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  CHAPTER I.
 BROTHER AGAINST BROTHER.


   


   


  [image: ]he boy in the lower bunk awoke with a moan, and coughing dismally, turned over other side.


  “Roll! Roll! Roll!” he muttered. “Will she ever cease to roll?”


  “Did you call me, Dick?”


  A boy leaned out of the berth above and looked down.


  “No, No Ralph," was the answer. “I’m sorry I disturbed you, my dear brother. I suppose you had just managed to get asleep."


  “I wasn’t asleep, Dick. I was only dozing. How do you feel?”


  Ralph, I believe I'm dying. I'm a-goner! For sure, this is my last throw.”


  “Don’t say that, Dick,” replied the brother the-bunk above.


  “Oh, but I believe it. Long exposure in the wilds of the Klondike has done its work for me. You don't know how the case in up there. All last winter I slept in that wretched hut, and there were times my only bed was the snowdrift. Then think of the exposure of the damp, rainy spring, when I worked day after day panning gold in that cut, drenched to the skin most of the time. Well, it has done the business for me. I’ve got consumption, surest thing. The doctor at Dawson City told me that before I left, and he knew his business. Go to sleep, Ralph I'n try to keep quiet. Oh, if this infernal rolling would only stop! I——”


  A terrible fit of coughing followed.


  Ralph Dolliver climbed out of the upper berth and stood for half an hour in attendance on his brother, who certainly was in a very bad way.


  Getting him quiet at last, and seeing him asleep, Ralph returned to his bunk and slept too, while the little coast steamer Sea Eagle continued to roll and roll and roll.


  At the time the Sea Eagle was supposed to be doing the inside passage off the coast of British Columbia, with the Queen Charlotte Islands on the other side—Hecate Straits this passage is called.


  A violent storm was raging It had begun with rain and wind, but now, although it was only the latter part of September, the rain had turned to snow.


  “But in spite of the fury of the gale and the incessant rolling of the steamer, neither of the brothers had the least idea that they were in any danger.


  It was only the officers who were informed as to the utterly unseaworthy condition of the Sea Eagle that were in the least alarmed.


  There were but few passengers on the steamer this trip, and most of these were men, returning Klondikers, who did not care to put in the winter in the Arctic, and were escaping before the ports were frozen in coming down to Frisco with the gold.


  Some had much, others little; others again none at all. Where there are successful ones there must always be failures for that is the way of the world.


  Dick Dolliver, although only eighteen years old, had been three years in the Klondike, and was one of the fortunate ones, for he was bringing back a million.


  This fortune was all in gold dust and nuggets.


  Dick, like many other miners, had preferred looking after his own wealth rather than to trust it to the express company.


  He had brought his gold to Sitka on the last steamer down the Yukon before the closing of the season.


  Here he was met by his brother, a young medical student at the San Francisco College of Medicine.


  Ralph Dolliver was two years the senior of Dick..


  The brothers were the sons of a ruined shipping merchant once well known in San Francisco, who had gone to the Klondike three years before, taking his younger son with him.


  Dick’s father died at Dawson within a month after their arrival, his mother was already dead, and having no other relatives but his brother Ralph, of whom he was not particularly fond, Dick did not even entertain the idea of going back to Frisco, but joined a party on their way up French Gulch-to locate claims.


  Fortune favored him from the moment the party left Dawson.


  An old miner who owned several claims up the gulch, and who was one of the party, took a fancy to the boy, and made him his partner.


  Later this man, dying, left everything he possessed to Dick.


  Further details are not, necessary.


  It is enough to say that Dick was regarded at Dawson as one of the most fortunate boys who ever struck the Klondike.


  Now he was returning with his million, but it had been earned at the expense of his health, for the doctors at Dawson had pronounced Dick’s case incurable, and he was now going home to die with his brother, who in response to Dick’s telegram met him at Sitka.


  Formerly the brothers had always quarreled, but it was different now, for Dick had been most liberal.


  It was he who was paying halph’s way through the medical college, and had provided him with funds to live like a gentleman.


  Among his fellow-students Ralph was known as a “high-roller.”


