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Old King Brady staggered along with the uncon-

scious Harry in his arms, and the three Chinamen
rushed after him.  But the drug got the best of the
old deteenve. and he let his partner drop and fell
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. CHAPTER 1.
THE TALL CHINAMAN OF TiIE ST. CROIX.

Why is it that the average person despises a China-
man?

Did you ever stop to think?

You have several answers ready on your tongue, of
course—old chestnuts, every one of them.

In a sense they are true, but the real truth is that we
- i America despise the Chinese race through sheer igno-
rance of their real characters.

Here we have a few thousand Chinamen, ninety per
cent of whom are from Canton and Hong-Kong, and all
of the lowest social grade, or sons of such who were. -

And by this poor sample we calmly judge a civilized
nation which is the eldest in the world, and numbers
400,000,000!

At a glance it will be seen that the proposition is ab-
surd.

Another mistake which many make about the Chinese
is that we consider them all small people.

Those who visit Pekin get their eyes opened, for they
promptly discover that just the reverse is the case.

The Cantonese are a small people, but the northern
Chinamen are splendidly developed physically. Their
average height is six feet, and many of them exceed this,
and are perfectly proportioned as well.

And it is a fact which no well-informed traveler can
dispute that this kind of Chinaman is as honest, as fruth-
ful, and intelligent as the average white man of any na-

tionality.

And having spoken a good word for the kind of
“Chink” of which we Americans know next to nothing,
_we may now introduce our readers to a Chinaman who
passed through the Pullgian sleeper St. Croix, on Erie
train No. 4, the fast express from Chicago to New York,
at twenty minutes to four, p. m., on a certain afternoon
in the month of May, a year or two ago.

He was a man of magnificent physique, and had a most
striking face.

As for his skin, it was whiter than that of the average
Pullman passenger.

He was expensively dressed in American style, wore
his hair short, had a big diamond set in a ring on the
third finger of his left hand, and in his Ascot tie was the
most superb opal ever seen by the Bradys, of the world-
famous Brady Detective Bureau, of Union Square, New
York.

For the Bradys were in that Pullman car.

So was Alice Montgomery, their accomplished female
partner.

As these remarkable sleuths have had much to do with

the Chinese, their attention was naturally attracted to the
man, whom they had not seen before.

“What a singular looking Chinaman,” Young King
Brady said, after the man was out of hearing.

“Indeed, yes!” replied Old King Brady. “You would
hardly want to take a fall out of that fellow, Harry.”

“T should say not! If his strength is in proportion to
his build, he must be a perfect Sandow. Alice, what part
of China is he from, should you say?”

“Pekin,” replied Alice promptly. “Or at least from
some of the northern provinces. It seems quite impos-
sible to make you understand, Harry, that all Chinamen
are not little fellows like the laundrymen we see around
New York.” )

Now, Alice is an authority on all things Chinese.

The daughter of a missionary, born and brought up in
China, she knows the race well. Not only that, but she
can both speak and read Chinese, a most unusual accom-
plishment for a white woman.

“He must have one of the staterooms,” observed Harry,
“otherwise we should have seen him before.”

“It does not follow,” replied the old detective. “Re-
member we only got on at Binghampton, and we haven’t:
left this car since.”

“I’ll ask the porter,” zaid Harry; “and here he comes.”

“Sam,” he said to the darky, as he passed, “who is
that big Chinaman who just went through the car—do you
know??”

“No, sah, I don’t,” replied the porter. “He got on at
Chicago, sah Has stateroom B, all alone by himself.
Looks like he had plenty of de coin.”

The Bradys could draw no other conclusion, ]udgmg
by the man’s dress and diamonds.

But this did net surprise them at all, for none know
better than they do that there are many Chinese in Amer-
ica who are very rich.

“He must be in the dining-car,” said Harry. “How I
would like to pick up his acquaintance. T’d just like to
see him open his eyes when he hears Alice speak Chi-
nese.”

“Thank you, sir!” replied Alice. “I am not ambitious
to display my accomplishments to every wandering
Chink.”

“Do you know, Alice,” said Old King Brady, “that
with all due respect to you I also should like to know more
of that particular Chinaman, just for the mere curiosity
of the thing.”

“T’1l slip into the dining-car and see how the land lies,”
said Harry. “It might not be impossible if you want to
get a bite in there.”

Coming East the dining-car is open for such as want
supper on this particular train.

Harry was gone only about five minutes when he re-
turned triumphant.
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“Say, it can be worked,” he whispered.

“How?” asked Old King Brady.

“Why, as it happens, the car is about full. There are
three seats at the table where the Chink is, but at no
other are there three. I spoke to the head waiter, and
told him who I was. He'll place us at the Chinaman’s
table.” :

“Good!”

“How much did you tip him, Harry?” laughed Alice.

“XNot a cent as yet, if you please. I don’t pay for
goods hefore I get them, unless I have to.”

“Let us go,” said 0ld King Brady. “As you'both know,
I like to study peculiar types of humanity, and this China-
man is certainly one.”

They went.

The head waiter kept his word.

He did not even consult the tall Chinaman.

Why should he, a gentleman of color, show any confid-
eration for the feelings of a “Chink,” even if he did
wear diamonds?

The Chinaman made no remonstrance.

He had ordered some dish which had not yet been
served, and he sat quietly oblivious to those who had thus
erowded in upon him.

Harry had been placed next to him, 0ld King Brady
and Alice opposite.

Now that they had got there, they did not know ex-
actly what to do, so dignified was their tall Chinaman.

Harry had been in hopes that Alice would take oceasion
to air her Chinese, but she did not.

It was the old detective himself who at last “bulted
in,” and the answer which was fired back at him came
altogether as a surprise.

“1 hope we are not crowding you too much,” he said.

“Why, no, Mr. Brady; there is room enough for all of
us, I think,” was the quiet reply, spoken in perfect Eng-
lish.

“Bowled out,” chuckled Harry. “That’s one on the
Governor. But hell follow up the lead all right. Ten
to one the fellow is a race-track Chink or a crook, perhaps
both. He has recognized the old blue coat.”

Old Wing Brady affects a peculiar style of dress.

A long blue coat with brass huttons, an old-fashioned
stock and stand-up collar, and a white felt hat with an
extraordinarily broad brim, which latter article the head
waiter had put up in the rack overhead.

For a moment Old King Brady sat in silence.

He was studying his man, and trying to place him.

As we have said before, the Bradys have had much to
do with the Chinese, and Old King Brady’s memory is
good. vet he could not recall ever having seen the tall
‘Chinaman before.

At length he broke out with:

“You seem to know me?”

The Chinaman smiled.

“I think I am not mistaken in taking you for Old King
Bradv, the detective,” he replied.

“That is who I am.”

“I have heard much about you. Once, perhaps two
years ago, vou were pointed out to me in the Orienta] res-
taurant on Dupont street, in San Francisco.”

“Indeed! I have frequently dined at the Oriental.”

“You were not dining then.
smuggler who was.”

“I remember the evening perfectly.”

“And these are yvour partners, I presume,” said the
‘Chinaman, bowing to Alice. “My name is Ah Tai, if you
care to introduce me.”

“Certainly.”

“But it is hardly neceszary. Miss Montgomery’s fame
has spread widely among my people, and of course we all
know Young King Brady.”

“Yes, indeed! I am quite notorious,” laughed Harry.

What Alice zaid we shall not attempt to repeat, for it
was in Chinese.

You arrested an opium

Ah Tai responded in the same language, and they held
a bhrief conversation.

“This is not only an honor but a privilege,” he then °
said in English. “I would not have believed that any
American woman could learn my difficult language so
perfectly.”

A general conversation followed.

Dinner served, it kept up to the end.

Ah Tai proved himself a most courteous' gentleman;
g0 much so that nobody presumed to question him about
himself. ‘

The dinnes over, he retired to his stateroom, leaving
the Bradys in their seats in the St. Croix.

“Well, Alice, did you find out how he got those dia-
monds?” asked Harry then.”

“Indeed 1 did not,” replied Alice, “but T am very glad
“this happened, for now you know that such a proposi-
i tion as a Chinese gentleman exists.”

It was only an-ineident, and it was soon Torgotten.

The Bradys saw no more of Ah Tai, and by the end of
the week he was only a memory.

But he was destined to crop up again.

It was evening, and Old King Brady and Harry sat in
the library of the old house on Washington Square, where
they have kept bachelor’s hall for several vears.

Alice lives around the corner on Waverly Place, where
she has a comfortable suite of rooms, and she was not-
with them that evening, as she sometimes was.

“Harry,” said the old detective, throwing down the
evening paper, which he had been reading, “let’s have a.
game of cribbage. What do v®u say?”

Harry said ves, but they were not destined to have the
game, for just then over the telephone came a call to
arms.

Harry answered the call.

“It’s Quong Lee, and he wants to speak to you,” he
said.

Now, Quong Lee is the keeper of a Chinese opium joint
on Chatham Square.

Once it came in Old King Brady’s way to do this man
a favor, which helped him out of a very bad hole.

Quong Lee had never forgotten it.

From that day on he has regarded the old defective as
his friend, and many is the favor he had done in return.

Indeed, so valuable an ally had the old dive-keeper
proved in working up their Chinese cases that the Bradys
felt as if they could not keep house without Quong T.ee.

So 0ld King Brady got to the telephone, hut Harry
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could not make out anything by listening to one side of‘

the talk.
" But at the end, when Old King Brady said:

“Al right, Quong. TI’ll call up Miss Montgomery, and
we will be right down,” Harry knew that they were booked
for another Chinese case.

“And what is it now?” he asked.

YA Chinaman came staggering into Quong Lee’s place
terribly cut up by knives., Quong savs he has got big dia-
monds, and that he asked him to teléphone for s

“Did you get the name?”

“No; Quong says he refused to give his name, but from
the description he gives me of the man, Harry, I am
gtrongly inclined to think that he is our tall Chinaman of
the St. Croix.”

CHAPTER 1II.

THE CALL FROM QUONG LEE.

Alice responded promptly to the telephone call.

It was now about quarter past nine.

By a quarter to ten the Bradys descended the steps
leading down into Quong Lee’s basement dive.

They hurried through the long, boarded passage, pass-
ing the guardian at the inner door leading into the smok-
ing-room, who saluted them with immense respect, and
opening a door at the end passed into Quong Lee’s little
office.

A young Chinaman came out of an inner door as they
entered. '

“De ole man upstlairs,” he said. “Me callee him.”

“Tell him. we are here,” said Old King Brady. “Per-
haps he wants us to come up to the sick man upstairs.”

But Quong’s clerk knew no sick man.

After the manner of his kind he was giving nothing
away.

He left the Bradys to themselves, and vanished through

. a little door.

:But he came back in a moment, and now he knew all

about the sick man, and was ready to take the detectives
,into his presence. ’

Quong Lee’s private apartments were reached by a
narrow flight of winding stairs.

They found the old divekeeper waiting for them at the
door.

“So you comee, vair,” he said. “Him belly bad. You
helpee me gettee him hospital—yair? I ha\e much trou-
ble so him die here.”

“Found out his name?” asked 0ld King Brady.

“Yair. Him nanie Ah Tai.”

The detectives glanced at each other.

It was indeed their tall Chinaman, and no one else.

Quong Lee now went on to explain that the man be-
longed to the same “tong™ or guild as himself, and-that
was why he sought refuge in his place.

As the Bradys were well aware, Quong Lee’s tong was
but a small one, and very clannish. :

The old divekeeper was not a member of either the

Hip Sing Tong, or “Highbinders,” as they are usually
called, which is reaily only an erganized band of crooks .
nor of the On Leong Tong, or Order of Merchants, a
peaceable bunch enough if they could be let alone.

But Quong went on to say that he was not acquainted
with Ah Tai other than that he had noticed him on the
street in Chinatown during the last few days.

He then took the Bradys into his bedroom, where their
ta]ll Chinaman lay stretched upon a bamboo couch, with
his head and hands tied up.

He was asleep, and breathing heavily.

There was a strong smell of opium in the room.

“Have you had a doctor for him?” demanded the old
detective.

“Only Chinee dloctor,” replied Quong.

“Where is he cut?”

It appeared that Ah Tai had been slashed across the
forehead, and down the left cheek; that his nose had been
badly cut, and there were also severe gashes on both his
hands.

“Did he tell you how he came by his wounds?” asked
0ld King Brady.

“No,” replied Quong. “He wouldn’t tell me nloting.
He only wantee you. ‘Gettee 0ld Kling Blady, he say,
‘an’ gettee him quick.” ” ,

“Has he been smoking opium?”

“Ng. He say he no smokee, but dloctor givee him hop
to dlink.”

“It looks very much as if he had given him an over-
dose to me from the way he breathes,” said the old detec-
tive. R .

And to Harry he added: :

“Chase up the Bow ery quick, and see if }ou can’t get
Dr. H— to come here.”

Now, Dr. HH— had been quite a character in Chinatown
of late years.

Just who he was nobody knew, but he was certainly a
most skillful physician, and was regularly registered,
although it was generally believed- that his name was as-
sumed.

Himself an mveterate opium fiend, he has quite a prac-
tice among his fellow fiends, both white and yellow, al-
though he was by no means always in a condition to attend
to it.

Harry was off like a streak, for he also was satisfied that
the Chinese doctor had given Ah Tai an overdose. .

“Get coffee, quick, Quong,” said Old King Brady.

Now, strong coffee is the antidote for opium.

Most dives keep-it on hand, and Quong always did. He
lost no time in bringing up a cup new.

It was only with the greatest difficulty that Old King
Brady could get the injured man to swallow it, nor could
he sueceed in arousing him.

Soon Harry returned with a tall man, as thin as a
rail, with haggard face and gleaming black eves, who was
dressed in a suit of greasy black.

This was Dr. H—, and he was-pretty WelJ doped hlm— :
gelf. Still, he knew what he was about.

“There’s yeur patient, doetor,” said Old King Brady.
“He has been treated by a Chinaman. Too much opium,
I am afraid. All I could do for him was to give him a
cup of black ceffee.”

~



S

THE BRADYS DRUGGED.

The doctor nodded, and made his examination.

“It is as you say,” he reported. “You have probably
saved his life. I think I can finish the job and bring him
around all right.”

He administered medicine, after swallowing which Ah
Tai breathed more naturally.

Alice was then ordered downstairs, and an examina-
tion of the wounds upon the unconscious Chinaman was
made. .

His face and hands were terribly slashed, but save for
one unimportant cut on the left leg there were no wounds
on the man’s body.

“He ought to go to a hospital,” said Dr. H—.
dies on your hands, Quong, you will be in a fix.”

This was just what Quong Lee wanted, and he said so.

You can arrange it, doctor?” asked the old detective.

The doctor nodded.

“Shall I send the ambulance?” he asked.

““As soon as possible,” said 0ld King Brady. “But we
don’t want to get Quong Lee mixed up in this business.”

“Have no fears. The case will be recorded as having
been picked up on the street.” -

0ld King Brady paid the doctor, and he departed.

He had not been gone ten minutes when the patient
-opened his eyes. :

“Mr. Brady! So you came!” he murmured.

“Yes, my friend,” replied the old detective. “I have-

n’t forgotten you. How did you come to get into this ter-
rible trouble?”

His eyes roamed from one face to another.

“Too many, too many! It confuses me,” he murmured,
and then began to babble in Chinese.

“Better leave him to Alice, had we not?” questioned
Harry.

Ah Tai settled the questlon for himself.

Opening his eyes again he said:

“Just as you, please Mr. Brady. It is not that I have
any secrets to tell, but too many—too many! You under-
gtand!”

0ld King Brady understood perfectly, and he requested
Harry and Alice to go downstairs with Quong Lee.

It was twenty minutes before the ambulance came, and
then they put Ah Tai into it, again asleep, but, as the old
detective asserted, out of danger from the overdose of
©opium.

After he had gone the detectives gathered in Quong
Lee’s little office.

Quong was there, too, but he sent his clerk away.

“Now, I suppose you are all anxious to know what he
said,” the old detective remarked, “so listen, and you get
what he told me.

“Ah Tai, is seems, has been a speculator in abandoned
placer mines in California. He has had his ups and
downs, and has been rich and poor, like most of his
kind.”

“Recently he leased an old mine near Dutch Flat, drove
a tunnel, struck an old river bottom which had been
buried under lava, and out of it took over two hundred
thousand dollars in a month; then the gold petered out.

“With this money he came to New York with the in-
tention of starting a Chinese bank. He tied up at a house
on Pell street, and was negotiating with a man named Sing

“If he

Pow, whom he proposed to make his partner. To-night
was to seltle it, and he was to produce a hundred thou-
sand dollars as a showdown against fifty thousand on the
part of Sing Pow.

“While they were at it a bunch broke in on them, stole
the money, and slashed Ah Tai, as you see him. He
fought his way to the street, and scarcely knowing where
he was going, made his way here, for he had heard” of
Quong as a member of his teng.

“We got as far as that when he began to talk about
some boy for whom he was looking, when he fell asleep,
and then the ambulance came. I am satisfied that I have
not got the whole story, but I give it to you as he gave it
to me.’

“And what about Smg Pow?” demanded Harry.
he attacked, too?”

“So Ah Tai says. He saw him knocked down, and two .
of the gang were bending over him, but he seemed to have
his doubts.” )

Just then Quong Lee broke out in Chinese, and he and .
Alice talked to each other for some minutes.

Thig is always the way with the old dlve -keeper when .

“Was

| Alice is around.

Then he seems to forget his Erglish, and insists upon
talking Chinese.

“What is it, Alice?” demanded Old King Brady.

“He says Sing Pow is a Highbinder and a rascal.
thinks the attack on him was only a fake.”

“So? And I am much inclined to believe you, Quong.”

“Did he see him monee? Did he see him monee?”
cried Quong.

“He says that Sing Pow put money down on the table,
but he had not counted it. They were engaged in count-
ing his own when the attack came.’

“I betcher him monee no good. Say, Blady, Sing Pow
passee queer monee. I know jt, too.”

“Ha!” exclaimed the old detective. “Is that a fact?
Then he is the kind of bird we are gunning for. But I
wish I could have heard the rest of the story. I am satis-
fied that Ah Tai had more to tell.”

“Did you get the number of the Pell street house?”
asked Alice. .
“He didn't know it,” replied Old Iung Brady, “and he
admitted that he had been very careless in not observing
it. But I got the number of the house where he took-

his room.”

“Me know,” cried Quong, and he gave the number.-

“I am afraid it’s a case too hopeless to be worth con-
sidering,” said the old detective. “Still, we can go around
there and see how the land lies.” ° ‘

“Sing Pow no good. No good at all!” cried Quong.
“He in dea] for sure.’

“If we are going we may as well go at once,” remarked
Harry.

“Surely,” replied the old detective. “There is no time
to be lost. Alice, you better pull out, had you not?”

“Indeed no!” replied Alice. “You mdy need me as an
interpreter before you are through.”

“Well, we will go,” said Old King Brady. “If we meet
with any success, Quong, we will come back and let you
know.”

They left then, and went around on Pell street.

He
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It was now about eleven o’clock, the busiest hour of the
day on that narrow, dirty thoroughfare through China-
town.

Crowds of Chinamen elbowed crowds of slummers, for
the night was a perfect one. It seemed to the detectives
that they had never seen so many people on the street in
Chinatown-of a night before.

They found the house readily.

There was a grocery on the ground floor.

The building was one of the oldest on Pell street, and
the Bradys know that in the past the rooms above had
been largely occupied by Highbinders.

