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HOP LEE, THE CHINESE SL.A VE DEALER. ' 
ut the portal was provided with a large, old-fasb-1 And Old l_King Brady looked surprised. 

ed iron knocker. "See here!" exclaimed Sing Ho, as his yellow face 
ld King Brady seized hold of this and rapped paled in alarm. 

ice, then he paused and knocked twice more. As he spoke he held up a piece of paper upon which 
moment or so elapsed. some strange Chinese characters were traced in red 

hen a wicket in the door, which was so cunningly ink. 
cealed, that it would hardly have been detected "What's that?" asked the veteran. 
the keenest eyes, opened, and the yellow face of a Sing Ho shuddered as he said: 
inaman appeared in the small opening. "That is the death warning of the Highbinders.» 

" How came you by it ?" 
CHAP'l'ER IV. "I found it." 

THE CHINESE REVENUE SPY. 

T first the face at the wicket assumed an expres­
n of suspicion. 
he oval eyes flashed upon Old King Brady and 
rry in a searching glance. 
hen a light of recognition appeared in those keen 

d glittering orbs. 
'Ha! Old King Brady and Ha\ ry !" exclaimed the 
ericanized Mongolian. 
nd it was noticeable that there was no trace of 

e Chinese dialect in his speech. 
ike Hop Lee, the Chinese slave dealer, Sing Ho 

oke English well. 
" Come in," he added. 

s the door opened the detectives entered. 
hen, one following them would have seen that 
g Ho was a very small and cunning-looking Ce-
tial. · 

He led the officers into a room at the side of the hall. 
d Old King Brady said at once : 

"Sing Ho, we have come to San Francisco to find 
t the truth about the death of Blake Moore." 
"Ha, then you will pipe in Chinatown?" 
" Yes. Now tell me, Sing Ho, do you know or sus­
ct anything about this case that the police are ig-
rant of?" · 
"No. I am a �S�e�c�r�~�t� Service spy in the pay of the 
ited St.ates Government. It's my business to 
tch out for opium smugglers. I have bad no time 
devote to the case you speak of, but I knew about 

e opium receiving station in Chinatown, in which 
ake Moore was found dead," said Sing Ho. 
He had been a Sunday-school Chinaman. 
Some Christian people bad taken him up, and had 

educated. 
"You knew about the storehouse of the opium ring, 
?" said the veteran. 
"Yes, I bad just found it out, when in some way 
ake Moore discovered it. He spoiled my plan to 
ve the den raided by the revenue men, by going 
ere before I was quite ready for a close-in." 
"Well, Sing Ho, I want you to go with Harry and 
e to-night, to visit the house in which BlakeMoore 
as found dead." 
"Why do you want to go there? The opium men 

o longer use the house as a place of storage for 
uggled opium." 
"That matters not. I want to examine the house." 
"I cannot go with you!" 
"Why not?" 

"Where?" 
"On my door. -when I opened it this morning th& 

paper was nailed on my door." 
"That me..,ns you are spotted?" 
"Yes." 
"At last the High binders have found you out?" 
"It must be so." 
"J;>o you believe the assassins will try to murder 

you?" . 
Sing Ho showed deadly fear as he answered: 
" Yes. They will kill me surely." 
"Do you know how they found out you were a. 

Secret Service spy ?" 
"No. I cannot think how they learned the truth.'" 
"Well, Sing Ho, what do you mean to do?;' 
"I mean to leave San Francisco to-night." 
"That would be cowardly." 
" I tell you I dare not stay ! The power of the 

Highbind1ers is mighty here." 
"Sing Ho, have you no ties that you hate to break,, 

as you must if you flee." 
" No ties. But I am expecting the arrival of my 

sister from China every da '.." 
"Then stay and meet her." 
"I tell you I dare not." 
"Sing Ho, you know more about Chinatown than: 

any man whom I can trust." 
"Yes. That's so." 
"I'll pay you well to sta.y and help me just for 

to-night." 
Sing Ho looked at the message of the �H�i�g�h�b�i�n�d�e�r�s�~� 

and shuddered. 
"I can't do its" he said. 
"Five hundred dollars I offer you for one night's ,.., 

work." 
" ,I would go with' you for nothing, but I dare not,''" 

answered Sing Ho. . 
At that moment there came a rap at the street 

door. 
Old King Brady noticed that the rap was precisely 

like the one he had employed. 
" A friend is there," said Sing Ho. 
He ran to the portal, but in a moment he re-entered 

the presence of the detectives. 
Another Chinaman accompanied Sing Ho. 
The two Celestials fell to talking excitedly, and as. 

they jabbered away very fast, though as we are 
awlre, Old King Brady and Harry had some under­
standing of their language they could not make out. 
what the Chinamen said. 
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8 HOP LEE, THE CHINESE SLAVE DE.ALER. 