  It is true that he rolled several shades higher than the rest of his acquaintances, and it is also true that the rolling was done at his brother’s expense.


  And now while the steamer continued to roll, Ralph Dolliver lay in the top berth, listening to his brother’s irregular breathing, wondering if he would—yes, and hoping that he might—die.


  And he had good reason to be interested.


  Before leaving Sitka Dick had made a will in his favor.


  If Dick was to die then the million which he had brought back from the Klondike and-which now lay securely locked in the steamer’'s treasure room, would belong to him.


  And as Ralph Dolliver lay there speculating on the future, with the Sea Eagle it was roll, roll, roll, for the storm was raging worse than ever.


  So for an hour it continued until midnight had passed.


  Meanwhile Dick, who in Dawson, and, in fact, all over those far northern regions, had been known as “Young King Klondike," slept on.


  There was a reason for this.


  Ralph had given him a dose of morphine to relieve hid intense suffering.


  This was also one reason why Ralph lay awake.


  Over and over again the high-rolling medical student kept saying to himself:


  “One pill more!" Only one, and he would never wake. Then I could pass for Young King Klondike. Everybody says we look enough alike to be twins."


  Wickedness!


  Base ingratitude!


  Why, certainly.


  Ralph Dolliver had fifty grains of morphine in the little medicine case under his pillow.


  “One pill more! One pill more,” he was muttering, when all at once came a shock the force of which nearly threw Ralph from the berth.


  Springing up he climbed out.


  He knew what it meant.


  The Sea Eagle had run upon one of the many sunken Islands which crowd Hecate Straits.


  Hoarse voices could be heard shouting. Men were running about the deck.


  Then came a second shock, which sent Ralph sprawling upon the floor.


  He scrambled on his clothes and made for the deck, leaving Dick still sleeping, for the morphine had done its work.


  “We are up against it,” Ralph was saying to himself as he hurried forward. “If we have to take to the boats Dick would surely die anyway. What's the sense of putting him to all that suffering? He has got to die anyhow-—one pill more!”


  Ralph had gained the deck now.


  Ahead in the storm the dark outlines of black, towering rocks could be dimly discerned.


  “What do you make it, Mr. Hunter?” roared Captain Dishon to the mate.


  “Pitt Island!” came the answer from the bow.


  “Rats! Nonsense! ™ stormed the captain. “It’s Princess Royal! We are below Pitt Island long-ago.”


  Mr. Hunter came forward with a look of grim determination- upon his face.


  “It don’t make much odds, sir, whether it is the Pitt or the Princess Royal,” he said. “We are on a rotten bad ledge, all right, and we don’t get off, neither. She's doomed sir. The Sea Eagle will go to pieces before morning surest thing you know.


  


  CHAPTER II.
 A DASTARDLY DEED.


  The confusion and excitement of that night was something to be remembered for a lifetime by all those who took part in it.


  To describe it would carry us far beyond the limits of our story, nor is it necessary that we should do so, for our dealings are to be with Young King Klondike, who through it all remained deep in the morphine sleep.


  Because she was a rotten old tub which had been running up and down the coast for more years than those on board had lived, the Sea Eagle was provided with life-saving facilities, and besides the lifeboats there was a stout naphtha launch intended to carry the contents of the treasure room, for which the company held themselves responsible,.


  It took the best part of an hour to get ready to abandon the steamer, which course was promptly determined upon when it was discovered how much water there was in the hold.


  The gold was loaded into the launch, and the passengers’ belongings into one of the boats as far as 1t would take them.


  The gold was loaded into the launch and the passengers’ belongings into one of the boats as far as it would take them.


  The plan was to run down to the life-saving station on Milbank Sound, which, as the storm had now moderated considerably, seemed entirely feasible.


  When the time for embarking came, and the passengers were all gathered on deck, Captain Deshon sung out to know where Young King Klondike and his brother were.


  “Ralph Dolliver was here a minute ago, sir,” replied the mate. “I reckon he has gone down to see his brother. He remarked that he was very low.”