“Singular that a man as intelligent as Ah Tai seemed to

be should have ventured to display so much money in a |-

house like this,” Harry remarked.

“It is, indeed,” replied Old King Brady, “and this only
confirms me in the belief that we are very far from know-
ing the true inwardness of the case.”

“Is he to be believed?”

“I put that question up to Alice,” replied Old King
Brady. “I would not undertake to say.”

“Then how can I say?” said Alice. “He seemed a
perfect gentleman the night we dined with him on the
train; a good specimen of the better class of Chinese. And
yet you can’t tell.”

“I should say not,” put in Harry. “Who can tell about
any Chinaman when it comes to that.”

“You can only judge by appearances, just as you judge
white people. But Chinese can form better judgment of
each other than whites can of them. Quong Lee seemed
to take stock in the man.” .

“A point well taken,” said Old King Brady. “But we
must not stand here attracting attention. Ah Tai told
me that Sing Pow’s rooms were on the second floor in the
rear. Let us go up and demand admission. We can judge
better then.”

They ascended the dark staircase.

A dimly lighted hall now confronted them. There was
no one to be seen.

“A regular old rat-trap,” said Old King Brady, as he
pushed on to the last door in the rear.

At least it looked like the last door, but who can tell
where the “last” door lies in a Pell street tenement?

For some of these places are perfect labyrinths, with
secret rooms and passages deep underground.

Old King Brady knocked hard on the door, but there
was No answer.

He then tried the knob, which yielded to his touch.

Throwing the door open, he peered into the room, ex-
claiming as he did so:

“Come! This is a matter of murder!”

‘And, indeed, it looked so!

A Chinaman lay stretched upon the floor.

CHAPTER IIIL

1S THIS A CLEW?
3

If a murder takes place in Irishtown, in the Ghetto, in
Little Italy, or any of the other queer quarters of New

York, the tenement is instantly swarming with people,”
and if a policeman or a detective wants to _get in he has
to push his way through the crowd.

It is a common saying that the Chinese do everythmg
exactly opposite from every other race.

They certainly do when it comes to a murder.

For if all Pell street had known that a dead Chink lay
in that room, not one man would come near the plase.

That would be just the very time they would keep away.’

Knowing this, it was no surprise to the Bradys and
Alice to find the room deserted. .

Harry shut the door and flashed his electric light
around. )

There was a gas bracket over a table, and this he lighted.
A second room opened oft from the ong they had en-
tered.

Old King Brady stepped into it, finding a well-furnished
bedroom, but it was deserted.

He came back and bent over the man on the floor.

““Qh, he is dead all right,” said Harry. “I just put my
hand on his forehead. It is already cold.”

“Can it be Sing Pow, I wonder?” questioned Old King
Brady. “His face seems to have been slashed like Ah
Tai’s. But look here! ' He has been stabbed in the hedrt!
See, his blouse is all cut. This man’s death must have
been instantaneous.”

“Why, what’s this?” exclaimed Alice.

She stooped and reached under the table.

When she got up shes held in her hand a yellow-back :
bill.

“A hundred dollar bill!” cried Harry.
tainly gives color.to Ah Tai’s story.”
+ “A yellow color,” said Old King Brady, with a chuckle. -

Harry and Alice glanced at each other.

It was about the closest approach to a joke which they
had ever heard him make.

And he instantly hastened to.tone it down by saying:

“But you are right. It does seem to prove that the man
told the truth.”

They searched the two rooms thoroughly.

Nothing was found to throw any light on the case, nor
upon the identity of the dead Ohmaman

“Harry,” said Old King Brady, “chase around to the
Elizabeth street station and let them know that there has
been a murder in this house. If you ean get Captain
Connors to come around so much the better. Incidentally
learn if any of the ward men know Sing Pow.”

Harry left, and Old King Brady proceeded to search
the dead Chink.

There was no money upon his person, but he did find an
ordinary memorandum-book in which there was much
Chinese writing.

This he handed over to Alice, confident in the behef
that she could read it.

Alice turned over the pages rapidly.

“It seems to be a sort of diary,” she said. “There are
no dates, but it is a sort of running record of important
events. He went to the races last week and won sixty
dollars on Pelican., Here we have something more to
the point. I will read:

« ¢{Came Ah Tai! He says he has the money. We shall

“This find cer-
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gee. If so we open the bank with branches in Havana and
Mexico City’*

“Ah!” said 01d Klng Brady.
Anything else ?”

“Wait! Here is a later entry. It reads:

“ ‘He expects me to help him find that boy. Hew can
I? Tt is a puazzle, and yet I would like to oblige him if I
could. I think heis a good man. I like him much.””

“Come!” cried Old King Brady. “We are up td the
boy again. It seems this don’t look very much as if Sing
Pow was altogether the raseal Quong Lee puts him down
for.”

“No, indeed,” said Alice.

“And yet Quong is generally about rlght »

“We have certainly found him so in our experience.
But, then, Ah *Tai may be a rascal, too.”

“Do you know I don’t exactly think so,” replied Old
King Brady. “Yet I may be wrong. Anything else?”

“Qh, there is a lot more, but you must remember, Mr.
Brady, that it is a very difficult matter to turn Chinese
into English off-hand.”

And Alice was spared the necesclty of doing this by the
arrival of Harry with a policeman and a wardman whom
0ld King Brady knew to be one of the most reliable of
those employed in Chinatown.

He looked at the dead Chinaman, and promptly pro-
nounced him Sing Pow.

“No chance of a mistake?” asked Old King Brady.

“No,” replied. the wardman. “I know the fellow well.
But what do you know about this business?”,

Having called in the police, Old King Brady was obhged
- to explain, and he did so.

“That’s big money to alk about,” said the wardman.
“Do you believe any such yarn?”

“Some of the Chinks have big money.”

“Sing Pow had, and I know it. He was one of the
richest Chinks on Pell street Sure your friend didn’t
pull off the job?”

“I am sure of nothing. But we have found proof that
there was money lying around.”

Alice exhibited the hundred dollar bill.

“That talks!” cried the wardman. “Did you search the
other fellow?” '

“We did not. But he has gone to the Hudson street

" hospital. They will go through his clothes there.”

- “And find nothing. Leave a Chink alone for that.” *

“That is about the size of it, I fancy. But this murder
business is outside of our case. I shall leave it in your
hands.”

There was more talk, of course, but nothing developed
worth recording.

The Bradys and Alice finally pulled out.

Here was a mystery in its way which in all probability
would never be solved.

' For there is no mystery less likely to be solved than a
Chinese mystery.

No Chinaman will give away another.

Clews in such a case are hard to get.

When the Bradys got down on Pell street it was just the
same.

Everybody seemed to want to get out of doors that
pleasant May evening, and yet it was almost midnight.

“It looks like Sing Pow.

B

A bunch of slummers “personally conducted” by a fake
“ex-wardman” were just entering a tenement, six women.
all expensively dressed and four men. L '

Actually the fellow was in the pay of the Chinese. -

His dupes would be conducted to a fake opium joimt,
where white people would be exhlblted pretendlno- to
smoke opium.

The stuff which they put in their pipes is merely a
harmless mixture colored to represent the drug.

These degraded creatures will light a fresh pipe for
each bunch of slummers, who usually bestow money upon
them, gccompanied by good advice.

Sometimes they get the good adviee without the money,
and in such cases it would be interesting for the advisers
if they could hear the remarks made about them after
their backs are turned.

Lumbering heavily up the street was the “rybberneck”
wagon on its last trip, filled with people, mostly women,
who fancied themselves so very, very wicked for daring to
visit this dreadfully wicked spot. ;

The Tuxedo and Port Arthur restaurants were crowded
with people.

Surely midnight is the time to see Chinatown at its
best. -

" The Bradys wandered along, feeling that they had about
come to the end of their rope.

“Really, I see nothing for us to do but to ring off and
go home,” remarked Old King Brady. “Unless Ah Tai
himself can give us a clew I doubt if we ever get one.™

“It seems so to me,” rephed Harry. “But there is one
thing more we might de.”

“And what is that?”

“Go to Ah Tai’s room and see what we ﬁnd ”

0ld King Brady gave an exclamation of disgust.

“What’s the matter now?” asked Alice.

“Really, do you know, I think I am losing my grip!”
said the old detective. “It was the very thing I was in-
tending to do, and yet it went completely out of my head.
Let us do so by all means.”

The number given by the wounded Chihaman was far-
ther down the block, almost to Doyers street, in fact.

There was a bric-a-brac store on the ground floor.

The house was a new one, eight stories high.

The Bradys climbed to the top floor, for there Ah Tai
had told Old King Brady that his room was located.

As he had been particular to describe its exact situa-
tion, it was not necessary to inquire of anyone.

The Bradys brought up against a door at the end of a
]onrr hall.

t was locked, as they expected to find it, but 0ld King
Brady easily opened the door by means.of a skeleton key.

They went in and lighted the gas.

The room was fitted up in the usual style of a Chinese
lodging-house-—a little better than usual, perhaps.

There were clothes hanging in the closet, and a large
trunk stood against the wall, which had painted on the
end “A. T., San Franecisco.”

“This is hls hold-out, all rlght » said Old King Brady.
“We may as well make such a search as we can, but I fear
it will amount to nothing.”

He.was right.

Nothing developed.
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1t might have been otherwise if they could have opened
the trunk, but it was secured hy a lock which their skele-
ton keys would not touch.

They were just about to give it up and retire when there
came a low knock at the door.

“Come, who have we here,” whispered Old King Brady.

“Shall I open the doer?” asked Harry.

Now, whatever pessessed Old King Brady to say “no,”
he could scarcely have told himself, but he said it.

“Ask who is there in Chinese, Alice,” he whispered.
“Make your voice sound as much like a man’s as you can.
We may pick up something co.” .

Alice did it.

The answer was in Chinese, and in a woman’s voice.

Several questions were put by Alice.

“It is a Chinawoman, evidently,” she whispered.
says she wants to see Ah Tai.”

“Does she know you are a woman?”

“Yes. Shall I let her in? She won’t tell me what she
wants.”

“Did  you tell her that Ah Tai wasn’t here?”

((N

“Let her in, then.”

Now, it is something most unusual for a Chinawoman
to go on the street in N ew York, more particularly alene.

Why this is we never could understand.

In <China women are not kept hidden by any means, as

“She

~ they are in Turkey and other Mohammedan countries.

In San Francisco’s Chinatown there are always crowds
of Chinese woman to be seen on the streets, but it is not
so in New York.

Thus naturally the curiosity of the Bradys was ex-
cited.

Alice opened the door.

But she was too late.

There was no one to be seen in the hall.

“She has been scared off,” exclaimed Harry.

“For want of something better to do we may as well
follow the thing up,” said Old King Brady. “She can’t
have got downstairs yet.” -

“Perhaps she lives in the house,”
may be some friend of Ah Tai’s.”

said Alice. “She

“Put out the gas, Harry, and we will chase downstairs,”"

said the old detective.

And to Alice he added: -

“I suppose she did not say what she wanted to see him
for?”

“No. I could get nothing out of her,” replied Alice.

“Quick, then!” said the old detective. “This may
prove to be a clew.”

CHAPTER 1V.
99 VAN EMBURG STREET.
It was well ‘that the Bradys made Haste, for there would.

have been no way of identifying the woman if they had
seen her on Pell stfet. .

As it was they came upon her at the top of the second
flight.

She ,was a small persom—the Cantonese Chinawomen
are even smaller than the men.

Her dress was plain black, and she wore a heavy black
veil over her head.

“That must be the person,” whispered Alice.
hurry down and tackle her?”

“Wait a bit,” replied 01d King Brady. “Let us gel a
look at her face if we can. If may be best to shadow her,
too. I don’t imagine you can get anything out of her,
even if you do speak fo her.

“TIt is rather doubtful I am afrdid,” said Alice, “but 'l
do whatever you say.”

“We will hold off for.a Whlle, anyway, and keep her in
view. When we get on the street, Harry, you go ahead
and see if you can get a look at her face. You can come
back and let us know.” :

Reaching Pell street, the woman, who had not leoked
sround, turned towards the Bowery.

Whether the veil concealed her face or not the detec-
tives could not see, so Harry pushed ahead to investi-
gate.

He came right back and reported that it did.

“I can’t make out whether she is a Chinawoman or
not,” he said.

“She spoke good Chinese, all right,” declared Alice.

“We will do a little shadowing,” said Old King Brady.
“Not that I imagine it will do much good, but we may as
well work the thing for what it is worth.”

But it was written that as far ag Old King Brady and
Harry were concerned, they were not to shadow far.

The veiled woman walked rapidly to Chatham Square,
and started to ascend the steps of the elevated railroad
station.

Alice was slightly ahead of the detectives.

As they were going up the stairs Old Xing Brady
slipped and fell heavily.

This Alice did not see.

Harry jumped to the assistance of his chief.

“Are you hurt, Governor?” he demanded.

“No, my dear boy. No, no! Not at all,” replied the
old detective, as Harry assisted him to rise.

Meanwhile Alice, supposing that they were right behind
her, pushed on. ) ,

A Third avenue train had just pulled in.

The veiled woman boarded it.

Alice followed.

It was not until she had passed through the gate that
she looked back to make sure that her partners were on
hand.

They were, but they were Just in time to be too late.

The guard slammed the gate on them, and the train
instantly pulled out.

All Old King Brady could do was to make a secret sign
to Alice.

“Look out for yourself, and don’t go too far,” was what
it_said. oo

“Confound the luck! This is bad business,” growled
Harry. “I don’t like to have Alice going about alone
at midnight.”

Now, Harry is very careful of Alice.

f [

“Shall I
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And naturally so, since he is deeply in love with her,
and they are practically engaged to be married.

But this is a case of long standing, and likely to con-
tinue so. )

For Alice is devoted to her profession, and will not hear
to giving up detective work and settling down to the hum-
drum existence of married life.

“All my fault,” said Old King Brady. “But she will
be able to take care of herself, I am sure.”

But he was not so sure next morning when Harry came
into his room, and told him that he had been around to
Alice’s house to see if she got home all right, and found
that she had not returned. V

“Is that a fact!” exclaimed the old detective, in dismay.

“Unfortunately, yes. I must confess I don’t like it any
too well.”

And 0Old King Brady was equally concerned.

They ate breakfast almost in silence,

“Go again, Harry,” said the old detective, after the
meal was over; “or I suppose it will do just as well to call
up on the telephone.”

Harry did the latter.

Alice has a private wire connecting the Bradys’ house
with her room.

But Harry could get no answer to his call, so he went
around to the house to make sure.

He might just as.well have spared himself the trouble,
for Alice was not there.

They went to their office on Union Square, thinking it
possible that she might turn up there, but she did not.

That day passed, and so dld the next, but there was no
word of Alicer

It now began to look like a serious case, and 0ld King
Brady did something which he greatly dislikes to do, sent
out a geperal police alarm.

But it was done quietly, and the newspapers were not
allowed to get hold of it.

Harry’s anxiety was terrible, and when the third day
passed he was in despair.

It was one of those cases which seemed absolutely hope-
less, for there was no point of beginning to start their
gearch.

Meanwhile the Chinese case remained at a standstill.

Sing Pow was given a big funeral on the third day by
his tong, but there was no clew to his murderer.

Nobody expected there would be any, least of all the
Bradys, who attended the funeral in the vain hope that
in some way they might pick up some clew to help solve
the mystery of Alice.

Nothing of the kind occurred.

As for Ah Tai he lay in the hospital, hovering between
life and death. ,

For erysipelas had set in, and brain fever followed.

The house surgeon informed Old King Brady that there
was not one chance in a thousand that the man would
survive.

Late on the afternoon of the third day the Bradys
visited the hospital again.

Harry remained below, as only one person could be ad-
mitted to see the sufferer.

“And how is he now?” 0ld King Brady inquired of the
orderly, when he entered the ward.

-

+ “Very low,” was the reply. “Really, it will be a mir-
acle if he pulls out of it.”

“He is not conscious, I suppose?”

“No, indeed; but there is one thing which may mter—
est you, Mr. Brady

“And what is that?”

“For the last two hours he has been saying over an
address. If he has said it once he has said it a hundred
times.”

“What is it?”

“99 Van Emburg street.”

“Never heard of such a street.”

“Nor 1.”

“It may be in the Bronx. No living man could ever
hope to memorize all the streets up there.”

“Nor in Brooklyn.”

“I know Brooklyn pretty well. There is no Van Em-
burg street over there, I am certain,”

0Old King Brady approached the bedside.

The tall Chinaman was indeed in’ a serious condition.

It needed but one glance to show the old detective that '
the chances of his recovery were very slight.

He lay on his back with a cold compress on his head to
keep down. the disease as much as poessible from his brain.

His face was fiery red, and much puffed. ‘

" The wounds were also bandaged, and the swelling was .
so great that scarcely a trace of the man’s eyes could be
seen.

“He’s done for, all right,” remarked the orderly.

“It would certainly seem so0,” replied the old detective,
“but hush! He is saying something now.”

The sufferer was muttering thickly.

“Same old business,” said the orderly.

0ld King Brady bent low.

“Nmety-mne—mnety-mne—nmety-nme‘”
kept repeating,

Then there was a pause, and he added a lot of gibber-
ish.

“(Chinese, I syppose,” said the orderly.

“Sounds like it,” replied Old King Brady, “but I would
not undertake to say. He don’t seem to say anything
about Van Emburg street, either.”

“Hold on! He’ll get it out in a minute.
don’t get any further than the number.”

And as the orderly predicted, the name came.

There was silence for a few minutes, and then, in a
loud, distinct tone the Chinaman called out:

“Ninety-nine Van Emburg street! Ninety-nine Van
Emburg street! Tell 0ld King Brady!”

“By jove! That’s a new one!” muttered the orderly.
“One would almost think he knew you are standing here.”

“That. is impossiblle,” replied Old King Brady. “The.
man is dead to the world.”

He had scaycely spoken when Ah Tai called out again:

“Ninety-nine Van Emburg street!”

He repeated it three times, and then, with a deep sigh
added:

“Tell Old King Brady.” .

“Very strange,” muttered the orderly

It was strange, for the Chinaman was certainly un-
conscious. .

the man

»

Sometimes he
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Five times the same thing occurred while the old de-
tective stood there by the cot.

The doctor in attendance now appeared, and after some
conversation Old King Brady went downstairs and re-
joined Harry, feeling that possibly he had got a clew.

If so it was the first.

No money had been found on Ah Tai when his clothes
came to be searched at the hospital.

As for the memorandum-book or diary found on Sing
Pow, Alice had carried that off with her.

0ld King Brady told Harry what had occurred.

“I never heard of Van Emburg street,” said Harry.
“Might it not be in Albany, being a Dutch name?”

“The suggestlon is a good one,” replied the old detec-
tive, “but it is just as liable to be in Jersey. They must
have directories of Newark, Paterson, and Jersey City
here in the office. We will consult them.”

This was done, and the result was the discovery that a
Van Emburg street was on the outskirts of Newark,

There was no other street of that name that the Bradys |-

could discover.
“Shall you follow this thing up?” questioned Harry.
“Most demdedly,” rephed the old detective, “and that
right now.’

They hurried to the Desbrosses street ferry, crossed to
Jersey City, and went out to Newark.

Here they found difficulty in learning how to get to Van
Emburg street. ‘

Nobody seemed to know what car to take. Nobody ever
does in Newark, but at last they got aboard one which
they were assured “went out that way.”

“What a big place this is,” remarked Harry, as they fol-
lowed one of those endless streets for which Newark is
noted.

