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bound hand and foot

0ld King Brady was having a hot struggle with a

Alice peered in at the window. There stood Harry,
the wall.

Another was trying to grab the old detective.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE CHIEF CALLS WITH A CASE.

With this story, instead of heginning at the beginning,
we propose to begin with what properly should be the
second chapter.

This, that the motive of it ma\ be made plain.

For this is not a case which carried with it a mysterious
plot.

On the contrary, the joss house robbery was fully ex-
plained to the Bradys when they first took up the matter
at the order of the United States Secret Service Bureau.

What mystery there is attached to the story came
through doings of the Chinese priests, a class of men little
known, and not at all understood in this country.

By the few who do understand them, these men are
known to possess secrets entirely beyond the knowledge
of their Western brethren.

Some like to term these things “occult” mysteries.

Actually there is no such thing as the occult or super-
natural.

It is simply that one class of men understand the work-
ings of certain laws of chemistry, or mechanics, which
to other classes are sealed books.

Tell a savage that you can talk to a man a thousand
miles away over a wire, and he will call you a liar.

Prove it to.him, and he will call you a magician.

Our modern chemists know much, but they don’t know
it all, and there are Chinese chemists who pose as priests
who know things which the most learned of our chemists
have yet to acquire.

Yet to the outside world a Chmaman is simply a China-

man, and consequently an inferior being as to intelligence,

Therem lies a great mistake.

Such was the line of talk which Miss Alice \Iontvomerv
wags putting up to the chief of the United States Secret
Service Bureau one afterncon in October, 190—, at the
offices of the Brady Detective Bureau, on Union Square,
New York. .

It was an unusual thing for the chief to come on from
Washington to confer with the Bradys in this case.

When Alice got his card, she regretted that Old King
Brady was not there to receive him, for she felt that there
must be something important in the wind.

But neither of the Bradys were in just then, although
both were expected shortly..

Alice took the chief into her private office and laid
herself out to entertain him as best she could, for she per-
ceived that he had no idea of starting his business until
0ld King Brady arrived.

The chief immediately began talking about Alice’s very
remarkable accomphshment her knov»ledcre of the Chin-
ese language.

“Do you find you are forgetting your Chinese at all,
Miss Montgomery?” he asked.

“I have very little chance to forget it, we have so many
Chinese cases,” replied Alice.

“I understand vou speak the language most accurately.”

“T get along very well with the Cantonese dialect, and
can understand several others. There are as many differ-
ent languages spoken in China as there are in Europe, you
know.”

“So I have heard; but most of the Chinese who come
here speak Cantonese, do they not?”

“All of them practically.”

Then the conversation drifted into the lines mentioned,
as to what Chinese knew and what they lacked.

Alice was giving the chief a little insight into the mat-
ter when the Bradys entered.

0ld King Brady was attired in his usual quaint costume,

tthe long blue coat with brass buttons, the old-fashioned

stock and stand-up collar, and the big white felt hat with
its remarkably broad br1m

The chief got down to business as soon as the ﬁrst greet-
ings had been exchanged.

“I suppose you are ‘Wondering what brought me over
here, Brady,” he said. “The fact is, I have been forced
to take up a case for the Chinese Minister. It is one
which properly belongs to the San Francisco police. Why
they should bother us with it is more than I can under-
stand. However, my orders are peremptory, They in-
clude an order that the Brady Detective Bureau be put on
the job, so here I am.”

0ld King Brady removed his big hat and sat down.

“Let us have the details,” he said. “It must indeed be
a matter of importance for the Minister to interest him-
self in it to such an extent.”

“Yes; so it would seem. But I fail to grasp the situa-
tion fully, Pm afraid. It is all simple enough, though.
Just a robbery in the new joss house in San Francisco. An
ancient brass box containing certain Chinese papers was
taken, and that seems to be the main thing the Minister
wants recovered. There was also another box with a few
diamonds, perhaps six thousand in cash, and some odds
and ends in the way of idols taken. This is wanted, too,
but the papers are the principal thing. It’s a matter of a
$10,000 reward, to be privately paid. This between our-
selves.”

“Ha!” exclaimed Old King Brady.
indeed be valuable. Any idea what they are?”

“None. I asked the Chinese minister, and his reply was
that I wouldn’t understand if he told me, so, of course,
there was no more to be said.” ,

“Of course. What kind of papers do they keep in joss
houses, Alice?”

“In some of the great temples in China they have books

“The papers must
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and scrolls thousands of years old,” replied Alice. “As 1l
was telling the chief, they relate to history, theology,
~ chemistry and other séiences as understood by the Chinese.
Some of these records are on pieces of lacquered wood;
others are on square sticks, others still on metal tablets
and pieces of baked clay. The last are the oldest of all.”

The minister said nothing about any such things as
those,” continued the chief. “IIe spoke only of papers.”

“Perhaps they are the records of the old Jackson street
joss house,” put in Young King Brady, “They had a room
downstairs full of queer idols, scrolls and wooden slabs,
such as Alice described. I was in it once. But maybe all
those things were destroyed by the fire.”

“None of them were,” said Old King Brady. “I was
told positively that the Jackson street priests got every-
thing out safely. But what are the details of this rob-
bery, chief?”

“There is just where we fall down,” replied the chief.
“There are no details. The minister could not give me
the slightest clew to the thief. The robbery is a complete
mystery.” N

“Interesting. When'wab it pulled off 2

“About two weeks ago.”

“And are we supposed to go out to California on a wild
goose chase like that? It seems too absurd.”

“Wait. You don’t have to go to California. It appears
that the minister has private information that some of
those papers have been offered for sale here in New|
York.”

“Ha! That alters the case. Who by? Who to?”

“That we don’t get. The information came to the min-
ister in the form of an anonymous,letter. No details were
given. The writer simply stated the fact.”

“All very satisfactory. Was the letter in Chinese?”

“I so understand.”

“Why does he place so much dependence upon it if it
was anonymous?”’

“Because it has on it a secret character which showed
that the writer was a member of a Chinese secret society
to which the minister belongs. This he regards as an
absolute guarantee of its truth.”

“And that is as far as we go?”

“That’s as far as we go. There is nothing else. I had
to promise to come here and confer with you personally,
and here I am. Now then it is up to you to say how the
case shall be handled.”
~ “Oh, we will take it up and see what can be done,” re-

plied Old King Brady, “but really I am very doubtful
ag to success. But hold on a minute. An idea strikes
me. Harry, get me volume 28; also volume 10.”

This referred to the really wondertul scrap books the
Brady Detective Bureau keeps.

Old King Brady has kept these books up for years.
They carry between their covers same thousands of news-
paper clippings, relating to criminal cases, together with
_hundreds of photographs of crooks and queer people of
all sorts.

To this wonderfnl collection volume 28 is the index,
and it has been most carefully repared by an expert.

Harry brought the volume, and Old King Brady opened
it at the letter C.

“Here we have a list of Chiqese crooks,”

he said. “Of

course it is imperfect, but at the same time it has been
prepared with considerable care. Just wait a second. I’ll
see what we can find here.”

0ld King Brady ran his tinger down the page.

“Ha! Here we have what I had in mind,” he said.
“Let us look in volume 10.”

“Jim Hip Long, known to the Chinese as ‘Joss House
Jim,” ” he continued reading from the other book. “Was
originally a joss house priest in China. Arrested out
there and convicted of® robbing joss houses. Escaped.
Robbed other joss houses. Disappeared from Hankow ia
1900. Arrested in San Franscisco same year for attempting -
to rob the Jackson street joss house. Having no certificate,
was deported. Escaped at Honolulu. Photo posted at all
consulates in America, 1901. Speaks English. Native of .
Hong Kong.

“And here is the photo, » he added. “Luckily I hap-
pened to think of this. The Chinese consul here had a
copy made expressly for me. Thought I was so much in
Chinatown that I might run across the man, but T never
did.”

All hands leaned over Old King Brady’s shoulder
io examine the photograph.

It represented a decidedly stylish looking young Chink
in very English dress.

“See anything peculiar about that face, chief?” Old
, King Brady asked.

“No peruhar mark, if ‘that is what you mean,” was
the reply.

“Take this glass and study it carefully.”

“Has a facial mark been mentioned?”

“YeQ »

“Then it is up to me to find it. The picture is very
distinct.”

“Excellent. You see it, Harry?”

“Certainly,” replied Young King Brady.

“So do 1,” added Alice.

“Good for you,” put in the chief,
write myself down a poor detective.
gpot under the right eye.”

“Yes, a mole with a few hairs growing over it.”

“But that may since have been removed.”

“Indeed, yes, but the removal would leave its scar.”

They were thus conversing when a clerk looked in on
them.

“There is an old Chmaman who wants to see you, Mr.
Brady,” he announced.

“Hal!” exclaimed the old detective. “A Chinaman,
eh? The Chinks seem to be very much in evidence to- |
day. Did you tell him I was busy?”

“Yes, sir. But he persisted. Said his business was
very important. He can’t talk English. He showed a
slip of paper with English written on it.”

“Let him come in,” said the chief.

“Just what I was about to do,” replied Old King Brady.
“These Chinks are mighty slick articles. It may be that
the joss house thief has got wind of your visit.”

“It seems incredible, for I have mentioned the object
of my visit to no one.” .

“Show the man into my office,” said Old King Brady.

They were sitting in Alice’s office at the time.

0ld King Brady arose and passed out into his own,

»

“I must find it or
Ha! I haveit. A
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which is the one furthest from the street and imme-
diately adjoining the public offices of the bureau.

The others went into the middle office of the suite,
which is Harry’s.

Here through the open door they could hear all that

passed.
And into Old King Brady’s office a Chinaman came
* shuffling.

He looked like a man of slxty at least.

His pigtail was white and tied up under his hat.

A thin gray mustache showed him to have surely
passed the half century mark, for then the Chinese allow
the mustache to grow, and never before.

He was in native costume, and he walked like a man
well on in years.

Now all this was very fine—beautifully done, in fact.

The make-up of the man would have deceived any
ordinary person.

But it did not deceive Old King Brady.

For he saw that the eyes were those of a younger man;
he saw that the white eyebrows were false, and the mus-
tache also.

" And something else he saw which settled the matter.

Underneath the right eye was a peculiar scar.

It looked as if a piece of fiesh had been dug out of the
Chinaman’s cheek at some time, although the wound had
long ago healed.

All this the old detective took in at one glance.

But that glance was enough fo arouse his suspicion.

“As sure as [ am sitting in this chair,” he said to
himself, “this man is Joss House Jim.”

CHAPTER 1L
A BOY WITH AN UNLUCKY DAY.

Walter Browning was a boy born to bad luck.

At least so he felt himself, and he had good reason
for thinking so.

For it was a matter of record that not one year of the
eighteen which the lad had lived had passed without
bringing to him some accident or reverse,

Walter’s father died in the third yedr of the boy’s
existence, and since then it had been a case of a widowed
mothdr struggling hard to bring up her only child.

Twice Walter had been almost drowned; and he had
been hung by his playmates and cut down barely in time
to save his life.

Three times he had been in houses which had burned
and—but why enlarge.

We could go on with a long list of accidents.

Sufficient to say this sort of thing got to be a con-
tinuous performance in Walter’s case.

But Mrs. Browning, far from considering. her son un-
lucky, always declared that he was the luckiest boy in
the world.

For something was forever happening to him, and yet
gomehow or another he always managed to escape.

The yvear of our story nothing particularly unfortunate

happened to Walter up to about the time of which we
write.

The boy therefore felt that some accident was about
due when it got along into October, and it worried him
not a little.

He could n® help wondering what his next mishap was
going to be.

But when he went on that western trip for the concern
he was working for, the Dewson & Duffitt Company, deal-
ers in building paper, and utterly failed fo send in
orders to a concern which saw fit to hold its prices ten
per cent. above the market, Walter felt that his unlucky

day that year would prove to be the day of his return
when he fully expected to “get fired,” as he expressed it.

“It was a fool business anyway, sending that boy on the
road,” Duffitt declared to the bookkeeper, “but Dewson
would have it. I’ll bounce him as soon as he gets in.”

Thus it would seem that Walter might be right.

But it was not so.

This year there was to be a railroad collision and
general smashup and other things.

It took place after midnight just east of Utica, on the
New York Central road. .

It is hardly necessary to go into details.

It was a case of an underpaid, overworked towerman, a
head-on collision, the destruction of many lives and thou-
sands of dollars worth of property.

One of those situations which railroad companies seem
to prefer to paying living wages to proper men to have
their signals properly displayed.

But Walter escaped again, and that without a scratch,
when almost everyone in the overturned Pullman sleeper
was either killed or maimed.

Just how he got out the boy hardly knew, but get out
he did, and rendered good services in helping to rescue
others. .

Among those he assisted in carrying over to the grassy
stretch where the dead and wounded were laid, was a
tough looking young man who had occupied the same
section with himself, and with whom he had had some
conversation the day before.

Walter had not agked the man’s name.

He did not like his looks. Ie regarded him as a
“soort.”

The man must have taken particular note of him, how-
ever, for he whispered to Walter while they were carry-
ing him, the boy having hold of his shoulders, “Say, 1
want to speak to you. " Hang back, will yer? It will pay.”

“I’ve got to keep on working,” replied Walter, “but I’ll
come to you again after everybody is out.”

“Don’t delay long den,” moaned the sufferer. “Bote
me legs is broke, an’ say, 1'll croak before you, can get to
me. Mind what I’'m a-tellin’ yer. It’ll pay.”

They laid him down, and Walter continued his rescue
work.

But the memory of this appeal clung to him.

Walter got back as soon as he could.
~ A doctor who had been on the train had just com-
pleted an examination of the man.

The young tough was desirous of knowing the worst.

“Say, Doc, am I a goner?” he demanded. “Don’t hold
notin’ hack on me now. I know I'm blame hard hit.”
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“Then vou know the truth,” replied the doctor, with
Drutal bluntness. “I’l give you ten minutes, my friend.
You may be out of this world in five.”

" “Den chase yverself! Beat it!” flashed the sufferer.
“Dis kid is me side pardner. I’ve got prlvate tings to sa?
to him.”

Such was the dying man’s dialect.

If Walter Browning had found him dying in Kam-
schatka he would have known that the fellow’s home port
was surely New York. .

Naturally he wondered what such a character could
possibly have to say to him.

The dying tough lost not an instant in getting down to-

~ business.

“Kneel down here beside me, boy,” he said.

Walter obeyed.

“What’s yersname?”

“Walter Browning.”

“My name is Dooley. Yer live in New York?”

“In Brooklyn.”

“What yer doing here?”

“I'm on the road for Dewson & Duffitt, of Maiden
Jane, selling building paper.”

“Right. Dey wouldn’t trust you unless dey knowed
Yyou was some good. Will you do someting for a dying
man?”

“Anything I can do. Yes.”

“Den, say, run yer hand up under me shoit, dere’s two
belts dere next to me skin, if dat blame sawbones hain’t
swiped em. Quick! Dat’s it. Dat’s de foist one. Is it
loose? T can’t feel noting at all. T’m paralyzed.”

“NO-” .

“Get it off den.
Yer can’t hurt me now!

Walter got the helt.

“Now higher,” said the tough. “Up under me arms.
Dere’s anoder. It’s fastened in de same way.” '

Walter got that, too.

The first belt was pretty heavy, but the second one was
very light.

“Now listen. You open dat foist belt.
toned. Got it open?”

“Yes.”

“What yer see right dere in de middle?”

“A bunch of yellowbacks.”

“Right. Say, dere’s five hundred dollars in dat wad.
Dat’s yourn to keep. You promise me to take dat belt to
Maggie Dooley, No. — Bowery. Tell her, ‘Bat’s dead,” and
tell her how I died. Give her dat foist belt, but don’t
say a word ahout de second won unless yer have ter—
see?”

“All right. What about that?”

“Dis. After Mag gets troo trowin’ fits and takin’ on—
twon’t last long, hoy—den you say to her, ‘Bat says to
me, his last words, dat you was to gimme Joss House
Jim’s address” She’ll do it, if you ketch her on de fly
before she has a chanst to chew de rag wit anny of de
gang. Den when yous has got de address, you go to Joss
House Jim—he’s a Chink, understand—an’ you give him
«dat second belt and say to him dat I says dat, even dyin’,
I wouldn’t go back onto-him, an’ dat I give you five hun-

Oh,-gee! Be quick!”

It’s only but-

It’s hitched behind. Turn me over.]

dred bones to deliver de belt, and if he wants to make it
good to Mag, dere’s his chanst. Say just dat—see?” |

“All right. But what if he goes for me and tries to get
the money away?”

“Aw cay, yer won’t be green enough to carry it wit you,
I ¢’pose? Will yer do dis forf a dving man, young feller?
I'm trustin’ you.’

Walter’s sympathies were moved and he gave the

promise,

Dooley started in to make him swear fo it, but before
Walter had time to do that the man gave a groan and
died.

Such were the happenings at the time of the railroad
wreck.

Walter strapped the two belts around him and looked
ap the doctor, reporting Dooley’s death.

“What’s his name and where does he live?” demanded
the doctor.

Walter gave the name and address given him by the
dying tough.

The doctor wrote it down in a book, with Walter’s own
name attached.

“Do you propose to look after the remains?” he asked.

“XNo, sir,” replied Walter. “I can’t do that Pm not
much acquainted with the man.”

The doctor appeared to be perfectly indifferent.

Nothing more was said, and Walter, glad to get away,
soon afterwards joined a party of passengers who were
about to walk to the nearest station to take a local train
which would help them on their way. ’

They got it, and in due time the boy salesman got to
New York.

He arrived in the early morning, and after getting
breakfast at a restaurant he went to the store.

Here he had a prize package handed to him, just as he
expected.

It was the bounce!

It did not break his heart. ,

He fully exected it.

And now he had full time given hlm to think of Bat
Dooley’s errand

Walter was just an ordinary New York boy, and as
shrewd as his kind usually are.

He had little doubt that the dead Dooley had been a
bad Dooley. '

Walter opened hoth helts.

In Mrs. Dooley’s belt was nearly three thousamd dol-
lars, mostly in gold coin.

Walter thourrht that in all probability>the money had
been stolen.

But on the other hand it might not be so.
" He felt that it was none of his business.

He didn’t steal! He had no idea of beginning now by
robbing Maggie Dooley, either.

As for the rest, he had struck luck for once, and to the
tune of five hundred dollars, which he had no intention
of giving up.

But the other belt Walter could not understand.

It was simply stuffed full of small sheets of brown
paper with Chinese characters printed upon them.

All the sheets were the same size, and very thin.
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They looked as if they mlght have been the leaves of a
Chinese book.

There was nothing else in the belt.

It was hard to understand why a man like Bat Dooley
should set so much store by these sheets, or to go¢o the
trouble of strapping them around his body.

But again Walter reasoned that this was none of his
business.

His mind was full of a scheme he had for getting into
business on his own account.

The five hundred dollars given him by Bat Dooley for
so slight a service seemed just to fill the bill.

So before going to the Bowery, Walter went to Wall
street, where he deposited the money in the Seaman’s
Savings Bank.

The boy was thrifty, and he already had a small ac-
count there. v
This done, Walter went to look up Maggie Dooley.

He failed to find her.

The room was locked. _

It was on the top floor of an old building on the lower
Bowery.

A woman in the next room told Walter that Mrs.
Dooley had taken a job somewheres; that she was “woik-
ing,” and would not be back until night.