At length, Sing Ho threw up his hands in a gesture 
Qf despair. 

"What now?" demanded Old King Brady. 
"My sister Te-Lala!" exclaimed Sing Ho. 
"What of her'?" 
"She is in San Francisco." · 
"Go on. Tell me what' your countryman has made 

known in full." 
"My sister 'arrived in Chinatown last night with 

some Chinese girls who were conducted by the men m 
the service of Hop Lee." ' 

"Who is Hop Lee?" 
"The great Chinese slave dealer and chief of High­

binders. ' ' 
"Oh ! And how did your sister fall into the hands 

-0f the slave dealer's men?" 
"I know not. My friend here cannot tell. A ship 

from China made this port last night; but I went to 
meet it, and I was told that no Chinese came by i~. 
You know the law. No Chinese emigrants are 
admitted. I expected my sister would come by the 
underground route, as we call it, by way of the Cana­
.Ciian Pacific Line, from the coast. That we might no 
longer be separated,, I was willing to smuggle my 
sister into the country. Now, I am punished. The 
slave dealer has her." 

"Help me and I'll help you," said Old King Brady. 
"How do you mean?" 
"Help me ferret out the truth about the death of 

Blake Moore, and I'll help you rescue your sister." 
For a moment Sing Ho hesitated. 
The detectives saw that a struggle between !ove for 

his sister and fear of the Highbinders was going on 
in his mind. 

Final~y, he exclaimed: 
"I will stay ! I will help you, for I know if Old 

King Brady and his partner will help me, I shall res­
-cue my sister from Hop Lee, the slave dealer." 

"Bravo!" exclaimed Harry. 
"Good!" said the elder officer. 
"Now, Sing Ho, I want to question you," the latter 

added. 
"Proceed," said the Chinaman. 
"Do you hapven to know an American gentleman 

who frequents Chinatown and who is an opium fiend?" 
"I know a good m.any such." 
"Do you know one who looks like this ?" 
01\i King Brady went on and described the man 

whom Dr. Raymond had seen with Edna Morton in 
Chinatown. 

"Yes, I know that man surely." 
Old King Bvady uttered an exclamation of gratifi-

cation. · 
" Good ! We're getting on a bit," said he to 

Harry. 
"Yes, so I think," the latter assented. 
"What is the name of the man whom I described?" 

asked the veteran, turning to Sing Ho. 
"Captain Barnabas." 
"What do you know about him?" 

"I know he is an opium smuggler, and that he · 
in league with Hop Lee, the Chinese slave dealer." 

"Ha ! I hope to strike Captain Barnabas' tra 
soon," said Old Kmg Brady. 

And Harry added : 
"And I think Captam Barnabas may unwitting! 

lead us to the girl we seek." 
"I hope so." 
"But now, Sing Ho, go on and tell me all you kno 

about Captain Barnabas." 
"I will. He is an opium fiend. He loves to hit th 

pipe. When he is in San Francisco he spends mos 
of his time in Chinatown. When he is away I bcliev 
he is aboard a vessel which he owns, and which is a 
opium ship-a smuggler, you understand ?" 

" Is that all?" 
"No. Captain Barnabas is a great friend of Ho 

Lee, and he has an elegant home somewhere in Chin 
town. . They say it is filled with beautiful Chines 
girls, who arc his slaves." 

"How did you learn all this ?" 
"Can you ask?" 
"Of course, I suppose you found it all out while yo 

were secretly spying in Chinatown as a revenue d 
tective." 

"Yes." 
"Do you happen to have any clew to the locatio 

of Captain Barnabas' mansion in Chinatown?" 
"No, but I know where Hop Lee dwells." 
"Good!" . 
"Captain Barnabas frequently visits Hop Lee." 
"I see what you are thinking about." 
"I think we can yet find Captain Barnabas' hou 

by watching Hop Lee's place." 
" Yes. And if Captain Barnabas coi;nes there 

will track him to his. home when he leaves." 
"That's it." 
"Well, Sing Ho, then it's agreed that you will 

with us to-night ?" 
"Yes. But I'll go in disguise." 
" Of course." 
"I'll make up as a nigger." 
"All right. But I say, if you knew Captain Barn 

bas and Hop Lee were opium smugglers, why did yo 
not cause their arrest?" 

"Because I did not have anyone save myself tote 
tify against them." 

" And you knew no court would accept 
ported evidence of a Chinaman ?" 

"That's it." 
"We I, Harry and I will meet you at the corne 

of W and H streets, at nine o'clock to-nigh 
We shall be in disgmse. But if you give us the secre 
sign of the Secret Service we shall know you." 

" All right. But something makes me feel afrai 
the High binders will spot me and kill me to-night,' 
answered Sing Ho, shuddering. 

Soon after that the two detectives left him. 


