fellow, and that the man who at-
tempted to outwit me would have to get up at a very early
hour in the morning. My self-esteem was destined to soon re-
ceive a very severe shock.

The next morning as I sat in my room in the hotel before a
cheerful fire, reading the daily paper and awaiting the hour
when it would be necessary to leave for the 10:20 train, on
which I was to return to Chicago, a knock sounded on the
door.

"Come in," I cried.
To my surprise Mr. Lucius Brodt, the junior partner in the

firm of Clayton & Brodt, entered. Mr. Brodt was a man of
about thirty-five years of age, a nephew of Mr. Clayton's, and
bad been admitted to the firm about a year before. .He was by
no means a favorite with the employees, for he was insolent
and overbearing in his manner, and treated those who were
under him with less consideration than he showed his dog. He
was, in short, an unmanly, brutal fellow. He was addicted to
the use of brandy, and on this occasion had evidently been
indulging to a considerable extent in his favorite beverage.

"Well, Graham," he said, throwing himself into a chair,
"how are you?"

"In first-rate condition, sir," I replied. "I did not expect to
see you."

"Humph! Did you get that money?"
"I did."
His countenance brightened.
"Good enough!" he exclaimed. "I didn't think you would.

You have it about you, of course?"
"It is safe in my pocket-book."
"I'll take it."
I hesitated a moment.
"I'll take it, I say," my employer repeated in a louder tone.

"Are you deaf, or drunk, or what's the matter with you?"
I handed him the check without replying. He put it in his

Test pocket, and immediately rose to his feet.
"I'm off now," he said. "Da-da, Graham, till we meet

again."
His face wore a peculiar smile, the meaning of which I did

not until afterwards understand. As he put his hand upon
the knob of the door there came a quick, sudden knock.

Brodt started back as if he had been shot, and I noticed
that his hand swiftly sought an inside pocket, where I knew

he carried a revolver. He turned to me, his face as white as
a sheet, and asked in a husky voice:

"Graham, who's that?"
"I don't know, sir," I said, mentally attributing his agita-

tion to the near approach of the delirium tremens, a disease
of which he had once before had a touch. "I'll go to the door
and see."

"Go, then," he said, still standing with his hand in his brea'st
pocket.

I opened the door, and there stood a boy, who handed me
a telegram and a little book in which to sign my name.

Having dismissed the boy, I was about to tear open the en-
velope, when, to my astonishment, Brodt snatched it from my
hand.

"It's about some of the firm's business, of course," he said,
tearing it open.

"It may be on business which concerns me alone," I sairt,
angrily; "at all events, the envelope bears my name."

But Brodt made no reply. He ran his eyes over the tele-
gram, then said:

"It's as I thought. Mr. Clayton wants you to try and collect
that little bill from Brimlon Smith; that's all," and he threw
the sheet in the open grate, and watched the flames consume
it.

"You'd better be about it at once," he add<M, "if you expect
to return to Chicago on the 10:20 train, as I suppose you do.
Now, I'm off. Good-by, Graham.*"

My employer left the room.
For a few minutes I sat wondering how Mr. Brodt had hap-

pened to visit New York at this time, for both members of the
firm had been very busy when I left Chicago—indeed, it had
been on account of the inability of either of them to leave the
city that I had been commissioned to visit New' York. As I sat
there meditating upon the subject my eye fell upon the tele-
gram which still remained, a blackened cinder, upon the coals,
swaying to and.fro in the draught. It still retained its form,
though a touch would have reduced it to ashes. I noticed that
the message was still faintly visible in letters of white upon
the blackened and shriveled sheet, and bending over I read
as follows:

"Brodt is a defaulter to the amount of over fifty thousand
dollars. He has fled the city, and we believe has gone to New
York. We made the discovery not five minutes ago, so cannot
send particulars. Are going to notify the police throughout
the country at once, and want you to see detectives in New
York. Do what you can. William Clayton."

And I had given this man the seven thousand dollar check!
I started to my feet, seized my hat, and rushed down to the
office.

"Where is the man who left my room about five minutes
ago? Has he gone?"

The clerk looked at me for about two minutes without reply-
ing; then, with great dignity, he asked:

"Who are you?"
"I am John Graham, the occupant of Room 38, and——" I

began.
"Oh, you are, eh? Well, John Graham, I don't know any-

thing about the man who visited your room. Ask the hall
boys."