. Thinking it a good way to avoid the fit part of the
programme, Walter told the woman to say to her neigh-
bor that Mr. Dooley had met his death in the upstate

railroad accident, and that he would call at half-past-

seven with some “things” which Dooley had given him
to deliver to his wife.

This woman threw no fits.

All she said was:

“Good job if he is dead. Now Mag can get a man who
will take care of her, which is more than he ever did.”

Walter was not arguing the point, so he pulled out and
went home to his mother, to whom he never said a word

~about the Dooley business.

For Mrs. Browning was a fretful, nervous woman, and
Walter felt that there might arise some disagreement
upon the propriety of his keeping the five hundred dol-
lars.

Night saw the boy again on the Bowery.

Once more he climbed those dark, dirty stairs to the
top floor.

And this time he struck Maggie Dooley.

She was a little woman, and looked as if she might be
in consumption.

Evidently she had been crying, but there were no fits
thrown.

Walter faithfully performed his errand, making no
mention of the five hundred dollars. .

The boy was not a saint. Neither was he a sinner.
He just did what ninety-mine out of a hundred would
have done.

Mrs. Dooley seemed not at all surprised to get the cash.

She merely thanked Walter, and made no comments.

This transaction settled, the boy sprung the Joss
House Jim question on her.

Mrs. Dooley went “up in the air” at once.

What did she know about the “dirty Chink”?

Bat must have been “off his ftut” when he thought she
did. Why did Walter want to know, anyhow?.

Then Walter had to explain about the other belt.

Mrs. Dooley insisted on seeing it and examining its
contents. ‘

“Well, dere don't seem to be no money into it, anny-
how,” she said. “As for dem Chinee papers, what good
are dey? If it was me I’d jest chuck ’em.”

“No,” said Walter. “I promised a dying man I’d de-
liver them, and I propose to do it. If you can’t give me
Joss House Jim’s address, I shall have to do the best
I can to find it for myself—that’s all.”

Mzrs. Dooley sat silent for a few minutes.

Walter wished he could read her mind, but he could
not gain an inkling.

Nor was it any w ronder.

What do boys of eighteen know of the thoughts of
a woman of thirty, and Maggie Dooley was all of that.

At last she got up and said:

“You come along with me, young feller. T’ll take you
to Joss House Jim. After all I s’pose I owe it to Bat,
scein’ how liberal he’s used me. He’s my husband, sure
enough, but I hain’t seen him in two years.”

Walter followed her downstairs and around into Pell
street.

Here Mrs. Dooley, who maintained perfect silence as
they walked along, entered a dark doorway alongside a
small Chinese restaurant well down on the left hand side
of Pell street, just before you get to Mott.

Walter rather balked at the place, now that he came
to see it.

He felt a horror of Chinatown.

He had also taken a distrust of Maggie Dooley, for the
woman seemed cold and calculating.

- “You are sure this is the right place?” he asked.

“Av coorse I am,” retorted Maggie. “Do you tink I’d
be after doin’ yous up for a lot of old Chink papers?
You must be a fool. Come on upstairs.” :

And Walter Browning followed Maggie Dooley in
through that dark doorway.

. Ten minutes later Maggie came out again.

But if anyone interested had been watching for Wal-
ter to emerge from that same doorway he or she might
have waited and watched in vain.

Was this Walter’s unlucky day?

CHAPTER III. -

THE CHINESE VISITOR.

Old King Brady needed no time to study his Chinese
visitor.

All that we have described about the man the old de-
tective took in at one glance.

“Did you want to see me?” he demanded.

The Chinaman howed low. .

He fumbled in his pocket and took out a du'ty serap
of paper-upon which was serawled:

“Want talk with white Chinee woman.”

This he handed to 0ld King Brady.
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Now if this was really.J oss House Jim then it was all
a bit of clever acting.

For the record in Old King Prady’s book showed shat
the man spoke English fluently.

Old King Brady put the paper in his pocket for future
reference and passed into Harry’s office. .

Here he wrote on a pad: *

“This man I believe to be Joss House Jim in disguise.”

Then aloud he said:

“Come, Alice, there is an old Chink inside who can’t
* gpeak English. I want your help.”

Alice went with him into the other room.

The Chinaman had taken a seat, but he arose and
bowed politely to Alice.

Then they both sat down and went at it in Chinese.

Old King Brady waited patiently.

At length Alice turned to him and said:

“This man’s name is Charley Long. He is interested
in finding a voung man named Walter Browning, an
American, who disappeared in Chinatown one evening
about a week ago. He says that this Browning boy was
caught in that railroad accident on the New York Cen-
tral, and that he received some papers of value from a
man named Dooley, who lost his life in the wreck. The
papers belong to Long, so he claims, and he wants to get
them. They are in Chinese, and are of no value to any-
one but himself.”

All this, of course, Harry and the ch1ef of the Secret
Service Bureau heard.

They exchanged significant glances.

“Can these be the papers?” the chief whispered in
Harry’s ear.

But Young King Brady was talking now.

“Asgk him who sent him here?” he was saying.

The conversation which followed was translated by
Alice, be it understood.

“A friend of mine; you don’t know him,”
answer.

“But he must have known us to know that we had this
lady with us, who can speak Chinese.”

“Everybody in Chinatown knows that.”

“What are those papers about?”

. “About doctoring sick people.”

“Are you a doctor?”

“Yes.”

“Do you live in New York?”

“I live all over.”

“Where does this young Browning live?” -

“In Brooklyn. But it is no use to go there.
people don’t know where he is.”

“Has he no place of business?”

“He worked for a man who-sells paper on Maiden
lane, but he was discharged from there.”

“How are we to get trace of him if you can’t tell us
anything about the young man?”

“I don’t know. That is detective business.
pay well.”

At this point the Chinaman produced a large roll of
bills.

“Put up your money,” ordered Old King Brady.
want none of it until we have finished the case.’

“Will you undertake the case?”

was the

His

I will

“We

“Yes-”

Charley Long seemed immensely pleased.

“But we must know more,” said Old King Brady.
“Who was the man who gave Browning the papers?”

Now right here Charley Long balked.

At first he said that he could not pronounce the name.. -

01d King Brady told him to write it.

Charley Long declared that he could not write that
either.

Then when Old King Brady said that without the name
he could not take the case Charley Long suddenly dis-
covered that he could pronounce the name well enough.

That was the first time Old King Brady got Bat
Dooley.

More than that, he was informed that Dooley’s
had been seen with Browning on Pell street.

+ The mystery of the matter seemed to deepen in the-
eves of the old detective now.

Satisfied that this man was actually Joss House Jim
cleverly disguised, he could imagine no reason for his
applying to white detectlves for help to accomplish his
purpose.

The Chinese attend to thelr own affairs.
their own detectives and spies.

“Now, my friend, just what is it you expect me to do?”
the old detective asked through Alice. “You must have
had some idea in your head or you never would have come

widow

They have

here. Where am I to start my work? Who do you think
is holding this boy a prisoner? Let us have something
definite.”

The Chink looked decidedly puzzled by the time Alice
had translated all this.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I think you can oet the
boy and get me the papers. That is all. I can’t tell you
how to do your work.”

Then Alice took matters in her own hands.

“I know what’s the matter with you,” she said. “You
have been told by the joss sticks that Mr. Brady is going

to find those papers, or else you dreamed it. Is it not
s0?”
“I dreamed it,” replied the Chinaman. “You are

right.”

“Where did you dream he found thPm'*‘”

“In a cellar.”

“Did yon dream how or Where in the cellar?”

“No. 1 just dreamed that I saw Old King Brady in
the cellar with the papers in his hand.”

Alice repeated this in English.

“80,” replied the old detective. “Now I understand.
Ask him for his address, and the Dooley woman’s ad-
dress, and tell him we will see what we can do.”

This seemed to set wrong with Charley Long.

As fer his own address, he said that he was stopping
with friends sometimes one place and sometimes another.
As for Mrs. Dooley, he did not know where she lived now,
but she used to have a room on the top floor of No. —
Bowery. He added that he would call in every day to see
how the case progressed if Old King Brady would take
it up.

“Tell him to wait,” said 0ld King Brady, and he passed
into Harry’s office and closed the door.

“You have been taking in all that?” he asked.
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“Every word,” replied Harry.

“And all the more so0 since the man is unquestionably
Joss House Jim in disguise.”

“Is that really so!” extlaimed Harry.

“] am satisfied of it. Now you follow him, Harry.
Make a disguise quick.”

“I think Alice better go with me, Governor.”

“1 have no objection. But how to hold the man while
she disguises without exciting his suspicions?”

“Then let her follow me. Tell ber to look out for me
in Chinatown.” :

“What a peculiar turn of affairs,” remarked the chief
as Harry went to the Bradyq costume room across the
hall.

“It is, indeed,” replied the old detective.

“Isn’t it pos=1ble that the man may have the papers,
and that this is merely a game to trap you?”

“Quite possible, but I can’t see the motive. "However,
it is a decided lead in your case, so I propose to take
right hold and work it for what it is worth ?

Harry was back in a minute.

“Ready,” he said.

“Quick work,” exclaimed the chief.
excellent, young man.”

Then Old King Brady dismissed Charley Long, and
Harry went on the shadow.

Alice was after him in no timé, made up in the style
of the women who frequent Chinatown.

0ld King Brady went on the job, too.

Getting rid of the chief, he made all haste in getting to
the lower Bowery, where he visited the same house in
which Walter Browning had found Maggie Dooley.

He was successful enough in a way, for he learned that
a Mrs. Maggie Dooley had a room there, to which she
had not been in a week. :

The woman in the front room teld him that Mrs.
Dooley’s husband had been killed in the railroad acci-
dent; that his wife had not seen him in two years; that a
young white man, or rather a boy, had called to tell her
this and to deliver some things which the dead man had
placed in his charge, but Mrs, Dooley was out when
he came; that he went away, promising to come again, but
whether he kept his promise or not the woman could not
tell; at all events she had not seen Mrs. Dooley since.

All of which went to confirm the story of “Charley
IJOllg »

“Look here, what is your name?” Old King Brady
asked the woman when she announced that she had no
more to tell.

“Well, it’s Mrs. France,” was the reply.
you, anyway?”’

Old King Brady showed his shield.

“Mrs. Dooley is missing,” he said, “and I'm trying to
find her. Do you think she has gone upstate to look after
her husband’s remains?”

“No, I don’t. If you ask me, I tell you plain, I don’t
think she’d stir a peg. More likely she has gone and
married a Chink.” :

“Ha! Some Chinaman was paying attention to her?”

“Two. Dooley was mixed up with Chinks, so she said.”

“In what way? Was the man a crook?”

“Your disguise is

“But who are

“T don’t know. Shouldn’t wonder. She never told me
g0, though. I didn’t know the man.”

“Did she ever say she intended to marry a Chinaman
in case her husband died?”

“Yes she did, more than once. She said if she had a
Chink for a husband he'd make a good home for her
instead of leaving her to shift for herself the way
Dooley did.”

Angd this was as far as 0ld King Brady was able to get
with Mrs. France.

He now entered Mrs. Dooley’s room by the aid of his
skeleton keys.

Here he searched the woman’s few belongings thor-
oughly, but before beginning he saw enough to satisfy
him that someone had been ahead of him in the work.

But Old King Brady found something which confirmed
Mrs. France’s story.

Tucked away in the folds of an old waist in a drawer
were the photographs of two Chinamen. ,

Both looked to be very much Americanized, and both
were comparatively young.

But the interest to Old King Brady lay in the fact that
one of the photographs certainly represented Joss House
Jim.

Nothing else was discovered.

Qld King Brady hoped to find out by what means the
Dooley woman supported herself, but in this he fell down,
and Mrs. France professed not to know. ~
© “It looks as if the fellow had told a straight story,”
thought the old detective. “Probably he is or was in love
with this woman. Chances. are the other Chink was his
rival. If Dooley was mixed up with Chinamen in race
track business, opium smuggling or smuggling in China-
men both these men may have been asociated with him.
I must show their pictures to Quong Lee.”

Now Quong Lee is an old Chinaman who keeps an
opium joint on Chatham Square, and a great friend of
0Old King Brady’s.

To Quong Lee’s place Old King Brady now went, and
he was fortunate enough to find the old man in.

“Jim Hip Long,” said old Quong as soon as he looked
at the first picture Old King Brady handed him.

“Qtherwise known as Joss House Jim ?” asked the old
detective.

“Yair. Dlat him, Blady. Him one big crook.”

S£And who is this?” demanded Old King Brady, show-
ing the other picture.

Quong Lee .gave a start, and an exclamation of sur-

prise.

“PDlat man!” he cried. “What for you want dlat
man ?”?

“Well! And who is he?” demanded the old detective.

But for once Quong Lee balked. .
“Blady,” he said, “me know dlat man, but me no must
tell.”

CHAPTER IV,
- DRUGS AND DREAMS.

Walter Browning had very little idea of what he was
going up against when he followed Maggie Dooley up-
stairs into that Pell street house. -
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As we have stated already, there is no deep mystery in
the working out of this story. .

We propose to make things plain as we go along, and
shall therefore state now that Maggie Dooley had as
little idea of what the Chinese papers were about as Wal-
ter himself.

Deserted by her husband, who was a professional crook,
a sneak thief, a “handshaker,” a “strong arm man”——
any old thing where he saw a dollar to be stolen—Maggie
Dooley very naturally turned to Chinamen for sympathy,
for the reason that Chinese crooks had been her hus-
band’s principal associates from the day she knew him
and long Lefore.

Joss House Jim was one of these.

The original of the second picture was another.

At first Maggie thought that if Bat ever died she
would marry Jim Hip Long.

But the joss house crook had been away from New
York for some time, and in the meanwhile Maggie took
up with the other.

She believed him to be a crook, but she really knew
very little about him except that he dressed well, wore
diamonds, and always had plenty of money.

Truth told, Maggie had no idea where Joss House Jim

was, so she thought she would take the papers around to
Hop Chu, her other Chmese acquamtance and let Wal-
ter go with her.

It would be up to Hop Chu to decide what to do.

Just this much Maggie Dooley had to do with the busi-
ness, and nothing more.

Reaching the top floor of that Pell street house Mag-
gie knocked on the door.

Her summons wgs responded to by a young Chinaman,
who received her smilingly, while he scowled at Walter.

“Hello, John,” said Maggie. “Come out here in the
hall. T want to talk to yer. An’ say, young feller, you
go on inside a minute if you want me to introduce you to
Joss House Jim.”

As there appeared to ke nobody else in the room, Wal-
ter made no objection.

The room was well enough furnished in the Chinese
style, which is plain at the best, and the boy amused
himself by looking around at various odd curios on the
mantelpiece and bureau.

In a minute the door opened and Maggie Dooley looked
in. The Chinaman had disappeared.

“Say, boy,” she exclaimed, “dat Chink has gone to
fetch Jim. You wait a few minutes. Much obliged for
what you’ve done for me. Another one would have
swiped de hull business. I shan’t forget. Good-night.”

She closed the door and went away. '

Walter had a long wait, but this he did not mind. He
wanted to be throygh with his mission, and not have to
- bother with it again.

At last the door opened, and the young Chinaman en-
tered the room, accompanied by two others, both older
than himself.

One was in American dress, while the other, who was a
very thin and peculiar looking man, was attired as a
Chinaman.

The first. looking Walter over curiously, said in perfect
English:

“You are the boy Bat Dooley sent to me?”

“Yes, if you are the one he called Joss House Jim,*
replied Walter.

“I am. What’s this you have got for me?”

“A belt with some Chinese papers in it.”

“All right. Let me have them,”

Feeling the utter impossibility of deciding whether he
was dealing with the genuine Joss House Jim or not, Wal-
ter handed over the belt and started for the door.

Instantly the thin Chinaman stepped in front of him
and lo¢ked the door, at the same time saying something
in Chinese. ,

The other looked up quickly as he answered in the
same language.

Both stared hard at Walter, and more talk was ex-
changed.

“What’s the matter?” demanded the boy, growing
alarmed. “What do you mean by locking me in here?
Tve given you the belt. I want to go home.”

“Wait,” said the supposed Jim, who we may as well
state was Maggie Dooley’s other Chinese admirer, Hop
Chu.

“But why?” persisted Walter.

“Don’t I want to see what’s in this belt?
have stolen some of the papers.”

“What nonsense! What good would they be to me?”

“Say, you sit down and wait, and don’t you make any
more talk,” was the answer, and it was spoken so threat-
eningly that Walter thought it best to obey.

He dropped into the chair he had been sitting in, and
the two Chinaman proceeded to examine the contents of
the belt.

They squatted on the floor, spreadmO‘ the papers out all
around them,

They made three piles of them, and at last they came
to one paper which called forth a prolonged discussion.

Both seemed to get highly excited, particularly the
thin ‘man.

He kept shaking his fist, but not at his companions.

He said the same thing over and over again, and' more
than once he pointed at Walter, all of which only served
to increase the boy’s alarm.

At last he bundled all the papers into the belt except

the sheet in question, which he concealed in his blouse.
Getting up then, he passed into the other room. ,
“May I go now?” demanded Walter, rising.

“In just a minute,” relied Hop Chu, blandly. “Just
git down for a minute. I want to reward you for bringing
me this belt. My friend has gone for the money.’

The boy believed him, for the tone in which this was
said was most friendly.

Hig conscience began to smite him a little, too, for it
will be seen that he had not carried out Bat Dooley’s
full instructions. Not a word had he said about the
five hundred dollars, nor the suggestion that Joss House
Jim was to pay a like sum fo Maggie.

The truth is, Walter had been afraid to go in for that
for fear it would get him into trouble.

He began to think that perhaps he ought to do it now,
and perhaps he might have done it if somethmg had not
happened which upset everything.

You may
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For the thin-faced man was creeping up behind Walter,
his padded shoes giving out no sound.

Suddenly he seized the hoy by the throat and drew
his- head back, at the same time saying something in
Chinese.

Walter kicked and struggled.

Yell he could not, for the Chinaman’s long fingers held
him like a vise.

Hop Chu soon put a stop to this, for he drew a revolver
and planked it at Walter’s head.

“Be good, boy,” he said. “Be good and we won’t harm
you. If you fight us, you are going to get killed.”

He put up the revolver and disappeared from the line
of Walter’s vision.

But in a moment he was back again. -

Now he held a small bottle, containing a reddish
liquid, in his hand.

This he uncorked, and as he did so the other so
pinched Walter’s throat that he was forced to open his
mouth.

And the boy got his dose!

He had to swallow it—there was no help.

Surely this was Walter Browning’s unlucky day!

The drug, whatever it was, lost no time in getting in
its fine work.

In a few seconds a perfect peace began to steal over
Walter’s senses, and every musecle was relaxed.

‘Then the thin-faced man came around in front and
‘said something in Chinese.

Hop Chu now addressed their vietim.

“Young feller, how do you feel?” he asked.

“Queer,” mumbled Walter. “Have you poisoned me?
Am I dying?” , ‘ ‘ '

“Not on your life. We don’t want to kill you. If my
friend is right, then you are altogether too valuable to
us for that.”

.Walter heard this in a dreamy way.

He tried to answer, but now his tongue seemed tled

But he did not lose consciousness yet, although per-
haps they thought he did, for they went away, presum-
ably into the other room, and left him alone.

Walter’s head was swimming horribly, but he still knew
what he was about.

' There was the door right in front of him.