  “Call him up. We can’t wait!” roared the captain. “Aboard with you, everybody, now! Single file, gentlemen! Ladies first! The man who tries crowding will get a bullet in his head.”


  “Where's that Jap doctor?” shouted Mr. Hunter. “I hain’t seen him round since we struck.”


  “Waste no time looking for him. If he can’t come forward let him stay back!” roared Captain Deshon, and the embarkation began


  Below in the stateroom Ralph Dolliver heard the call.


  He stood beside the lower berth with a glass containing a little whisky in his hand.


  Dick had roused now, and was looking at his brother with wondering eyes.


  “What’s the matter, Ralph! The steamer has stopped!” '


  “Yes. It has got so thick that Captain Deshon has run in under a lee shore and anchored. We tie up here till morning.”


  “Oh! Say, Ralph, I was just having such a fearful dream. I'm glad you woke me up.”


  “What was that Dick?”


  “I dreamed that you were trying to stick knife into me, and a Chinaman was fighting to keep you off. Dear me, it seemed so fearfully real. I'm all in a cold sweat!”


  “Drink this. It will warm you up, Dick.”


  “What is it?”


  “A drop of that whisky.” -


  “All right. You are sure there is no danger, Ralph?”


  “Danger! What danger should there be? Captain Deshon knows his business. Drink it, Dick, and go to sleep again. I tell you we are perfectly safe.”


  Ralph’s voice trembled. So dld his hand as he extended the glass.


  And well it might.


  Not only one more pill, but two were in that whisky!


  It was brother against brother!


  Wickedness! .


  Base ingratitude!


  Murder!


  Dick drank off the contents of the glass.


  “Good-night, Ralph!” he murmured as he sank back in the bunk.


  “Good—good-night, Dick. You’ll be feeling better in the morning, old man.”


  “I hope so, Ralph. It won’t make much difference, anyhow. I shall soon be with poor father, and you will get the million. You'll be Young King Klondike then, Ralph.”


  The Words were spoken slowly and sleepily.


  Already Dick Dolliver’s eyes were closed,.


  He gave one dismal cough, and rolled over on his left side


  Ralph slipped out of the stateroom seized a grip which stood in the alley, and made for the, deck, meeting the second steward on the way.


  “I was just coming to look for you sir,” he said. “We must get your brother up instantly. The first boat has pushed off, and the second one is just going. You two are to go on the third.”


  “I go,” replied Ralph in a hollow voice. “My brother stops behind.”


  “Why, what’s the matter?”


  “He is dead!”


  “Ah!"


  “It is no use talking, steward I can’t take his remains with me. 1 realize that.” “It couldn’t be, sir,” said the steward, kindly. “You know how it is with us who follow the sea. The men would never consent to take a corpse on board the boat.


  I know,” replied Ralph burying face in his pocket handkerchief.


  The steward took him gently by the arm and led him on deck.


  “Don’t speak to him,” he whispered to the second mate, in whose charge the boat was to be. “His brother is dead.”


  Then Ralph Dolliver went on board.


  It was a dastardly deed!


  No wonder he kept his face burled his handkerchief as this, the last boat pulled away, leaving the Sea Eagle to her fate.


  Soon the darkness and storm had closed behind the ill-fated steamer.


  In the hurry and confusion no one had again spoken of the “Jap doctor.”


  Was there another abandoned to his fate besides Young King Klondike, who lay in the stateroom sleeping his life away?


  It was so!


  Within five minutes after the departure of the last boat a young man but half dressed suddenly appeared on deck.


  He was a Japanese.


  No one could have possibly mistaken him for anything else.


  For an instant he stood peering right and left.


  Then he ran forward, then aft.


  At last, throwing up his hands, he gave a gesture of despair, and made a dive down the cabin stairs.


  What his intentions may have been it is hard to say; but as he passed the alley leading down to Young King Klondike's stateroom his attention was suddenly arrested by a low moan.


  “Another!" -he cried. “Then I am not alone.”


  He darted down the alley and pushed back the half open stateroom door.


  There, face downward upon the floor, lay poor Dick Dolliver.