“Indeed, yes,” replied the old detectlve, “and, strange
to say, less known to the average New Yorker than is
Chicago, for instance. If Newark was located anywhere
else everyone would know all about it, but it is overshad-
owed by New York, and as a large portion of its male
population come to New York every day they hardly get
time to learn their own city.”

All of which was true enough, but it scarcely interested
Harry, who was so concerned about Alice that he could
think of little else. :

Van Emburg street proved to be in a new section of
Newark, between Bloomfield and Belleville.

After they left the car the Bradys had to walk quite a
distance, and they passed several market gatdens. Pres-
ently they came upon a small one, where three Chinamen
were at work.

It was Harry who spotted them.

“By jove, look at the Chinks!” he exclaimed.
are getting warm, surest thing.”

“Yes, yes!” said Old King Brady. “I knéw that there
were plenty of Chinese farmers out on Long Island in the
Bowery Bay section, but I didn’t know that there were
any here.”

“Probably they supply the laundrymen in Newark, Pat-
erson, and Jersey City with their Chinese vegetables.”

“Doubtless; but we better inquire our way before going
any further.” .

“We

A boy was passing with a baker’s wagon, and the old
detective hailed him.

“This is Van Emburg street,” rephed the boy
are on it now.”

Not being aware that they had turned, this was some-
thing of a puzzle, for the street had certainly had another
name a few minutes before.

But the boy explained this by saying that after it
crossed a certain avenue the street took a new name.

“And where is 99?” asked Old King Brady.

“There’s only one house on the street,” said the boy,
“and there it stands. “Who do you want to find ?”

This, of cource, was an unanswerable question.

The house to which the boy pointed stood just beyond
the garden in which the Chinamen were working on the
left.

It was a large, square mansion in very bad repair, which
had evidently once been occupied by some old famlly

“Who lives there?” asked Harry.

“Chinks,” replied the boy, and shaking the reins he
drove on.

“That seems to be our destination, all right, Harry,”
said Old King Brady. “Let us push ahead, and may
Heaven grant that this adventure brings us some news
of Alice.”

“You

CHAPTER V.
ALICE FINDS HERSELF IN A SERIOUS SITUATION.

Alice was disgusted when she saw the gate close on the
Bradys.

She asked the guard to open it, even displaying her de-
tective’s shield, but he paid no heed.

Of course, she could have got out at the next station,
and at first she was tempted to do this, the hour was so
late.

But Alice is venturesome, and as we have ah'eady said,
she is fascinated with her work.

Thus it is not strange that, having begun thls case of
shadowing, she wag in the mood to see it through.

So she went into the car and seated herself in‘such a
position that she could see the veiled woman’s face if it
was to be seen.

But it wasn’t.

Alice at once discovered that the woman wore two veils,
one within the other.

She could not make out her features at all.

And now she began to think about the probable out-
come of her adventure.

“If I simply shadow her to her destination she will just
go in somewhere, and that will be the end of it,” she*said
to herself. “I have a great mind to tackle her. It seems
to me that it will be the best way.”

She resolved to do it, so she got up, and crossing the
aisle, seated herself beside the veiled woman, who turned
gharply upon her, but did not speak.

“You were looking for Ah Tai,” said Alice in Chinese.

Silence.
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" The veiled woman was now leoking straight ahead.
Alice went at her again.

“I am the person who answered you behind Ah Tai’s:
I know |

door,” she said. “You need not be afrald of me.
you must be Chinese.”

“And so I am,” said the woman in that language.
you are not.”

“Oh no",

“Then how is it that you speak Chinese?” s

“I learned the language when I was a child.”

“Do you knew Ah Tai? But of course you must, or

you would not have been in his room.”
"~ “Yes, I know him. He was not there to-night.”

“Not there! Where then?”

“He has met with an accident. He was set upon by
Chinamen, robbed of a large sum of money, and nearly
murdered. He is now in the hospital.”

“Oh!” said the veiled woman, drawing a long breath.

“I shall probably see him to-morrow,” continued Alics,
“so0 if you have any message for him I will undertake to
deliver it.”

The woman was silent.

“You understood what I said, did you not?* Alice asked.

“¥es, I understood.”

Alice waited.

But the veiled woman said nothing.

1t was a puzzling situation.

Alice could not imagine what to do.

But in spite of -this there is not a doubt that Alice
was_best calculated to handle that same situation of any
white woman in New York.

For she knew the Chinese female character thoroughly.

It Chinamen are secretive, their women are even more
80 as a rule.

Alice decided to wait.

Many stations were passed

The train was nearing 42d-jstreet before the woman
-spoke again.

1t would seem as if by hard mental exertion she had
been able to grasp the situation.

“You are a detective,” she now said.

“Yes,” replied Alice. “I am a detective.”

“I thought so. You want to find out why it is that I
went to Ah Tai”

“Yes. Will you tell me?”

“No,” replied the woman, “but there is another who

“will if you will go with me to see her.”

“A woman?”

(‘Yes »

“Where does she live ?”

“Y can’t tell you the name of the ‘street. T leave this
train when I hear the man say sixty-six. Then I can
find the way to the house.”

" “And who is this woman?”

“My orders are not Yo tell, not to tdlk about her at
all.”

“Suppose I give you my card and this woman can call
at my office to-morrow.”

“No; she cannot. She is very sick. She cannot leave
her bed.” :

“Do you think she would like to talk to me?” -

“T’'m gure she would.”

“But

“What are you to herr”

“Just her servant.”

“Is she a Chinese woman?”

“XNo; she is a white woman, Her husband was a China~
man, but he is dead. Will you go with re?”

It was a mystery, and a Chinese mystery, such as Alice
loves.

If it had been Chinatown she would have hesitated, but
away up in the Sixties there seemed to be little risk in-
volved. _

“You must tell me this woman’s name and your own,”
she said. “You know what the Chinese in New York are.
1 don’t want to get into trouble.”

“She is in deep trouble. Perhaps you can help her.
She needs help, but I must warn you; it may get you into
trouble, but not through her.”

“You arouse my curiosity ; you must tell me more.”

“I cannot. It 'is no use to ask me. It jz for her to
tell.”

“But at least you can tell me her name and yours. »

“Mine is Ming Wee. I am only her servant. Tt is not
for me to speak her name, but perhaps you can help her.
Then perhaps she will not want to see you. I don’t know.
Will you go?”

}geq ? said Alice. “I will go.”

er curiosity was now fully aroused. _

She had resolved to take her chances, hit or miss.

The train was just pulling into the Sixty-sixth street
station.

“Sixty-sixt’!” the guard velled through the door.

Ming Wee at once arose.

“This is the place,” she said. “We will go to her. I
think you are a good woman. Help her if you can.”

They left the train and walked along 'Third avenue to
68th street, where Ming Wee turned west.

About the middle of the block they came upon a row
of old-fashioned private houses of red brick.

Ming Wee turned into the basement of one of these,
and opened the door with a key.

. The hall was unfurnished, and so was the front base-
ment, the door of which stood open. -

“We live upstairs,” explained Ming Wee. “We hired
two floors furnished. Nobody lives downstairs.”

“Lead on,” said Alice, curious now to see where the

‘adventure was going to end.

The woman produced a match, and lighted the hall gas.
Then she closed and locked the door, and led the way up-
stairs.

It was dark here, oo, and again she lighted up, turning
the jet down low.

They ascended the main flight, and here Ming Wee
paused.

“Let me go in first and tell her,” she said.
know how it is with her.
I have been away.”

“Do you two live here alone?”

“Yes, all alone.”

“IWhat is the matter with your mistress”

“It is consumption, I think; sh¥ coughs all the time.”

“But what does the doctor sav‘?”

“That is what the doctor in San Francxsco said. We
have had no doctor since we came to New York.”

“I dom’t
She might even have died while
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“Go and tell her. I will wait.”

Ming Wee walked to the end of the hall, and opened the
-door of the rear room.

. Alice stood listening. ]

Now she could hear someone going through with a vio-
lent fit of coughing.

It bore out Ming Wee’s statement.

The coughing was evidently that of a consumptwe

It grew worse and worse.

“Really I don’t know but I ought to interfere there,”
thought Alice.

She advanced to the door and stood listening.

She would have done better if she had looked behind
‘her.

For down the stairs two Chinamen were stealing.

They were both in American dress, and wore hats.

Their eyes were fixed upon Alice, and they had a good
chance to see her, for a gas-jet burned in this hall also,
and it was turned up high.

. But Alice was intent upon her own thoughts, and the
Chinks, who had rubber soles and heels on their shoes,
moved as noiselessly as a pair of cats.

So much so, in fact, that Alice never knew of their
‘presence until they were right upon her, and one flung an
arm about her neck, pulling her back, while with hls other
hand he stifled her ery.

The first now swung around in front of her, thrusting
a cocked revolver in her face.

“You see I was right,” he said in Chinese.
Bradys’ woman, Montgomery.”

“Trapped, and by my own folly,” thouoht Alice.

But it looked as if she might be’ wrong next minute.

The door of the back room flew‘open, and Ming Wee
appeared.

She gave a yell, and slammed it shut, and Alice heard
her turn a key.

Then the coughing, which for the moment had ceased,
‘was renewed with redoubled force.

Meanwhile the two Chinks stuck to their job.

- Alice was almost choked by this time.

“Gag her,” sdid the man who held her prisoner.

The other thrust a handkerchief into her mouth.

“Now you come upstairs with us, or youw’ll be killed!”
hissed the other. “Walk or I shoot.”

Alice was frightened, of course—terribly frightened.

It is no joke for a white woman to find herSelf thus at-
tacked by two Chinamen.

But there was nothing to do but to yield for the mo-
ment, hoping that help might come through Ming Wee,
whose cry and after action seemed to show that she was
not in the deal. '

So Alice allowed herself to be hurried upstairs to the
third floor. \

It was dark here.

The Chinamen ran her into a front bedroom, and it
was dark there, too, and removed the gag.

Alice’s fears were now redoubled.

She was released, and she laid her hand on her revolver,
but she did not dare to draw the weapon, for the revolver
of the Chinaman was now pressed against her forehead.

The other Chink:addressed her out of the darkness.

“You are the Montgomery woman?” he asked.

“She is the

“T am,” replied Alice, knowing that it would be useless
to deny it.

“Why did you come to this houser”

“Because I was requested to do so by the woman who
gereamed.” ,

The questions and answers were in Chinese.

Alice’s assailants seemed to know that she spoke that
langnage.

“Where did you meet that woman?” was now asked.

“In Chinatown,” Alice replied.

“Where in Chinatown?” B ‘

“On Pell street.”

“In a house.”

“T said on the street.”

“You tell lies. You have been in the room of Ah Tai.”

“You can make out any story you please, and put the
words into my mouth.”

“You are a bold woman. We know you.
Bradys mixed up in your coming here?”

“I shall answer no more questions since you tell me I
lie.”

“Yon will answer every question I put, or it will be the
worse for you!” hissed the Chink.

Then there in the darkness he threw his arms about
Alice and tumbled her backwards.

The sitnation had become serious—very serious, indeed.
There could be no doubt that she had been caught by a
pair of Chinese crooks. -

Are the

CHAPTER VL
DRUGGED.

Could Harry but have known of Alice’s situation that
night he would indeed have had just cause for alarm.

But it is impossible to see how the Bradys could have
acted other than ag they did.

For New York is a big town, and to have traced Alice
under the circumstances would have been impossible,

And so the days passed without word from the missing
girl, and now the detectives found themselves on the out-
skirts of Newark, working up their Chinese clew, as has
been told. )

After the departure of the baker’s boy the Bradys stood
for a few minutes leaning against the fence which cut
off the Chinese farm from the road, discussing the situa-
tion.

“If we find Chinks in there how shall we go at them,
Glovernor?” Harry asked.

“Now that is certainly something of a problem,” re-
plied the old detective. “What would you suggest?”

“Have you no ideas upon the subject?”

“I have, certainly. But I would Iike to hear yours.”

“Tt seems to me that there is but one way.”

“Which is?”

“To tell frankly how we came to be interested in this
case, and how we got the clew which brought.us out’here.”

“Your idea is mine, Harry. I can see no other Jvay
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'The only thing is we have not got Alice to help us in this

instance, and it may not be so easy to make the Chinks
understand.”

“That is so; we can only try it on.”

“We will proceed on those lines. You do the talking.
I don’t get along very well with the Chinese as a rule.”

“QOh, 1 don’t know about that, Governor.”

“I do, then. Talk to them, and do your best. I shan’t
object even if you come out flatfooted about Alice. Let us
go »

They advanced on the old house then.

Dilapidated as it looked from a distance, and actually
was, the Bradys found that the doors and windows-were
all intact, and what was more, they were tightly closed,
the windows on the lower floor being concealed behind
heavy green shutters.

Indeed, but for a wagon in the yard, and the farming
implements to be seen scattered -about, they might have
been tempted to believe the old honse deserted.

They ascended to the piazza, and Harry w orked the old-

fashioned knocker.

The answer came promptly.

The door was opened by an elderly Clunaman in native
dress.

Harry at once displayed his detective’s shield, usually
the best way with Chinamen.

“Who is hoss here?” he demanded.

“No sabee. No speakee English!” chattered the Chink,
and he tried to close the door, which Old King Brady pre-
vented with his foot, at the same time displaying his own
shield.

“It won’t do, Jobn,” he said sternly.
tives. We must see the boss.”

“He go Newark.”

“Somebody else, then. Either that or we go throurrh

the house.” -

Finding that he could not close the door without resort-
ing to force, the Chink gave it up and went away.

“Excuse me, Governor, but I think you made a mis-
take in saying that,” said Harry.

“Perhaps I did,” replied the old detective. “I have
got so used to that sort of thing in Chinatown that it came
out before I thought. It can’t be helped now. Chances
are the fellow won’t come back. Having taken that stand
we may as well butt in.”

“Just wait a minute, and see if he comes back.
is no haste.”

Now, this was the time the Bradys were to be treated to
a surprise, for in less than two minutes a middle-aged
Chinaman wearing American clothes came to the door.

0ld King Brady gave a visible start.

The Chink bowed with the utmost politeness.

“How do you do, Mr. Old King Brady,” he said.
many years since we met.”

His English was as perfect as his manner was courte-
ous. :

"Here was a case where Harry had no chance to get in
his fine work. It was up to Old King Brady now.

“You are Wing Gum?” he said. U

“T am Wing Gum,” replied the Chinaman. “You may
imagine that T am not pleased to see you, but I am. It is

-

“We are detec-

Thcre

“It iz

like meeting an old friend. Welcome to my poor house.
Is this young man your son?”
. “My partner.”

“Indeed! I might have guessed. I heard you had.a
young partner. Also a lady partner who speaks Chinese.”
“It is so. Harry, let me introduce Wing Gum, who for-

merly kept a large tea imperting house on Sacramento
street, California. That was twenty years ago, was it not,
Widg Gum?”

“Twenty-two,” replied the Chink, with a peculiar grin.
“I have reason to remember the date, you know.”

“Yes, I know,” replied the old detective, dryly.

“I must explain to the young man,” continued Wing
Gum. “What is the name, please?”

“Also Brady,” réplied Harry, and he added:

“You speak very good English.”

“Yes. I had a good chance to learn English. I was a
clerk in the office of the San Quentin State Prizon out in_
California, for five years. He knows.”

Wing Gum pointed to Old King Brady and laughed.

“Is it necessary to explain, Wing Gum?” asked the
old detective.

“Sure thing. I don’t care,” was the reply. “That’s
all over now. I am running a vegetable farm out here.
Those days are forgotten long ago.”

“Then let me say, Harry,” added Old King Brady,
“that twenty-two years ago it came my way to arrest Wing

‘regard it as no disgrace.

Gum for opium smuggling. He got five vears.”

“Exactly,” said Wing Gum. “And let me say that 1
You Americans refuse to let us
Chinese become citizens. We have no’part in your gov-
ernment. You treat us like dogs, and tax us Dbesides.
Why should we not get out of paying taxes when we can?”

“Why, indeed?” laughed Harry. “I must admit that
there is' a whole lot of truth in what you say.”

“Of course there is,” said Wing Gum. “But that is
neither here nor there. I bear no malice. I've got noth-
ing against Old King Brady. Come in. You know our
Chinese ideas of hospitality, Mr. Brady. Before vou open
vour mouth about the business which brought you here
yvou must break bread with me, as you Americans say. In
other words, drink a cup of tea.”

Now, as Old King Bradv well knew, this is Chinese
hospitality.

He knew nothing worse of Wing Gum than what he had
said. He also knew that the Chinese among themselves
regard opium smuggling as no crime, precisely for the
reasons which Wing Gum had stated, and secretly the old
detective was much inclined to agree with them.

So they entered the house, passing into what had once
been the back parlor.

The room was comfortably furnished in the Chinese
style, and apparently was used as a dining-room and a
sleeping room combined, judging from a bamboo couch
with its tumbled-up bed clothes, which occupied one cor-
ner.

At the back was a flight of four or five broad steps
which led down into an extension.

At the foot of these steps an ornamental Chinese lan-
tern hung.

“Be seated, gentlemen,” said Wing Gum. “I will go

and see about the tea.”
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He descended the steps and disappeared.

“Come, you seem to.have taken the talk job off my |
hands, Governor,” Harry remarked.

“Why, yes,” replied the old detective. “This fellow
was certainly the last man I expected to meet.”

“Do you consider him a erook?”

“I know nothing more of him than what you have
heard. He was the head of a bunch of opium smugglers
bagged by me in San Francisco years ago, that is all 1 can
say.”

“Then do your own talking.
whole story?”

“T think I shall, Harry. I can think of no better way.”

2 And this was what Old King Brady did, and he was
justified in so doing, for this case was strictly Chinese, and
there were no confidences in it to keep

«  Over the tea, sweetmeats, and cigars, he told Wing Gum

- all about it, and got what he considered a return of con-
fidence in-exchange.

“Ah Tai is my friend; Mr. Brady,” said Wing Gum. “I
have been wondering what became of him. He stayed
here with me two nights after he came to New York. 1
have been meaning to go over to Chinatown to look him
up, and I shall certainly go to the hospital at once, and
see what can be done for him. This is the work of High-
binders, surest thing you know.”

“Is it a fact that he had all that money with lnm?” in-
quired the old detective,

. “He made a lot of money in mining,” was the reply.
“I don’t know how much he had.” .

“Did he carry it about with him?”

“Oh, no. He deposited it in the Bank of Nevada.
had-letters of credit on their agency in New York.”

“Did you hear him allude to any enemies ?”

“NO-”

“And Sing Pow?”

“I did not know Sing Pow, but it is true that Ah Tai

- meant to go into the banking business with him.”

“And I suppose you can’t help us a bit in the matter
of Miss Montgomery, or you would have said so.”

s “Indeed, T should be only too glad to help you if I
could, but I know of no way. I very seldom go to New
York. Things are too hot in Chinatown. I am an On
‘Leong man, and I keep away from the Hip Sing Tong
men all I can.”

There seemed to be no use in prolonging the interview.

It was impossible to doubt Wing Gum, his manner was
so frank and open.

“We must go,” said Old King Brady at last.

“Do you know,” said Wing Gom, “I think I will go to
New York with you-if you have no objection. I will go to
the hospital and see how it is with Ah Tai.”

“T am afraid you will find him dead,” said 0Old King
Brady. “But come with us, by all means, Wing Gum.”

“Thank you,” said Wing Gum. “You are very kind to
be willing to be seen on the street with a despised Chink.
I will go and put on a clean shirt, and be with you in a

“minute. Meanwhile try a glass of California port. It is
some sent me by a friend up at Sonoma, which, as per-
haps you know, is the best wine-growing district in Cali-
fornia.”