If he could only get out through it and gain the
street.

He made a desperate effort, and got upon his feet.

But he forgot the door was locked.

- It resisted his efforts. ,

He turned, staggered towards the chair, and fell on his
face.

The drug had completed its work at last.

Walter was completely under the influence now.

What immediately followed the boy could never feel
certain.

But in his mind there rested afterward a most vivid
impression, or rather series of impressions, of what took
place.

Walter regarded it as all a dream.

Perhaps it was. Ohn the other hand, perhaps his mind
really worked in some mysterious way while his body re-

mained chained by the drug.
L J

We propose to give it as a dream, for although the
Chinese have strange beliefs, and do strange things, it
iz hard to believe that the boy’s imaginings that night
could have any foundation in fact.

1t began with a singular thing.

It seemed to Walter as though he came out of himself,
so to speak.

He fancied that he was standing there dressed as he
had been, and that on the floor lay his very duplicate,
white and still.

The two Chinamen were talking in their own lan-
guage.

The thin man knelt down and examined the drugged
Walter, listening particularly to his heart.

Then he got up, said something, and unlocking the
door, "left the Toom.

Hop Chu lit a cigarette and began pacing wp and
down.

Each time he passed the drugged Walter he would look
down upon him. Occasionally he would mutter some-
thing to himself. To the other Walter he was utterly
oblivious. .

At last the thin-faced man returned.

- Words passed between them.

Hop Chu went into the other room and came out Wlth
a big bag.

Into this they put the drugged Walter.

And the dreaming Walter saw it all. ~

He did not care!

He was merely curious to know what was going to be-
come of his double.

As far as he wag concerned, he felt perfect indifference.
- The door was then opened, and they carried the bag
out into the hall, locking the door behind them.

The dreaming Walter went with them.

He was right alongside the bag when they carried it
downstairs, and he held his position as they passed out
into the back yard.

They carried the bag through an opening in the fence
into the next yard, and then descended into a cellar.

A door was opened here, and they went through a long
narrow passage. ’

Then a trap door was raised, and they went down many
steps.

Coming at last to an iron door, they put down the

‘bag and knocked.

The knocking was repeated three timeg before there
was any response, and then the door was opened by a
very old Chinaman with a long, drooping white mustache,
Both men bowed low before him.

Then they picked up the bag and carried it into a large
room, where there was a big wooden idol resting upon a
rude altar, hung with the cheap red cloth Chinamen are
so fond of using.

The door was closed, and the bag removed.

This was done with extreme care. :

They seemed to want to avoid hurting the drugged
Walter in any way.

And the other Walter watched it alll

Then, the old man went away and presently returned
with a suit of yellow pajamas.
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Hop Chu and the other man now proceeded to undress
the sleeping Walter.

Strange how vivid dreams-sometimes are!

An odd part of this dream was that as each garment
came off the sleeping boy the same one came off the
dreamer, who stood by watching it all until at last he
stood naked looking down at his naked double.

Hop Chu put the yellow pajamas on the double, and
then Walter found that he was attired just the same.

They lifted the boy between them, and carrying him
into a little room which opened off from the secret joss
house—for such the place was—they laid him on a bed.

And Walter’s dream ended there.

But was it a dream? .

Is it not possible that the boy had a confused con-
sciousness of what actually happened.

Be that as it may, when hours later Walter came to
himself he was clothed simply in a suit of yellow pajamas
and lying on that identical bed.-

CHAPTER V.
WHAT HAPPENED ON MOTT STREET.

Young King Brady found himself balked in his shadow-
ing at the very start.
The unexpected happened.

For there, drawn up at the curb, was a cab, and into
that cab popped the disguised (‘hmaman

It was all done before Harry could get out of the door.

So unusual is it for a Chinaman to ride in a cab that
Young King Brady had never given the matter a thought,

All he could do was to get the number and then start
in to look for a cab himself.

Now one might go a thousand times to the west gide of
Union Square and never fail to find a cab.
" This must have been the thousand and first time, for
certaip it is that no cab was there now.

If ever there was a disgusted detective it was Young
King Brady then. -

But to go back and report failure was no part of
- Harry’s purpose.

What he did was to make for the subway.

The only thing to do now seemed to be to get down to
Chinatown just as quick as possible.

If the cab was bound there, then it was quite possible
that Harry might be able to head it off.

He took a local train, and getting out at Worth street,
struck across to Chinatown.

Ag there had been no wait for a train, nor other delay,
there could be no doubt that Flarry was ahead of the
cab, if he had come to the place where it was bound.

He took his stand about opposite Quong Lee’s base-
ment joint on Chatham Square, for here he eould com-
mand a view of the entrance to Mott, Pell and Doyers
street.

Of course there was the chance tha,t the cab might
come down Mott street.

If so, Harry was not to be in it. But even in that case

chances were the driver, after leaving his fare, would
come through to the Bowery.

And just this happened.

Harry had held his position only a few minutes When
sure enough, the same cab emerged from Mott street, and
he hailed it.

The driver stopped, and Young King Brady displayed
his shield.

“Huh! A detective, eh!” said the driver. “Well, dat
don’t surprise me. So much for driving a Chink. Are
yous woiking for Old King Brady?”

“YeS.J,

“You are, hey? Well?”

“Where did you pick up that Chink, and where did you
leave him, driver? It’s a five spot for the truth, and
trouble if you deceive me.”

“Oh, I shan’t do that,” replied the driver. “I.picked
him up over on Broadway, near the Astor House. I left
him at No. — Mott street, and I seen him go in the base-
ment door, t0o0.”

“Thanks, and here’s your five. If you know anything
more about the man kindly tell me.”

“I don’t, except that he asked me to drive him to the
office of the Brady Detective Bureau.”

“QOh, he did, eh? Did he ask it in English?”

“Sure ting. Do yous tink I understand Chinee?”

This ended it with the cabman.

Harry chased up Mott street to the number in ques~
tion.

It was one of the older houses, and appeared to be in-
habited by a number of Chinese families.

Just what to do Young King Brady hardly knew, but
what he did not do was to stand looking at the house.

After walking up and down for a few minutes he de-
termined to go boldly in, and wusing his detective’s
shield, try to locate the man.

Joss House Jim had not seen him.

Moreover, his disguise was a fairly good one.

There seemed to be but little risk.

So Harry entered at the open basement door, and
passed through the length of the hall.

There was a door at the other end which opened upon
a back yard.

This yard was very narrow, being only half the width
of the house.

This for the reason that a long extension occupied the
other half.

There was a door opening into this extension from
the yard, and also several windows.

It was an unusual arrangement for Chinatown.

Harry had never seen anything just like it before, and
he walked on to the end of the extension, glancing in
through the windows, which did not extend quite to the
ground level.

. Each window was barred as, of course, was necessary
to make such a place any way secure.

Suddenly Harry heard a sharp cry.

It seemed to come from further on.

He looked at the next window ke came to, which was
also the last one.

And now Harry saw that he had located his man.

But in a most ugexpected situation.
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He was sprawling on the floor, strugglmg with two
Imen.

They appeared to be trying to do him up, .and yet
‘neither one was armed.

“This won’t do,” thought Young King Brady.
are not through with that fellow yet.”

He chased back to the door and entered.

A long, narrow hall ran the length of the extension.

Harry chased to the last door.

It was not fastened, and he burst into the room.

As he did so, he heard a cry of agony.

But it was not the right man yet—that lay beyond.

Harry drew his revolver and pushed through an inter-
-vening door.
~ There lay the supposed Charley Long on the floor with

the blood oozing from a wound in his side.

There was no one else in the room.
Harry hurried to the man to find him almost uncon-
~ scious.

He would have fainted if Harry had not given him a
swallow of whlsky from a little flask which he uaually
carries for use in such emergencies.

He had been very roughly handled, and had been
stabbed in the left side below the heart, if one.could
judge from the condition of his clothes.

And in the struggle the false mustache which Old King
Brady had so easily detected had been pulled off.

So had a scalp wig with a false gray pigtail, leaving
a short crop of black hair exposed beneath.

“Oh! Oh! Help me, I am dymg? They have mur-
dered me! They have stabbed me in the hearl!” groaned
the Chink, who could now speak English well enough.

“No, they haven’t. You would be dead if they had,”
answered Harry. “DBrace up! Whose work is this?”

“I don’t know. Highbinders, I guess. They don’t
know me. They were hired by my enemies to do the job.”

“Where are they? I saw them through the window a
minute ago. Where are they now?”

“I don’t know. They were here only a minute ago, as
you say. I don’t know where they went.”

And that was the last spoken, for the Chinaman fainted
then.

For the moment Young King Brady thought he had a
dead man on his hands.

His first impulse was to go for help.

This he did not yield to, however.
manage the matter himself.

The first thing he did was to open up the fellow’s
clothes and examine his wound.

Although he had bled considerably, this was not as bad
as Harry had anticipated.
’ The knife or dagger had struck a rib and glanced off.

Actually the man was more scared than hurt, and the
wound had already ceased to bleed. _

In the other room, where there was a bed, a trunk,
and other things, Harry tore strips from the sheet and
bound up the wound.

The Chinaman revived before he had completed the
operation.

“Come,” said Harry, “you are not so hard hit. Let me
help you up and onto the bed. T’ll get a doctor for you
or see you taken to a hospital, either you wish.”

“We

He decided to

And Harry was right.

The man’s condition was by no means dangerous.

He seemed to realize that after he got on the bed,
which he did without much difficulty, and Harry had fur-
ther explained.

“No, don’t get a doctor,” he said. “Stay with me a
little while till I pick up strength. Then get a cab and
take me to a friend of mine over in Williamsburg. Il .
pay you well if vou will.”

“T’ll do it,” said Harry.

He saw that he was taken for one of the white toughs
who hang out around Chinatown.

He was uncertain whether he ought to declare himself
or not.

The Chinaman closed his eyes and for a few minutes
lay silent.

At last he opened them again and said:

“Say, what’s your name?”

It was a case of to be or not to be.

Harry concluded to keep his secret.

“My name is Jack Harvey,” he replied.
yours in case you die?”

“Never mind. There is no one who cares.”

“No woman?”

A change came over the Chinaman’s face.

“You don’t happen to know Maggie Dooley, of No. —=
Bowery?” he asked.

“I don’t know Maggie, but I know her husband, Bat
Dooley.”

“He's dead.”

“Is that so? How long since?”

“He was killed in a railroad accident upstate about a
week ago. Say, if I die, you can tell Maggie that Joss
House Jim is dead. I used to think she cared for me.
But I don’t know. You never can tell.”

Ol King Brady had made no mistake then.

The man was Joss IHouse Jim. .

“Haven’t you anything else you want to tell me in case
you croak?” demanded Harry.

“No; I don’t know as I have.”

“Have vou been robbed?”

“No! They tried it. They did not suceeed.”

“I see you had a wig and a false mustache on. How
was that?” :

“I was disguised as an old man.
That’s my business.”

This question seemed to arouse Joss House Jim’s sus-
pieions.

He had very little to say after that until finally he de-
clared that he felt much better, and was sure that he
could walk to a cab with Harry’s help.

“That’s my trunk,” he said. “I want that to go, too.”

“Do you live in this room?” asked Harry.

“I have been living here for a few days; yes.
rent out thesé rooms. I hired these two.
mistake.”

“Shall I go for a cab now?”

“Yes, T wish you would.”

“But how did these men come at you? Is there no
danger of them returning?”

“I don’t think so. I’ve got to take the risk: I had

“What’s

Never mind why.

They
It was a big

’

i beenr out. When I came in they were here. I'don’t know
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how they got in, nor where they went to. .
" get the cab.”

Harry left the room, closmg the door behind him.

In both rooms he had looked for trap doors and sec-
ret panels, for it seemed to him that the two Chinks he
had seen could have vanished in no other way, but he
did not succeed in discovering anything of the sort.

He made a discovery as soon as he got out on Mott
street, however, and that was Alice in her disguise, com-
ing towards him along the block.

“Well, and what luck?” she demanded when they met.

“Good and bad,” replied Harry, “but we must not be
seen talking here. Come along with me, and I'll ex-
plain.”

He did so as they walked towards Chatham Square.

“The man seems to have enemles in Chinatown all
right,” Alice remarked.

“He most certainly does,” replied Harry. “What do
you think about taking him to Williamsburg, Alice?”

“I think it would be a good scheme to consult Old King
Brady, if we could only put our finger on him. He must
be knoeking about Chinatown somewhere.”

“I tell you what. I’ll get the cab, but I’ll hold the man
off for g little while. I can easily do it. Meantime you go
to Quong T.ee’s and around on Pell street, and see if you
can find the governor. If you do, why bring him right
in there. Now is the time to get next to Joss House
Jim’s secrets, it seems to me.”

“I'll do it,” replied Alice.
again?”

Harry gave ¥# to her, and they parted on Chatham
-Square.

Young King Brady now engaged his cab and returned
to the house on foot, directing the driver to pull up on
the other side of the way and wait.

He then went through to the yard and entered the ex-
tension.

But go on and

“What's that number

. N\
The door of Joss House Jim’s room was closed, as he

had left it.

Harry opened it and passed in. -

The bed was vacant. The wounded Chinese crook had
disappeared.

“Come,” thought Young King Brady, “that was the
time I missed it, and }et he could not ha\e gone far in
the condition he was.’

And he pushed on into the other room to meet his fate,
for no sooner had he crossed the threshold than two
Chinamen, who had stood concealed on either side of the
doorway, jumped on him and bore him down to the floor.

CHAPTER VL

-

FURTHER EXPERIENCES OF WALTER WITH' CHINESE DPRUGS.

Walter Browning remained for days in that secret
joss house more or 1e~s under the mﬂuence of the Chin-
ese drug.

It was given him in his food, no doubt, and.he knew
it. Yet so weakened had his will become that he ceased
to care. .

Indeed, he grew rather to enjoy the strange dreamy
state into which it threw him.

Probably it was some preparation of opium known only
to the Chinese, for not only did it produce peculiar
dreams and weaken the will, but it seemed to have the
effect of practically destroying this boy’s memory.

Everything relating to the past became dim and misty
to Walter.-

It seemed to him as if he had been living in those
underground rooms for years.

He spent most of his time in bed, either asleep or in a
half dreamy state.

Occasionally he would read the newspapers and old
magazines with which he had been liberally supplied, but
he found it hard to fix his mind on anything.

While he was conscious he saw nobody but the aged
Chinaman, who either could not or would not speak a
word of English, but when the dreams were on him, he
saw Hop Chu and the thin-faced man.

These two always figured in the dreams.

But how to describe Walter’s singular drug dreams?

We find this a hard task, nor shall we attempt to en-
large upon them.

But'to give a general idea.
They all ran in the same groove.

Walter when he dreamed always found himself lying
in front of the altar before the idol.

Hop Chu stood over him, and kept up such a line of
talk as this:

“Now, bowy, do you see the man?”

This was always the first question.

Then Walter would see a Chinaman whose face became
so familiar to him that he felt that he would know the
man anywhere.

He saw him traveling in a railroad traln, in bed and
asbeep, in Chinese laundries talking with other Chinks, in
opium joints smoking, and so on.

And the final question put by Hop Chu always was,
“When will he come?”

To this Walter always made one answer.

“He is coming now. He is coming all the time.”

At last he saw the man in New York Chinatown, and
his answer was, “He 1s here.”

The next night there were no dreams, and Walter,
after a long sleep, awoke in the morning more like him-
self than he had been for “days.

He had lost all run of time. He hardly knew day
from night. If this was really day, it dragged more
slowly than any day he had yet put in.

But we propose to cut out all details and take np Wal-
ters' case, when, some hours later, after what the boy
considered his breakfast, Hop Chu and the thin-faced
man suddenly entered the joss house by the secret door
which Walter had never yet been able to discover.

They were there hehind the bamboo couch upon which
he lay stretched before he knew it.

“Get up and dress vourself right away,” said Hop Chu.

Tt was the first time Walter had seen them while fully
conscious since his capture.

He sprang to his feet and faced them.

“What are you gping to do with me now?” he de-
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manded. “Why do you keep me here doped all the time?
You have no right to. Let me go!”

He was surprised at the energy he displayed.

Certainly the drug was losing much of its hold.

Hop Chu took it very coolly.

“Look here, boy,” he said, and his English was perfect,
“] know it has been hard for you, but we are working for
something. I think to-night we shall get it. Then you go
free—see? Not only that but you go with a big wad of
money ih your pocket—see? You keep your mouth shut
then and you won’t be sorry you came up against the
Chinks—see? 1f you tell what happened you here youw’ll
get killed. Now dress yourself just as quick as you can,
for we shall be bhack in a few minutes, and then vou go
away with us.”

“But where are my clothes?” demanded Walter.

Hop Chu scemed to put this question to the thin-faced
man in Chinese.

The man did not seem to know.

They searched both rooms with nervous haste.

At last the clothes were discovered behind the red cur-
tains of the altat, which was nothing but a packing box
turned on its side.

“Dress, and be quick,” said Hop Chu.

He stepped to the wall, pressed a secret spring, and a
panel shot aside.

Through this they passed,
closed.

Of course Walter naturally expected them right back,
and there was the my Q%e*rx of it.

Many hours passed, and they failed to return.

Nor did the old Chink come with Walter’s dinner, and
it was the same about supper.

Meanwhile almost all the effect of the drug passed
away.

Walter made every eﬁort to find the secret spring that
day, but failed.

It was a terrible disappointment.

With Walter it had been anything for a change.

He felt sure something must have happened to the two
Chinamen, and to the old man, too, for most certainly
they had been in earnest.

At last Walter went to sleep on the couch, worn out
with thinking and wondering.

How long he remained thus he could not tell, when he
was suddenly aroused by someone shaking him.

It was Hop Chu.

The hanging lamp burned low for want of oil, but there
was light enough for Walter to see the revolver which
the Chinaman held..

“Did you think I was never coming?” he asked.
you did, I don’t blame you, but here I am at last.”

“And what now?” gasped Walter. “Are you going to
kill me?” i

“XNot if you obey me,
your head,” was the reply.
you. Then you are to follow me.”

“But where?”

“XNever you mind that. Do as I tell you or I certainly
will kill you:”

“Put up your revolver and don’t keep threatening me

and the panel instantly

[ If

I have no wish to hurt a hair of

“You are to let me blindfold”

if you want me to work with you,” retorted Walter. “I'm
no baby. If there’s money in this business I am out for
it. I am ready to see it through, but don’t you drug me
again, either.”

“That’s the way to talk,” replied Hop Chu, who seemed
greatly pleased.

“And don’t you worry about the drugging,” he added.
“You didn’t get your dose last night, and now see how
clear-headed you are to-day. Come, let me tie the hand--
kerchief around your eyes, and we will get out of this.”

“All right,” assented Walter, “but why didn’t yon
come before #”

“Qh, things went different from what we expected.”

“I suppose the detectives got after you. I guess you
are only a bunch of crooks, anyhow,” replied Walter, sur-
prised at his own boldness.

Just then the secret panel opened, and the thin-faced
man popped in.

The blindfolding did not take place 1mmed1ately

The two Chml\a got into an argument in thelr own
language.

For a moment Walter thought they were coming to
blows.

The end was peculiar.

The thin-faced man suddenly stopped talking, and from
under his blouse produced Bat Dooley’s belt.

He opened it, and took out the sheets of paper with
the Chinese writing -which had been the cause of all
Walter’s trouble.