This was all I could get from the clerk, so I followed his
advice, and asked the hall boys. One of them had shown the
gentleman to my room, he said, and had afterwards seen him
come downstairs and leave the hotel. This was all the in-
formation he could give me.

What had I better do next? Why, go to the M bank
on which the check was drawn! and warn them not to cash it.



SECRET SEEVICE.

Acting upon this impulse, I rushed from the hotel and ran
down the street at full speed, heedless of the inconvenience I
caused the unlucky pedestrians who chanced to come in my
way. Arrived at the M bank, I approached the paying
teller's "window, and asked:

'"Have you cashed a check this morning for seven thousand
dollars, drawn by G. H. Fennimore, in favor of Clayton &
Brodt?"

"I paid the money to Mr. Brodt himself, not three minutes
ago," was the reply.

"Which way did he go?" I demanded excitedly.
"Look through the window and you will see his carriage

about two blocks off," replied the clerk, pointing up the street.
"It is that clarence which is just passing the corner of Fulton
street"

Without stopping to make any explanations, I hurried from
the bank.

As luck would have it a disengaged hack stood at the door.
I pointed out the clarence which contained Brodt to the

hackman.
"I want you to follow that carriage," I said. "For your life

don't lose sight of it," arid I jumped into the vehicle.
"I understand, sir," replied the hackman, with an intelli-

gent wink, as he whipped up his horses.
In about ten minutes the hack drew up at the curbstone on

" Broadway, not far from Fourteenth street.
The driver descended from his box and opened the /loor.
"Yonder's the carriage, sir," he said. "The gentleman who

was in it has gone into the G Hotel." <
"All right; wait here until I get back," and I rushed into the

hotel.
Brodt was not to be seen. '.
"Is Mr. Brodt, of Chicago, stopping here?" I asked of the

clerk.
"No, sir."
"I mean the gentleman who just came in; he must have

gone upstairs—a short, stout man with a red mustache."
"Oh, that's Mr. Willet," said the clerk, and he opened the

register and showed me the entry in Brodt's familiar hand-
writing: "G. Willet, Milwaukee, Michigan." "He leaves for
Europe to-day, sir," he added.

"I should like to be shown to his room at once," I said.
The clerk summoned a hall boy. v
"Show this gentleman to Room 20," he ordered.
In two minutes I was at the door of Room 20. I did not

think the ceremony of knocking necessary. I opened the door
and entered. Brodt stood in the center of the apartment, a
valise in his hand, a traveling shawl upon one arm. He was
evidently all ready for departure. His face paled as I entered.

"Ah, Graham," he said, ''what do you want?"
"I want you," I replied, advancing toward him.
In very much less time than it takes to describe the scene,

Brodt sprang forward, locked the door and then turned and
rushed upon me.

"Curse you!" he hissed, "I'll teach you to meddle with my
affairs! You want me, do you? Well, you shall have enough
of me before I'm done with you!"

He fought like a madman—indeed he was almost crazed with
drink. Though I was the stronger man, the suddenness and
impetuosity of his 'attack placed me at a disadvantage, and
before I could collect my scattered faculties he had me on my
back upon the floor, and was kneeling upon my prostrate body,
both his hands clutching my throat.

"Do you know what I'm going to do with you?" he said.
"I'll tell you. I'm going to strangle you. I'll show you that
you can't trifle with me, blame you!" *

His grasp around my throat tightened; his fingers were like
steel. The pain was horrible; a strange humming noise

sounded in my ears; my eyes seemed starting from their sock-
ets; my brain began to whirl.

"I'm going to hold you like this till you're dead, you blamed
spy!" he said. "Oh, you needn't struggle; it's no use!"

Suddenly my eye fell upon the bell rope, upon the wall just
above my head. Could I reach it? I raised my arm, and by
a mighty effort succeeded in seizing and pulling it before
Brodt could prevent the act.

"Confound you, that will not save you! " he hissed in my ear,
"for I'll admit no one to the room! "

His voice sounded as if it came from a great distance, and I
could scarcely see him. Lights danced and whirled before my
eyes, the noise in my ears increased to a terrible roar.

Was it imagination, or did I hear Brodt cry to someone at
the door that he had rung the bell by mis.take, and that they
might go away?

I attempted to utter a cry, when suddenly the lights vanish-
ed, the noises ceased, and I knew no more.

When I recovered consciousness I lay on the bed in the same
room, and half a dozen strangers were clustered around
me.