Shall you tell him the

‘He

He opened a cupboard in a cheap sideboard, and took
out a bottle.

It was sealed in what appeared to be the usual way, and
Wing Gum proceeded to draw the cork.

Then, placing the bottle on the table, he withdrew.

“That fellow carries the despised Chink business tos
far,” observed Harry.

“Rather,” replied the old detective.” “But he is natu-
rally a talker, and he seems to be sensitive on that point.”

“Are you going to sample his wine?”

“0Oh, 1 don’t know that it is worth while.
particularly fond of port wine.”

Harry poured some into a glass.

I am not

“It has a fine color, at all events,” he remarked. “Yes,
and it has a fine bouquet, too.”
Harry looked at the wine up against the light. Harry

smelled of it. Havimg smelled of it, he proceeded to drink
it.

“Look not upon the wine when it is red in the cup,”
says the Seripture.

Better for Young King Brady would it have been if he
had remembered the text.

Better for 0ld King Brady if he had not allowed Harry
to persuade him to taate the wine, for the bottle had
been tampered with, and the wine was drugged, but there
was nothing about its taste to make this apparent.

“Try a glass, Governor. It’s first-rate,” Harry said.

And 0ld King Brady did try a glass.

At the same time Harry drank another.

That was the time the discovery came.

For he had no more than got the wine down than his
head began to buzz.

“By jove, Governor, I believe we are up against it,”

-he murmured.

“Up against what?”

“Drugged wine.”

“NO.”

“My head is swimming.”

“You drank too much of the stuff. You had no busi-
ness to take that second glass. It will pass.”

They sat in silence.”

“It is not passing. We must get out of here at once,”
said Harry thickly.

Old Xing Brady, who is more sensitive to the influence
of drugs, made no answer, but sat looking at his partner
in a dazed fashion.

Harry staggered to his feet.

“Governor! Governor!” he cra:ped and then, reeling,
fell sprawling on the chair.

His head dropped upon his breast.
limply at his sides.

Harry was now quite unconscious,

The sight aroused Old King Brady, who had fallen
half asleep without knowing it.

With a muttered imprecation he got on his feet and
looked behind him. -

. Then he knew.

Three grinning Chinamen stood watching at the open
door.

One was Wing Gum, in native dress, as they all were.

Half unconscious himself now, Old King Brady was

His hands hung

N
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possessed of but one idea—the necessity of standing by
Harry and getting him out of the place.

- He rounded the table with difficulty, and got the young
man in his arms.

And still the three Chinks stood watching, saving never
a word.

Old King Brady staggered along with the unconscious
Harry in his arms, and the three Chinamen rushed after
him.

But the drug got the best of the old detective, and he
let his partner drop and fell senseless to the floor.

CHAPTER VIl.e

HUNG CHEW, THE HIGHBINDER.

Alice was in a position when the Chinamen flung her
down there in the dark room where she simply had to
yield.

Had the brave g b,irl attempted to hold out against these
yellow erooks,_serious indeed might have been the re-
sult.

She also reasoned that she was bound by none of the
usual confidences to keep §ilent.

For the whole case was but an accident, so to speak.

“TUnhand me!” she cried. “Treat me as a man should
treat a woman, and it shall be as vou wish.”

The Chink released his hold.

“Light the gas,” said Alice.
here in the dark.”

¢Shall 1?” asked the other Chinaman.

“Yes, do so,” was the reply. “We are in here to stay;
there are only three women in the house, and one sick in
bed. What do-we care?”

From the way he spoke it now occurred to Alice that
these men did not belong in the house.

She was right, as she was later to learn.

-

“Quong Lee called you into it?”

“A man came wounded into Quong Lee’s place. We
‘happened in there. Naturally he told us about it, and we
interested ourselves.” -

- Alice was not giving Quong Tee away.

“I dom’t believe it,” said Hung Chew. “I believe
Quong Lee sent for you. But it makes no difference
whether he did or not. You know the man who got eut?”

“His name is Ah Tai, so he said. You seemed to know
him awhile ago.”

“Is he dead?”

“Wasn’t last accounts.”

{ “Where is he?”

“0ld King Brady sént him to the Hudson street hos-
pital.”

“What did he tell Old King Brady?”

Alice repeated Ah Tai’s talk as nearly as she could ¢
recollect it. -
“Did he say any thmO‘ about a boy?” Hung Chew then

asked.

“Well, he did begin to talk about a boy, but he lost his
senses before he finished(”’

“You are telling me the truth?”

“I tell no lies. I will leave that job to you.”

“Don’t be insolent, Miss Montgomery, or you may
regret it. I tell you frankly that I would make things
warm for you as it is were it not for the fact that we have
a use for yon.”

“For me?”

C(Yes.?, :

“It is not right to keep me

“In what way?”

“As a detective.”

‘{Oh!},

‘{Yes")

“Be more definite.”

“Listen.”

“I am listening. Call off your man. Let him put up
his revolver. I don’t want to remain lying here as I
am.” -

Hung Chew gave the order.

The revolver was pocketed, and Alice sat up on the

They had sneaked in during the absence of Ming Lee bDed.

downtown.

A match was struck, and the gas lighted.

Alice was now able to recognize her assailant.

He was a noted Chinese crook, a Highbinder, gambler,
and thief.

The Bradys had been up against him in another China-
town case.

Just as they thought they had him the fellow slipped
through their fingers and vanished.

Alice’s heart sank as she looked at his familiar face.

_“So~you recognize me, girl,” said the crook, still stick-
ing to his Chinese.”

“Yes; I kpow you, Hung Chew,” replied Alice, with
such calmness as she could assume. :

“That is well. Then you know who you have to deal
with.” _

“What is it you want? I promised to amswer your ques-
tions.. I am ready to keep my word.”

“Are the Bradys in this case?”

i
H

“This is better,” she said. “Now, what is it you want

'of me?”

“We don’t belong in this house,” replied Hung Chew.

“I guessed as much.”

“We got in by aid of a false key.”

“Well?”

“Before I say any more I want to know how you came
to be here.” )

Alice told, omitting no detail.
 “And this woman dld not tell you any more?” Hung
Chew asked.

“There you go again,” said Alice. “It does little good
to tell you the truth. You won’t believe.”

“Answer.”

“Well, then, she did not tell me any more.’

“Remain here until we retarn,” said Hung Chew
“Don’t you dareto leave the room.”

“Better search her first,” said the other.
she has a revolver.”

“Probably

“Yes. »

As a matter of fact Alice had two.
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Hung Chew searched her without ceremony.

He got bath.

Alice was*now helpless in the hands of the Chinese
crobks.

The pair then left the room, and closed the door

Alice thought she heard them both go downstairs, and
in a minute she opened the door, resolved to get out of
the house if the chance offered.

But there was no chance.

Hung Chew’s partner was in the hall,
top of the stairs.

He raised his revolver, and Alice was glad to jump back
and close the door.

For nearly an hour she waited, nct hearing a sound.

More than once she was of a mind to fling up the win-
dow and call for help, but she could not but feel that such
a course was pretty certain to result fatally to herself.

standing at the

At last, talking was heard in the hall, and the doer,

opened to admit Hung Chew.

“I am here again, you see,” he said.

“Yes, I see,” rephed Alice. “What is it to be now? Are
you going to let me go about my business, and leave you to
attend to yours?”

“Not at all. You have made my business your business,
Now you must abide by the result.”

(‘Wellﬁii

“Listen.”

“I am listeming with both ears.”

"~ “I want you to play the detective for me.’

“You said that before. Be more definite.”

“I will explain.” -

“That is what I want.”

“On the floor below there is a white woman dying of
consumption. I want you to go and nurse her. You are
to stay with her night and day. You are to listen to all
she says to you, and report to me.” -

“In other words, you want me to play the spy on this
unfortunate woman.”

“In other words, yes.”

“It is a job that I don’t like. Suppose I refuse?”

“If you refuse, Miss Montgomery, it will be the worse
for you.”

“How the worse? You mean to kill me, I suppose?”

“Perhaps worse than that. How would you like to have
me smuggle you into Chiratown and keep you a prisoner
indefinitely 7’

“You would not dare.”

“Don’t you dare me, or you will find out how far I dare
. to go. will you doas I sav*”

“1 suppose I must, since you have me in your powel
Who is this woman?” -

“She is the white wife of Ah Tai.”

113 Oh!),

“Yes. Are you ready?”

“As well now as any other time.”
" “Then follow mer Don’t expect to find Ming Wee.
She is gone. We have scared her away. <Follow me.”

And thus it happened that Alice was instaled as nurse

to a dying consumptive,
i

She was ushered into a well-furnished room, where in
bed lay a white woman who must once have been a most
beautiful. blonde.

But she was sadly faded now, and it was evident that
she had not long to live.

“This lady is the nurse. I have brought yourin place
of Ming Wee,” said Hung Chew in English, and he imme-
diately retreated, and closed the door.

The woman half raised herself and looked at Alice.

“Are you another?” she murmured.

“ Another what, madam?” asked Alice, gently.

“Another white girl who has been fool enough to be-
come the wife of a Chinaman?”

{3 Oh no. »

“Then why are you here ?”

Alice came close to the bed, and bending down, whis-
pered in the woman’s ear:

“Every word we say is being listened 4o, I suppose. We
must be very careful. Did not Ming Wee tell you about
the detective?”

“Yes. Are you the detective?”

“T am,”

“Ming Wee has deserted me. That wretch has so fright-
ened her that she has run away.”

“He drove her away, I have no doubt. I came here
with her because I wanted to help you. Now I have
been captured by Hung Chew, and he is holding me a
prisoner.”

" “Ts that his name? I did not know.”

“That is his name. I know the man. He is a crook.”

“All Chinamen are crooks.”

“Qh; pot all.”

“All that I ever knew were, and I have known a lgpt of
them.”

“We will not discuss that point. Who are you?®”

“Never mind who I was. Don’t ask me that. I am now
the widow of a Chinaman named Ah Tai.”

“Can you mean the man in whose room I was when
Ming Wee came to-night?”

“No, no! That man is not Ah Tai! He is Ah Tai’s
brother. He killed my husband and robbed him of a for-
tune. He stole my child. Oh, it is a shame! And he is
an educated man, too.”

“He is certalnly that. I did not thmk he was a crook.”

“He is worse than a crook, for he comes of a good fam-
ily in China, and knows better. My husband was no com-
mon laundryman, I want vou to understand. He was a
Chinese gentleman, but he got to gambling and playing
the races. That threw him in among crooks, and he be-
came one himself. But the brother was worse than he.
‘Not long ago my husband leased an abandoned mining
claim in California, out of which he took a quarter of a
million in gold.”

It was Ah Tai’s story repeated.

But Alice now felt that the wounded man could not be
Ah Tai. She was sure that this dying woman was telling
the truth..

“And what happened then?” she gently asked.

“What happened then!” cried the woman fiercely.
“IWhy, then, after my husband, who was always good to
me, put his money in the Bank of Nevada, his brother,
who very closely resembled him, shot him in an under-
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ground den on Dupont street. He came to me dressed in
Ah Tai’s clothes, and pretending to be my husband. As
though I could not tell the difference! I accused him of
murdering Ah Tai, and he admitted if. Then he stole my
boy, my little Willie, and robbed me of my husband’s
bank-book and papers and disappeared. I was very sick
then, and all this bronght on worse troubles, but I man-
aged to pull myself together, and I went to the bank and
tried to expose him. They would not listen to me. Neither
“would the police. Joe Tai, as we called the wretch, had
caused all my husband’s money to be transferred to New
York, where he had so fixed it that half was to go to
Willie when he became of age.. I was cut out entirely.
He hated me. As I could do nothing in San Francisco, as
soon as I was able to travel, having a few hundred dollars
by me, T came to New York to look for my child, traveling
alone with my servant, Ming Wee. I did not want to go
to Chinatown, so I hired these rooms furnished. I only
arrived three days ago. Yesterday I wrote to a friend of
my husband’s, one Sing Pow, asking his aid. He an-
swered in a few lines, saying that he could not help me,
but he gave me Joe Tai’s address, and told me that I
ha® better see him, and that he would urge Joe Tai to
give Willie up to me, but that I must not expect to get
back the money, for I never would. To-night I sent
Ming Wee to the address. You know the rest. She found
you there instead of Joe Tai, and you followed her. She
was glad when she knew you were a detective. These two
Chinamen must have followed you. Who they are or what
they want I have no 1dea And now, miss, that is all I
have to tell.” - ’

It was well that it was so, for at this moment the un-
fortunate woman was seized with a fit of coughing, which
Alice thought would prove her finish.

Her story had thrown some light on the mystery.

Still, Alice was at a loss to imagine what Hung Chew,
the Highbinder, had to do with the matter, or why he had
intruded into the house and virtually made prisoners of
herself and Mrs. Ah Tai.

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE BRADYS IN A BAD WAY.

Tt could not have been opium which was used to drug
the Bradys; the effects of the dose were too long-enduring
for that.

Besides, it did not act like opium.

In fact, it acted differently with each detective.

But opitim produces dreams, and in this case neither of
them dreamed.

0ld Xing Brady, accordmg to calculations made -after-

ward, must haye lain in a state of absolute unconscious-
ness for fully eight hours.

But Harry, who swallowed a double- dose, had an en-
tirely different experience.

As absolute unconsciousness spells nothing, there is

nothing to tell about 0ld King Brady in his drugged cbn-
dition.

We shall therefore for the present confine ourselves to
his young partner.

Harry reckoned that he remained unconscious about
thrée hours.

At the end of that time, be it more or less, he found
himself lying on his back upon a bamboo couch, lookmg up
atithe ceiling.

The room was light.

He could both see and hear, and yet his condition was
so exceedingly peculiar that when we come to tell it we
doubt if we shall be believed. .

But be this as it may, we can only give what we find in
0ld King Brady’s note-book, in which the painstaking old ,
man keeps a very correct record of these cases.

The peculiarity of Young King Brady’s condition was
principally that he appeared to divide into two persons a
few minutes after his first awakening.

He lay there in & sort of dreamy state for those few
minutes, and then he thought that he got up off the
couch and began to walk about the room.

Then came the surprise.

His walk took him past the couch.

There he could see himself still lying, with closed eyes,
looking precisely like a man asleep.

On another couch on the opposite side of the room, lay
0Old King Brady, in the same situation.

There was no one else in the room.

Harry, who declared afterward that he was in perfect
possession of his senses, was terribly startled.

To tell the truth, he thought he was dead.

An awful fear that such was the case seemed to seize
him, and the-instant it did so he found himself back on
the couch again, unable to move so much as an eyelash,
while before he had been able to walk about and move m
any way he chose.

He lay there wondering.

Then it occurred to him that he ought to make an effort,

| remembering the circumstances of the drugging.

“If I could only get up and get out of here I might get
help in time to save the Governor,” was his thought.

He tried to rise.

Why, it was dead easy!

The instant he gave his mind to it there was no trouble

lat all!

So Harry thought until again he glanced at the couch.

There he lay just as before, sound asleep.

“Come,” he said to himself. “There is no question
about it. T am a dead one sure!”

He did not feel the same fear this time, however.

Indeed, it seemed to him that he might as well remain
as he was until something better turned up.

He walked over to where Old King Brady was, and
spoke to him without effect.

He could hear the sound of his own voice plainly, but
it had no effect upon the unconscious detective.

He put out his hands, and tried to shake him.

Another unpleasant discovery followed.

Harry’s hands seemed to pass right through his part-
ner.

The shaking process did not work.
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Harry could not get a grip .

Yrightened now, he crossed the room, and tried it on
thd other Harry—the sleeping Harry on the couch.

Seme here!

His hands seemed to pass nght through the body of his
other self. - )

He tried it with a chair.

His hand went right through the back.

He tried it with a table.

Same old business.

Young King Brady now resigned himself to his fate.

He felt not the least doubt but that he was dead.

And what happened next went a long way towards prov-
ing it.

The door opened, and Wing Gum, in his Chinese dress,
entered with another Chinaman.

They did not appear to see him—the conscious Harry,
we mean—but walked right past him fo where Old King
Brady lay, where they stood talking in €Chinese, which
tongue was still as unintelligible to Harry as it had ever
been

Harry determined to try another experiment.

He spoke Wing Gum’s name, first in an ordinary tone,
then louder, and then fairly shouted it.

Neither Chinaman paid the slightest heed.

“Dead, sure thing!” thought Young King Brady. “But
the Governor can’t be, or he would be the same as I am.”

Wing Gum now went over to the other Harry.

He rolled up an eyelid, he felt for his pulse, and lis-
tened at his heart.

Then'he shook his head, and said” somethmg to his com-
panion.

“He is telling him that I am dead,” thought Harry.
“Qreat Scott! This is tremendous! But if I can hear
him, why ¢an’t he hear me? Perhaps he can feel me.
Il try.” "

He walked up to Wing Gum, and started to bump into
him, instead of which he went right through him, and the

Chinaman paid not the slightest heed.

* In faet, he and his companion left the room then, clos-
ing the door behind them.

“By gracious, I’ll follow him,” thought Harry. “If I
can go through Wing Gum, I can go through his door,”

He was wrong!

Right there the illusion ceaqed
When Harry came up against the door he seemed to
bound back.

- He tried to grasp the knob, but his hand went through
it, yet the door offered a perfect resistance, which seemed
strange.

It was all an illusion of ‘the young detective’s drugged
brain, of course.

This discovery seemed to upset the moving Harry, and
he vanished, so speak.

In other words, he found himself on the couch again.

There was only one Harry now, and so it continued,
but from that on he was conscious of his surroundings,
and could even see a little out of half-closed eyes, which
he was unable to open wider, for he could not as yet move
any part of his body.

As he lay he could not see Old King Brady, but as he

could hear no sound he concluded that the old detective’s
condition must remain unchanged.

And thus Harry lay long. Perhaps he slept some of the
time; at all events, when his senses became alert again,
made so by the entrance of two men, it was growing dark.

One of his visitors was Wing Gum, the other a rough-
looking white man who had “crook” written all over his
face.

“Is dem de guys, John? o he demanded looking at the
detectives.

“There they are as you see,” replied Wing Gum.

“Geel But youse muster given dem de dope for fair.”

“They got their dose.

“Have dey croaked?”

“The young one has. Old King Brady is still alive, but
T’ll fix that before you are called upon to act.”

* “I dow't know about dis. I don’t mind helping youse
valler guys wit yer hop smugghn but dis here’s kinder
out of my line.”

“You will make it in your line for money, I think,
Chuck.” :

“Qee! 1 dunno whether I wanter or not. Youse
Chinks is good pay, all right. But when it comes to doin’
a big bull like Old King Brady dere hain’t no tellin’ where
de job will land yer. I’ve been up de river wunst. Dat’s
bad enough. But dis is Jersey. I don’t want to get into
?{ Trenton, where a bloke has to wear pants wid one leg red
an’ de other yaller!”

“Nonsense, man! Where’s the risk? I agree to put the
Bradys in the old boat-house. When you and your bunch
go down the bay to-night to meet the steamer and get the
opium you just take ’em with you and drop ’em overboard
in deep water. That’s all you’ve got to do.”

“Sounds easy.” . _ -

“It is easy.”

“But de why of it?” -

“The why of it?” cried Wing Gum fiercely. “Old King
Brady put me away for five years out in California. Your
kind may forget, but a Chinaman never does.”

And then he added in an undertone: “And there’s an-
other reason besides.”

“Den your reason is wengeance,” said Chuck.