Whether they were all there or not it was impossible
to tell, but there were a lot of them.

Hop Chu took them from him and scattered them
about the floor. .

“There!” he exclaimed, with a grin.
the Bradys to find if they get in here.”

“The Bradys! Do you mean the Brady detectives?”
demanded Walter, who had heard of the famous sleuths.

“That’s just who I mean,” replied Hop Chu. “If they
find those papers perhaps they will ring off and leave us
alone, and that is what we want. Come, take the hand-
kerchief now, and we will be going.”

Now do not for a moment fancy that Walter was not
thinking of escape.

His head was pretiy clear now, and he was thinking
of nothing else.

“If I can only get the chance to give them the slip,” he
kept saving to hnnself
. But the chance did not come, “for the two Chinamen
kept close beside him.

The boy was led through passages and up steps, out into
the open, "and then into other passages, then into the open
again.

“Those are for

Now he knew he was on the street.

Before leaving Hop Chu had put a soft felt hat on Wal-

tor's head, his own derby had been left behind.

This, as they emerqed into the street, Hop Chu pulled
down over Walter’s eyes.

The next the boy knew he was lifted into a cab. .

The door was slammed, the shade pulled down, and
away thev went.

We have said that New York Chinamen seldom ride
in cabs.
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Certainly the Chinks in this story have given us the
lie in this particular.

And here they are again in a cab with a kidnaped white
boy with them.

Bound where?

Walter could not guess.

He was hopingy that Hop Chu would remove the band-
age now they were actually in the cab.

But no!

Walter asked him to do so, and the answer was “not
yet.”

“So there was little chance of the prisoner finding out
where they were taking him.

There was more than might be supposed.

Born and brought up in Brooklyn, Walter happened to
know that big borough of Greater New York as well,
even better, than most boys who reside there, for he had
once been on the District Messenger force, and his work
took him all over town.

Thus when they hit the Brooklyn Bridge Walter was
readily able to recognize where he was by the sounds he
heard. :

“T must keep my wits about me,” he thought.
to know where they are taking me if I can.”

And he was able to do a lot.

When the cab hit Brooklyn he knew that they were
rTunning up Washington street.

He knew when they passed Concord street, for he
heard the trolley cars swinging around the cormner.

Thus when the cab turned to the left at the next corner
he knew he was on Tillery street.

He knew when they crossed Adams street, for here
were more trolley cars, and when they turned to the
right at the next street he knew that they were running
up Pearl.

-Thus he might have been able to follow his own trail
for the entire distance if he had been let alone.

But that was not to be.

‘They were still on Pearl street when suddenly the thin-
faced Chink seized him by the throat and forced his
anouth open, while Hop Chu gave him another dose of the
Arug.

Walter was furious.

He struck out and began yelling the instant the thin-
Jaced man let go of h1m

“Here! None of that!” eried Hop Chu, and then the
‘boy felt cold steel against his forehead.

“Do that and I'Nl fire!” hissed the Chink.

And Walter resigned himself to his fate.

He sank back, and for the first time indulged in the
-weakness of tears.

Was it all going to begin again?

Should he never get awayv from these horrible China-
3en’?

It began to look so.

No comforting words came from his captors, however.

On the contrary, Hop Chu continued to hold the re-
-volver against his head until the drug got in its fine work,
_and Walter passed into the land of dreams.

And now once more the boy feund himself separated
» from his bedy, so to speak.

“T want

And this sensation had not come to him during his
captivity in the secret joss house.

This was the second time it occurred.

He seemed to be sitting in his own lap.

Hop Chu had put up the revolver.

* He was talking to the thin-faced man in Chinese.

The cab rolled on, but Walter was unconscious of the
sensation of moving.

To him the cab seemed to be standing still.

Time was nothing now.

Suddenly Hop Chu opened the door and got out.

The thin-faced man followed.

It was dark. There were shabby frame houses here on
one side, while on the other Walter could see the masts of
vessels at a short distance away.

The two Chinks looked warily around.

Walter found himself able to follow their glances.

He could not see a soul. -

Just then a door in a dark store opened and light
streamed across the sidewalk.

A Chinaman stood in the doorway bareheaded.

Over the door was the sign “E. Woo, Laundry.”

The two Chinamen now turned to the cab.

Walter, who in his drugged dream fancied himself
standing beside them, saw them lift his unconscious self
out.

Supporting him between them as they would have done

for a drunken man, and allowing his feet to drag, they

carried him into the laundry and the door was closed.
And the conscious Walter went with them.
He could not get away from his unconscious self.

CHAPTER VII,
JUST IN TIME.

Alice, having left Harry, went up Chatham Square and
called in at Quong l.ee’s.

She found the old divekeeper in his little office, ap-
parently in rather an excited frame of mind.

“You,” he exclaimed in Chinese, which it alwafs gives
him the greatest satisfaction to speak with Alice. “Why
didn’t you come before? Did Old King Brady send you?
He said he would. I had to disappoint him. It made me
so sorry. But now you come I will fix him off all right.
Sit down.”

“But, Quong, I am in a hurry,” replied Alice, in Chin-
ese. “Has Old King Brady been here?”

“Just left.”

“Where did he go?”

“T don’t know. He is looking for a Chinese crook, who
goes by the name of Joss House Jim, you know.”

“Yes, I know. But explain what you mean as quick as
possible, Quong. We are all working on a Chinatown case.
Harry is waiting for me, and I have to find Old King
Brady right away.”

“But wait. I want to help. I can only go just so far.”

“You help me a great deal, Quong, and I am sure you
will help us in this case if you can.”

“Of course I will. Why not? I am always glad to help
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you, but as I said before, I can only go just so far. I
couldn’t make the old man understand, but you will, Miss
Alice. Sit down.”

Alice hardly knew what to do, but she did know Quong
Lee.

Rascal though the old fellow was, he still had a certain
sense of honor, when it came to betraying the secrets
of his countrymen.

As he expre&sed it himself, he would only go just so
far, but he was usually ready to go further with Alice
than with Old King Brady himself, for the reason that he
could make her better comprehend. -

So feeling that she might be missing valuable informa-
tion, Alice gave in and sat down.

“Now see here,” said Quong Lee, “Old King Brady
comes to me with two photographs, Miss Alice. Omne I
tell him is Jim Hip Long. He’s a crook, and they call
him Joss House Jim. . The other I don’t dare name, and I
can’t make him understand why, so I told him to send you
here, and he went away. He didn’t like it very well.”

“Well, explain,” said Alice. “Is this man a priest in the
joss house?”

“That’s just it, but not in this joss house.
cisco.”

“Oh! The Jackson street joss house in San Franeisco?”

“No, another. The one I used to go to. I won’t say
any more.”

“T understand, Quong.”

“And I wor’t tell his name on that account.”

“J understand that, too, and I think Old King Brady
would have understood if you had told him.”

“He wants the name. I won’t give it. But I tell you
this; the man is no good. They kick him out of San
Francisco. He has been in New York for six or eight
weeks. That’s as far as I’ll go.”

And Alice fully understood that it was of no use fo
press the old divekeeper further.

But she made a try for one more piece of information
and got it.

“At least tell me where he lives, Quong,” she said.

“No,” said Quong. “I won’t tell you, Miss Alice, but
I'll show you. Follow me. The door I turn in at is his
door. That’s as far as I’ll go.”

" Laughing inwardly at Quong Lee’s queer distinctions,
Alice fellowed the old fellow around on Pell street.

Quong Lee, who never will dress in anything but na-
tive costume, shuffled along until he came to the identi-
cal door through which Maggie.Dooley led Walter Brown-
ing, and here he turned in.

He immediately turned out again, and. without even
looking at Alice, shuffled off down Pell street.

Such was Quong Lee’s method of beating about the
bush.

Alice noted the number of the house, and hurried on up
Pell street, hoping to strike Old King Brady, but there
was no such good luck.

. She turned into Mott street and saw a cab standing op-
posite the house in which Joss House Jim had his rooms.
Harry had given her the number.

She looked up and down, but could see nothing of the
old detective.

At ‘once she decided to look further into the case.

San Fran-

>

Perhaps Harry needed help, and if so Alice was ready {o
give it.

So she passed in at the basement door.

Dressed as she was this attracted no attention, for there
are many white women living in these Mott street houses.

Alice hurried through the hall and into the back yard.

She remembered that Harry had told her that the last
two windows opened upon Joss House Jim’s rooms, and
to the second of these she now went. °

Alice peered in at the window.

There stood Harry, bound hand and foot, and tied up
against the wall.’

0ld King Brady was having a hot struggle with a
Chinaman.

Another was trying to grab the old detectlve.

At Harry’s feet stood what Alice first thought might be
a dynamite bomb, but when she looked again she saw that
it was just an acid jar from some electric battery, with the
wires attached.

But Alice did not waste much time looking.

Back to the door she flew, and came down the corridor
on the 1un.-

She was just in time to help the old detective clench
his good work.

For 0ld King Brady had floored one of his assailants,
and stood over him, covering the other with a revolver.

“Put up yvour hands or I’ll shoot!” eried Alice in
Chinese, at the same time drawing her own weapon and
covering the fellow from behind.

And this settled the business.

Your average Chinaman is always a coward when cor-
nered.
This pair yielded at once.

Old King Brady handcuffed one, and tied the other’s
hands behind him. '
Alfhough considerable noise had been made, no one

came near them.

Alice flew to Harry’s assistance at the first possible
moment, wondering why he did not speak, for apparently
he was not gagged.

It proved to be otherwise, however.

When Alice got-to him she found that a round piece
of wood, almost as big as a silver dollar, had been forced
into his mouth.

No more effective gag could have been used.

Alice made all haste to remove it.

Harry gave a gasp of relief.

“Thank heavens you came as you did!” he said.

“How on earth did you come to let them get you?”
demanded Alice.

“It was done before I knew what I was coming up
against,” was the reply. 4

“And what about the jar of acid?” inquired Old King
Brady.

“Don’t ask me,” replied Harry “They had just brought
it in as you came butting in. Lucky job you did come!
Whether they intended to make me drink it- or whether
the idea was to throw it over me, I can’t tell.” :

“And those Chinks won’t tell, either,” replied Old
King. Brady, grimly. “But you can thank your cab
driver. He saw me coming down Mott street, and hailed
{me, telling me you were in there. So I came along.”

~
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“In that case I have myself to thank,” said Harry, “for
I told him to; this business makes me tired. I never was
so nicely trapped. But how could I help myself, when
one held me covered while the other did the tying? 1
don’t think he could have had a revolver.”

“I fancy not,” replied Old King Brady, “or he would
have used it on me after I wrenched the pistol away from
his pal.” ‘

Of course long before this talk was finished Harry had
be®n set free.

He started to talk further about the matter, but Old
King Brady checked him when he got as far as the van-
ishing of Joss House Jim.

“We will ¢continue these explorations after we round
up our men at the station,” he said. “You have no idea
who they are?”

“Not the faintest,” replied Harry.

“Tackle them in Chinese, Alice, and see it you can
get their names,” said Old King Brady. “Ask them
what they meant to do with that jar of acid, too.”

Alice tried it, but with no success.

An arrested Chinaman can seldom be made to talk.

These two stared at this Chinese-speaking white woman
in amazement. -

One answered her in broken English, and pretended
that he could not understand her, which was nonsense.
The other could not be made to speak.

They were run around to the Ehzabeth street station, a
crowd followmg

There it was different.

One of the Chinatown wardmen happened to‘be in the
station at the .time, and he recognized the pair as two
notorious Highbinders who had long been wanted by the
police. He even.knew their names.

Then one of them consented to say that they had sim-
Ply been hiré¢d to catch Harry by a Chinaman whose name
they did not know.

Of course it is a wellknown fact-that Highbinders do
not hire out their services for murder and robbery.

The wardman could get no further.

Alice also had to give it up, and the pair were locked in
cells to await Old King Brady’s further orders.

“All this is a peculiar turn for our case to take,” ob-
served Old King Brady after they had left the station.
“Let us walk over to the Bowery and talk the matter over.
Just go over the ground again, Harry. I was so rattled
with my struggle that I only half comprehended what
you were saying.”

Harry complied.

“Then I was right in taking that man for Joss House
Jim,” said Old King Brady. “Pity we lost him. Now
we have got to begin again, and there is no job so hard
as the tracking of a Chinese crook. However, Quong Lee
knows somethmg about this business, if he can only be
made to tell. For once,the old fellow refused me.”

“No, he didn’t,” broke in Alice.- “He felt that he could
not make you understand, that’s all. He told you to bring
me to him.”

“Ha! And so he did. That’s right. But you must
have seen him, Alice, since you know this.”

“I have. I only left him a short time ago.”

“Then explain.” ’

“The Chink whose picture you have was formerly a
priest in one of the 8an Francisco joss houses—not Jack-
son street.”

“Yes, yes! Then that’s the reason he would not give
his name. But why couldn’t he have. said so?”

“Oh, you know Quong Lee is always peculiar. He says
the fellow is no good, and was kicked out of San Fran-
cisco, and has been hanging around N ew York for the
last six or eight weeks.”

“So? Did you get his name?”

“No. Quong would not tell it, nor where he lived, but
he took me up Pell street and showed me the house.”

0ld King Brady laughed heartily, and remarking that
this was just like the old dlvekeeper he went on to in-
quire the number on Pell street.

Alice gave it.

“Why, look here,” exclaimed Harry. “We pulled a
secret joss house under there once before unless I am
greatly mistaken.”

“That’s what we did,” replied Old XKing Brady.
“Strange the police can’t see to the permanent closing of
those places. However, let us get back to Mott street,
calling at the Pell street house on the way. I expect we
shall find that the one backs on the other.”

Such was Old lunfr Brady’s opinion, but it was not
correct.

The Pell street house was two doors below the scene of
Harry’s provoking experience.

Knowing how hopeless it was, the detectne did not
attempt to go through the house then, but returned to
Mott street to try and solve the mystery of the vanishing
of Joss House Jim, and incidentally to dismiss Harrys
cabby, who had been patiently waiting all this while.

They got back into the room to find the jur of acid
gone.

"'There was a big hook in the wall the purpese of which
was not plain. To this Harry had been tied,

Old King Brady’s first thought was that this hook
controlled some secret panel, but if this was so then he
could not work it, try as he would.

Nor did the careful search of the Bradys result in
anything. ’

“We must get at it some other way,” remarked the old
detective at last. “It is up to us to track that Chinese
crook, but even that isn’t going to satisfy the Secret Ser-
vice people. Those papers must be found.”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE BOY IN THE .YELLOWV PAJAMAS.

When Walter Browning followed his own body into the -
Chinese laundry, so to speak, his dream was remarkably
clear.

The same condition lasted for a few minutes longer.

Hop Chu and the thin-faced Chink carried the sleeping
Walter into the back room and laid him in a bunk.

There were two other bunks.

In one of them lay a Chinaman sound asleep.

The three stood looking at the man and talking a
steady stream in Chinese.



THE BRADYS AND

-

«JOSS HOUSE JIM.” 17

¥
o And it was while this was going on that Walter ceased
to dréam.

The next he knew daylight was streaming in through
the window, and he was himself again, still lying in the
bunk. ] o

He could hear someone groaning as though in pain.

He could also hear the pounding of flatirons in the
room outside.

The laundrymen were evidently busy at their Yyork.

It seemed to Walter that now might be his chance to
escape. .

As he did so he discovered to his disgust that he was
" dressed simply in the yellow pajamas.

This seemed to block the game.

Even if he succeeded in getting out of the window, and
in climbing over the fence, could he go through the
street dressed in yellow pajamas?

Not unless he wanted to get arrestcd. That was sure.

Hgs head was swimming, too. He felt horribly dizzy.

He knew what that meant from experience.

He would have to wait until he had eaten something
before he made a move, for he was liable to collapse
as he wag then.

Just as he was about to draw his head in someone
touched it.

“Hist! American boy! Listen!” a voice said.

Walter looked up and saw a Chinese face logking down
from the bunk above him.

And he remembered it as the face of the man he. had
seen in his dreams. : )

“Who are you?” demanded the Chink. “What’s your
name?” ' .

Walter hesitated.

He did not know what he ought to do.

“Oh, you needn’t be afraid of me,” breathed the China-
man. “Only thing is to look out they don’t hear us eut-
side there. I know all about you, boy.”

“You do!” whispered Walter.

“Yes, I do. You were in that railroad accident up-
state. Bat Dooley gave you a lot of Chinese papers to
give to me.”

“Then you must be Joss House Jim,” murmured Wal-
ter. :

“That’s who I am. Pity we didn’t mect sooner. You
would have given me the papers, wouldn't you?”

“Sure! I gave my promise to a dying man.”

“So they tell me. What’s your name? I’ve told you
mine. Let it come. T always like to know who I am talk-
ing to.” )

“My name is Walter Browning. ~But look here, I
thought I did give the papers to Joss House Jim.” ’

“No; Maggie Dooley deceived you, worse luck. Still,
she could not have given you my address, for she did not
know it. I wasn’t in New York then. Say, they’ve had
vou drugged, haven't they?”

“I should say they had.”

“They are a bad lot. The man you gave the papers to
is Hop Chu. What’s he been doing to you? Tell me all
about it now. I have a right to know.”

“And I had just as soon tell you,” replied Walter, “but
first you tell me where we are?”

>

“I don’t know. I was brought here drugged, same as

1you. It’s some Chinese laundry somewhere.”

“It is in Brooklyn.”
“Is it? I didn’t even know that much. How do you
know?” '

“They had me blindfolded in a cab, but before they
drugged me we crossed the bridge.”

“Is that so? Likely it is in Brooklyn, but at the same
time they may have taken you any old place after you
got the drug. Now tell me all that happened. Be quick
or some of them may come in. They’ll give you another
dose. Are you tiéd up down there?”

“No; are you?”

“No; they don’t have o tie me. I got the knife be-
tween my ribs. I am so weak I can hardly stand on my
feet. I couldn’t get out of here if I tried.”

At least it was something to have a companion in .
misery.

Walter was growing interested now, and his head ap-
peared to clear up in proportion as he used his brains.

So in the same low voice he gave Joss House Jim some
account of his experience.

“Huh!” said the Chinaman. “So you think you were
dreaming, do you? Well, so you were in a way, but it’s
different.”

“How different? What do you mean?” Walter asked.

“Oh, I couldn’t make you understand,” was the reply.
“Perhaps it’s all nonsense, anyhow, but Hop Chu don’t
believe that. He thinks you really were able to follow
my movements in what you call your dreams. I see now
how they got on to me. So they left the papers in the
little joss house, did they?”

“Yes. Hop Chu strewed them all ofer the floor.”

“He. did, eh? Pity you can’t understand Chink talk.
I'd like to know why.”

“Oh, but I do know,” whispered Walter. “He said that
out in English. For the Bradys to find.”

. Joss House Jim seemed to double all up into knots.

“Did he say that?” he hissed. “Did he? But never
mind! 1’d sooner Qld King Brady got it, and it went
bgek to Frisco, than to have it blow his way!”

“Get what?” Walter demanded.

“Never you mind,” replied the crook. “At least not
yet. Give me time to think. Say, they’ll drug you
again, If it was only night, and you could get out of
that window, but you can’t @o-as you are in the daytime.”

“I should be arrested.”

“But even that wouldn’t be so bad. You could tell
them you were working for Old King Brady.”

“What do you mean? -I don’t even know the man ex-
cept from what I have seen in the papers about him.”