  “Ralph!. Ralph! Save me!” he was muttering. “I'm fighting for my life That morphine has taken a fearful hold!"


  The young Japanese dropped on his knees beside the boy, and turning him over, lifted his head.


  “It is so!” he muttered. “The eyes show it. An overdose of morphine. Too late! He can’t be saved.”


  


  CHAPTER III.
 THE RESCUE.


  Dick Dolliver knew that he was taking morphine in the whisky the first time his brother had given him the pill.


  He had been taking it every night since they left Sitka.


  This fact alone undoubtedly saved his life.


  Because Dick had become somewhat accustomed to taking the drug he had learned to recognize its effects, and he had, furthermore, held several conversations with his brother about the consequence o an overdose.


  For these reasons Dick knew that such a dose had been given when, after saying good night to Ralph, he closed his eyes to sleep.


  It was then as though a hundred hands had clutched his heart.


  It was as though his body had suddenly dissolved into thin air, and he was ﬂoating off into space.


  It was not for nothing, nor entirely on account of the gold he had succeeded in gathering together that Dick gained the name of Young King Klondike.


  It was more because of his Wonderful acuteness.


  Dick, when in health had always seemed to be equal to any emergency.


  He was not only thoroughly master of himself but a born leader of men.


  Ralph was heavy and dull, beside him.


  With all his medical knowledge if Ralph Dolliver had been in his brother's situation he would have died.


  “Ralph has made a mistake! He put morphine in the whisky! I am poisoned!" thought Dick.


  As these thoughts came rushing to his mind Dick pulled himself together with a mighty exertion of will, and managed to get out of the bunk and upon his feet.


  Nothing else could have saved him.


  If Dick Dolliver had closed his eyes to sleep that sleep would have been the sleep of death.


  The struggle which followed was awful for the morphine had gained full hold on him.


  He began by jumping and shaking himself, calling at the same time for Ralph.


  Again and again he fell, but each time until this last-one he managed to regain his feet.


  When the ]ap came bursting into the stateroom poor Dick was at the end of his rope.


  He thought it was Ralph at last, for all he could see was the shadow of a man the doorway.


  Then the fearful mental strain was relaxed.


  Dick no longer tried to fight off the deadly drowsiness which held him in its clutches.


  Sleep came upon him and it is no wonder that the Japanese thought he was dead.


  And dead he would have been to a certainly but for the fact that this young man was a full-fledged dector, a graduate of an excellent medical college conducted by skillful physicians in Japan.


  Dr. Yashima!


  This was the man.


  Many knew him in the Klondike, where he practised for two years, Dick among the rest, although he had never consulted him professionally in regard to his own case.


  Dr. Yashima knew his business.


  That Dick still lived he discovered on the instant.


  He knew that two things alone could save him, but he had very little faith in either then.


  Motion—-coffee.


  Coffee is the only known antidote for morphine poisoning.


  If a person can keep moving he can fight off doses of the deadly drug which would surely kill him providing he lies down to sleep.


  Dr. Yashima lost no time.


  He knew all about Dick’s weakness from his lung trouble, and he therefore wasted no time in trymg to make the dying boy help himself.


  The doctor was as strong as a horse.


  Seizing Dick by the shoulders, he stood him on his feet, shaking him for all he was worth.


  Dick did not regain consciousness. With the doctor’s strong arm tight around him he was dragged from the stateroom into the cabin.


  His head rested upon the doctor’s shoulder, but his limbs responded involuntarily to a certain extent, and without knowing it he actually walked a little.


  As they advanced the doctor kept shaking him from side to side.


  When they reached the steamer’s kitchen Dr. Yashima placed him in a chair and ﬂew to the coffee urn, which stood upon the steam table, with a lamp burning beneath it, raising the lid.


  The urn was full of hot coffee.


  This was a point in Dick’s favor.


  The doctor drew a cup, strong and black, and testing the heat, cooled it a little by adding water, and forcing the boy’s jaws apart, poured it down his throat.


  Dick gasped and choked, but in a moment he raised his head and faintly called his brother’s name.


  Another cup followed the first.


  Yashima raised the lids and examined Dick's eyes.