“Yes, if you will have it so—vengeance.”

Chuck pulled off his greasy cap and scratched his head.

“I dunno,” he said. “I dunno what to say about it.
You’ve stood me fren’, John, an’ I shan’t never forget yer.

All the same I shall have to ask de fellers about it. Let
yer know later, old man.”
“But later won’t do!¥ cried Wing Gum. “Looker here.

T’ve made all my arrangements to get their stiffs to the
boat-house. Do I want to be balked now?”

“Well, take ’em to de boat-house den. I hain’t got no
doubt but de oder fellers will agree.”

“And if they don’t what am I to do with the stiffs?”

“Can’t you chuck ’em into Newark Bay?”

“Not on your life! They will be sure to come to light.
It’s deep water or not at all.”

“T’d like to accommodate vou, J ohn, but T want to be
sure?”

“We must be sure.”

“S’posen I chase down and find out. I'll come back and
let you know.”
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“Tll go with you. You might forget.”

They left the room then.

The unfortunate Harry had heard every word!

And that was the time Young King Brady struggled for
all he -was worth to pull himself together, but it was sim-
Ply no use. '

And yet he knew that his life depended upon it.

He had now abandoned the being dead idea.

He also had hopes for Old King Brady in the light ot
what Wing Gum had said.

But all his efforts went for nothing, and at last he
sank away into unconsciousness—probably it was a deep
sleep which marked the departure of the influence of the
drug.

From this he was aroused under startling circumstances.

It was night. A light was burning on the table.

Several Chinamen stood around, among them Widg
Gum.

There were also two villainous looking Ttalians.

But still powerless to move, What they were domg Harry
could not see.  ~

He knew in a moment, thongh, when they carrled from
the room something wrapped in burlap.

It was a man, and, of course, could be none other than
0ld King Brady.

“If they have dosed the Governor ,again he’s a dead
one,” though Harry. “I suppose it will be my turn
next.

It was so.

Wing Gum and another Chmaman now approached the;
couch,_

They wound Harry up in many folds of burlap.

Then two men—ypresumably the Italians who had han-
dled Old King Brady, came and carried him downstairs.

He was put into a wagon, and a few moments later it
started. -

Harry could feel a body alongside of him.

It was Gld King Brady, of course.

Certainly the detectives were in a very bad way, for if
the plans of Wing Gum were successfully carried out—
and there seemed no reason why they should not be—that
vight they were destined to make their bed at the bottom
of New York Bay.

~

-

CHAPTER IX.
ALICE PLAYS THE SPY.

To cover all the details of Alice’s imprisonment in that
house in which the two Chinamen had so boldly 1nstalled
themselves would carry us far a-field.

It is necessary to generahze in this case.

Aljce soon discovered that she was there for precisely
the purpose Hung Chew had stated, as a nurse and a spy.

The Chinks treated her well enough.

She was kept locked in with Mrs. Ah Tai most of the
time.

A third man soon.joined the plotters. One was always
on the watch at the door, which was kept locked. If Alice

.

desired to leave the room to visit the kitchen in ordefto
get hot water, or for anything else connected with
nursing, she was allowed to do so, and had only to kuock
on the door and make {he request.

Hung .Chew cooked for them, and served their meals.

Escape was impossible;, for the Chinks were always
on the watch.

The only way would have been to call for help from
the window, but at the start Hung Chew informed Alice
that if she tried it she would instantly be shot. Thus it
seemed too risky to make the attempt.

On the morning of the first day following her capture
Hung Chew had a long talk with Alice in another room,
questioning her as to what Mrs. Tai had told her.

As the best way to find out the Chinaman's motive |
seemed to be to display abselute frankmess, Alice told him
what she had heard.

“What 1 want,” said Hung Chew then, “is to get pos-
session of that boy. She knows where he is, and she must
tell.”

“Why do you want the boy ?” demanded Alice abruptly.

“You scem to talk out straight to me,” replied Hung
Chew, “and I am going to do the same to you. 1 want
him because there is a lot of money coming to him. The
woman is bound to die. If I get the boy I propose to
pass myself off as his guardian, and get hold of that
money. That’s why.”

“Well, she doesn’t know where the boy is, and that’s
all there is about it,” said Alice. “Joe Tai put him away
somewhere. If she knew she would_have gone to the police
about it before this.”"

“Sne knows!” persisted Hung Chew.
knows, awd she has got fo tell.”

“Tt seemed to Alice as time passed that Hung Chew
was a man possessed of one idea.

Nothing could turn him from this.

It was “Ques’uon her! Question her!

And this he repeated again and again. ‘

But Alice was certain that the woman did not know,
and had it been otherwise and had she learned the secret,
she would not have told Hung Chew.

Meanwhile the unfortunate Mrs. Tai was hourly grow-
ing weaker.

It seemed to Alice that she could not long survive. -

At last came a time when she thought the poor woman

“Y am sure she

Make her tell!”

| was going.

It was one of those sinking spells which accompany the
last stages of consumption.

Alice got so alarmed that she pounded hard on the door,
demandlntr to be let out.

Usually‘the Tesponse was prompt.

One of the Chinks should have instantly opened the
door.

. But this time there was no response.
Alice knocked again, with the same result.
“Can they have abandoned the game and gone?” she

asked herself.

Just then a moan from Mr¢. Tai showed that she had
revived, and Alice turned her attention to her patient. -
And thi§ occurred on the afternoon when the Bradys
lay drugged in the Van Emburgh street house out in
Newark.

»
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Mrs. Tai was not dying, and she soon regained her for-
mer condition.

Alice told her what had occurred.

By this time they had come to be very good friénds, and
the woman felt every confidence in her.

“'Wh\ not call for help from the window, Miss Mont
gomery?? she asked. “This would seem to be your
chance.”

$No,” said Alice. “1 prefer to investigate first. I
think I can open that door, and I am going to try.”

“It is an awful risk. With me it makes little difference,
for I am dying, anyhow; but you are young, and life is
sweet.”

“Oh, I am not so much afraid of them,” replied Alice,
adding:

“But listen, Mrs. Tai. It is very possible that your
brother-in-law is dead by this time. The Bradys may
have obtained a confession from him. In that way, or hy
some other means they may find your Willie. What do
you wish done with the boy in that case?”

“I have been thinking of that,” replied the consump-
tive. “I know something must be done. I had made up
my mind never to appeal to my father for myself, but I
suppose I ought to do so for my son.””’

“You certainly ought. T shall respeet your confidence
if you bestow it upon me. Is your father still living?”

“He was the last T knew™ He is a rich and influential
man, Miss Montgomery.”

“And your mother?”

-“Oh, she is dead long ago.”

“Where does your father live?” /

“In Sacramento, California.”

“I suppose yours is a case of being a Sunday-school
teacher and falling in love with one of your Chinese
pupils?” _

“Tt ig, Miss Montgomery. Oh, if the girls only knew!”

“It is all wrong, of course, but we will not talk about
that now. If you will give me your father’s ngme and
address, should the Bradys get little Willie I shall make
it my business to see that your father is informed.”

Mrs. Tai then gave Alice her father’s name and ad-
dress,

The man is still living, and is a well-known citizen of
California, for which reason we suppress these particu-
lars.

When Alice was searched there in the dark room—muo
attempt had heen made to search her since—her revolvers
and some other things had been taken from her, but Hung
Che“ failed to find her skeleton keys.

Upon these she was depending now.

She examined the lock and found, as she supposed, that
the key was in it.

Attached to the bunch was a pair of peculiar nippers
which the Bradys use for turning keys straight inside a

lock, so that they can be pushed out.

- Alice used this tool now, and with such good success
that in a moment she heard the key drop on the floor
outside.

She drew back anfl listened, expecting an explosmn.
None came.

“What are you doing ?” asked Mrs. Tai, from the bed.
“Pushing out the key,” whispered Alice. “There can’t

~

be anyone there, or*we should have heard from them by
this time.”

“Oh, do be careful, Miss Montgomery!”

“I intend to observe everv care.”

“But how will you open the door.”

“I have my skeleton keys here. We use them con-
stantly in our business. This is just an ordinary lock, I
shall have the door open in a minute now.

And she did.

Strange that the truth had never occurred to her, but
it never did, and yet it was just what she might have ex-
pected.

There, curled up on the floor outside, lay her jailer
asleep.

An opium pipe was clutched in his nerveless hand.

The man was deep in the “dope.”

Alice elosed the door softly, and came inside.

“He is there. IHe has been smoking opium, and is -
asleep!” she whispered. '

“Oh!” said Mrs. Tai. “We might have known!”
“Yes. I am going to explore now. I'll fix it so no sus-
picion will attach to me.” <.

She went outside, and closing the door, bent down over
the sleeper.

Gently withdrawing the opium pipe, she laid 1t aside,
and put the key in the Chinaman’s hand.

“Now if I am eaught I will put it up to him,” she mur-
mured, and she started downstairs to explore.

She was prepared to sacrifice her own desires for the
sake of her charge.

There was nothlncr now to hinder Alice from opening
the door and going out on the street, but she felt that she
owed it to Mrs. Tai to first find out if Hung Che tas in
the house, so she descended to the l\:itchen, and opened
the door.

Here was another case of too much “hop.”

Hung Chew sat at the kitchen table with his head on
his arms, fast asleep.

" The opium layout alongside of him told the tale.

The third Chinaman was not in evidence.

“I'l chase back and tell Mrs. Tai, and then g0 for the '
police,” determined Alice.

She had just reéached the foot of the basement stuirs
when she heard a key grate into the lock of the outer door.

It was the third Chinaman returning.

His name Alice did not know, but he was the man who -
had been with Hung Chew at the time of her capture.

Fearful lest she should be heard on the stairs, Alice
dodged into the basement, and pushed the door shut.

The man entered at the same instant. ¢

It was a close shave.

He passed through the hall, heading for the kitchen.

Now that she was here Alice’s curiosity was aroused.

It was the first opportunity she had found of hearing
the talk of these men to each other, and understanding
their langnage as she did it seemed to her a chance not to
be missed.

There were many things which might develop :

~_Several days had now passed since her capture, and she

had heard nothing of the Bradys, of course.
Neither did she lxDOW whether Joe Tai was alive of
dead.
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She determined to play the spy, and post herself on
these points if possible.

So she glided to the door which separated the front
basement from the kitchen. It stood partly open, and she
slipped behind it.

Thus placed, Alice knew that she could hear all that
passed.

The Chinaman started to arouse Hung Chew.

In this he succeeded easier than Alice expected.

And listening she overheard the following:

Hung Chew began:’

“So you are back?”

“Yes. You have been hitting the pipe.
you wouldn’t.”

“Only a little one. I'm all right.
ark ?”

(‘Yes » .

“See Wing Gum?”

“Yes'”

“What’s the word?”

“We are to be at the old boat-house on the bay at the
~ foot of street at midnight.”

“8So0? Then they are going to run the hop in to-night? P

“Yes, they are.”

“We can’t both go. I suppose I must »

“Wing Gum expects you.”

“Did you ask him if Joe Tai was at his place?”

“Yes, I did. He says he wasn’t there.”

“T believe he lies.” '

“So do I. But we shall never know now.”

“Why? What do you mean?”

“Joe is dead.”

“Is that sof When did he die?”

“This afternoon at two o’clock.”

“Who was telling you?”

“Quong Lee. I went into his place and asked.” He
thinks I am a friend of Joe’s, you know. They telephoned
him from the hospital.”

“Ts that so? Then we have two dead men ta account
for—Sing Pow and Joe Tai! Ha! I must burn joss sticks,
or their spirits will haunt me, Do you know, I think Sing
Pow is haunting me as it is. I saw something white last
night in the hall.” -

“I don’t know. You believe in spirits. I don’t.
way, it’s up to you, for you killed them both.”

“T’ll burn joss-sticks. But I must go to Newark to-
night.” :

. “You must. There is something else to tell.”

“Hello! What’s that?” '

“Wing Gow has captured the Bradys.”

“You don’t. mean it! I know he has had it in for Old
King Brady this long time.”

“Yes, because he put him away in San Quentin years
ago.”

“That’s it. How did he get them?”

“Dead easy. They came to his house.
them with wine. They are both dead.”

Alice almost betrayed herself.

The announcement was made with the calmness which

only a Chinaman can assume.
“I am glad of it,” said Hung Chew.

You promised

Did you go to New-

Any-

He drugged

“It’s a good job

they are dead. They are the Highbinders’ enemies.” I
would have liked to have had a hand in the game.”

. “You are likely to have a hand at the finish if you go
to the boat-house to-night,”

“How is that?”

“He is going to take the Bradys there.”

“Wing Gum?”

“Yes; who else?”

“Go on.”

“At midnight.”

“What for?”

“He is going to send them down the bay in the boat.
They are to be dumped in the water.”

“Good! Good! I shalllike to see them go. Now there
will be nobody to look up the girl. We will run her down
to Chinatown and keep her a prisoner. But I must get
upstairs now.”

Alice instantly got on the move.

Her hope was to gain the sick room ahead of him.

Serious as was her situation now, she felt that she could
not desert Mrs. Tai.

But she was scarcely quick enough.

Her step on the stairs was quickly heard.

Before she could gain the second flight she heard the
Chinks coming.

Alice turned instantly, and started down the basement
stairs.

R

CHAPTER X.
' IIARRY GOES INTO PARTNERSHIP WITH TBE FIRM OF
“CONKEY AND SLIM.”

The jolting of the wagon restored Harry to himself.

It must have been that—we can account for it in no
other way. :

He felt it coming, and it came slowly.

Gradually he was able to move his legs, then he founa
that he could de the same with his hands.

He tried speaking, and it was a relief to find that he
could hear his own voice.

But he was still far from bemcf master of his own
movemments.

Swathed in many folds of burlap, such mevements as
he could make were very slight.

Even his head was covered, and he felt almost suffo-
cated. v

He worked and struggled to spread the stuff, and at last
succeeded to some extent.

It was his right hand that he wanted to free, for he

A

could tell by the feeling as he lay that a certain knife was

still in a secret pocket.

That the Chinamen had got his revolvers he knew in
-the same way, but he was sure that the knife was still in
place.

And at last he was able to reach it.

Luckily it was not a Jack -knife, for to have opened il as -

he lay would have been impossible. It was what is termed
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a “Lloyd” knife—the sort used by pupils in our manual
training schools, an open blade set in a stout handle.

Harry carried it in a little case which was attached to
the inside of his trousers’ leg.

And with this effective tool Young King Brady went to
work to get his hand outside the burlap.

He cut and slashed as best he could, and at length ac-
complished this.

But much time had elapsed b0f01e all this was carried
out.

Meanwhile the wagon had been going steadily on.

Harry did more cutting, and managed to get his face
uncovered. ) .

He now slightly raised himself on his elbow, and looked
around.

. It was Old King Brady, presumably, who lay beside him, | -
completely swathed in the bagging.

The wagon was a covered one, such as corner grocers
around New York use.

There was a seat’in front upon which three men were
crowded.

All three wore American clothes.

1t was impossible to determine whether they were white
or yellow.

At first Harry’s idea had been to cut away Old King
Brady’s covering. But he now began to question the
wisdom of this.

The old detective lay absolutely motionless.

He probably had been dosed a second time with the
drug.

As he pondered over the problem then Harry felt that
the chances were the old man was dead; but even if such
was not the case, to attempt to free hlm might result in
trouble.

. He might be in the drug ged trance, in which case
Harry could do nothing with him.

+ On the other hand he might spring up suddenly and say
something, and so give the alarm to the men on the seat.

Confident now of being in full possession of his powers,
Harry decided to make good his own escape, follow the
wagon to its destination if possible, and try to get help.

And it was with the greatest reluctance that he thus
\.  decided to abandon his chief, even temporarily, but it
seemed best. .

So Young King Brady renewed his exertions along these
lines, and started to cut away the burlap which secured his
legs.

In this he was successful.

He was now free, and he had done it all so noiselessly
that the three men on the seat never looked behind them
once.

Harry now determined to get out of the wagon.

This was a more difficult matter, and involved a lot of
risk.

He turned over on his stomach, and wriggled along till
he could look over the tailboard at the back of the wagon

above, which was open.

This was secured by two iron pins,
Brady easily removed them.

He then turned again, got on his hands and ‘knees, and

and Young King

quietly lowered hlmeelf out of the wagon, until his feet
touched the ground.

But now came his trouble.

Up to this point his head had not bothered him, but
now the dizziness seized him again.

Harry clutched the wagon and ran with it, not daring to
let go, hoping that it would pass.

And doubtless it would have done so in a moment, and
he would have been all right had he been given a chance.

But he wasn’t.

Just at that unfortunate moment the driver took occa-
sion to whip up his horse.

There could be but one result.

The wagon was jerked-away from Harry's grip, and he
fell flat on the pavement.

His forehead struck the stones, and he lay stunned!

It did seem a pity after all his trouble.

He revived, but his condition had now changed.

When he staggered to his feet poor Harry’s clothes and
face were smeared with bleod.

His head throbbed as though it would burst.
~ The dizziness was strong upon him. He recled and
staggered like a drunken man.

Still ‘he knew what he was about, and making for the
sidewalk, he got up against a fence and tried to pull him-
self together.

A long vista of yellow light lay ahead of him. It was
the ctreet lights, all jumbled together. The sidewalk
seemed to rise under his feet, the houses were rocking
and tumbling about. »

All he could do was to brace his back against the wall
and wait.

Relief came after a few minutes,
quiet down. '

There was nobody in sight that he could make out.
The wagon had vanished, of course.

As for the time which had elapsed since he fell, he could
only guess at that.

It might be much longer than he supposed. N

As a matter of fact, 1t was only a few mmutes

Harry was not alone, as he supposed.

Hawk eyes were upon him—evil eyes!

The owners of those eyes were only waiting to make

and things seemed o

‘sure that mo other eyes were watching them to descena

upon him like birds of prey.

It was now almost midnight. -

Young King Brady was, “if he had but known it, on a

certain street notormus for its hold-ups.
- For this street led off on an angle from the thorough-
fare, and ran down to a remote corner of Newark Bay, a
region of small factories, slaughter-houses, boat-houses,
and so on.

It was a common thmg for heavily loaded pedestrians io
wander off that main thoroughfare late at night and get
onto this street unawares.

Frequently they were robbed by the harpies who held
out here watching for their prey.

It was a common thing to hear cries for help late at
night on this street. -

Only the boldest ever ventured to respond.

It was not an uncommon thing to find dead men float-
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-ing on the bay in the nelcrhborhood of this self-same
street.

So it was all ¥ part of the programme when two tvplca,l

" toughs suddenly tacked wup alongside of Young King
- Brady, coming from some mysterious conceahnent.

“Johnny, what’s de matter?” one asked.

I have had a fall,” muttered Harry, knowing that he
-spoke with all the thickness of a drunken man.

“What’s your name? Where do youse live?”

“Harry realized what he was up against, but he was
‘powerless to help himself.

He tried to say: “I am a detective. You better let me
alone!” but his speech was such a jumble that he could
not -understand himself.

Then the two toughs went for him, after the manner of
their kind. - = )

One pinned bhim by the throat against the wall, while
the other went through him.

But, needless to say, they got nothing.

The Bradys’ Chinese druggers had attended to all that.

“Hully chee! Somebuddy’s been troo de guy already
-yet,” growled one, with a mixture of slang and German
accent. '

“Who kin it be? Somebuddy workin® our beat! T’11
msake it warm for dem if I kin ketch on. Hain’t dere
-motin’ on de guy, den?”