“You don't understand. Say, I tell you what! Pretend
to be doped when they come to you. Then they won’t
give .you any more of the drug, and when night comes
vou will get your chance to escape—see?”

The conversation was cut short by the entrance of one
of the laundrymen.

Walter closed his eyes and lay back in the bunk.

He considered Joss House Jim’s advice good, and he
decided to act upon it as best he could.

The laundryman looked him over.~

Joss House Jim talked to him in Chinese.
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The man turned to a cook stove and began to prepare
breakfast.

When the laundrymen had eaten—there were three of
thcm—the prisoners were fed.

Walter kept up his game.

In a dazed way, with his eyes half closed, he ate a few
spoonfuls of a mixture of chicken and rice which one
of the men fed him with a spoon, and then appeared to
sink off asleep again.

The laundrymen returned to their work after providing
Joss House Jim with a pipe of opium ready lit.

The man appeared to be half paralyzed.

He oxplained to Walter afterward that his right leg
wag quite go, and that he found difficulty in moving his
right arm.

During the morning the laundrymen never came near
them, It appeared to be ironing day, and all three kept
at it

Occasionally Joss House Jim made some little talk
with Walter, but he did not allude to the matter of es-
cape again except to say, ‘Wait till it is dark,’ and this he
repeated many times.

Both slept a good deal, and by dinner time Walter was
quite himself again,

But he took precious good care not to let the laundry-
men know it.

They seemed unable to account for his condition, and a
good deal of chattering took place when they found it
next to impossible to make him eat dinner.

Joss House Jim told him afterward that they thought
he had been overgosed, and would probably die.

About four o’clock one of them, who seemed to be the
boss, came at Walter again and tried to rouse him. -

Failing in this, he said something to Jim, and then
proceeded to dress himself for the street.

A few mmutes later he went away.

He had 1io sooner gone than Jim leaned down and whis-
pered io Walter:

- “Hist, boy! Listen to me.”

“I’m on the job,” replied Walter in the same low tqne.
“What now?”

“He is scared about you, and he has gone after Hop
Chu. He will have him here in an hour’s time.”

“Well! And what am I to do?”

“Get out. You can’t wait for night.”

“But T can’t go as I am. Besides it is raining.”

This was true. A storm had set in, and the rain was
now coming down in torrents.

“Well! - Will.the water hurt you?” sneered the crook.
“It will do you no harm to get washed. TLook at me!
They stabbed me over there in Chinatown, and I know
Pm the worst off, anyhow. But stay where you are and
let them dope you to death if you will. T don’t care.

“Hold on!” said Walter, seeing that he was angry
“I’'m not kicking. Tell me what you want me to do.”

“f.isten, then, for you must be quick. I knew all about
you before you were brought here. Old King Brady
knows all about you. His office is on Union Square. I
forget the number, but you can easy find it You get out
of that window. Find out where we are. Get word to Old
King Brady somehow. See him if you can. Tell him
where I am, and how I am fixed. Tell him that Hop Chu

£

is after & big lot of stolen money which I'd sooner e
wauld get than have it fall into Hop Chu’s hands, which
it sure will if something is not done. Tell him to get busy
and come here nght away. Are you gdle to walk now,
think?>

“I am all right, but I haven’t a cent.
rested:

“Geq arrested then. Tell the cop that you are working
for 0id King Brady, like I told you, and say, I am going
to give you something now, and you give it to Old King
Brady when you get to him, which you sure will sooner or
later. Tell him it’s only half, and Bat Dooley h.d the
other half what was with the papers.I told himi sbout.
Don’t you lose it, now! They have searched me three
thnes, end didn’t find it, so you see how slick T’ve had
to be. It’s what they want, and without it they will
never get the dough hid the night he died.”
~ Walter listened, not half understanding what it was all
about.

The drug was not all out of his head yet, altboaurh he
funcied the contrary.

He was to find out when he got on hig feet.

Joss House Jim now passed him down a little pellet
of the soft brown paper which the Chinese use.

It was rolled up very tight. It had been wet, and
even now was scarcely dry. )

“Tell kim to be careful when he opens it out,” Jim
said. “And mind now, it’s only half.”

“But how shall I carry it?” asked Walter.
no pocket. Oh, if I only had my clothes!”

“They are in the other room, and you can’t get them.
Take pins from that cushion hanging against the wall and
pin it in your pajamas. Say, do be quick!”

Walter crawled out of the bunk..

He felt singularly weak when he got on his feet.

The fact was the boy had been dosed once ioo often.
The drug was beginning to tell on his strength now.

He was barefooted and bareheaded. He had nothing
on but those horrible yellow pajamas, which he pinned up
as best he could, securing the paper pellet at the same
thne.

He crept to the window and raised it, looking out into
the dirty little back yard.

“I'm going now,” he whispered.
“Go,” said the Chinese crook.
find me dead when they get here.

to be creeping all over me now.”

Walter crawled out through the window into the rain.

There was a gate in the fence, and he opened it, find-
ing himself looking out upon a side street.

And now he knew where he was.

This street was one of those ending at Nevins street,
which skirts the easierly bank of the Gowanus Canal,
notorious for its evil gsmells.

The rain was coming down heavily.

Walter turned the corner hardly knowing what to do.

His head was reeling, his limbs seemed to refuse to
gupport him. He staggered like a man on a three days’
drunk.

And the unfortunate boy ran info trouble right then

If T am ar-

“Ive got

“Chances are they’ll
The paralysis seems

_and there.

On the corner was a low groggery, and under the awn-
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ing were half a dozen young toughs lounging, sheltering
themselves from the rain, all of whom were more or less
loaded with beer.

Walter’s doom was sealed.

The instant they saw him a shout went up.

“Look at de yeller boidl”

“He’s outer de Chink’s!”

“He's doped!”

“Ketch him!”

Thus and more of it—things said that would not bear
repeating.

And Walter ran for his life.

If they caught him they would drag him into the saloon.
- There was no telling what his fate might be.

Fear lent strength to his failing limbs.

Across Nevins street wag an open gate which led into
a lumber yard, and the yard extended on to the canal,
whose dark, turbid waters were sending up all manner of
foul odors in the rain.

Walter darted through this gate and slammed 1t be-
hind him.

But the yelling gang were right after him.

They would have got him, too, if the overload of beer
had not made them even more unsteady than the luck-
less boy.

Walter dodged in among the piles of lumber, but he
could not lose them.

All this only made his tormentors the more determined
to get him. The chase ended up at the string-piece of the
.canal. .

Against this there were a big lot of boards stacked up.

“If I can only get around on the other side,” thought
Walter.

- The gang were right behind him.

It was this or nothing.

Walter ventured on the slippery string-piece and tried
to round the lumber pile.

This settled his fate.

Instantly his feet flew from under him.

There was a fall and a splash.

Walter Browning had been swallowed up by the slimy
waters of the Gowanus Canal.

/

CHAPTER IX.
CAUGHT IN A TRAP.

“The remarksble thing about this place is that all we
have been doing here seems to have attracted no atten-
tion,” observed Harry when they entered the yard behind
the Mott street house.

“It would be remarkable anywhere else but in China-
town,” answered Old King Brady. “We have been ob-
served all right, and don’t you fool yourself. These
people know when to mind their own business—that’s
all.”

“Perhaps it’s the big white hat which keeps them
quiet,” laughed Harry, for Old King Brady had changed
back to his nsual quaint costume while at the station.

“Perhaps,” was the brief response. “However, here we
are. In with you, and we will get on the job again.”

They 'pasqed into the room which had been the scene of
then' previous adventures.

" And now a change had taken place.”

The jar of acid was missing.

The iron hook in the inner room to which Harry had
been tied was no longer in evidence.

Where it had been was an open panel.

The detectives glanced at each other meaningly.

* “An invitation to enter,” remarked Alice.

“Of course,” added Harry.

Perhaps it was because both were so certain that Old
King Brady, who sometimes likes to be stubborn, took the
opp051te ground.

“QOh; I don’t know,” he said. “It may be that the rats
have fled to thelr koles and left this door open behind
them.”

‘Harry started to argue the point.

“It is not going to scare me,” broke in the old detec-
tive, cutting it short. “Ilf it is an invitation to enter,
then I accept it. Follow or stay behind. I think I ought
to be good for a parcel of Chinks.”

This settled it, of course.

Harry expressed his readiness to follow his chief any-
where, and Alice chimed in to the same effect.

0Old King Brady now examined the mechanism of the
lock of the secret panel, behind which was a ladder lead-
ing down.

It consisted of a simple spring.

* Producing a small screwdriver, the old detective un-
serewed this and put it in his pocket.

“Now let them fasten us in if they can,” he grunted;
adding “Come on.”

They descended the ladder.

It ended at an iron door, which also stood open.

“Can the police have been making a raid here?” ques-
tioned Harry. “It’s a good half hour ®nce we left the
station. That may be the explanation.”

“I doubt it,” replied Old King Brady. “Come on!
Whatever the explanation is, I propose to see th1s thing
through.”

Behind the iron door was a mnarrow passage boarded
up on all sides.

It appeared to lead through to Pell street.

They followed it to a flight of five steps, at the top of
which was a wooden door slightly ajar.

0ld King Brady and Harry drew their revolvers, the
former pulling open the door.

Behind was another passage—a short one.

This ended at what might have been taken for a dead
wall, but for a panel which stood wide open.

But now the Bradys found themselves looking into the
secret joss house where Walter Browning had been so
long confined.

“This is not the place we pulled before,” said Old King
Brady. “Wonder is how many of these underground bur-
rows the Chinks keep. Nobody appears to be in evi-
dence; but what’s all this#”

He pointed to the papers scattered about the floor.

Alice and Harry began gathering them up.

The hanging lamp had been filled with oil since Walter
left, and was now burning brightly.

“Can these be the papers the Chinese minister is
after?” auerjied Old King Brady. “What about ’em,
Alice? Keep your eye on that panel, Harry.”

Alice examined the papers.
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“0ld Chinese,” she said. “Very hard to read. They
appear to be the leaves of a very old book on magic and
the art of healing by means of magnetism. I can’t make
out one word in ten.”

“That fills the bill with what Joss House Jim.said,”
replied Old King Brady. “I should also imagine that
such a book mlght be highly prized by the priests of the
big San Francisco joss house.

“And he added:

“Harry, I ask vour pardon. I now agree with you.
Those doors were left open for a purpose. These<papers
were put here for us to find, but there is more to it than
appears on the surface, you may depend. We shall not be
able to understand this case until we have successfully
tracked Joss House Jim.”

The words had been scarcely spoken when a groan from
the smaller room attracted their attention.

“Ha! We are not alone, it seems,” muttered Old King
Brady. “Who have we here, then?”

It proved to be the aged Chlnk who had attended upon
Walter.

He lay on the cot with nothing on but a suit of dirty-
pajamas.

His face was deathly white.
a dying man.

But he was not quite unconscious.

In a low, dreamy voice, he said something in Chinese,
looking at the detectives with glassy eyes.

“What does he say, Alice?” demanded 0ld King Brady.

“He knows you,” replied Alice. “He says he has been
drugged, and is dying.”

She went no further, for the man was stlll muttering.

Alice bent low to catch the words.

“He says he has something very important to tell you,”
she added. “He speaks of one Hop Chu as a bad man.
He wants you to arrest him.”

0Old King Brady immediately produced his two photo~
graphs and held them up so that the old fellow could see
them.

And Alice translated as follows:

“Yes, I know them. That one is Hop Chu; the other
is Jim Hop Long. Get me out of here, and get a Chinese
doctor, or I shall die.”

“Do you know what drug you have taken?
know what the antidote is?” -

The name of the drug was new to Alice, but luckily for
the sufferer she was able to translate the name of the
antidote. : ‘

“He says that thiee drops of belladona will save him,”
she announced.

“If that is all, T can soon fix him off,” declared Old
King Brady, who always carries a little medlc ne case with
bim.

And while he was preparing tho dose the old man madg
more Chinese talk.

He got his belladona, but the résult was rather alarm-
Ing, £+ he immediately fell into a deep sleep.

“What now? Have vou killed him?” demanded Harry.

“1t looks bad,” admitted Old King Brady; “what did
he say that last time, Alice?”

“It was about money and gems stolen from the Jack-
gon street joss house at the time of the fire, and brought

He looked altogether like

-

N

Do\ you

here aud hidden,” rephed Alice. “He said Hop Chu
was after them, and so is Joss House Jim. He said he
would tell you all about it, as soon as he was strong
enough to speak at length.”

“Come,” muttered the old detective; “it is a pity I
gave the old fellow that dose; he seemed to be doing
well enough as it was. But we can only wait.”

Ten minutes passed and brought no change.

Meanwhile Old King Brady went on an exploring tour
outside the sccret panel. The aged Chinaman continued
to sleep peacefully.

“I have found what I believe to be a way out via Pell
¢treet,” announced Old King Brady when he returned.
“I believe I’ll go for an ambulance, while vou stay here
and watch the old man. If he can be saved it is all to the
good for us, for we certainly want to hear what he has to
tell.” '

“Good scheme,” said Harry. “I don’t believe he is
going to dee. He appears to be breathing regularly.”

“TII be azs quick as I ecan,” said the old detective.
“You-can’t miss the way out. It is plain enough.”

“Better take those papers with you, » added Alice.
“There is no telling what may happen.”

Old King Brady assented, and departed with the papers.

“What a peculmr case th1s has been,” remarked Harry
after he had gone.

“Peculiar enough. So much crowded into one day.
But really, Alice, these Chinese cases are too dangerous.
I do wish you would consent to marry me and give up this
life.”

“A hundred and one,” laughed Alice.

“Oh! You regard my simple remark in the light of an-
other proposal?”

“What else? Most certainly you have proposed to me a
hiundred timeg before.”

“I have kept no tabs on that business. Why not end
the monotony by naming the day? You know you mean
to marry me sometime.”

“Well, I'll say this for your comfort. I have no inten-
tion of marrying anyone else; but, all the same, I am not
going to give up business yet awhile.”

Now, this is an old story, and has been going on for a
long tune .

Harry is de\pmatelv in love with Alice, but as yet
nothing has been sufficient to bring matters to a head..

Tired of watching the old Chinaman, they went back
into the joss house to examine the idol.

Alice was of the opinion that it represented the Chinese
rain god, and was explaining to Harry, when suddenly
their attention was attracted by a loud pounding.

“What on earth is that®” exclaimed Harry, wheeling
about.

To their disgust he saw that the secret panel, which
had been standing open, was now closed,

Worst still, somebodv appeared to be in the act of
nailing it up on the other side.

“Trapped!” he exclaimed.

And it was so.

For when the pounding ceased, no effort of Harry’s was
sufficient to open the panel.

The secret joss house, it will be remembered, contained
no regular door.
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Harry and Alice looked at each other in disgust.

But their disgust was to give way to a fear inside of a
few moments.

For then smoke began to steal into the room.

They smell it first, but neither spoke.

At last they began to see it.

“Alice, we are up against it again,” said Harry, assum-
ing a calmness which he was far from feeling. “I de-
clare again that I never want to see you work on another
Chinese case.”

Just then 0Old King Brady was around at the Eliza-
beth street station ringing for an ambulance.

There was some little delay.

While the old detective waited for an answer from that
particular hospital, and to see if it was going to be neces-
sary to take the old Chinaman to another, he heard the
fire engine pass.

“What now!” exclaimed the sergeant.
in Chinkville.
week.”

“Another fire
If it is it will be the third inside of a

He got busy at his desk telephoning.

Presently he hung up the receiver and said:

“Brady, what number was that place of vours on Pell
street again?”’

0ld King Brady gave the number, anticipating what
was coming.

And it came.

“Well, you better get on the job and let me attend to
ihe ambulance. That’s where the fire is.”

He knew it, as we have said.

Knew it before the words were spoken.

A great fear came upon him, for now he felt that he
knew why all doors had been left open, and the stolen
papers strewn about on the joss house floor of the secret
joss house,

Faster time the old detective had not made in vears
than the time he made now between the Elizabeth street
station and that Pell street house.

And when he came in sight of it his worst fears were
realized.

Smoke was pouring out through the hall door, out of
the store windows on the first floor above the ~treet

And Harrv and Alice?

It needed neither priest nor prophet to tell Old King
Brady that it had all been a trick to entrap them, and
that Harry and Alice were prisoners in the secret joss
house beneath the burning building.

Using his detective ghield for what it was worth. Old
King Pradv pressed through the fire lines and vanished
in the cloud of smoke. 7

But however it wag all destined to end,
have to be admitted. _

Joss Honse Jim claimed to have dreamed that Old
King Brady found the missing papers in a cellar.

And in a cenar the old detective certainly had found
them.

But had he found all?

Had the Chinese, crook’s dream come out literally true?
That remained to be seen.

one thing will

CHAPTER X.
BOUXND FOR THE RAGING CANAL.

And all this happened on the afternoon of the day
when Walter Browning made his escape in the rain. °

It was beginning to rain even as Old King Brady
rushed into the burning honse, but as yet only a few drops
kad fallen, and the old detective was too much excited to

notice the fact.

He made his way into the cellar, and in spite of the
smoke succeeded in reaching the secret door '

The firemen were there.

They were a badly puzzled lot.

The smoke was coming in volumes from some source,
but they could find no fire.

TUsed as he was to Chinatown, the fireman in charge
suspected the existence of secret rooms below, but he
could find no entrance 4o them.

It took Old King Brady to cnlighten him on this point,
and this he speedily did.

The door opened, the rush of smoke drove all hands
back.

It was useless for” Old King Brady to risk his life in
remaining there.

He could not pass through the secret passage or down
the secret stairs as matters stood, and far from being of
any aszistance to the fireman, he was only in the way.

So he returned to fhe street and hurried around to the
Mott street entrance, thankful now that he had removed
the secret spring. B

But thisz had apparently not beneﬁted him muech.

The enemy had been ahead of him. i

The zecvet panel had been nailed up. '

That there had been a deliberate plot to burn the
Bradvs and the old Chinaman with them, there could be
no doubt.

But 0Old King Brady was not giving up so.

He got busy with his foot.

The secret panel opened inward, and had been nailed

| from the inside.

It took time and strength, but in the end Old King
Brady succeéded in kicking it in.

He could smell smoke now, but none was in evidence.

This time the racket 0ld King Brady had been making
was sufficient to arouze the attention of even the stolid
Chinese, and three joined him.

One could speak English, and recognizing the old de-
téctive, called him by name, asking what the matter was.

“Sec ret rooms—fire at the other end! People locked
in! cried Old King Brady. “Follow me if you will, but
if wou trv any tricks there will be a dead Chink befcre
vou have time to think twice.”

He hurried on, but the Chinamen did not follow him.

Soon he came to the smeke, but it was not so bad until
he approached the secret joss house.

Then he saw that he could go no further.

But he got near enough to see more than smoke.

Thegwall in which the secret panel was located had
burned away.

The interior of the place was all in flames.

Satisfied now that he had seen the last of his partners,
as, indeed, well he might Lo, Old King Brady beat a
hazty retreat.
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There had been no attempt- made 4o cut off his escape,
= and he gained Mott street unhurt.

“It all up with them,” he thought, “and it is all up|

'with me, too. I never shall survive it. The Brady De-
~tective Bureau closes its doors this very day.”

‘And he started on his return to Pell street with a.sink-
.ing heart. -

Meanwhile to see how it fared with the prisoners in the
:secret joss house, ‘

The case was certainly serious enough, and this both
-realized as soon as they found that the secret pamel had
been closed against them.