  “He is saved!" he murmured. “He can sleep mow with safety; or at least I have done all that it is possible for any man to do."


  He had done enough.


  Dick had passed the danger point.


  Dr. Yashima again examined his eyes, this time with a magnifying glass, felt his pulse, and listened at his heart.


  The result appeared to satisfy him, for he went to his own stateroom, finished dressing, and then went on deck.


  The storm was passing, but the sinking steamer pounding itself to pieces on the ledge could not hold out much longer.


  It had sunk to within four feet of the deck when later Dr. Yashima led Dick out into the open air, conscious now but heartbroken, for the doctor had told him of the ordeal through which he had passed, and there was only one conclusion to draw.


  It was now broad daylight, and the sun was shining brightly. Great flocks of gulls were screaming about them.


  On their right rose a wall of black rock, three hundred feet high with the sea lapping its base, and not in either direction was there any depression in this mighty barrier as far as the eye could reach.


  On their right in the distance low, wooed islands could be seen, and there was one rocky islet ground which the sea-lions were tumbling perhaps half a mile away.


  “So Young King Klondike," said the Japanese, as Dick sank into a steamer chair, “you see the situation. You say you cannot swim. Then it only remains for me to try to build a raft which will support us both. For myself I could easily swim to that Island but you I will not desert-no!"


  Dick, had scarcely spoken since the doctor had finally succeeded in reviving him, now raised his head.


  “Why did they desert you?” he asked.


  “Ah, Young King—"


  “Call me Dick, That absurd name may be dropped between us at a time like this.”


  “Dick, they deserted me.”


  “But why?”


  “I am a heavy sleeper. I was not waked up when the steamer went on the rocks. Who gave a thought to the poor Jap? Half of them thought I was a Chinaman. Well? What more need be said?. You know how it was at Dawson. It will Be the same for me everywhere until I return to my own country. Only a Jap.”


  “I know. I don’t forget that I talked against you at Dawson as well as the rest."


  More than some of the rest. You were one of those who helped to break me there.


  “And yet you saved my life?”


  “As I would the life of any man who could be saved by my medical skill,” replied Dr. Yashima, drawing himself up proudly. “That is my duty—the duty of every doctor. Rich or poor, black, white, or yellow, friend or enemy, it makes no difference to me.”


  “ Doctor, my brother--"


  Dick paused, and his voice broke.


  “Forget it,” said the Japanese, gently.


  “I can’t! I won’t!” cried Dick, with sudden energy. “He knew! He gave me that dose on purpose. He tried to poison me—he deserted me—he will claim my gold when he gets to Frisco if it is saved.”


  “He could not help But know,” said the doctor. “Next year he graduates—he told me so himself.”


  “You have said enough,” replied Dick, staggering to his feet . “Doctor Yashima, I'm a dying man, but hear me! I shall live to be revenged!”


  “You can live indefinitely if you will place yourself in my hands,” replied the Japanese quietly. “While you slept I examined your-lungs. They are not so far gone. I have cured several worse cases than yours by a process which is not known outside of Japan.”


  “Cure me! Help me to get back my million and there is nothing that I will not do for you!” said Dick.


  “Look!” cried the doctor, suddenly pointing toward the island.


  A native canoe pulled by a bareheaded Indian girl was shooting toward them, having just come into wview around the point of rocks where the sea-lions plunged.


  “That means hope!" cried Dick, staggering to his feet.


  Dr. Yashima pulled off his hat and waved it above his head.


  The Indian girl waved a ﬂaming red handkerchief in answer, and paddled on.


  “She sees us!” cried Dick. “Doctor, you are sure the gold is gone?”


  “The treasure room is empty. It must have been all removed.”


  Dick leaned over the rail.


  “We are sinking fast!” he said. “We must have drifted off the rocks with the rising of the tide.”


  “We drifted off an hour ago,” replied the doctor. “The rocks upon which we struck were away up above us here. We have been sinking ever since.’


  “It can’t be many minutes, doctor.”


  “Not many. It is liable to come at any time. Can you swim?”