“Naw! Hole on! Say, by time, what’s dis?
JDulll” ' =

46Ratsp)

““Lauk at his shield! A private detective, surest ting!”

“Wing Gun had not disturbed the shield, it seented.

Probabb it was his intention to have it found on Harry
in case his body was ever recovered—that he wanted 1t
.%o be known that the Bradys were dead.

The tough instantly let go his hold on Harry’s throat.

“Hully chee!” he gasped. “Mebbe he hain’t lush, after

- all. Mebbe he has been doped.”

“Better pull out, anyhow. We don’t want to get mixed
~up wid dis.”

“Hold on! Say, young feller, is youse a detective?”

A&"'Yeg »”

The word was plainly enough spoken Harr} was Tecov-
ering his grip.

“Where do youse want to go? We hain’t mussin’ wid
wour kind. Tl help you out if I can.”

Probably it was the very excitement of this adventure
~which was giving Harry back his grip.

At all events his mind was clearer now—clearer than
‘his speech. ‘

“Did you see me fall?” he asked.

He had to say it twice before they understeod him.

The one who had last spoken had informed him that
~he had seen him fall.

"% Which way did the wagon go?”

~%That way,” said the man, pointing.

“%¢Listen! Did you ever hear of the Bradys?”

“Sure ting!”

*T am Young King Brady Help me to- mght and each

~af you get a check for twenty-five when I get out of this.”

“TI'm on. What shall I do?”

“You will make nothing by doing anything else than
-what I tell you—understnd that.”

He’s a

r—————

“I'm on. I won’t go back on you.”

“Get me somewhere—where 1 can clean up and rest for
a minute. Then I'll be able to talk.”

They led him to a stable in the rear of a nearby house
and treated him well enough.

“Conkey” was the name given him by the man who had
done the choking.

It was but a nickname, of course, and so was the name
given by the other—*Slim.”

Harry did not try to speak until he felt the confusion in
his head pass, which it soon did.

“Listen to me, Conkey,” he said then. “I was out with
my chief, Old King Brady. We were drugged by Chinks,
They started to drown us in the bay. I managed to gets .
out of the wagon the time you saw me fall, but I left Old
King Brady behlnd me. They were taking us to some old
boat-house on the water front, where Chinamen hold outa
Do you know .of any such place?”

“Sure ting!” replied Conkey, promptly.
Slim.”

“Betcher life!” growled Slim. “Dat's Wing Gum’s
holdout youse talkm of. Dat’s what dat is.

“Then that’s where I must go. 1 thoufrht of going to
the police, but if you’ll stand by me

“We will!” cried Conkey.

“Betcher life!” added Slim.

“You know Wing Gum?”

“Yair. He pulls in de crooked hop. I’'ve got it in for
him. He’s trun me down twict.”

“Where does he live?” demanded Harry, to make sure
that the crook was giving it to him straight.

Conkey knew.

“Sure he lives out on Van Emburg street, where de
Chinks have de farm,” he pmomptly replied.

And Slim chimed in with his usual: “Betcher life!”
“All right. I see you know the man,” said Harry.
“elp me out to-night, boys, and there will be more than -

the twenty-five coming your way.”

It may seem to some that Harry named a small reward,
but he knew his business. .

To offer too much to creatures like Conkey and qﬁm
would have heen a mistake, “

“Are you able to travel now?” the former asked.

* “I am,” replied Harry. “Lead on ,and I am with you
for better or worse.” <

“Don’t we,"

CHAPTER XI.
OLD KING BRADY SEES A RAY OF HOPE—ALICE FREE AT LAST.

0ld King Brady never got his second dose of the
drugged wine.

To this-fact the old detectlve undoubtedly owed his
life.

Probably Wing Gum did not consider it necessary, judg-
ing the old detective already dead. -

As we have said already, 0ld King Brady seems to be

. more susceptible to the influence of drugs than Harry.

-
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Perhaps we should have added in a way.

They make him unconscious qulcker, and that state
Jasts longer with him.

On the other hand, when he comes out from under their
influence it was not as Harry did on this occasion, but in
full possession of'all his faculties.

This, at least, is the rule, and it held good in this case.

0Old King Brady awoke when the wagon stopped, which
must have been very shortly after Harry’s escape.

He awoke to full conseiousness, but he had not the least
jdea how long he had been asleep, nor where he was.

Instantly there came a suppressed shout, followed by a
lot of chattering in' Chinese.

Then into the conversation a white man butted.

s “Hully chee! Don’t you put it up to me, John! 1
hain’t no idee how it happened He’s given us de slip,
annyhow, an’ dat’s all dere is to it.”

. Somebody came into the back of the wagon and gave
0ld King Brady a kick.

Visely the old detective held his peace.

“This one will never give us the slip then,” Wing Gum’s
voice said. “But I can’t understand about the young fel-

“low,” he instantly added. “He was surely dead.”

“Dead men don’t use knives, den, John. Dis here
baggin’ has been &ut wid a knife, surest thing you know,”
replied Harry’s friend Chuck, for the driver was no one
else. .. .

“It sure has,” replied Wing Gum. “Fowever it hap-
pened, the young feller came to life and/cut his way out;
yet I took away his knife, too.”

And listening to this, Old King Brady inwardly heaved
a sigh of relief.

“Good for Harry,” he thought. “If he has got away he:
will surely bring help. I may look for a raid on this house
any time now, if only they don’t put me in a box and dis-
pose of me before help comes!”

He krnew nothing of the wagon ride. He supposed him-
gelf still in the old house on Van Emburgh street.

But he was speedily undeceived.

+ “It’s too blame bad,” said Wing Gum. “But we must
anake the best of it. We must get the old man out of the
wagon now, and take him into the boat-house.
can’t plant both Bradys at the bgttom of the bay we can
at least puf away the old one, and it’s him I’ve got it in for
anyhow.” .

Interesting listening for a man in Old King Brady-s
situation!

His heart almost failed him.

SDoubtful if I escape this time,” he sald to himself.:
“Will the boy be able to find me? I fear not! Can it be
possible that Alice has also been caught by this gang of
Chinese crooks?”

But it was all conjecture, of course.

They took him out of the wagon now, and he was car-
ried forward head and feet.

He judged by the combination of foul smells and salt
air that he must be somewhere on the shore of Newark
Bay. /

0ld King Brady is very expert at forming conclusicns
in such situations when he cannot. see. -

Thus he knew when they crossed a shaky bridge that
they must be passing over water.

If we'

But of course a boat,

house had been mrentioned in this particular case, so there-
was no such great trick about that. '

They carried him inside and up a shaky flight of stairs..

“That’s all now,”” said Wing Gum. “Lay him down onr .
the floor. You go for the boat, Chuck.”

“Dat’s what I will,” replied Chuck.
you want to remember wot I told yer. None of de bunch.
want to know nothin’ about dis here business. Dey don’t-
want to even see de stiff put aboard. What dey find dere
dey dumps in de bay, dat’s all dere is to it—see?”

“All right! ~ Al right!” replied Wing Gum. “I under-
stand. You needn’t say any more.”

Thegp 0ld King Brady could hear feet tramping down-
stairs.

There was a long wait.
old detective judged.

Then somebody came upstairs.
ting of doors followed.

Somebody ran through the room.

Next Wing Gum’s voice could be heard calhng

“Willie! Willie! where are you, Willie?”

This was repeated several times,

Again hurried footsteps passed the old detective.

Someone was talkmg

The voice was Wing Gum’s, but the words were Chine ese,.
so what it was all about 0ld King Brady could not tell.

At last the footsteps descended the stairs again, but net
until there had been another great opening and shutting
of doors.

Then another long wait followed .

If Chuck & Co. had been as prompt with the beoat as
was promised, 0ld King Brady’s final resting place that
night would surely have been the bottom of the bay, but
for some reason which did not ‘then develop there was.
delay. -

At last the old detective began to hear other sounds.

Soft footsteps came pattering over the floor.

They halted close beside him.

There was silence for a moment, and then a childish
voice was heard to mutter:

“I wonder if they really have got a dead man in that
baa‘JQJ

It seemed the nearest to a chance to obtain help that he-
was likely fo get, and the old detective determined te
raise his voice.

“No!” he said aloud. “There is a live man in the bag,
and Wing Gum means to drown him. Help me, if )EH!
can!”

‘{0h!3,

It was a childish exclamation of surprise.

“Are yvou Willie?” demanded Old King Brady.

“I am VWillie,” was the prompt answer. “Whe are
your”

“A detective who has been made a prisoner by Wing-
Gum.”

“Oh! A detective! I am Wing Gum’s prisoner, too.”

“You are a boy?” :

“Yes. I am ewht years old my next birthday. Ok, Mr_.
Detectlve, if I set you free will you help me to get away

“But say, John, .

As much as .half an hour the

An opening and shati-

l out of thls? Will you help me to find my mamma 77

“Indeed I will, my child. Only get me out of this bag.”"
“Wait,” said the boy. “I found a kmife. I hid it se

~
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that Wing Gum couldn’t take it away from me. Wait till
I go get it, Mr. Detective. Then I wi]l set you free.”

The light footsteps were heard retreating.

0ld King Brady heaved a sigh of relief.

“Heaven. grant that Wing Gum don’t come and catch
him before he can accomplish his purpose!” he breathed.
* * * ¥ * »

Leavmg the old detective hoping for freedom, we must
return to Alice now.

It will be remembered that when the brave girl found
that she could not get away from Hung Chew she turned
on her tracks and started down the stairs.

It was the wisest move she possibly could have made.

An instant later she came up against Hung Chew and
the other Chink.

“What are you doing here? Have you been playing the
spy on me?” the former roughly demanded in Chinese.

“Spy nothing,” retorted Alice. “What is the matter
with everyhody? Are you all drunk or doped? Mrs, Tai
is dying, I think. I have to get mustard and hot water to
make a plaster. Lucky for me that watch-dog of yours
opened the door before he fell down dead to the world.”

“What are you gabbling about?” demanded Hung Chew
fiercely. “I heard somebody going upstairs a minute ago,
now I meet you coming down. You have been playing the
spy on me.’

“Nonsense. Your ears deceive you. You have been
hitting the hop, too. Your eyelids are all red underneath.
You can’t fool me.”

“She’s right. I didn’t hear anyone coming downstairs,”
the other Chinaman put in.

Hung Chew gave rlght up, knowing as he dld that Alice
was right about the opium smoking at least.

Thus by her shrewdness she completely fooled him.

He asked about the guardian at the door upstairs, and
she told him that he lay unconscious from opium.

They went with her to the kitchen, and she got her
hot water and mustard. Then they returned with her to
the upper floor, and found things as she had stated.

* Hung Chew was furious.

He kicked the unconscious Chink savagely, but he could
not arouse him.

The presence of the key in the man’s hand seemed to
satisfy him that Alice had spoken the truth.

He went inside and took a look at Mrs. Tal

And here again Alice’s statement was borne out.

The consumptive was in another of her sinking spells.

At first they thought she was dead.

Hung Chew stayed in the room until Alice had applied
her mustard plaster, which she was glad enough to have,
for the poor woman was icy cold.

She revied under its influence, and then Hung Chew
went out and locked the door.

Alice heard him take the key out of the lock and go
downstairs, where his companion had already preceded
him.

“0Oh, why didn’t you make your escape while you had
the chance, Miss Montgomery?” sighed Mrs. Tai, when
Alice explained what had happened.

“Because I could not bring myself to leave you,” replied

-

1

Alice. “But I must do so now. The Bradys may not be
dead. I must act at once.

Hung Chew has gone away, |.

and perhaps I can escape now if I try. I will go at once
to the police and send help. They will arrest these yellow
fiends and you will be taken to a hospital where you will
be better cared for than is possible here. Do you agree io
this?”

“Yes, yes!” replied the wolman earnestly. “Go at once,
and may Heaven’s blessing go with you, for you have been
very good to me.”

Alice immediately unlocked the door with her skeleton
keys, half expecting to find either Hung Chew or the
other Chink outside.

But it was not so.

There was no one in evidence but the sleeper.

She looked back into the room to tell Mrs. Tai, and
then went downstairs, let herself out by the front dooy,
and leaving it unfastened behind her, hurried down the
steps.

At last she was free!l

Alice was full of action now.

She had been able to get her hat, fortunately, so there
was nothing about her appearance to attract attention.

It was later than she thought.

Reaching Third avenue, she looked into a jeweler’s win-
dow and saw that it was already half-past ten o’clock.

Perhaps Hung Chew had started for*Newark.

She could not tell.

She hurried on down the avenue until she came to a
telephone pay-station, where she called up police head-
quarters.

Here the Bradys are all-powerful, and it was the quick-
est way.

Who she got on the wire Alice did not know, but before
she could say a word the voiee exclaimed:

“You, Alice Montgomery! Where in the world have
you been? There is a general alarm out for you these
three days.”

“That’s right,” replied Alice. “I lost myself, but I
have found myself again now,” and she hurriedly told
what she wanted.

“All right,” replied the voice. “I will start a bunch fer
that house inside of two minutes. The woman shall be
looked after. Will you be there?”

“No,” replied Alice. “I have an appointment with O}d
King Brady which must be kept.”

It was as far as she cared to go.

The New York police could be of no help to her in
Newark.

That was a separate matter.

£

L 4

The Bradys like to keep

'their business to themselves.

Having disposed of this matter, Alice called up Newark
police headquarters.

Here it all went wrong.

There had been a police shake-up in Newark, as it
turned out later.

Alice could get no satisfaction.

The man who answered had heard of Old King Brady,
he admitted, but he professed not to know Alice.

He would “look into the matter in the morning,” he
said. “It was too late to do anything about it that night.”

Disgguraged and disgusted, Alice started to argue, but
she was promptly cut off.

Under the circumstances there seemed to be nothing for

/ :
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it but for her to go out to Newark and make a personal
application to the police, and this she did.

CHAPTER XII.

CONOLUSBION.

“Where is this old boathouse, Conkey?” demanded
Harry, now that he-had come to an understanding with
his hold-up firm.

.“Right down at the foot of this street,”)
tough, “It’s just an old wreck of a place.
hired it as e sort of Chinese market.
do come dere and buy his vegetables and tings. He has it
open for an hour or so twict a week, but he really uses it
to carry on his hop smuggling.”

*“And how does he manage that?”

replied the
Wing Gum

" |land, it seems.

Some of de Chlnks‘

finish. “I am to meet the police boat at the foot of this
streei, or near there. This boat-house is cut off from the
It is known to be a hang-out for Chinege.”

“J must make these fellows understand,” said Harry.
“I don’t know whether they will care to butt up against
the Newark police or not.”

He was right.

Conkey and Slim decidedly objected.

“If youse is goin’ to get help from de bulls youse don’t
want us, an’ de bulls do,” the former declared, adding:

“Say, boss, we shall have to dissolve partnership, dat’s
all. Hope youse won’t forget what youse promised, anny-
how.”
. “You may rely upon it that I shall not,” replied Harry.
“Suit yourselves, but you each get your twenty-five just
the same.”

Conkey then gave a Newark addres:,, and with his pal
hurried away.

Harry and Alice, still discussing their affairs, kept on te

" “Qh, he stands in wit de stewards of some of de Cuban the foot of the street.

Dey run de stuff up, and
He

and South American steamers.
Wing Gum sends boats to meet dem down de bay.
never goes his ownself. Just sends boats.”

“I see,” replied Harry.

He was satisfied that Conkey could have told more had

he chosen, and that he and perhaps Slim, too, had made
trips on those same boats.

They started out of the stable about this time.

It was later than Harry could have wished, for it had
taken a long while for him to pull himself together Con—
key said it was nearly one o’clock, to which statement Slim '
subscribed with his usual “Betchér life.,”

As they turned out the alley onto the street, they almost
rén into a young man who was hurrying in the direction
of the bay.

He stopped on the instant, which action Conkey Te-
sented.

“Aw, beat it! Chase yerse’lf!” he snarled. “Do you
tink we’se a movin’ picture show de way you pipe us off 7

But the young man stood his ground.

“Harry!” he said, in a low voice.

“@reat Scott! Alice!” cried Harry.

Xt was indeed Alice in disguise.

Of course, Conkey and Slim had to come down off their
perch.,

“My partner, boys,” said Harry hastily.
minutes with him alone!”

He drew Alice aside,

“Thank Heaven you are all right,” he whispered; “but
don’t let those fellows know you are a woman. They are
a bad pair. How in the world came you here?”

“Here because I heard you and Mr. Brady were dead,
Harry,” Alice answered. ‘“Needless to say, I am rejoiced
to find that false, but——"

“It may be true—, as far as the Governor is concerned,
Harry broke in. “We were both caught by Chinese crooks
and drugged.”

Hastily they compared mnotes.

Alice, it appeared, had hurried to 0ld Schmitz, the Bow-
ery costumer, and assumed this disguise before starting
for Newark.

“I have got the police awake at last,” she- said at the

“Give me one

Here they could see the boat-house standing out in the
'water.

The bridge leading to 1t had been removed.

“That must be the place,” remarked Harry.

“Yes, but I see nothing of the police boat,” rephed
Alice. “I most sincerely hope they dont go back on me.’

“Who did you see ﬁnally P

“ Inbpector Burgmeister.”

“He is reliable, and a fairly good friend of the Gov-
ernor’s. I think they will come.”

There was nothing to be done but to wait, and after a
time they saw a tug heading for the bulkhead a little fur-
ther down.

It made a landing, and a policeman jumped ashore.

Harry and Alice lost not an instant in joining him.
Teh man proved to be Inspector Burgmeister himself.

“So you are here, are you?” he exclaimed. “And who
is this? Young King -Brady, I declare! Then things
can’t be as bad as you feared.”

Harry and Alice hastily explained.

“Well, if one is all right let us hope the other may be,”
said the Inspector. “We will tackle the boat-house now.
We knew that this Chinese farmer, Wing Gum, kept a sort
of vegetable market here for his own people in Newark,
Paterson, and Elizabeth, but it is news to me that he has
anything to do with opium smuggling. Get aboard, and
we will pull around to the front of the boat-house and see
what can be done.”

They did so.

The building was shrouded in darkmess. There was
nothing to indicate that anyone could be on the premises.

They landed at a float, and the inspector and his men
kicked the door in when they found they could open it
in no other way.

The lower floor was just one long room, in which were
stored potatoes and cabbages and various vegetables used
by the Chinese.

“No signs of 0ld King Brady here,” said the inspector,
looking around.

“T am afraid we are all too late,” sighed Harry.

“Hark!” said Alice. “I hear somebody walking around
upstairs.” ’

-
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The stairs ascended from one corner, and all hands hur-}

-ried up the flight to find a door at the top locked and
-bolted on their-side.

Harry shot the bolts, but there was no key.

“We shall have to break in here, too,” said the inspee-
- tor.

“If you will wait a minute I have a bunch of skeleton
keys which may serve dur purpose,” said Alice.

She got them out and had the door open in no time.

The inspector flashed his light ahead.

“Ha!” he cried. “I-thought as much, boss! You're as
hard to kill as an old tomecat!”

But Harry and Alice had more agreeable remarks to
~make, for to their immense joy there stood Old King
Brady, safe and sound, holding by the hand a little bov in
=Chinese dress.

“They went away and locked the door,” said the old de-
-fective. “Probably they thought me dead, but I am still
in the land of the living, and I owe my partial freedom to
-this young man. Let me introduce Master Willie.”

“Willie Tai?” cried Alice.

“Willie Tait is it,” replied the old detective, “and he'

-wants his mamma, whom I have promised to look up.”

“I am glad!” eried Alice. “No search is needed. I left
his mamma not two hours ago. Won’t the poor soul be
“thankful when she knows of this!”