"Where is he?" I cried, half rising, and then falling back
with a groan of agony.

"Hush!" said a man by my bedside, "you must keep very
quiet for a while."

"But where is he?" I persisted. "Have you got him?"
"Oh, yes," was the reply. "We've got him all right Who ia

he, anyway?"
I told them who he was, and then asked the particulars of

my rescue, which were given me. ,
When a servant had knocked at the door in answer to my

ring Brodt had ordered him away.
As he was about to obey the man had heard a low moan,

and curiosity had prompted him to look through the key-
liole.

Brodt and I had fortunately been within range of his vision,
and he had been thus made aware of my perilous position.

He had summoned assistance at once, entered the room
from an adjoining apartment, rescued me, and captured my
assailant.

It was several days before I was able to travel, and many
weeks before I entirely recovered from the effects of my ao-
centure.

Brodt's trial brought to light a number of rascalities in
which he had been engaged, unsuspected by anyone, and he la
at present serving his sentence in the State prison.

"Paw," queried little Tommy Toddles, "what's a parasite?"
"How long have you been going to school, young man?" asked
Toddles, Sr. "Four years," answered Tommy. "Well," con-
tinued the old man, "there is something wrong with our educa-
tional system if four years of schooling hasn't taught you that
a parasite is a person who lives in Paris."

Last winter a gentleman was advertised to sing at a charity
concert in an English provincial town, presided over by a local
city councillor, a self-made man. The first song was "The
Owl." On rising to announce it the chairman was informed
that the singer had not arrived, a fact that he duly notified
to the audience. A little later the missing baritone made his
appearance and was observed by the worthy chairman, who
rose with evident pleasure, and innocently announced with
marked confidence: "Mr. 'Ampton will now favor us with the
longed-for 'Howl'!"
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of too books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that any
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MESMERISM*
Ka. 8L HOW TO MESMERIZE.— Containing the most ap-

fteved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
JfaMased' by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
RogO Koch, A. 0. &« author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.

PALMISTRY.
No. 82. HOW TO B© PALMISTRY.— Containing the most ap-

firoved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
$ foil explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology)
§•4 the key for telling character by the bumps on the head, By
MD Hugo Koch, A. a S. Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM.
Ha. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.— Containing valuable and in-

IMactive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also
•training the most -approved methods which are employed by the
Pliliilliii hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.CLS,

* SPORTING.
Ho, 2L HOW TO HUNT AND FISH,— The most complete,

Banting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
attractions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
together with descriptions of game and fish.

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL ANB BUILD A BOAT.— Fully
BHustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
Inill instructions are given in this little book, together with in"
Btmctions on swimming and riding, companion sports i to boating.

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, BIDE AND DRIVE 1. HORSE.—
complete treatise on the horse. Bescribing the most useful horses

business, the best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for
ases peculiar to the horse.

No. 48. HOW T® BUILD ANB SAIL CANOES.— A handy
took for beys, containing full directions for constructing canoes

Rd the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully 'illustrated.
f CX fitansfield Hicks.

, FORTUNE TELLING.
Na" L NAPOLEON'S /OBAflULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—

Containing the great ocacle <o£ human destiny; also the true mean-
Mff of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
fend carious games of cards. A complete book.

No. 23. H^W T». EXPLAIN' SREAMS.— Everybody dreams,
(horn the little child to the aged .man and woman. This little book
lives the, explanation- to >all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
bad unlucky days, and*NapoLe0n'3 draeuiusa," the' book of- fate.
"No. 28. H© W TO OT^LJB^ROWiiES.— Everyone is desirous of

what his fuU*ne~Ji£e v/iU briag .forth, whether happiness or
wealth, or poverty. You can "tell by a glance at this little

Buy one aofi be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
Ihc fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW UP EELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rule&for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
•r the secret of palmistry. Also the /secret of telling; future events
9g Aid of molss, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATH1XTIC.
No, ft HdW T0 BEOdME AN ATHLETE.— Giving full in-
-ction f«r the use, of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,

zontal bars and various ether methods of developing a good,
&y muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
rne fitroag and healthy by 'following the instructions contained

this little book.
No. 14, HOW Td BOX.— The art of self-defense made easy.

PoataUiag «yer thirty iUustratioBS of guards, blows, and the differ-
lot p0siti«Qs of a good >oxer. Every boy should obtain one of
Ihese oisefuj and, instrustive books, as it will teach you how to box
Without an imstruotar.