“Another sample of the way your yellow fiends work,
Alice!” exclaimed Harry, pointedly. “Who is right now?
1Is there not always danger in handling a Chinese case?”

“Hush, Harry!” she replied, calmly. “Don’t condemn
za~whole race for the work of an individual. We have
-white crooks on our book as well as yellow ones, I think.
' Get to work and try to find some way of escape.”

«I stand rebuked, and justly so,” said Young King
i Brady, and he wasted no time in talk after that.

The secret panel first claimed his full attention, but he

+300n saw that he could do nothing with it.

“The case is hopeless. There seems to be no other ocut-
Jet,” he groaned, “and even if there is one, by the time we
«can find it the jig will be up.”

“Let us try to arouse the old Chink!” cried Ahee
~*“If there is another outlet, he knows it, and he must be
‘made to tell”

They went at it together.

Certainly no Chinaman ever got a more strenuous
‘handling than the sleeper in the other reom received.

" #arey slapped him, sheok him, steod him on his feet
~<amd kicked him, but all-to no purpose.

Meanwhile the smoke had become so dense that they
»gould scarcely breathe.

“No go,” groaned Harry, dropping the old fellow back
-on the eot. “There don’t seem to be anything for it,
-Alice, except to sit down and calmly face our fate.”

- “None for me!” cried Alice. “Wait! I have an idea.”

She flew into the other reom, Harry after’ her.

“Lift the idol off that box!” cried Alice, after trying to
»de it herself.

‘Bat it was easy for Harry, and he placed it on the floor,
2Alice pulling the altar away.

sBehind it was a hole in the wall, through which 1o
‘smoke appeared to be issuing.

“As 1 supposed!” cried Alice. “Sometimes the Chinks
‘roake their idols talk, you know, and, of course, there
‘mast be a way for the priest to get inside, or at least be-
“hind them, to do the job. This is our avenue of escape,

~and we must take that old fellow with us.”

“If we can,” replied Harry, “but your life is not to be
«~andangered by so doing, you bet!”

He looked into the hole.

The opening was back about ten feet, and then there
“was a flight of secret stairs leading up. ™

“1 pmness we can do it,” he said, pulling out with his
flaghlight. - “At least I am willing to try.”

They returned and got the old man between them.

He was a mere bag of bones—no great weight.

By this time they were coughing and strangling.

It is ‘Boubtful if they could have endured the situation
five mminutes longer.

They got the old Chink through the hole and up the
stairs, whereithey founfl their sy barred by on irem door.

The smoke was as thick here by this time as it had been
in the secret joss house.

Harry tried the door, but there was no way of opening
it apparently, unless one had a key.

And they had it and did not know it!

Alice found it in the old Chinaman’s pocket.

Behind the deor was a narrow flight of stairs whieh led
up to a comfortably furnished room unoccupied.

“Thank heaven!” breathed Harry, as they laid the old
fellow down on a bed.

“T shouldn’t wonder a bit if this is his own room,”
said Aljce, “and that the second key you found in his
pocket fitted the door.”

It proved to be a fact about the key.

The door opened into a hallway.

All danger over now, Harry began to think abeut Old
King Brady.

“He will hear of the fire and think we have been
caught in it,” he said. “let us get right out and leok
for him.”

“And spoil our case by losing this man!” ecried Alice.
“I think not. T’ll stay right here. You go and look Mr.
Brady up.”

“I won’t, but, you can,” replied Harry. “You are right,
as usual, Alice. Go, and I’ll hold the fort.”

Alice went.

When she got down on the street she found that she
had come out of the house next door to where the fire
was.

Making her way through the fire lines, she started her
search.

But it was some time before she succeeded, though at
last she ran into the old detective coming out of the fire
lines.

One glance at his face was sufficient to show Alice
what anxious moments had been his.

By this time the fire was under control, and, as Alice
guessed, Old King Brady had just come out of the secret
joss heuse.

“Well! My dear girl!” he exclaimed, throwing up his
hands. “And Harry?”

“Is all right.”

“I guessed as much when I saw that hole in the wall
down there, and found vou all missing. You saved the
old Chink?”

“Yes, and have him safe.”

“Alive?”

“Just the same as when you left him.”

“Good! And the fire? Do you know its cause?”

“No more than you do, except that it cértainly must
have been a plot to do us up. They nailed up the secret
panel just as it started.”

Details were in order now, and then Old King Brady
followed Alice back to where they had left the old
Chinaman with Harry. ,

There was no change.

But there was no reason to believe that the old fellow
was in any danger, either. :



L3

THE BRADYS AND

“JOSS HOUSE JIM.” 23

0ld King Brady determined to cut out the ambulance,
which had not come up to the time he met Alice.

“Let us sit quietly here and await results,” he said.
“] agree with Alice that the old man probably had
charge of the joss house. Perhaps his would-be mur-
derers and ours will come here to look matters up. T’ll
arrest any Chinaman who enters this room.”

It was an idle threat, for none entered.

The Bradys and Alice sat there Watchmg and waiting;

until long after dark.

But before night closed in Old King Brady, who is not
without medical skill, announced positively that the old
fellow was certain to come around all right in the end.

“He knew his business when he said that beladonna
was the antidote,” the old detective declared.

At last, while sitting near the window, their attention
was attracted by a faint.moan.

They hurried to the bedside to find the old man awake
and looking at them.

His face wore an entirely. différent appearance now,
and he spoke in Chinese.

The conversation which now took. place between him,

and Alice was as follows:

“You are still with me?”

“Still with you... How do you feel?”

“Weary, but I am saved. That old man—4tell him. I
thank him. 1 owe my life to him.”

“He shall be told.”

“I see 1 am in my own room.

- “We brqught you here.
burned.”

“Burned! Then Hop Chu did: it.”

“Why should he want. to burn you?”

“He is a bad man; what you call a crock in English.
He is after hidden money. I knew too much. He did not
want me to have my share.”

“Tell me all about it.”

“Not now. I am too weak. Give me somethmg to
drink. Then I will tell you.”
“What shall we give you?”

The old fellow said sam-shu, which is Chinese rice

How came I here?”
The joss house has been

“brandy.

He also mentioned the important fact that there was
a bottle of the same in the closet.

Alice hastened to get it, and poured him out a liberal
dose.

Sam-shu is hot stuff, and it takes a white man with a
strong stomach to stand it.

Tt fixed old Hip Wing up in good shape all right, though,
and this was the time Alice got his name.

She got the whole story also, and it came bit by bit.

Old King Brady and Harry kept out of the way while

‘7 they were talking, feeling that a word or a movement

might turn the old fellow off and spoil all.

At last Alice came over to where they sat and said:

.“We want to go to Brooklyn right away. Go over and
speak a word to the old man, Mr. Brady. He has told me
everything. He feels very grateful to you.”

Angd accustomed to rely unhesitatingly on Alice’s judg-
ment, 01d King Brady did so.

But the old Chinaman could not speak a word of Eng-

-

lish, so the interview was not very satisfactory, yet the.
greatest gratitude was displayed.
The Bradys then pulled out into the rain.
“Where now, Alice?” demanded 0Old King Brady..
“Brooklyn. Nevins street, near Butler,” was the reply.. -
“Ha!” cried-Harry. “So we are bound for the ragimg:
canal.”

CHAPTER XI.
THE BRADYS COME UP WITH THEIR CHINESE CROOK.

The “raging canal” was where Walter Browning had-
got to with a vengeance.

He was in it not only with both feet, but:head under..

Yet, strange to say, Walter did not mind it a bit.

1t was not his first drep into the Gowanus Canal by.
many.

To look at this interesting water course from one of its-
many bridges one would scarcely suppose that even a boy.
would care to bathe in it, yet such is not the case.

From time out of mind boys have been accustomed:
to swim in that same dirty canal.

And Walter was one of them.

He had been born on the banks of the Gowanus Canal..

Until within two years he had always lived there. He-
knew every inch of thiz neighborhood.

"~ And this was what made him so much afraid of the- -
Neving street gang—he knew their ways too well.

Walter could swim like a duck. -

The water was decidedly cold, and ‘it served to revive-
him. :

He did not immediately rise, in fact he kept down just
as long as he could, swimrming -all the while.

When he came up finally there was no gang in sight.

They had given Walter up for drowned, and went
snenkmg back under the awmng by their favorite “gin.
roill” again.

Their kind travel in a very small world. They never-
like to wander far from home.

Coming to the surface, Walter looked over towards the-
lumber yard, and seeing. how the case stood, chuckled to-
himself.

“I’ve doubled on them all right,” he thought. ““Great:
Seott! I only wish I could go to the old house now!”

It was on the other side of the canal, and not so far-
away, but, alas! it was no longer Walter’s home.

Question now was what to do, and the mystery was soon-
solved, for looking around Walter spied an old-fashiomed
lighter lying at the wharf of Jenks & Popling’ brick-
vard, across the “creek,” as the Gowanus Canal is locaily
known

“Why, it’s the old €omet, surest thing,” thought the
boy.

Well he knew the lighter! Many a time had he dived
from its deck into that selfsame slimy stream.

“If Captain Charley is aboard, he’ll fix me off all right,”
thoughl Walter, and he struck out for the lighter, which
he gained in a moment.

Jumping up and seizing the low rail, he swung himself’
aboard as he had done many a time in days gone by.

It was raining in torrents, and there was nobody inevi-
dence on deck.

»
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Walter made his way to the little cabin and looked
down through the open door.

There sat a grizzled old German playing cards with
another man. N

It was Captain Charley Buddemann, whom he had
known since he was a little boy.

Walter staggered down the steps, for the same strange
feeling which had left him while in' the water had now
returned.

Captain Charley looked up from the game of pinochle.

“Vy vat de plazes! Vas dis Valter?” he cried.

“Qh, captain, help me!” gasped Walter.

It was all he could say.

A terrible faintness had come over him.

Then all at once everything grew black.

Walter had dropped unconscious at the old lighterman’s
feet.

% ® * * * *

Having temporarily disposed of Walter Browning, we
‘must again return. to the Bradys.

We find those noted detectives in one of the old-
fashioned hacks which hang’ around Chatham Square,
passing over the Brooklyn Bridge.

“And now let us have it, Alice,” said Old King Brady.
“Let us hear what the old Chink had to say to you. I
must confess I am all curiosity to know.”

“Well, then, here goes. It seems that when San Fran-
cisco burned the priests of the Jackson street joss house
were made the custodians of quite a sum of money by
various Chinamen, who had the idea that their ancestral
spirits would protect the joss house, and it could not
burn. Besides the money there were quite a lot of dia-
monds and other gems deposited with these men. Alto-
gether the value was considerable. Just how much our
old Chinaman dees not know. This money and the gems
were placed in a brass box, an ancient affair, which was
supposed to be under special guardianship of their gods.

“But the joss house did burn, and the priests, having
plenty of warning, got everything out. The brass box
was entrusted to one of their number whose name was
Dunk Fang. He was told to take it to a certain laundry
in another city. He never turned up there. Tor a long
time it was not known what became of him, but some six
weeks ago the priests received a letter from New York
signed by this man. It stated that he was very sick, and
that he had been insane for a long time, but had now re-
vovered his reason and that he believed himself to be
dying.”

“And the money and diamonds?” demanded Old King
Brady as Alice paused.

“Hold on, I am coming to that,” continued Alice.
had spent some of the money, but not much. The gems
he had disposed of. It appears that he loaded up with
opium until he went insane, and the letter went on to
state that on the n1ght he went crazy he had hidden the
brass box somewhere in Brooklyn, writing out a descrip-
tion of the hiding place, and then tearing it in half, as
-a Chinaman tears a laundry ticket. Half of this he gave
to an old Chinaman, who is.a priest. The other half he
kept. This to prevent anyone from getting the treasure,
and yet to preserve a record of its hiding place, I sup-
pose. However, it was the act of an insane man, and the

{(He

motive is not plain; anyhow the man was in the asylum
on Blackwells Island for a long time. When he came
out he went to a Chinese laundry on Nevins street, near
Butler, in Brooklyn, where he had friends. It was from
there he wrote the letter to a fellow priest enclosing the
half of the paper which he had left and telling that old
Hip Wing had the other half. The priests wrote to Hip
Wing and demanded the paper. Thig letter fell into the
hands of Hop Chu, a renegade priest, who was living with
Hip Wing, and he wrote to this Joss House Jim, telling
him all about the matter, and suggesting that he try to,”
get hold of the other half of the paper which the joss
house priests had, he being in San Francisco at the time.
The night Jim got this letter he broke into the new joss
house, nearly murdered one of the priests, and stole a lot
of the sacred papers. Among other things he got the half
sheet in question. Some of the papers he appears to have
destroyed. Those we found, which are highly prized by
the Chinese priests, he gave to his friend, Bat Dooley,
and started him for New York.

- “The idea was to use them as a bait to interest Hop
Chu and make him show up the half of the paper he and
Hip Wing were holding on to, as the old man supposes.
But Dooley was killed, and these papers were brought to
them by the Browning boy, to whom Bat Dooley gave
them. They held on to the boy and kept him drugged in
the secret joss house.”

“And why?” demanded Harry.
plicated, it seems to me.”

“It is complicated,” replied Alice, “and I don’t fully
understand it myself, but I can only give yow what I got.
Hip Wing was not inclined to talk much about the-boy,
but judged they used him as a sort of hypnotic subject
to describe the movements of Joss House Jim. They be-
lieve that certain drugs will produce that effect.” -

“Never mind about all that,” broke in Old King
Brady. “Where is the boy now?”

“Theyv sent him to this Jaundry to where we are going
now.” !

“All this is very com-

“To use him for the same purpose then?”*

“I suppose so. They have Joss House Jim there, too.
They tried to kill him, but that was done in rage. They
got wind of the fact that he had hired us to look after
those papers, and that is why they went for us.’

“But why was Jim so anxious about these other papers? ?
I don’t understand that,” said Harry.

“Nor do I, and as I can’t read them, I don’t know how
we are going to find out,” answered Alice, “but the fact
remains that the San Francisco joss house people regard
them of sufficient value to interest the Chinese minister
in the matter, and to offer $10,000 reward. Altogether
they probably form some rare religious treatise. The
Chinese set great store by their old books.”

“Like most Chinese business, it is one great big mud-
dle. Is Hop Chu supposed to be at this laundry?”

“That is what Hip Wing supposes.”

“Then the only thing’ we can do is to bust ahead and
gather in every Chink we find on the premises,” re-
marked Harry.

“That was my idea,” replied Alice,
are here now.”

“And you are quite right,” said Old King Brady.

“and that is why we
‘ “As
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for the papers which I have in my pocket now, mark my
words, we shall never know their real value, nor what they
really are. Hop Chu tries to destroy them, the Chinese
minister offers ten thousand for.them. Old, you say they
are, and probably therein lies their value. Beyond that
we are not going to get.”

They kept on until they reached the immediate neigh-
borhood of the laundry, where they left the hack and ad-
vanced on foot.

Turning into Nevis street, out of Butler, they saw the
sign E. How.

“Here we are,” said Alice.

Two Chinks were ironing in the front shop.

The Bradys entered withouf ceremony.

Flashing their shields, they pushed on into the back
room.

A Chinaman sprang up from a table where another
was sitting—a thin-faced man. There was another in a
bunk. :

“What want?” he demanded.

“You want him, Mr. Brady!” cried the man in the
bunk. “He is Hop Chu!”

“I want you all!” exclaimed Old King Brady.
you, too, Mr. Joss House Jim!”

The Bradys had come up with their Chinese crook.

“T want

CHAPTER XIL
CONCLUSION,
The Bradys rounded up Hop Chu and the thin-faced
man in the Butler street station that night.
Joss House Jim went in an ambulance to the Long
Island College Hospital, for he was now almost entirely
paralyzed and could not stand on his feet.

Now the best of us make mistakes at times.

In our humble judgment Old King Brady made a great
big one when he called out to Joss House Jim the way
he did when with Harry and Alice he broke into that
laundry.

For the Chinese croolx shut up like a clam after that,
and not a word could be got out of him.

It is our belief that if Old King Brady had acted dif-
ferently he would have learned all about Walter and the
paper. '

As it was, the two Chinks solemnly declared that they
had never heard of the boy.

Joss House Jim denied having seen him.

At the station Hop Chu was thoroughly searched.

The result was interesting.

For in a pocketbook which he carried was found a sheet
of thin brown paper which appeared to have been torn
from another. Tt carried divided Chinese characters like
a laundry ticket.

This was passed on to Alice, of course, and. she pro-
ceeded to examine it.

“This is what we want,” she exclaimed.

Hop Chu’s face was a study.

“Where is the other half?” Alice asked him in Chinese.

They talked for several minutes.

“He will tell nothing,” said Alice at last. “This paper
is signed by Dunk Fang, however. He say§ that man
committed suicide by jumping into the Gowanis Canal.”

4

“There was such a case,” put in the police sergeant.
“It happened about six weeks ago.”

“Hah!” exclaimed Old King Brady.
with Hip Wing’s story.
the paper, Alice?”

“Something,” replied Alice. “We will talk of it later.”

Soon after they left the station.

“Well?” demanded Old King Brady then.

“The paper is undoubtedly what we want,” said Alice.
“It mentions a brickyard kept by Jenks & Poplins. The
firm name is written in English.”

“There is such a firm located on the Gowanus Canal,”
said Old King Brady. ‘“What else?”

“It speaks of the brass box, and diamonds are alluded
to. The word hide is here. There can’t be any doubt
that it is the paper Hip Wing had.”

“0f course we can do nothlng more about it to-night,”
remarked Harry. “Pity we couldn’t have got next to Joss
House Jim. I am satisfied that he knows more than he
told.”

“Perhaps he did,” replied Old King Brady, “but cer-
tainly he did not hLave the paper, and the half we got
from Hop Chu seems to be all there is in evidence »

The rain had now ceased.

As Old King Brady was about to enter the hack in
which the,prisoners had been brought to the station, be
abruptly said to the driver:

“That coincides
Can you make anything out of

“Take us to Jenks & Poplins’ brickyard, street
and Gowanus Canal.” :
“Now what’s that for?” demanded Harry. *“What on

earth can we do at the brickyard to-night?”

They had entered the cab now, and were already under
way.

“Upon my word, I don't know,” replied Old King
Brady. “All I can tell you is that the notion suddenly
seized me to go tRere, and I am going.”

And on board the lighter Comet, lying alongside of that
very brickyard, was Walter Browning, the boy they
sought.

Walter’s swoon was short lived.

Captain Charley Buddemann, who knew the boy well
from Walter swimming off his lighter, promptly brought
him around with a good stiff swig of brandy.

“Vat in tunder pring you here mit noting on but your
yaller nightgown, . Valter?” he demanded. “Vas you
using dot for a bathing suit, den? I haven’t seen you
dese two years. Vat’s de matter mit you, anyvay? Got
der gramps?”

Walter had to do a lot of explaining.

“Now dot vas schust de strangest peezness efer I hear
tell about,” he said. “Led me see dot paper, Valter. I
vas anxious to know what it vas all apout.”

Walter produced the pellet.

It was not to be opened then, however.

But Captain Charley put the pellet in a pan, and the
pan on top of his little cook stove, where it soon dried out.

Meanwhile Walter had disposed of his pajamas and put
on some of Captain Charley’s old clothes.