And such was the beginning of the end of this Chinese
case of the Bradys, which worked out rather differently

“from most of the eases they have where Chinese are con-|

- gerned.

Of course, there was: another grand comparison of notes.

Willie’s story was simple.

His uncle, Joe Tai, had put him in the charge of Wing
*Gum at the Van Emburg street house.

Later the boy had been brought to the boat-house, and
‘locked in upstairs. Why, he could not tell.

He had become terribly afraid of Wing Gum, who beat
him, and on this night he hid ‘When he heard the Chinese
farmer coming. The rest we know.

But what had become of Wing Gum?

The supposition was that he had gone after the opium.

Why he had not taken Old King Brady in the boat it
was impossible to say then, but later it developed that

Chuck’s “gang” went back on him in the end, balking at

“this kind of crooked business.

They failed to turn up with their boat, so Wing Gum
and his companion had to go about their errand in a row-
boat, in which there was no room for the supposed corpse.

The Bradys talked over with the police, and came to

-some such conclusion, so it was decided to send the police
"boat out of sight, and for all hands to go on watch and
‘keep on it until morning, if mecessary.

They waited for hours.

Day was just dawning when at last sounds were heard

~on the float outside.

JHarry peeped out of the window and 1mmed1ate1y drew
back.

“Chuck and the Chinks,” he whispered.
have got a load of hop.”
“I wonder if Hung Chew can be with them?” ques-
tioned Alice. “He is the murderer of Sing Pow and Joe
"Tai”

«T think they

[}
—

Yes, Hung Chew was with them

And Hung Chew was promptly bagged by the Bradys,
and the police when he entered the boat-house, as were
‘Wing Gum and his yellow and white companions.

It must have been an immense surprise to all hands.

Resistance was out of the question. They could only
yield to fate.

And thus it all ended.

Joe Tai was dead, as stated.

The police got the two Chinks in the 68th street house
when the raid was made.

Little Willie was restored to his mother s arms at Belle-
vue Hospital.

The poor woman lived long enough to communicate
with her father, who came East after her death and took
charge of the boy

In prison Hung Chew did something very unusual for
a Chinaman, broke down and confessed

Tt was he and his pals who slashed and killed both Sing
Pow and Joe Tai, robbing the latter, as he had claimed.

The money was given up and turned over to Willie’s
grandfather, who also got that portion stolen from his
murdered father which remained in the bank.

“It is to be hoped that in due time Willie will come into
it all.

Certainly the Californian acted squarely with the
Bradys, for he paid them most liberally for their work.

Nor was this all.

A large quantity of opium came to the old boat-house -
in Newark that night.

This the detectives turned over to the Secret Service
people, and got their usual fees,

Hung Chew went to the electric chair; his pals got long
terms in Sing Sing.

Wing Gum is now in prison along with his pal.

The man Chuck turned State’s evidence, and escaped,
his confession making lots of trouble for a certain steam-
ship steward, who must have devoutly wished that he had
never embarked in the smuggling business, nor heard of
the case of The Bradys Dluoved »

THE END. .

Read “THE BRADYS AND THE BLACK SNAKEQJ
BRACELET; or, TRAPPING A SOCIETY QUEEN,”
which will be the next number (591) of “Secret Service.”

SPECIAL NOTICE:—All back numbers of this
weekly, except the following, are in print: 1 to 6, 9, 18,
4?2, 46, 47, 53 to 56, 63, 81. If you cannot obtain
the ones you want from any newsdealer, send the price
in money or postage stamps by mail to FRANK
TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York City,
and you will receive the copies you order by return mail.
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O848, B. NYLANDER, Secretary
* Mrs. Mandanna Miller, who recently filnished working at the :
watch factory after completing forty-six years of service, was{
the oldest woman employee of the company, having rea,ched;
the age of seventy-eight, says the Kennebec (Me.) “Journal.”i
During the forty-six years that she has worked in the plate
department, Mrs. Miller has been employved in drilling. The
largest sized drill she has used is 2.24 centimeters, or about;
9-100 of an inch. The smallest hole she has’ever drilled is‘
0.45 centimeters, or roughly 2-100 of an inch. The latter is
considered remarkable for a woman of the age of Mrs. Miller.
Allowing four holes to a single plate, Mrs. Miller could average ’
400 plates an hour. That means that she could bore 1,600
holes of minute diameter every hour.

On the mountain frontier between the Argentine Republic
and Chile, nearly 13,000 feet above the level of the sea, at
Cumbre Pass, is a piece of statuary absolutely unique in his-
tory, “The Christ of the Andes.” Cast in the bronze from the
cannon of opposing Chileans and -Argentines, it was placed
on the boundary line of the two nations in March, 1904, as a
symbol of the perpetual peace which should henceforth ob-
tain between them. It stands a colossal figure, 26 feet in
height, placed on a gigantic column surmourted by a globe on
which the configuration of the earth is outlined. One hand
holds a cross and the other is extended in blessing. At the
base are two tablets, one inscribed with the history of the
monument and the other bearing in Spanish the following.
legend: ‘“Sooner shall these mountains crumble into dust
than the people of Argentine and Chile break the peace to
which they have pledged themselves at the feet of Christ the
Redeemer,”

It is interesting and somewhat curious to note the persist-
ence with which misfortune has dogged the name of “John”
when borne by royal persons, although no ill omen seems to
attach to it in the case of ordinary citizens. For instance,
King John of England has always been regarded, whether al-
together justly or not, as a most infamous prince. John of
France was taken captive by the Black Prince, and John Bal-
liol of Scotland was most thoroughly despised by his country-
men on account of his fawning attitude toward the English,
Robert III. of Scotland changed his name from John, but this
did not save him from his destiny. He himself was-a cripple
and died of a broken heart, the most tragic fates having over-
taken all most dear to him. John I. of Bohemia was blind.
The Pope John I. was imprisoned by the King of the Goths,

and Pope John X. was driven from Rome by the Duke of Tus-

.

cany. Pope John XI. was imprisoned by his brother, and is:
supposed to have been poisoned, a fate similar to that of Pope
John XIV. Pope John XV, was forced to flee from Rome, and -
died of fever in Tuscany. John XVI., dubbed the “Anti Pope,”
after a troubled career, was brutally tortured and consigned tc -
a dungeon for the brief remainder of his life, John 1. of Con-
stantinople was poisoned, John II. was killed while hunting
wild boar and John I1I. was dethroned, his eyes put out and
left to die in prison. John I. of Castile was killed by 4 fall
from his horse. This is not by any means a complete list of
the unlucky Johns, but it serves to show the fatality whick
seems to cling aboujp the name jn so far as royam" ig cop-
cerned.

Wird THE FUNNY FELLOWS

Algy—Anything unusual happen while I was out, James?
Valet—Yes, sir, none of your creditors called.

Mr. Spriggins (gently)—My dear, a Washington man was
shot at by a burglar, and his life was saved by a butten whick
the bullet struck. Mrs, Spriggs—Well, what of it? Mr. Sprig-
gins (meekly)—Nothing, only the button must have been omn.

Dauber (struggling artist)—What do you suppose the poet
meant by the words, “Art is long, but life is fleeting?” Frank
Friend (examining Dauber’s last picture)—I think likely the
poet meant that life is too short for some folks to learn te
paint. . :

Pat, Sr.—Phwat do ye be shtudying in school nmow, Patsy?
Patsy—French, English composition, algebra, and geometry.
Pat, Sr. (shaking his head hopelessly)—Divil a help’ll wan ay -
thim be to ye whin ye grow up t’ be carryin’ th’ hod!

Aunt Mandy is an old colored mammy, with a philosephi-
cal turn of mind, but given to many platitudes. Last Curist--
mas Day her mistress, an exceeding pious lady, was ir a.
contemplative mood. “Just think, Aunt Mandy,” she saigd,
“1908 years ago to-day the Saviour was born, 1908 years ago”
“My! My!” said Aunt Mandy, “how time do fiy!”

“Mamma,” said little Ethel, with a disecouraged look on her -
face, “I ain’t going to school any meore.” “Why, my dearie,
what’s the matter?” the mother gently inquired. *’Cause
it ain’t no use at all. I can never learn to spell. The teacher
keeps changing the words on me all the time.”

She (as the clock neared midnight)—Are you fond of music?
He (a rejected suitor)—Very much so. It completely carries -
me away! She (rushes over to the piano and plays several
popular airs)—But I see you haven’t gone. He (with a vawn)
—No. She—Yet you said music always carried you away? He
—To be sure—mysic.

Tommy, whose varying points of view are Illustrated by -
the Farm Journal, had not yet learned the Golden Rule. Neith-
er had a good many of his elders. “I should think, Tommy,” "
said his father, “that you might find some boy to play with
you. Now, what's the matter with Johnny Jenkins and the-
little Dobbs boy?” “Pooh! Why, they’re a whole year young-
er than I am,” said Tommy, contemptuously. “I cduldn’t play .
with them!” ‘“Well, there’s Jack Spear and Willie Harlow.
Won’t they do?” “Yes, but they're a year older than 1 am,”
said Tommy, wistfully, “so the mean things won’t play with -

”

me, .
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‘MY ADVENTURE WITH SMUGGLERS.

By Col. Ralph Fenton.

The war of the rebellion left the United States with an
enormous debt to pay, the interest on which ran up into
many millions. To meet the interest, as well as reduce the
principal a little every year, required a revenue system that
taxed the patriotism of the American people severely. The
duties on imports were doubled—in some instances they were
trebled—and thus the prices of certain articles were raised
to very high figures. For instance, the duty on silk goods
was put at seventy-five per cent.

Dealers took advantage of that to ask one hundred per
cent, more for ail kinds of silk goods. The result was that
many attempts were made to smuggle silks through without
the payment of duty. .

To smuggle through $10,000 worth of silk was to make a
clear profit of $7,500. No wonder, then, that men in the silk
business were watched by the customs officers.

One day the head of the custom-house in New York city
sent me a note requesting me to call 6n him at his private
office, after office hours, that afternoon. Of course I went,
wondering what he could want of me. We were well ac-
gquainted. I had done some fine detective work for him on
a former occasion, for which I was well paid, and received
honorable mention in his report to the Secretary of thre Treas-
ury at Washington.

“Ah,” said the collector, as I entered the private office,”

_you are very prompt, as usual.”

“Promptness is one of my hobbies,” I replied.

“Take a seat.”

I sat down on a large easy-chair, facing him.

“I've got some work for you.”

“Smuggling?” I asked.

“Yes, and I have located it as going on somewhere around
the circumference of the United States.”

“Have you nothing more definite than that?”

“No. It’s a profound mystery to all in this department.”

“Are you sure none of your.officers are engaged in it?”

“Yes. We have watched all the custom-houses along the
coast and along the border of Canada, and still it goes on.”

“Then there nust be collusion somewhere,” I remarked.

“I am quite sure there is hot. We have been on the watch
for six months.”

“What line of goods is it?”

“Silks.

~mense quantities of silks on the market, which they are will-
ing to sell at prices that savor of smuggling. Honest dealers
reported them to us, and we have exhausted all our ingenuity
in trying to find out where they got them. You are the only
man whom I believe can unearth the mystery. You can have
carte blanche for men and money. Take hold and do your
best. Don’t waste any time in watching custom-houses. The
smuggling is  not done there.”

“Have you no clew?” I asked.

“None whatever, further than the fact that they have the
silks on the market for sale.”

“Have you watched them?”

“Of course we have.”

“Well, I'll see you again in a week or so,” said I, rising
and shaking hands with him.

“Good luck to you,” he replied, as I left the office.

“Here’s a hard job,” said I to myself. “If I work it I will
have a grip on a fortune.”

The first thing to do was to disguise myself so completely
as to utterly sink my identity. My long experience as a de-
tective had taught me that art to a marked degree. Then,
armed to the teeth, I began hanging around the large house

Certain parties in this city and Boston have im-

| man, but I don’t believe it.

that was putting the silks on the market, waiting to see
what points I could pick up.
On the third day I made a discovery. A grocer’s wagon

| drove up to the rear of the house and emptied a load of bar-

rels on the sidewalk. I also noticed that while there were
many packages waiting to be carried into the basement of
the immense establishment, the barrels were rolled in first.

“What does a silk house receive in barrels?”.I asked my-
self, as I saw them disappear in the basement.
- An hour later the samie truckman returned with another
load of barrels. That decided me to watch the truckman,
I followed - him, and found that he came from a grocery house
on the other side of the city. While waiting and watching
there, I saw another truck come and deliver a load of the
salne kind of barrels to the grocer.

“0Oh, ho!” thought I, “the grocer and silk man are partners
in this thing. I'll follow that truckman and see where he
gets the barrels.” .

The truckman led me to the depot of a certain railroad
There were a lot of othér barrels there waiting to be removed
to the grocer’s place. I saw {from marks on the barrels that
they came from a grocery house in Portland, Maine. .

Satisfied that something was wrong down in Maine, I has-
tened to prepare myself for a visit to that part of the world.

Two days later I was in Portland, quietly loitering around
the grocery house whose name I had seen on the barrels.
Inquiry at the Portland custom-house revealed the fact that
Dodge & Jump, the grocers, never imported any goods through
that port.

“I am on the right track,” I muttered to myself, as I left
the custom-house. “But where do Dodge & Jump get the
silk?” That's the question. They deal largely in potatoes,
and ship thousands of barrels annually to New York., I could
see the potatoes in the barrels. I noticed, however, that the
potato barrels were different from the others sent to the New
York grocer. :

Farmefs came in with wagon loads of potatoes every day,
and for a whole week I stood around and watched them come
and go. One day I saw a farmer come in with nine barrels,
Seven of them contained potatoes; two of them I was sure
contained something else. Keeping my eye on the two sus-
picious barrels, I noticed they were immediately separated
from the others.

“Now, Mr, Farmer, I'll attend to you,” thought I, and im-
mediately I went to a livery stable and hired a good saddle-
horse, -

Once in the saddle, I defied the farmer to get away from
me. He left town, crossing the river. So did I
the shore road. So did 1. He passed leisurely along, ang, I
kept far enough behind to avoid exciting his suspicioms.

At last I saw him turn toward the bheach and drive down
to an old weather-beaten house that looked as though it might
be a fisherman’s home. The house was not fifty yards from
the water’s edge, and just high enough to be above the waves
in a storm. To the left of the house was a small inlet in
which several boats were riding at anchor.

“0Oh, ho, my fine fellow,” thought I, “you may be a fisher-
I'll ride down and have a talk
with you, to see what you look like.”

I rode back a mile or so, and then turned again. When I

reached the locality T saw a man come forward, as if to meet

me before I could reach the house. He was a brawny, muscu-
lar-looking man, with a pea-jacket and a pair of great boots
on, the whole surmounted by a fisherman’s hat. In his mouth
he carried a pipe, from which he puffed clouds of smoke.
As I rode up he gave me a stare that plainly asked:
“Well, what do you want here?”
“Good-day, sir,” said I, “do you reside hereabouts?”

He kept*
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“I do,” was the reply, as he thrust his left hand in his
pocket and puffed away at his pipe.

“I am looking for a place to purchase for a summer resi-
dence,” said I.

“Whar do you want to buy, stranger?”

“Anywhere along the coast here.”

“Wal, I dunno ag I know any one as wants ter sell, ’thout
lt's McNaughton up the coast a bit.”

“How far is it from here?”

“A bit of five or six miles, sir.”

1 looked around at the setting sun.

It was just sinking behind. the hills,

“Could I hire a man to go with me there to-night?” 1
asked. ,

“No.” . ’ ‘-

“Can I stop here, then, for good pay?”

“No, We aren’t got room.”

“Oh, I can sleep anywhere as long as I have a roof over
my head.”

“Couldn’t do it, stranger,” was the emphatic reply; “ther
old woman wouldn’t have it.”

“Let me talk with your wife, and I-——"

“Yer can’t stop hyer, stranger. We ain't got room.”

He was very emphatic.

*It is a good road to*McNaughton's.
how.” \

“1 shall have to try it, then,” I remarked, turning away
very reluctantly

Riding back up the hill, I noticed the old fisherman eyeing
me very suspiciously. In looking back I also glanced seaward,
and saw a bark standing out, low down in the water.

“Here’s the nest of the silk smuggling,” said I to myself.
“I'll go into the woods, and to-night slip down™the hill and
see what's going on in and about that old house.”

Under cover of darkness, and leaving my horse tethered in
the woods, I crept down the hill toward the cottage. I saw
four stalwart men come out and start for the beach. &b was
about to follow, when a blow from behind on the back of
my head stretched me senseless on the ground.

When I came to I was lying in the bhottom of a hoat, out
at least a mile from shore. I made a movement with my
hand, and found that I was bound a helpless prisoner.

“Hello!” exclaimed one of the four men in the boat.
yer buy McNaughton’s place?”

“I couldn't find it,” I replied.

They laughed.

“We'll send you to Davy Jones.
Yer can’t miss it.”

“Where dpes Jones keep?” I asked, anxious to gain time
to think,

“Just a little below hyer,” was the reply, at which the
others chuckled.

“I say, stranger, ye're a New Yorker, eh?” one asked.

“Yes.”

“Come out ter see about that ’ere silk, eh?”

“Yes.”

“Thought so0.” Another chuckle among them. “Wal, we're
the very chaps., We do the thing fine. Thar’s a bark out thar
thet’s full to their decks with silk. We git it in o’ nights, an’
carry it in like tatters in barrels. That's how we do it. Now,
don’t you wish you hadr’t come, eh?”

“Yes, I do. You've got me foul. I weaken.”

“Don’t do thet, mister, Die game., Chuck him over, boys!”

Two of them seized me in spite of my protests, and hurled
me headformost into the sea.

Splash!

Down, down, [ went, seemingly a hundred feet. - I made a
desperate twist and freed my hz%nds. A thrill of joy flashed
through me. I was a splendid swimmer. Exerting myself,

Yer can’t miss it no-

“Did

Maybe you'll find that.

I rose to the surface and found the boat out of sight in the
darkness. On the shore I could see the lights in the hut, and
commenced pulling for them. In an hour I struck the beach.
I crept up the hill to- my horse, mounted, and hastened back
to Portland as fast as he could carry me, reaching there a
little before daylight.

That morning I went to the collector of the port and got a
dozen men, armed and mounted. Then a revenue cutter was
placed at my service. I led the men by land wilst the cut-
ter went round to intercept the bark.

We descended on the hut em the beach like a thunderbolt.
The men were so surprised they did not fire a shot. The
fact that I was alive and on top completely unnerved them.”
They surrendered without a blow. .

We found an immense quantity of silk in barrels ready to
be carted to town as potatoes. The cutter captured the bark,
and the whole cargo was confiscated. My share of the haul
gave me money enough to retire from business, if so desired,
But I shall never forget the adventure and my close call.

- -

EXGINEERING SKILL OF TINY MOLLUSKS.

A new exhibit of the Smithsonian Institution in Washington
recalls the fact that one of the most interesting of nature’s
inventions is the spiral staircase—a mode of construction ad-
mirably exhibited in the shell of a mollusk, known to science
as scalaria. Its name, in fact, is descriptive. The most beau-
tiful species of scalaria is found in the Indo-Pacific and in

former days fetched great prices.

The origin of the screw is lost in the mists of antiquity,
but. the idea might well have bheen suggested to its inventor
by the “columella,” or axis, of the terebra shell—another kind
of mollusk. This, in fact, when the outer wall of the shell |
has been removed is a perfect screw.