No. 25. H4W 'S® BECAME A GYMNAST.— Containing full
for s,lj kinds «f gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.

thirty -five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
handy end useful book.
Ni>. 84. HOW 'E0 FjENCE.— Containing full instruction for

Stating and the use of tfae broadsword- ; also instruction in archery.
Sfcscribed with, tw^nty-oae practical illustrations, giving the best
BMitions in fencing. A complete book.

WITH CARDS.
No. 51. HOW TO B4» TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Containing

Mplaaatisns of the. general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
to card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring

-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Ba*
bracing all of the latest aad most deceptive card tricks, with i&>
lustrations. By A. Anderson.

No. 77. HOW TO D® FORTY THICKS WITH CARDS.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as perfomed by leading conjuror*
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated,

IVLACiC. -
No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—Tie great book of magic and

card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card trick*
of the day, also the most popular nrmgiraJ 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 SLGHT^-Heller's second sight
explained' by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining bow
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and th»
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
authentic explanation of sec&nd sight.

No. 43. H@W TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing th»
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before thf
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc.

No. 68. HOW TO B@ CHEMICAL TJilCKS.—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 ovef
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 fuU

directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By,
A* Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No, 73L 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 Domicos, Dice, Cups ami 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 Handy
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Aadersoffio
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 bow to proceed in older to become a locomotive en-
gineer; also directions for buUdiiig a model locomotive; together
with a fuH description of every thing an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Fu»
directions how t& make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, ^Eolian 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. H0W TO MAKfl 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 AJlen.

No, 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL.T.RICKS.—Containing
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Trick*,
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-&ETTERS.—A most con>

plete little book, containing full dioeeticns for writing love-letters,)
and when to use. them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTJEBS TO LADIES.—Giving
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects*
a&o letters of introduction, cotes and sequests.

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 littte
book, telling y,ou 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 vo>mg 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;
also rules for punctuation aad 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 amatenr minstrel troupe,

No. 65.JV1ULDOON'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 np 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.

Np. 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
flqwers 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 ful l instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George Trebei, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lusfrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining full 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.-rBy 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 hook 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 sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Enchre, Crib-
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Ronnce, 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, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

I* 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
io the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

TContainiBg the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together

many standard readings.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possible. f>

No. 40. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de»
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the be»l
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation ar«

fully explained by this litt.j 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 handsomt
little book jiist issued by Frank Tousey. It contains ful l" 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 etiquetta
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not ge*»
t-rally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in tM
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving thfl
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of th«
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 Ulustrated ani

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 illui-
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. Harringtoa
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, !:eepinfc
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind evef
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. Thifl
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fol
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc- etc.

ISO. 8-i. -HOW TO BECOME AN1 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
HlNotd38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won-
derful book, containing useful and practical information in th*
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to everf
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 Brady,
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuabW
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
and experiences, of well-knowfl detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful infopmation regarding the Camera' and how to work it I
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and oth«ff
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W»
Abney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Port
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shouli
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, authoff
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete In-
structions of bow to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
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-
pifed and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to BecoOM 41
West Point Military Cadet."

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY. Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.



Latest Issues
I A W A K E W E E K L Y "
CONTAINING STORIES or A BOY'S SCHOOLDAYS.

32 PAGES. PRICE 5 CENTS.COLORED COVERS.
IN Dick Daresome's Mistake; or, Losing a Game to Belle-

ville.
Ill Dick Daresome's Shooting Match; or, The Prize Scor» of

the Academy.
162 Dick Daresome and the Gipsy King; or, Saving Hi»

Sweetheart
163 Dick Daresome in Camp; or, In the Woods with His

School.

164 Dick Daresome's Summer Baseball Nine; or, New Vic-
tories for Merrivale.

165 Dick Daresome's Canoe Race; or, Paddling for the Cham-
pionship.

166 Dick Daresome and the Old Hermit; or, A Struggle with
a Maniac.

167 Dick Daresome's Hunting Trip; or, Rivalry with Rod and
Gun.

"FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY"
f COVTATVING STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONBY.

COLORED COVERS. 32 PAGES. > PRICE 5 CENTS.
118 After Big Money; or, Turning the Tables on the Wall ( 193 Rough and Ready Dick; or, A Young Express Agent's

Street Brokers.
189 A Young Lumber King; or, The Boy Who Worked His

Way Up.
1*0 Ralph Roy's Riches; or, A Smart Boy's Run on Wall

Street Luck.
I§1 A Castaway's Fortune; or, The Hunt for a Pirate's Gold.