As the captain happened to be a little man, and Walter
large for his age, they fitted fairly well.

The opening of the pellet was now in order.
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. It took tlme, but at last they got 11; spread out upon
- the table.

“They are sure enough Chinese letters,” said Captain
-Charley. “But say, Valter, you stop here on board a vile

till you get stronger. Time enough to-morrow to look up
- dis 0ld King Brady.”

He lay down in Capfain Charley’s bunk .and felll—

- asleep.

He was sleeping still-when seme hours later Captain
-Charley heard a carriage coming down the street to the
- canal.

It-was something so unusual that the old man went on
-deck to see what it was all about.

Now Captain Charley had not only heard of Old King
{Brady, but once he had seen that famous sleuth.

He saw him again now!

It -was -0ld 'King Brady who- first got out of the hack.

“A young man and a young lady followed.

““@an you bell me, my friend, if there is any watchman
-eemnected with this yard?” Old King Brady called.

“Come ride aboard!” roared Captain Charley. “You
-ape schust de man ve vant! Der poy.is here.”

““Boy, what - boy?’ demanded Old King Brady.

“Vat poy? Vy Valter Prowning, tobe:sure. Come ride
.avay, quick.”

"The Bradys boarded the lighter.

"No questioning was necessary.

“Fhe boy went right akead and explained.

Old King Brady saw at once that he was telling a
-ghrajght story,.and the production of the paper confirmed
~jt.

~8till greater was the old detective’s triumph now.

“This is as it should go,” he exclaimed. “Now, Alice,
.get -in your fine work.”

“What! Have you got the other half of the paper?”’
«cried Walter.:

“We certainly have,” replied Old King Brady, and he
‘went on to tell of the arrest of the Chinaman.

Meanwhile Alice was matching up the paper.

“Shalf 1 speak right eut?” :she asked Old King Bradv
by a secret sign of which the Bradys have a regular code.

“Yes,” was the reply.

“Well, then, this is all right. It is Dunk Fang’s state-
ment. It simply tells that feeling madness creeping over
‘him again, he decided to hide the:brass box in this brick-
‘yard. It is so rambling that I think he must have been
mad when he wrote it.” -

“Likely, seeing that he jumped into the ecanal and
-drowned himself immediately. afterward,” said Old King
Bmdy

“%Who you talk about'r’” demanded Captam Charley.
““De Chinee man vat gommitted suicide in de canal? I
‘vas de man vat found his bedy already yet.”

This was interesting, of course, but.what Alice had to
-say next was more to the point.

“I think that-if we can go into the brickyard with a
“lamfern I can locate the spot,” she said.

“Sure ting,” replied Captain Charley. “I haf a lantern.
‘Were vas no vatchman. All ve haf to do vas fo step
-ashere. But vat’s in dot box already?”

“Stolen money,” replied Old King Brady, “and after

it has been returned to its owners perhaps there may be
something coming to you in the way of a reward.”

This seemed to suit Captain Charley all right.

He got the lantern, and they all went into the brick-
vard.

Alice led~them to the south end.

Here there was an enormous pile of bricks up against
a fence.

But the pile did not quite touch the fence.

There was a ‘'space hetween above, while below to the

.

‘right of perhaps six feet, bricks had been placed close to

the fence.
- “I think if you will pull away those bricks, Mr. Brady,
you will find the box,” Alice said.

And find it they did, behind the bricks, which had evi-
dently been placed there by the insane Chinaman to plug
up the opening.

For there lay a queer oblong brass box with Chinese
characters engraved upon it—evidently Very old.

They did not open the box that night, but they did next
day, and found within money and diamonds. The total

‘value was nearly a hundred thousand dollars.

As the chief of the Secret Service Bureau wag still in
town, the Bradys turned box and papers over to him, and
they were taken to Washington.

And this was all the detectives ever knew about this
singular business, except that they duly received their
share of the $10,000 reward.

Be sure Walter Browning was:not forgotten.
With what:he got, added to Bat Dooley’s $500, the boy

- was able to establish himself in asnug little business.

Captain Charley:Buddemann got enough to buy himself
several new suits of clothes.

Joss House Jim died of paralysis within a week.

Hop Chu went to Sing Sing for attempted murder and
arson. The thin-faced man went with him. Old Hip
Wing was not disturbed.

The two Highbinders admitted that they had been hired
by Hop Chu to do up Harry, and they went up, too.

Alice wrote the Jackson street house in Chinese asking
for information about the papers, but she never received
a reply.

Thus even at the close there remained much that was
mysterinus about the case of “The Bradys and Joss
House Jim.”

THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS’ FATAL NIGHT;.or, THE
MYSTERY OF THE MAD SHERIFF,” which will be
the next number (561) of “Secret Service.”

—

SPECIAL NOTICE:—All back numbers of this week-
1y, except the following, are in print: 1 to 5, 6, 9, 13, 42,
46, 47, 53 to 56, 63, 81. If you cannet obtain the ones
you want from any mewsdealer, send the price in money

.or postage stamps by mail to FRANK TOUSEY, Pub-

lisher, 24 Union Square, New York City, and you will

-reeeive .the copies you order by return mail.



SECRET

SERVICE.

SECRET SERVICE

NEW YORK, OCTOBER 15, 1909.

TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS

Single Copies .05 Cents
One Copy Three Months .65 Cents
One Copy Six Months.. $1.25

One Copy One Year..........ccovvvviiiiiacniiinne, erreesens $2.50

Postage Free.

HOW TO SEND MONEY—At our risk send P. 0. Money Order, Check,
or Registered Letter; remittances in any other way are at your risk.
We accept Postage Stamps the samne as cash. When sending silver
wrap the Coin in a separat® piece of paper to avoid cutting the envel-
ope. Write your name and address plainly, Address letters to

SiNcLaTR TouseY, President Frank Tousey, Publisher
@xo. G, Hasrives, Treasurer
24 Union: Sq., New York

ITEMS WORTH READING.

Mount Etna, the volcano that rises above the cities and
towns of Sicily, not only supplies them with land on which
to grow their vines and olives, with sulphur out of which
to draw profit in trade, but, strange as it may seem, with
snow to cool their drinks and keep their fruits fresh in the
summer. The annual snow crop is being gathered now. The
crest of Etna, which rises to a height of 10,760 feet, is thickly
covered with snow in winter. This snow gathers in narrow,
deep ravines to a thickness of fifteen or sixteen feet. In the
spring these deep drifts are carefully covered with a layer of
ashes. These natural storehouses of snow are situated in
many places above the 5,000 foot level, far beyond the culti-
vated regions, and are looked after by special guardians., They
belong to the Archbishop of Catania, whose dominion in-
cludes all the higher parts of the volcano.

The Austrian battleship Radetski, which is to be launched
" at San Marco, near Trieste, shortly, is one of four ships
which are said to possess several unusual features, among
them being an elaborate double-bottom arrangement, which,
it is said, will render them practically unsinkable by torpedo
explosions, and an extensive system of watertight compart-
ments. Rolling in a seaway will be almost eliminated by an
‘arrangement which is kept strictly secret. Every vital part
is sheathed in armor, the armor of each vessel representing a
total weight of 3,070 tons. The pumps are capable of deal-
- ing with 2,400 tons of water per hour. Eight steam and two
hand pumps represent the fire installation. Fresh bread will.
be supplied daily to the crew from the well-equipped bake-
houses on board. Steam will be raised by twelve water-tube
boilers of the Yarrow type, fitted with Howden's artificial
draft arrangement. Four main and four auxiliary pumps will
supply the boilers. The special machinery for distilling is

able to supply 160 tons of pure water every twenty-four hours.
Another unique feature is the special breech mechanism of
the 12-inch guns (four in number) adapted to the use of
brass cartridge cases, which will be the first to be used with
guns of this caliber. .

“A Chinaman will live on what a Frenchman throws away;
a Frenchman will live or what a German throws away; a
German will live on what an Englishman throws away; an
Englishman will live on what an American throws away.”
We are the most wasteful people in the world. This, says a
writer, is so much the better for those who deal in our waste.
The humble junk business, the trade of unconsidered trifles,

t rather to the neglect of the rest of the guests.

has prospered in America more than in all other countries.

In Boston lives a dealer who has accumulated more than a.
million dollars; several of his competitors could sign cheeks -
in six figures. The leading dealer in Providence, who handles -
nothing but scrap-iron, is worth half a million. Philadelphia .
has two junk millionaires and a cluster of.near-millionaires..
One of these Philadelphia dealers has half a million invested
in buildings and equipment alone. Ground in New York: is .
too costfy for many large warehouses or iron yards, and mest
of them are located. in New Jersey. Scattered over that State -
are a. dozen dealers who have made fifty, one: humndred, tweo
hundred, five hundred thousand dollars from that which the
metropolis has thrown away. One of these New Jersey dealers .
recently bought the greatest “lot” of junk ever handled im
the world’s history—the old iron and refuse which the Fremweh
abandoned at Panama. The original cost of this material
was about twenty million dollars. What was the tune: ef the -
mere song he paid for it, or how much he has made by selling .
off the scrap-iron and metal, no one has ever dared. to. esti- -
mate.

P @~ 4

WITH THE FUNNY FELLOWS.

“Tell me,” sald the lovelorn youth, “what’s the best way -
to find out what a woman thinks of you?” “Marry her,” re-
plied Peckham promptly.

Grocery Drummer (in cross-roads store)—That vemerable -
fossil who just went out must be one of the oldest settlers
around these parts, isn’t he? Storekeeper—Setiler be durned!
Why, he ain’t yet settled fer the suit he was married in, nor-
nuthin’ sinee!

Little George Washington had just told the corner garg:
about the cherry tree incident. “Aw, but why didn’t you keep -
mum an’ let de old man prove his case?” asked Fatty Smith.
“Father is there too strong with that old third-degree thing!” -
said the wise Georgie, giving a few imitation “ouches!”

From the classroom occupied by the roughest boys in the-
Sunday-school came a great uproar. The secretary in the next
room went in to investigate. Complete silence followed the
opening of the classroom door. “Have you got a teacher?”
“No.” *“Do you want one?” “No.” “Then be quiet or you'll
get one.” Result—comparative peace.

He (desperately)—Tell me the truth. Is it not my poverty
that stands between us? She (sadly)—Y-e-s. He (with a ray
of hope)—I admit that I am poor, and so, unfortunately, is -
my father, but T have an aged unclé who is very rich, and &
baghelor. He is an invalid and cannot long survive. She (de- -
lightedly)—How kind and thoughtful you are! Will you in-
troduce me to him?

A visitor to one of the hotels at Car_.bad, Germany, tells the -
story of a gentleman to whom the servants and the proprietor -
paid the most profound attention. He was royally treated,
Every time he
came out of the hotel door a strip of green carpet would be -
rolled down in front of him, and the attendants would take off
their caps and bow in the most deferential and obsequious
manner. Neither the visitor thus so strangely honored nes-
the other guests could make out what this deference meamnt.
At last some one looked in the printed register, or “kurgast’
liste.” There was the entry: “James the 1st, King of Buf--
falo, N. Y.” It was the native printer’s rendering of the-
American’s name—James I. King, Buffalo, N. Y.
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THE CRUISE OF THE DOLPHIN.

- By JOHN SHERMAN.

f\Iettie Dare sat on the gray rock beside the sea, wétching
the long swell as it came in from the ocean, and singing the
old song:

“He broke the token, and half he gave to me,
‘While the other’s rolling—while the other's rolling
At the bottom of the sea.”

The maiden who sung that old, old song of love and con-
stancy was beautiful; young and fresh, with abundant hair,
lustrous black eyes, and lips which seemed to ask for kisses.

So thought the yonug sailor, Ned Valton, as he leaped down
from the rocks, and stood beside her.

“Will you take a token from me, Nettie?” he said, tenderly.
“I1. too, am going across the sea.”

“Ned!” she cried. “Where did you come from?”

“[ just dropped in,” replied the gay young sailor, passing
his arm about her waist. “I have only a little while to slay,
my darling, but that will be long enough to tell you that I
love you better than any creature on the earth.
as mate this trip, and I hope, when I come home, that the
owners will think I have done well enough to make me cap-
tain. And if they do your father will give you to me, for the
captain of a whaler is a2 great man in Dundee.”

“But three years is a long, long time, Ned. I'd sooner see
you follow any other vocation than the sea.”

“It’s the best I can do, dear girl. I've been a sailor since I
was big enough to lift a marline-spike, and I shall be a sailor
il T die.”

He took a small gold ring from his finger,
pieces with his knife, and gave her one.

“Keep it, Nettie,” he said, “and on the day when you get it
back you may know that the hand that held the token is eold
in the dust or under the sea. Then you may bid good-by for-
ever to your sailor-lover, and look for another. I don’t want
fo hamper you, my girl. If, when I am gone, you find another
you care for more than poor Ned Valton——*

“Ned!”

“I won’t say what I was going to say ,then. I believe that
yaa are true to the core, dear girl, and, indeed, I never doubted
you. But I must say good-by, for the Dolphin has set the sig-
nal to recall the boats, and it won’t be long before the anchor
is off the bottom. One kiss, my darling, and then a long good-
by.” . ,

He clasped her in his arms, and their lips met in a long and
tender Kiss.

At this moment they heard a hissing laugh, and starting
quickly, Ned Valton saw a man in seaman’s garb standing
ugpon the rocks above, and looking down at them.

“I don’t like to interfere, Ned, old boy,” said the man, “but
we must make the best of this wind. Go down to the “Ship”
and find the second mate, and go o the boat. I'll stroll along
the shore, and get there as soon as you.”

It was Captain Saul Wilson, of the ship Dolphin—a success-
ful captain, one who never went upon the whaling-grounds
but that he filled up before the rest of the fleet—a man who
never lost a ship, and who made money for his owners,

“I'll go, captain,” said the young man. “Nettie and I have
made a bargain, and if I come back, after doing good work,
and the owners give me command of the new ship they are
going to build, she is to be my wife. Kiss me again, Nettie;
Saul knows that we love each other.”

Again he pressed her to his heart, and then tore himself
away.

and cut it in two

I'm going out|

“Take her home, Captain Saul,” he said. “I—I can’t stay.”

He sprang over the rocks and disappeared, and Captain Saul
gave Neitie his arm.

She took it, and as she walked along the shell-strewn beach
she looked up again and again into the weather-beaten face of
Saul Wilson.

It was not a bad face, but that of a man who had suffered
in secret.

His eyes, even now, had a dreamy look, and he kept them
steadily turned away from her.

For he loved her,

He dared not look at her, for she loved Ned Valton and he
feared for hlmse’lf‘

Once or twice the thought came to pim:

+if he should die; if ar}ything should happen to him on the
vovage!"

But he drove the thought out of his heart, and when they

.came near the cottage of old Captain Dare, he hade her good-

by as an elder brother might have done, and hurried down to
the boat, which lay there in waiting with only three men in it.

Two hours later the anchor was hove, the head-sails filled,

and the Dolphin hove away on her distant voyage.
Long months had passed, and again we see the Doiphin.
She is on the sperm-whale fishing-grounds, and a look at
her is enough to show that she has seen service.

On either side of the ship a strange object is suspended, the
head of a gigantic sperm-whale, and the men are working in
the great cells, scooping out the rich sperm from the depths.

“I'd like to get rid of these heads as soon as we can, cap-
tain;” said Ned Valton. *“I don’t like the look of the sky.”

Saul Wilson cast a gloomy look to leeward, and saw that a
storm was brewing.

“Iet it come,” he said, in a surly tone. *I think sometimes
it would be hetter for me if the next storm sent the Dolphin
to the bottom. Blame it, why do you stand staring at me?
I'd have you know that you've got a man to deal with, Ned
Valton.”

“I used to think so, Saul,” said Ned, sadly.
this voyage must come to an end some time.”

“Do ypu want me to send you forward among the men?”
cried the captain, fiercely. “By goodness, I'll do it if you don’t
look out. I won’t stand a sea-lawyer, you know.”

Ned went forward without a word. He did not undersiand
all ths,

From the moment the ship had rounded Cape Horn Saul
Wilson had begun to show his ha,%red of the man who had been
his friend.

Nothing he could do was right, and the captain repeatedly
interfered with him in the line of his duties, where no cap-
tain who has any respect for his fist mate will interfere.

*I wish you would speak to the captain, Benton,” said Ned,
as he passed the second mate in the waist. “I don’t know
what has come over him lately. I try to do my duty like a
man, but, do the best I can, it is impossible to satisfy him.
He has made the ship a hell to me, and I can’t stand it much
longer.”

“I domn’t understand it, either,” said Benton.
you done to him?”

“Nofhing whatever. He has acted in this way for nearly a
year. All I can say is, when we get to Honolulu I leave the
ship. But there is a storm brewing, and if it strikes us be-
fore the heads are gone, 1 wouldn't give a penny for our lives.”

At this moment the captain, who had been glaring at them
from the quarter-deck, cried out to the first mate:

“Why don’t you move, you Valton? Start those men livély.”

Ned made no reply, but went to the rall and spoke to the
men in a low voice.

They loved him, and there was not a man among them who

“Well—well,

“What have



SECRET SERVICE.

29

would not have worked his fingers to the bone for the young
mate. They sprang to their work with a will, and the work
was nearly done, when even the captain saw that they could
wait no longer.

“Stand by to cut away!” he cried. “The gale will catch us
if we don’t look out. Lively there with your axes.”

The men saw that the storm was rolling up with frightful
rapidity, and the blows of the axes fell fast.

A moment more and the two great heads went plunging
down into the sea, and the men sprang out to set the storm-jib
and stya-sails.

Scarcely had it been done, and the sails drawn up to tight
leach, when the gale struck her, and the Dolphin went over on
her beam ends ag if smitten down by the hand of a giant.

The men at her side let go over, and the ship slowly righted
and went off before the wind with frightful speed.

All was enveloped in utter darkness now, and Benton, who
had missed Ned Valton from his side, called to him, but he was
gone! .

“Heavens, captain!” cried the second mate.
board!”

Saul Wilson uttered a terrible ery, and glared at the water
with widely-dilated eyes.

“I killed him!” he cried. “I am a murderer, do you hear? I
killed him as surely as if I had brained him with an axe!
Confound the darkness; but for that I'q save him vet!”

He sprang to the rail and looked out, and, raising his power-
ful voice, sent it ringing out across the sea.

A feeble shout from. astern told that Ned was there.

“Throw her up into the wind!” screamed the captain.
with her, if it takes every stick out of her!
is with me to save that poor fellow?”

Four men quickly manned a boat, and the captain sprang
into the stern-sheets.

The crew worked at the falls, and scarcely had the boat
touched the water when the oars dropped together, and the
boat shot away from the ship into the black n‘ght beyond.

Again the captain hailed, and the feeble voice replied, far
ahead:

“Pull, my men, pull! A hundred pounds to every man in the
boat if we save him. Lift her, my boys; start every plank and
stretcher, but pull. Brace up, Ned—we are coming!”

“Ned is over-

“Up
Now, them, who

As he spoke a red light flashed from the bow of the ship, and
a Dblood-red glare fell upon the sea.

Benton was burning red fire to show them where the voung
mate was.

Then they saw him rising . upon the crest of a mighty wave
and again sinking from sight, but struggling manfully to keep
afloat. '

Then from the ship arose a resounding shout; the drown-
ing man took heart and struggled manfully; but, weighed down
Dy his heavy clothing, he was nearly spent, and all at once
they saw him throw up his hands, and with the name of the
girl he loved upon his lips, go down in the dark water.