Yet another mollusk, the “keyhole limpet,” is provided with
a keyhole in its shell for the passage of a food-carrying cur-
rent of water. Undoubtedly it was the first keyhole in crea-
tion. But it lacked a key and, being not connected with a
lock, is unlikely to have offered any practical suggestion to
the early inventor.

It is entirely conceivable, however, that the idea of the
comb was first suggested by a molluscan shell of the South
Pacific, which is ornamented with long spines arranged in
a row like the teeth of a comb. Indeed, savages in that part
of the world often use it to comb their hair. The shell is
very beautiful and would make an exceédingly pretty orna-
ment for the hair coiffure if civilized women could be per-
suaded to adopt it.

The original rock drill was a bivalve mollusk, known to
science as pholas. 1t uses the sharp edges of its shell to bore
into rocks at the water’'s edge along the seacoast, sheltering
itself from the breakers in the burrows thus made and finding
security against most enemies.

The hinge, of course, was one of the earliest of nature'’s
inventions, being found in one form or another in all the
bivalve mollusks. But in some it is very highly developed—
as for example in the case of the “thorny oyster” of the Pa-
cific, which has a hinge as perfectly constructed ag any that
can be bought at a hardware store and provided with a spe-
cial arrangement to prevent the two parts from moving
laterally upon each other,

It may be added that the first pneumatic tube is to be found
in the shell of the pearly nautilus. The animal, a cephalopod,
dwells in the outermost chamber, and the others, which it has
successively occupied during its growth, are connected by a
small tube—the latter supposed by some naturalists to pro-
vide a means whereby the air pressure inside the shell is
controlled, enabling the creature to rise to the surface or
descend to the bottom of the sea at will,
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MESMERISM.
#e. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-
methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
R e by ammal magnetism, or, magneétic healing. By Prof. Leo
Koch, A. C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc.

+  PALMISTRY.
ﬁia 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
sn‘aved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
& full explanation of their meaning, Also explammg phrenology,
£64 the key for telling character by the bumps on the bead. - By
fge Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.

) HYPNOTISM. )
g, 83, HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in-
{Bractive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also
?ﬂpmmmg the most approved methods which are employed by the
ading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.8.

SPORTING.

o, 21 HOW TR0 HUNT AND FISH.,—The most complete
~mmting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
ﬁ@uctxons about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,

ther with descriptions of game and fish.
0. 26. HOW TO.ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAY.—Fully
Yustrated. Every boy should know how to row anc sail 5 beat.

Il instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
Mctlons on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.

¥o. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
i somplete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful borses
@ business, the best harses for the road; also valuable recipes for

s pecualiar to the horse.

Mo. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A bhandy
Mk for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes
%% the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
<y G, Stansfield Hicks.

i FORTUNE TELLING.
Rz 1, NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—
1ining the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean-
»f almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies,
-srious games of cards. A complete book.

23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Everybody dreams,
<qe little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
] rhe explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky
ve 2 anincky Jdays, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate.

W, 28 HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
waowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or
s2ry, wealth or poverty.
Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell
i mrtune of your friends.

o, 76, HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
(Ot unmg rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,

% che secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Ilustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC. »
¥o. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETHE.—Giving full 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

v

soome strong and healthy by following the instructions contained

: this little book.

~No., 10. HQW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
Snntammg over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer-
dxt positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
Kxsse useful and mstructxvy books, as it will teach you how to box
geithout an instructor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full

iretructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
¥mbracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald.
#& handy and useful,book.

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for
Wemcing and the use of the broadsword ; also mstructlon in archery.
wnscribed with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
Faeitions in fencing. A complete book.

TRICKS WITH CARDS. :
Ne. Z1. HOV/ TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS. —Containing
Seplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
ht-of-] hand of tricks involying sleight-of-hand, or the use of
pqu;md cards. By Professor Haftner. Illustrated,
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No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em-
bracing all of the. latest and most deceptive card tricks, with ik
lustrations. By A. Ande

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
bontammg deceptive Car Tricks as performed by leading conjurore
and magicians, Arrange for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

MAGIC.

No. 2. HOW -TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricke
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as it will both amuse and instryct.

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Exp]aining how
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and sxgnals _The only
authentlc etplanatlovl of second sight,

No. 43. H10W TO BECOME A MAGICIAN. —Contammg the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before thc-
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete.

No. ** HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. —Containing ovu‘
one “:uurcd highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals.
By A. Avpderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain»
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.‘

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing fu
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds E-t
A. Anderson. Fally illustrated.

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS —-Showing
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
Anderson. Fully illustrated.

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thlrty-qx illustrations. By A. Anderson.

8. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com
plete scription of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderses

Tllustrated.
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy
should know how inventions originated, This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
puneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published.

No. 56. HOW TO BECO\IE AN ENGINEER.—Containing ful}
jnstructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive em-
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive ; togetheg
with a full description of everything an“engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Fall
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Aolian Harp, Xylo
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de
scription of nearly every musical instrument used m ancient of
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon &. Fitzgerald.
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.

No. 59, HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
illustrated. By John Allen.

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Contalning
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks

y A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.

LETTER WRITING.

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old.

No. 12, HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Giving
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and requests

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN,—
Oontammg full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also glvmg sample letters for instruction.

No. & W TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful little
book, te]ling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; aund, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young
lady in the land should havc this book.

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con-
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
also rules for punctuation.and compositien, with lpecimen letters
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TME STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORE BN MEN'S JOKE

BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
smost- famous ‘end- men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
thils' wondetful little book, |

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
©ontaining: a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish, Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows. _

No. 45. THE BO¥YS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new ahd 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 bumor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc.=of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Hvery boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
atage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
8cenic Artist and Property Man, By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WTILLIAMS JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
28t jokes, anecdotes aud funny storieg of thig world-renowned and
aver uiar German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
golored cover containing a heilf-tone photo of the auther.

¥ 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
;;_o;lvedrs 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,
fish, game. and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
paslt(ry. and a grand collection of recipes: by one of our most popular
cooks.

No. 57. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It containg inYormation 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, Aeolimn hdrps, snd bird limwe for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
acription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
?te} It}y George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing -over#fifty il-
ustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
teining full directions for making electrical machines, induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

y R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

No. 67. HOW T0O DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusiang electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest book ever published. and there’s millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. 1t contains more for the
money than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, ete.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMB.—Containing all

" the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catebes

and witty sayings. .

No. 52. HOW T'0O 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.

d ETIQUETTE.

No. 13 HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It
ig a grea. life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There’s happiness in it. .

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
r:ning to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and

the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION. .

Ne. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.
=Qontaining the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
4ialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
Witk mapy atandard readings. >

g

No: 81.- HOW TO BECOME A SPREAKER!-Containing foul
teen illustrations;. giving the different positions requisite to becorx,
a good.speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems froE
all the pepular authors of prose and poetry, arranged: in the modf
simple and concise manner possible. N [ 4 !

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting &&=
bates, outlines for debates. questions for discussion, and the beef)
sources’ for procuring information on the questions given.

-
» SOCIETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The avts and wiles of flirtation %
fully explained by this litt.> book. Besides the vacious methods-
hardkerchief, fan, glove. parasol, window and hat flirtation, it cose
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which 18
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be bappg
without one. .

No. 4. HOW TO- DANCE is the title of & new and handsog®
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrode
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parti
(limw to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular squ.

ances. >
“No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to io¥%
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquetis
to be observed, with many curious and interesticg things not geme
e¢rally known,

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving t&
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—Ope of t&
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the worlfl
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. 'The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this
and be convinced how to become beautifml.

S8IRDS AND ANIMALS. o

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated amé!
containing full instructions for the management and training of th
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete. i

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULFTRY, PIGEONS AN¥
RABBITS.—A ukeful and instructive beok. Handsomely illur:
trated. By Ira Drofraw. . )

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hind
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birid
%lso how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Hartinz;&i(}o

eene. )

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—3
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mouuti®’
and preserving birds, arimals a2nd insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving ca®:
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepisy
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving fu)#!
instructions for making cages, ete. Fully explained by twenty-eigs’
iHustrations, making 1t the most complete book of the kind ev¥:

published.
MISCELLANEOQOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and s
structive book, giving a comp'ste treatise on chemistry; also %
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and 3
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thic
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fef
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences. etc. ete.

Na. 84, -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing full
information 1egarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submitting manusecript. Also containing
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
g)'sliti%n of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prinw
-Hilan

Noo:X, HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A wosk
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to evef@
fsin;il{. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general comr
plaints,

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Cor
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamﬁps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58._HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By O!d King Brady,
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuab
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventursd
and experiences of well-known detectives. %

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contaise
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work 8§
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othe#
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W-

bney.

No. 62. BOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARE
CADET.—Containigg full explanations how to gain admittan
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, P
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shouldl
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, auths®
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.”

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete i=-
structions of bow to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptiom
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Comr
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How te L
West Point Military Cadet.”

®
PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR_25 CENTS, -

Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Yorik.



# Latest

Issues ==

“All Around Weekly”

Containing Stories of All Kinds,

Oeroxep Covers 32 Pages, Paicx 5 CeNw.
22 The Wild Beast Hunters; or, Adventures in Brazil. .
23 The Flying Scud. A Romance of the Ever Faithful Isle.
24 Against the Sultan; or, Trapped in a Turkish Rebelllon.
26 Frank Melville, The Wonder of the Circus Ring.

26 “Little Dot”; or, The Dandy Scout of the Plains.

27 The Hook and Ladder Boys; or, The Best Firemen'in Town.
28 The Young Cliff Climber; or A Tale of the Andes.

29 The Ourang QOutang Hunters; or, Adventures in the Dark
Continent.

“Work and Win”’

Containing the Great Fred Fearnot Storles.
Cororrp COVERS 32 PAGES. Price 6 CENTS.
8§90 Fred Fearnot’s Strong Will; or, Defeating the Loan
Sharks.

§91 Fred Fearnot’'s Big Stake; or, Held for Ransom.

592 Fred Fearnot at Princeton; or, Evelyn and the College
Boys.

+ §93 Fred Fearnot’s ~Hard Hitting; or, Batting It Out to Win.

$94 Fred Fearnot's War Canoe; or, Beating the Indian Cham-
pions.

595 Fred Fearnot and the Errorless Wonder;
Ball Player’s Bluff.

596 Fred Fearnot and the Errorless Wonder;
Ball Player’s Bluff.

~$97 Fred Fearnot’s Throw Home; or, Playing in the Field.

or, Calling a

or, Calling a

’
“Fame and Fortune Weekly”
Containing Stories of Boys Who Make Money,
CorLorED. CovERS 32 Pagrs. Pricy 6 CENTS.
236 Up Against 2 Hot Game; or, Two College Chums in Wall
Street.
237 A Big Contract; or, The Por Boy Who Won.
238 Benson’s New Boy; or, Whoopmg Up the Wall Street
Market.
239 Driven to Work; or, A Fortune from a Shoe String.

240 The Way to Make Money; or, Taking Chances in Wall
Street.

J 241 Making His Fortune; or, The Deal of a Lucky Boy.

“Wild West Weekly”

A Magazine Containlng Stories, Sketches, Etc., of Western Lifg
CoLorEp COVERS 32 PagEs. PricE 5 CENTS.
389 Young Wild West and the Death Mine; or, Arietta Baflling
the Claim Jumpers.

390 Young Wild West Saving the “Seventh”; or, The Fight at
Ravine.

391 Young Wild West's Greaser Shake-up; or, Arietta Stand-
ing the Test.

392 Young Wild West Trailing a “Terror’;
Chief’s Last Chance.

393 Young Wild West Saving His Scalp; or, Arietta and the
Death_ Trail.

394 Young Wild West Teaching a Tenderfoot; or, The Dude’s
Duel with the Desperado,

395 Young Wild West Rushing the Rustlers;
Long Range Shot.

or, The Bandit

or, Arietta’s

“Pluck and Luck”

Containing Stories of Adventure,
©CoLoRED COVERS 32 PAgGEs. Prick § CENTa,

€19 Boss of the Boat Club; or, Dick Dashwell’s Schooldays,
By Howard Austin. :

€20 After the “Bad Man”; or, The Perils of a Western Boat-
man. By An Old Scout.

621 Sinbad of St. Helena; or, For the Rescue of the Great
Emperor. By Allyn Draper.

622 His Father’s Son; or, The Boy With a Bad Name.
Allan Arnold.

623 The Island in the Air; or, The Castaways of the Pacific.
By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.

By

“The Liberty Boys of ’76”

A Magazine Containing Stories of the American Revolution,
CororEp COVERS 32 PAgEs. Price 6 CENTS.
484 The Liberty Boys at East Rock; or, The Burning of New

Haven.
486 The Liberty Boys in the Drowned Lands; or, Perilous
Times Out West,

486 The Liberty Boys on the Commons; or, Defending Old
New York.

487 The Liberty Boys’ Sword Charge; or, The Fight at Stony
Point.

488 The Liberty Boys Aftet Sir John; or, Dick Slater’s Clever
Ruse.

489 The Liberty Boys Doing Guard Duty; or, The Loss of Fort
‘Washington,

Wor mule 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.

Cut out and fill

fn the following Order Blank and send it to us with the prlce of the weeklies you w ant and we will send them to you by
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Price 5 cents.
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524
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526
527
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531

5 The Dradys and the Diamond Dagger;

SECRET SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

32 Pages.

LATEST ISSULES:
The Dradys and the Veiled Picture; or,
Silence.
The DBradys and No.
Led.
The Bradys and the Five Jars:

Seatenced for Life to
775; or, The Messenger Boy Who Was Rob-
Dead for

or. Twelve IHours.

The Bradys and the Hidden Hoowm: or. Lracing a Mysterious
Clew

The l’.radys in the Secret Tunnels: or, Masks and Mystery in the
Ghetto.

The Liradys and 3-4-6-9: or. Trapping the Bank Durglars’ League,

The Dradys and the Boy Detective,; or, Tracked by a DBranded
Arm.

The Diradys after the Midnight Men; or, The Error that Cost a
Life

The Bradys and the Yellow Prince; or, The Drug IFiends of China-
town.

The Iiradys and the Broken Pool Ball;
Dead Man.

The Bradys' Chase for a P’'enny ; or, Convicted by a Coin.

The Bradys and the “White Terror’” ; or, Lost in a Secret Maze.

The Dradys and the Fatal Despatch; or, The Mystery of Five
Words.

The Dradys Tracking a Stolen Ruby: or, After a Gang of Thieves.

The DBradys and the Boy Shadower; or, A Very llard Case to
Solve.

The Bradys' Cunning Plot: or, Trapping the River Pirates.

'lhc Dradys and Quong Lee; or, The Dog-faced Man of China-

own,

’1he Bradys and the Broken Handcut’f or, The Hunchback of the
0ld Red House.

The DBradys Working for a Life:

The Dradys and the Newsboy: or,

The Dradys After the Deggars and DBeats;
Misery Iiall.

or, The Strange Case of a

or, ixposing a Great I'raud.
Saved from the State Prison.

or, The King of

The Iradys and the DPoisoned Ring; or, Trailing a Shadow
Gang,

The Dradys at Deadman's Curve; or, Solving a Mystery of Union
Square.

The Bradys and the Pawn Ticket:

The Bradys Trailing a Chinese Gilant;
Men of Mott Street, .

The liradys and the King of Rogues; or, Working Up the Dalton
('ase.

The Bradys’
House,

2 The Dradys and the Broken Clock; or, The Secret of Ten Minutes

to Ten.
The Bxadys Ilghtmg the Gold (oiners:; or, On the Trail of the
or, The Secret of the Blue Room.

Black land.
or. The Mystery of a

or, The Old Maniac's Secret.
or, The “Strong Arm”

Top Floor Clew; or, The Mystery of a Tenement

The Bradys and the Old Miser:
Missing Girl.

546 The Bradys Shadowing a Chinaman : or, Trapping a Yellow Fiend.
547 The Dradys and the Fatal Letter; or, The Messenger Boy's

550
551

Secret.

The Bradys After the IBridge Rushers; or. Rounding Up the Pick-
pockets.

The Brad)s and the I‘orged Order: or, The Clew Found in the
Cella

'The ]§1ad\s and the Reporter; or, Working Up a Newspaper Case.

'lhIe"Blddys Yellow Shadow ; or, The Search for a Missing Gold
King.

Colored Covers.
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Issued Weekly

Thel Bmd)s and the Skeleton Hand; The Strangest of All
The mud\s Hidden Diamonds:

or,

or, The Great John Street Jewel

Robbery. N

The I;mdys at Hangman's Roost: or, The Mystery of the House
on the Rocks. .

The DBradys aud the Death DBelt; or, The Secret of the Indian
Juggler.

The l,md\s in the Doyers Street Den; or, A Curious Chinese
Case.

Tha madys and the “Black Doys™: or, The late of the Six

Ma
The l,md\s After the Bomb Throwers:
chist League.

or, Smashing the Anar

The bradys and the Man-Trappers: or. The Trail of the “Seviuy
Sevens.”

The Dradys and *“Joss House J.um™; or, Tracking a Chinese
Croaok.

The Dradys’ IFatal Night: or, The Mystery of the Mad Sherift.

The Bradys and the idot's LEye: or., The Clew of the (nsm]
Th‘z- ?»Sl}d)s Chasing the Red League: or, Rounding up a l.u\\ol)
’lheu;].tadys and the Belt of (Jold or. L.ost on the Great White
’lh\; gl‘a\dys after the Tong Kings: or, The Red Lady of thina-
'l‘l]tqu“lx;iadys' Joston Dioubles: or, Trapping the Fake Deter-
Tht%‘?sx}adys‘ Bank Book Mystery: or, The Secret of the Torn
Thie ;“; ‘adys and the Golden Comet: or. The (ase of the Chinese
‘rince.

The Dradys' Floating Clew: or, Solving a Morzue Mystory.

The Dradys and “DBrooklyn Bob™; or. The Doldest Crook in the
’1]1‘(;“!1.1(zlulw and the DBootblack: or. Dagging the “Iess of the
Th]e)e}}?adys and the Blotted Check: or, Saved by the Nerateh of
Th(rtx l]t;ll‘:‘;ldys and the Missing Witness: or. The Becret of the

Hole in the Wall.
The Bradys in Little China: or.
The Dradys and the Midnight Meir:
The Bradys' Fast Ireight Mystery:
King.

The Mystery of a M ssion IHouse,
or. A Fight for Five Lives.
or, The Case of Couductor

The Dradys and the Six Gold Dollars: or, A Very Singular Clew.

The Bradys and the Poisoned Arvow: or, 'The Mystery of Central
I'ark.

The Pradys and the Green Goods Men: or, The Shrewdest of
Them .

The Ixad‘s and Captain (‘rossbones: or, Bagging the Bouss of
the River Thieves.

The Pradys and the secaped (‘onvict:
From States’ Prison.

The Bradys and the Iluby Locket: or, Solving a Society Mystery.

The Bradys and “Red Light Dick “; or, After the =lum king.

The Bradys Under a Cloud; or. W orking fur & I’vor Boy.

The Bradys and the Actor’s Son; or, Sold inlo Slavery.

The Bradyes Tempted: or; Deating ¢ ut Justice,

The Bradys and the Hidden Assas-in: or. W inning in Record Time,

The Bradys' Dark Work: or, The Mys~iery of a Night,

‘I'he Bradys and the Mystic Band; or, Trailing the Silent Seven.

The Bradys Drugged; or, Caught by the Chinese Crouks.

or, The (lew That (ame

-
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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