Luck.
194 Tipped Off by Telegraph; 'or, Shaking Up the Wall Street

"Bears."
195 The Boy Builder; or. The Rise of a Young Mason.
196 Marty the Messenger; or, Capturing Coin in Wall Street.

192 The Little Money Maker; or, The Wall Street Boy Who > 197 The Stolen Bank Note; or, The Career of a Boy Mer-
Saved the Market ! chant.

I "WILD WEST WEEKLY" ~~
A MAGAZINE CONTAINING STORIES, SKETCHES, ETC., OF WESTERN LIFE.

COLORED COVERS.
144 Young Wild West after the Outlaws; or, Arietta's Hard-

Earned Victory.
•45 Young Wild West's Prize Claim; or, The Gold of Good-

bye Gulch.
846 Young Wild West Booming a Town; or, Arietta and the

Land Sharks.
847 Young Wild West Saving a Ranch; or, The Fire Fiends

of the Bar X Range.

PRICE 5 CENTS.
348 Young Wild West's Secret Enemy; or, Arietta't Mine

Fight
349 Young Wild West and the Pawnee Chief; or, Routing the

Renegade Redskin,
350 Young Wild West After a Bad Bunch; or, Arietta and the

Cattle Crooks.
351 Young Wild West's Plucky Fight; or, The Shot that

Saved a Life.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSET, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N. T.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you w ant and we will send them to you by
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.

FRANK TOTJSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
DEAR SIR—Enclosed find cents for which please send me:

copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos
.... " " WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos
.... " " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos
.... " " THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos
.... « " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos
.... u " SECRET SERVICE, Nos
.... « " FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos.
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Name , Street and No Town State.





S E C R E T S E R V I C E
OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

Price 5 cents. 32 Pages.
LATEST ISSUES:

473 The l .radys and the Uoston Heats ; or, The Secrets of the Old
Manor House.

474 The l i radys cnasiug the Grain Thieves ; or, Chicago's Myster ious
Six.

475 The Uradys and the Mad C h i n a m a n ; or. Hot Work in Five Cit ies.
470 The l . r adys and the Uiack Poisoner ; or, Strange Work in Phila-

delphia .
477 The Hradys in L o n d o n ; or, So lv ing the Whi techape l Mystery.
478 The P.radys and the French Crooks; or, Detective Work in Paris.
479 The Uradys After the Policy K i n g ; or, The Plot Agains t Captain

Kane.
480 The Uradys and the Dynami t e G a n g : or, Ten Hours of Deadly-

Peri I .
481 The Uradys and the Fan Tan Queen ; or, Lost in the Heart of

C h i n a t o w n .
482 The Uradys in the White Light District : or, Tracking the

1'.roadway Sharpers.
483 The Uradys ' Lost L ink ; or. The Case that Was Never Finished.
484 The P.radys and the "Prince of P i t t sbu rg" ; or, A M y s t e r y of

the P.last Furnace .
485 The Uradys and the Si lver Seal : or, The Strangest of All Clews.
480 The Urad'ys Tracking "Joe the Ferret" ; or, The Wors t Crook

in the World.
487 The Hradys and the Chinese Secret Society ; or, After the Hand

of Five
488 The Uradys and Mr. Midnight ; or, The Mystery of the House ; 507 -lue

Colored Covers. Isbued Weekly
510 'I'll,! L i a c i y s and the Uroken Hank L o c k ; or, Hold Uus iness in

511 The! I!ra'uy's a f te r the Chinese Tong F i e n d s ; or, The Secret C e l l a r
on M o i l Street. .,., .,.

512 The Urauys and the Fatal F o o t p r i n t ; or, 1 lie I r a i l U h i d i Led
to Deatli. , .

51:5 The U r a o y s n ••] the Hlack S h a d o w ; or. Losl i n D i s m a l S w a m p .
o i 4 The Urauys ' ,P2o,uuu Case ; or . The De tec t ives I - i g l u t o r a L i t e .
515 The Uradys and the Vei led P i c t u r e ; or , Seni . ' i i ced for L i u - , ( )