Then, in the glare of the red fire, they saw the captain rise
in the stern-sheets and plunge headforemost into the water.

A moment of wild suspense, and then the head of Saul Wil-
son appeared above the waves, and a wild shout went up as
they saw that he bore upon omp arm the form of the young
mate.

A moment more and they were in the boat and pulling to-
wards the ship.

Angd that night, when Ned lay in his bunk, the captain came
in and told him how he had loved Nettie for five years, and
how his passion drove him nearly mad; but his good angel
trinmphed, and three years after, when Ned Valton and Nettie
were married, Saul Wilson said amen to the prayer for their
happiness with a fervent heart. i ’

He never married, but all through life they had no better
friend than the captain of the Dolphin,

DROWNING IN GOLDEN SAND.

C. F. De.Jersey-Grut and L. Simpson, both of Sydney, Aus-
tralia, are traveling on pleasure through the United States.

Mr. Simpson has had an experience that does not often fall
to the lot of man—of being nearly drowned in gold.

And it happened in this wise, he says:

“I was in New Zealand about a year ago, and was down in
the southern part of the place. There is a river there, named
the Zaldas, and a very peculiar river it is in a good many
ways. It is remarkable for the strength and swiftness of its
current in the mountains, and it goes underground for a space
of about a mile in its middle course. But the chief of its pe-
culiagrities is the gold-bearing quicksand to be found near its
mouth. There is about a mile of the river there, where it
spreads out, that is full of quicksand, and for a good distance
this sand is full of gold. It assays as high as $1,200 a ton, anad
is, of course, a very valuable thing. TUntil recently there was
no known way of utilizing this gold, but about a year ago a
new method was found whereby the gold could be extract-
ed.

“Well, I wa$ near there, with a party of friends, camping
and shooting and fishing. The first night I rode out on my
horse down the river to see some people that lived on a farm
near the mouth ¢f the river.

“There was a light wind blowing at the time, and it blew
my hat all of a sudden from my head, and out into the stream.

“1t floated down slowly, and I rode on the bank and followed
and watched it.

“I thought that it would soon come near the bank and then
I would be able to go out and get it by making my horse wade
in the stream.

“1 had not heard of the quicksand.

“Pretty soon it did not come near the bank, and I urged the
animal out into the river.

“The horse would not go. however, and neighed loudly when
brought near the water.

“After I had made repeated efforts to get the horse out into
the stream, I gave it up, and then thought that I would wade
out and get the hat myself.

“It was close to the bank, and the river did not look very
deep.

“So I jumped off the horse and into the stream, and then in
an instant I knew what was the matter with the animal. For
] had siruck the quicksand.

“It was the place where the gold is most to be found, and
that sand there is worth lots of money, but it did not seem to
make any difference to me whether it was gold I was sinking
in or just plain sand. -

“Tt rose higher and higher on me, and I felt that it was
surely the end.

“But the luck was with me, and I was pulled out by a chante
passerby on a horse, who threw a lariat over my shoulders.

_“I thought that I was surely being cut in two by the lariat.

“But I was not, and [ was pulled out after a while and got
over my scare.

“That sand where I was is now worth millions of doilars,
and I was literally drowning in gold, but it wasn’t any fun, I
can tell you.”
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_ MESMERISM.
Ne. ¥i. HOW TC MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-
ved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
ses by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing, By Prof, Lee
#Rgge Koch, A. C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc.

PALMISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TG DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
Pegved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
A full explanation of their meaning. _ Also explaining phrenology.
Pﬁ the key for telling character by the bumps on tbhe head By
! Hugoe Koch, A. C. 8. Fully illustrated 4

HYPNOTISM. )

Wa, 83. HOW TG HYPNQOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-

Bisactive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Alse

tslaining the most approved methods which are employed by the
F38ing hypnotists of the world By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.8.

® - SPORTING. o
We. 2i. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most compiete
Susfing and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
Mpuceions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing.
Y er with descriptions of game and fish. :
Ne, 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully
llostrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
il ingtructions are given in this little book, together with ic
Naruetions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
YWe. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
oomplete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses
business, the best horses for the read, also valuabie recipes for
ses pecaliar to the horse
No. 48 HOW TO BUILID> AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy
k for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
sg:vd. the most popular manver of sailing them. Fully illustrated
v Q. Stansfield Hicks.

o FORTUNE TELLING. ‘
1, NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—
#onoaining the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean
g of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms. ceremonies.
™ad ~urious games of cards. A complete book.

Ma 28. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreains,
dwomn the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
Taas he, explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
Mag wolucky Jdays, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.
N 28, HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirons of
weeing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
coisery. wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
Sk Buy one and be convinced. Tell your awr fortupe. Teli
%fm,‘nrtune of your friends. ; ) ]

. Wa. 76, HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Ponraming rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hang,
i the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future eveniz

; #id of meles. marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Andersorn.

T ~_ ATHLETIC. .
~We. 8. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving fuli in-
ction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
rizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good,
ithy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
'ome strong and Lealthy by following the instructions coptained
this little book.

_No. 100 HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made eass
Montaining over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the dirfer
i@t positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
¥aese useful and instrustive books, as it wiil teach you how te hox
rithout ay instructor.

No. 25 HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full
%ructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
f#mbracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.,
€\ handy :and useful book.

Wo..34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
mng and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery.

ribed with twenty-one praectical illustrations, giving the best
pesitisas ta fencing. A complete hook.

TRICKS WITH CARDS.

Wa

e 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing | bod

Beplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable

9 card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring

@eigat-of-hand; of tricke involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of

opeisliy prepsred cards By Professor Haffner. Tllustrated.
-

No. 72, HOW ‘TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—BEm-
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with i3
lustrations. By A, Anderson,

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDY.—
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurerg
and magiciang. Arranged for home amusement Fully illustrated

MAGIC. Lt

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instruct.

No. 22, HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The onix
authentic explanation of second sight.

No. 43, HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.—Containing s
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before ths
public. Also tricks with cards. incantations, ete.

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing aves
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemiecals
By A Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. ] ‘<

No. 69, HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing oveg
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contaim
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

No, 70. HOW TQO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing fuli
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kicds By
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. ]

No. 73. HOW T0O DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By &
Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO_BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats. etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson,

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a cem-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hawud

together with many wonderfu! experiments By A Andersos,
Ilustrated
MECHANICAL.
No. 29, HOW T0O BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy

should know how inventions originated. This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
pneumatics, mechanics, ete. The most instrictive book published,

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing fuli
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; tcgetber
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Ful?
directions how te make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, A%olian Harp, Xylo
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient op
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon 8. Fitzgerald.
for twenty years bacdmaster of the Roval Bengal Marines.

No. 59, HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of the lantern, together with its history and inventior:
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomei:
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 7. HOW 79O DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containtug
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricke.
By A Anpderson Fully illausrrated.

LETTER WRITING.

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com
plete little book, containing fuli directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

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

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.--
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjecta;
also giving sample letters for instruction. i

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
y you wish to write to. Every voung 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 subjecty
also rules for punctuation and composition. with specimern letters
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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 as,ﬂortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end meu jokes., Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur show.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundvums, etc, of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, bumorist, and practical joker of

. the day. Every bov who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediate

No., 79. HOW TO BECO’\IE AN ACTOR.—Cortaining com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scemc Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 8. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the Ilat-
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
?ogvers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
ished

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
sh, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular

- cooks.
No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
everybody, boys, girls, men .and women; it will teach you how to

make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for makmg Electric Toy S, Batterxes,
ete. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
’amxng full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coxls. dynamos. and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. Bennett, Fully illustrated.

No 67 HOW T0 DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

’ ENTERTAINMENT

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy readmg
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published. and there’s millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc.. suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any hook published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and rﬂgulatlons of billiards, bagatelle,
baokgammon croquet. dominoes, e

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUVDRU\IS —Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52 HOW T0O PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums. with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE. -

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about.. There’s happmess in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
afarmg to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and

the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS
~~Containing the most popular selections in .use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
%itk many standard readings.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing fous-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to becomd
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems frome
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the moss
simple and concise manner possible, @

No. 49, HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de>
bates, outlines for debates. questions for discussion, and the bes®
sources for procuring inforn{s.tion on the questions given.

SOCIETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are
fully explained by this litt.2 book. Besides the various methods of
hardkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and yourng. You cannot be happy
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrue-
tions in the art of dancmg, etiquette in the ball*room and at parties,
gow to dress, and fuli directions for calling off in all popular square

ances,

No, 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, gnmg sensible advxce, rules and etiquetts
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not geme
erally known

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Contaiuing full instruction in the
art of dvessing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving tho
selections of colers, material. and how to have them made up

No. 18. HOW T0 BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the worla.
Everybody wishes to, know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. 'Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and
containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canaly, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POT LTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illue
trated. By Ira Drofra

No. 40. HOW TO MAKF‘ AND SET TRAPS.—Including hinte
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birda.
%Iso how to cure skins. Uopiously illustrated. By J. Harringtom

eene.,

No. 50. HQW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preservmg birds, arimals and insects.

4. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com-
plete mformat\on as to the manner and method of raising, -eepin
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; aiso giving fu
instructions for making cages, ete. Fully explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eves

published. .
MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and iz
structive book, giving a comp':te treatise on chemistry; also eg-
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and -
rections for making ﬁreworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thip
book cannot he equa

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fom
making all klnds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc.. etc.

No. 8%, -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing fulf
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 Princs

0. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. —A wone
derfu] book. containing useful and practical information in tho
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
fa Im11€' Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Cox-

-Hllan

‘taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging

of stamps and coins, Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETE_CTIV .—By Old King Bra
the world-known detective, In which he lays down gome va uab
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates soe adventursd
and experiences of well-known detecti

No. 0. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER —Contaig-
ing useful information regarding the Camera’ and how to work its
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othe.
:{xl;ansparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W-

ney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain adnpttancﬁ
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Posi
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire DPpartment and all a boy shouls:
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and ertten by Lu Senarens, authos
of “How to Become a Naval Cade

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in
structions of how to gain admission to the napolis Nava!
Academy. Also containing the course of imstruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy.
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to
West Point Military Cadet.”

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR .25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.

@
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“PLUCK A

ND LUCK”

CoNTAINING ALL KINDS oF STORIES

Covorep COVERs
585 The Boy Contractor; or, How He Built a Railroad. By
Jas. C. Merritt.

686 “Young Thomas-T”;
Berton Bertrew.

687 From Printer to President; or, The Boyhood of a Great
Statesman. By H. K. Shackleford.

588 Jack, Jerry and Joe; or, Three Boy Hunters in the Adi-
rondacks. By Allan Arnold.

or, The Fortunes of a Bell Boy. By

32 Pages

Price 5 CENTS

589 Washington No. 1; or, The Fire Boys of Graydon.
Ex-Fire Chief Warden.

590 That Boy Bob; or, The Diamond that Came by Express.

By Richard R. Montzomery.

591 The Gun Boat Boys; or, Running the Batteries of Vicks-
burg. By Gen’l. Jas. A. Gordon. .
592 A Star at Sixteen; or, The Boy Actor’s Triumph. By

By

“FAME

AND. FORTUNE

WEEKLY™

CoNTAINING STORIES OF Boys WHO MakE MoNEy.

“nrorenp Covers.

201 From Farm to Fortune; or, The Boy Who Made Money
in Land.

202 Ragged Rob of Wall Street; or, $50,000 From a Dime.

203 The Boy Railroad Magnate; or, The Contract that Brought
a Million.

204 Dandy Dick, The Boss Boy Broker; or, Hustling for Gold
in Wall Street.

205 Caught by Cannibals;
Fire.

or, The Treasure of the Land of

32 Paasms.

Pricr 5 CENTs.

206 The Little Operator; or, Cornering the *“Bears” of Wall

Street.
207 Air Line Ed; or, Building a Telegraph Line.
208 A Boy of the Curb; or, The Secret of a Treasure Note.
209 From Foundry Boy to Steel King; or, The Rise of a-
Young Bridge Builder. Py e . ;
210 The Missing Box of Bullion; or, The Boy Who Soived »

‘Wall Street Mystery.
211 Claim No. 7; or, A Fortune From a Gold Mine.

“WILD WEST WEEKLY”

T

CoLorep COVERs.

858 Young Wild West Corraling the Road Agents; or, Arietta
: and the OQutlaw’s Bride,
8569 Young Wild West Facing His Foes; or, The Shake-Up at
Shiver Split.

A MagaziNE CONTAINING STORIES, SKETCHES, ETC., OF WESTERN Lrrs.
32 Pages.

[
Price 5 Cmm.

362 Young Wild West’s Rifle Duel; or, Arietta’s Cross Fire.

13'63 Young Wild West and “Domino Dick”; or, The Bronchc

Buster’s Bad Break.

360 Young Wild West Stopping a Stampede; or, Arietta and | 364 Yourg Wild West Trapping the Horse Thieves; or, Ari-

the Cow Girls.

361 Young Wild West’s Hottest Trail;
the Desert.

or, The Gold Cache of

etta’s Quick Work.
365 Young Wild West and the Choctaw Chief; or, The Hidden
Valley and the Lost Tribe.

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 from this office direct.

&
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Price 5 cents.

526

5 The Bradys Chasing a Conviet ; or,

3 lhe Bradys and “Uld Never Seen’™ ; or, The Maun With the Green

3 The Bradys After Mysterious Mr. B

; The DBradys and the Hidden IRRoom; or, Tracing a Mysterious
Clew.
The Bradys in the Secret Tunnels: or, Masks and Mystery in the

O The DBradys’ Chase for a Penny : or, Convicted by a Coin.

SECRET SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

32 Pages.

LATEST 1SsUES: ‘
The Dradys After the 'lrisco "Dips™; or, The Sharpest Crooks
in the West. .

The Bradys and the Yellow Doy; or, The Mpystery of a Night
1Iawk Cab.

The Liradys and the Queen of Pell Street; or, The Ilidden Hut
in Chhuatown,

The Dradys' Gold Vault Clew: or, Who Killed Treasurer Black?.

The Dradys and the Lactory Iiends: or, The Clew FFound in the !
Dark.

The DBradys on a Death Ship; or, The Secret of the “Seven
Sisters.”

The Biradys and Little Ah Chin; or, The Secret Dens of China-
town.

Betrayed by a I'hotograph.
The DBradys and the Iorged Check; or, The Shadow on
Shades.

‘The DBradys After
Crimson Clew.
The DBradys Under Suspicion: or, Detective Work for a Poor Girl.
The Bradys and the Chinese ldol: or, Tne Ciew Lound in Pell
Street
‘The Dradys and the Torn Shoe: or, Convicted by a Llootprint.
‘The Bradys and the Death Cry: or, The Mystery of Red CIliff.

the

the Tattoved Man: or, Runuing Down a

Glasses.

The DBradys’ Frozen Clew ; or. Solving a (old Ntorage Mystery.

The Bradys and the Chinese Drug Dealer: or, The our Mysteri-
ous Nkulls.

or, Traced by a Torn Let-
ter.

The Bradys and the Magic Ring: or, The Case of the Hindoo Con

urer.

Thjé? firadys and the Severed IIand: or, The Clew IFound in the
Sewer.

The Bradys After ‘Silent Smith" : or, Trailing a Dumb Crook.

The Bradys and the Broken Bank Lock: or, Bold Business in
Brooklyn,

The Liradys after the Chinese Tong I'iends: or,
on Mott Street.

The Bradys and the Fatal Footprint; or, The
to Death.

The Bradys and the Black Shadow : or, Lost in

The DBradys” $20,000 Case; or, The Detectives’

The DBradys and the Veiled Picture:; or,
Silence.

The 5:rudys and No, 775; or, The Messenger Iloy Who Was Rob-
be

The Secret Cellar
Trail Which Led

Dismal Swamp.
IFight for a Life.
Sentenced for Life to

The Dradys and the Five Jars: or. Dead for Twelve llours.

Ghetto.
one Bradys and 3-4-6-9 : or, Trapping the IJank Burglars’ League,
The Bradys and the Boy Detective; or, Tracked by a Branded

Arm.

The Iiradys after the Midnight Men; or, The Error that Cost a
Life.

The Bradys and the Yellow Prince; or, The Drug Fiends of China-
oW1,

TlLe lLiradys and the Broken Pool Ball: or, The Strange Case of a
Dead Man.

The Bradys and the “White Terror”; or, Lost in a Secret Maze. I

Colored Covers.

527

D2
02

230
231
332
833
o34
535

Hd8

5 The Iiradys and the Diamond Dagger;

Issned Weekly

The Bradys and the Katal Despatch; or, The Mystery of Iive
words.

The DBradys Tracking a Stolen Ruby : or, After a Gang of Thieves.

1he Braays and the Boy Shadower; or, A Very llard Case to
Solve.

The DBradys' Cunning Plot; or, Trapping the River Pirates.

The Bradys and Quong Lee; or, The Dog-faced Man of China-
town,

The Bradys and the Broken Handcuff; or, The Hunchback of the
id Red tlouse.

The Bradys Working for a Life; or, Exposing a Great Iraud.

The Bradys and the Newsboy: or, Saved from the State Prison.

The Dradys. After the DBeggars and Beats: or, The King of
Misery Hall -

The DRradys and the Doisoned Ring; or, Trailing a Shadow
(ang.

The Dradys at Deadman's Curve; or, Solving a Mystery of Union
Square.

The Bradys and the PPawn Ticket: or, The 0ld Maniac’'s Secret.

The Bradys ‘Trailing a Chinese Giant; or, The “Strong Arm”
Men of Mott Street. Lo .

The Bradys and the King of Rogues; or, Working Up the Dalton
(ase

The Bradys® Top Floor Clew; or, The Mystery of a Tenement
ITouse.

The Bradys and the Broken Clock; or, The Secret of Ten Minutes
to Ten.

The Dradys IFighting the Gold Coiners: or. On the Trail of the
Black land.

The DBradys and the 0Old Miser: or, The Secret of the Blue Room,

or., The Mystery of a
Missing Girl.

The DBradys Shadowing a Chinaman: or, Trapping a Yellow INiend.

The Bradys and the Jatal Letter; or, The Messenger Boy's
Secret.

The Bradys After the Bridge Rushers; or. Rounding Up the Pick-
pockets.

The Bradys and the Iorged Order: or, The Clew Found in the
Cellar.

The RBradys and the Reporter: or, Working Up a Newspaper Case.

The Bradys' Yellow Shadow: or, The Search for a Missing Gold

ng.

Ki
The Bradys and the Skeleton Hand; or, The Strangest of All

Clews.

Thle {]’vkx)'adys‘ I1idden Diamonds; or, The Great John Street Jewel
Robbery.

The Bradys at Hangman's Roost; or, The Mystery of the IIouse
on the Rocks.

The Bradys and the Death Bell; or, The Secret of the Indian
Juggler,

The Bradys in the Doyers Street Den; or, A Curious Chinese

N l!l;radys and the “Black Boys”; or, The Fate of the Six

Masks.

The Bradys After the Bomb Throwers; or, Smashing the Anar-
chist League.

9 The Bradys and the Man Trapp-rs; or, The Trail of the **Seven Sevens’'.
0 The Bradys and “*Joss House Jim™'; or, Tracking a Ohiese 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.
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