Silence.
51G The Uradys and No. 7 7 5 ; or. The Messenger Hoy \ \ i i o Was Uob-

bed.
517 The P.radys and the Five J a r s ; or. Head lor 1 \ \ e l v e I l o i n s
518 The Urauys and the Hidden Koom ; or. 1 r a c i n g a .Uys i enous

Clew .
519 The Uradys in the Secret T u n n e l s , or . -Masks and M y s l c r y ; i : t h e

Ghet to .
52u The Uradys and :!-4-(i-'.i ; or, T r a p p i n g I h e I ' . a n k U u r g l a r s ' L e a g u e .
521 The Uradys and the Hoy D e t e c n v e ; or. Tracked by a Uranded

Arm.
522 The l . radys a f t e r the Midn i s lu M e n ; or. The K r r o r t h a t Cosi a

L i fe
523 The l iradys and the Yel low P r ince ; or, The Drug 1 l ends oi c h i n a -

town.
524 The Uradys and the Uroken Pool H a l l : or. ' I 'he S t r a n g e Case of a

Dead .Man.
525 The P.radys' Chase for a P e n n y ; or, C o n v i c t e d by a Co in .
526 The Uradys and the " W h i t e Terror" ; or, Lost in a Secret Maze .

489 The Uradys A f t e r the 'Frisco "bips" ; or, The Sharpest Crooks | 528 The l i r adys Tracking a S to len I l n b y
in the West.

490 The Hradys and the Yel low H o y ; or, The Mystery of a Night
H a w k Cab

The Hradys and the Hoy Sha l lower :
Soivt

»r . A V.

494 The Uradys on a Death Ship ; or, The Secret of the "Seven
Sisters."

495 The l i radys and Little Ah Chin ; or, The Secret Dens of China-

town.
532 The Uradys and the Hroken H a n d c u f f

Old Red House.
533 The Uradys Work ing for a L i f t - .
534 The Uradv ;
535 The U r a d v -

or. Sav
s and

The Uradys I 'nder Suspic ion: or. Detective Work for a Poor Girl .
500 The P.radvs and the Chinese Idol ; or, Trie Clew Found in 1'el

St ree t
f>oi The Uradys and the Torn Shoe; or, Convicted bv a Footpr in t .
501' The Uradys and the Death C r y ; or, The Mys te ry 'o f Red C l i f f .
5u3 The Uradys and "Old Never Seen" ; or, The Man W i t h the Green

Glasses.
r>04 The Uradys ' Frozen Clew ; or, Solving a Cold Storage Mystery.
5Uo The Uradys and the Chinese Drug Dealer ; or, The Four Mysteri-

;et : or.
539 The Hradys T r a i l i n g a Chines.1 G i a n t

Men of Molt Street .
540 The Hradys and the King of Rogues : 01

Case.
541 The Hradys' Top Floor Clew : or, 'I'he

House.
542 The P.radys and the Hroken Clock ; or. Tli

to Ten.
543 The Hradys Fighting the Gold Coiners; or. On t tie Trail of the Hluck

ous Skul l s . Hand.
500 The Uradys After Mysterious Mr. B. ; or, Traced by a Torn Let- 544 The Bradys and i he Old Miser: or, The Secret of the Hlue Uoom.

ter. i 5 4 5 The Hradys and the Diamond Dagger: or. T i n - M y s t r r j of a A l i n i n g Girl.
507 The Hradys and the Magic R ing ; or, The Case of the Hindoo Con 546 The Bradys Shadowing a C h i n a m a n ; or. Trapp ing a Y e l l o u Fiend

jurer .
508 The Uradys and the Severed Hand ; or, The Clew Found in the

Sewer. ;
509 Tbe Uradys Af te r 'Silent Smith" ; or, Trailing a Dumb Crook. '

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N. Y.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained, f r o m this office direct. Cut out and nil
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we wil l send them to you by
return mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.

F R A N K TOUSEY, Publ isher , 24 Union Square. Xew York.
D K A U SIK—Enclosed f ind cents for which please

. . . .copies of WORK AND WIX, Xos

. . . . " " FAME AXI) FORTUNE WEEKLY, Xos

. . " i)E AWAKE W XLY, Xos

. .. " " \ \ i L D W E 8 T W E r . i Y, Xos

. . . " " PETTK A X I ) LUCK. Xos

. . . . " " SECRET SERVICE. Xos

. . . . " " Til E LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Xos

. . . . " " Ten-Cent Hand Bonks. Xo<
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Name Street and Xo Town State.