  “Oh, yes, after a fashion; but what good will that do me in the condition I am in? I scarcely have the strength of a child.”


  “Never mind, Dick. I can swim for both of us if you will only do as I say.”


  “Well?"


  “Let me put one arm around you and can swear that you will not attempt to move.”


  “I can swear to that. I have not the strength to move.”


  “Fear lends strength. When you strike the cold water you will be afraid.”


  “I will do my best, doctor.”


  “No man can do more. Remember, I am not throwing away my own life for you or anyone else. If you attempt to pull me down then I shall simply fight you off and save myself.”


  “It is agreed. You have saved my life once. I don’t ask you to save it a second time. Perhaps it won’t come to that. The girl is rowing very fast. Had you not better get your things together?”


  It will be no use. The steamer will surely sink before she can reach us.”


  They stood together in silence, watching the approach of the canoe.


  Nearer and nearer it came, responding to the vigorous paddling of the Indian girl.


  Lower and lower the Sea Eagle settled down upon the water, Dr. Yashima watching its descent in grim silence.
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 "At last the Indian girl was so near that they could hear her when she called out some unintelligibility words.
 Hurrying to the gangway where the rail had been removed, Dr. Yashima threw his arm about Dick, and together they leaped into the sea.


  


  CHAPTER IV.
 THE JAP AND THE KWACIUTLE.


  Dick was in no shape to struggle or make the least trouble for the Jap.


  Once he struck the icy water the shock was so great that he promptly fainted—for the moment Dr. Yashima thought he was supporting a corpse.


  This made no difference in the Jap’s swimming.


  Like all his race he was a perfect artist in this respect.


  He called to the girl to come on with her canoe.


  In the excitement of the moment he spoke in his own language.


  To Dr. Yashima’s utter surprise the Indian girl answered him in words which were certainly not English, nor yet good Japanese, but still perfectly intelligible to him.


  The doctor was not an archaeologist or he would have understood what this meant. Let us explain.


  In Japan there are three languages in constant use.


  The court language, used by all men who profess to be gentlemen of any standing; the ladies language, used by ladies of equal standing; and the peasant’s language, used by the common folks.


  Of course these three forms of speech strongly resemble each other, and equally of course educated Japanese gentlemen can converse in all three, while the peasant knows only his own.


  Strangely enough the language spoken by some of the Indian tribes of the northern Pacific coast of America strongly resembles the peasant language of the Japanese.


  This is notably so with the language of the dying Kwaciutle tribe, no member of which Dr. Yashima had ever chanced to meet


  “I am coming as fast as I can!” was what the doctor understood the girl to say.


  “Hurry, or he will be dead!” he shouted in peasant Japanese.


  More talk passed between them.


  Even in that struggle for life the doctor felt intense interest in his discovery.


  As the canoe came up with them he rattled away to the Indian girl, and she to him.


  It was 1ike an American talking to a man speaking broad Scotch.


  He could not have used the words the Indian girl used, but he knew what they meant just the same.


  It was a great help, and with the assistance of the girl Dr. Yashima got poor Dick on board.


  All unconscious still, he was supported by the doctor in the canoe.


  Dick was placed on the bottom of the frail craft, his head resting on the doctor’s lap.


  He was half conscious when the they started, and 1ay there gasping for life.


  “Where do we go?” asked Dr. Yashima in English.


  The girl shook her head


  “Speak-as you did before,” she said in her native tongue “I cannot talk the English.”


  The doctor put the question in Japanese.


  “He is dying?” asked the girl.


  “I hope not. I shall try to save him.”


  “Then you must be quick. If I take you to my home it is miles from here, and he will die. I shall take you to the Island where there is a house.”


  “Good!” cried the doctor. “Take us to the house, and I will reward you well.”


  The Indian girl paddled vigorously. It was wonderful to wateh the skill with which she sent the canoe flying over the still heaving sea.


  “Not your brother—no‘?” she said, gazing at Dick.


  “No."


  “Your friend?”


  “No. My enemy.”


  “So? If he was my enemy I would have 1eft him for the fishes. to feed on.”


  “That is your way—not mine.”


  “You are not English?”


  “No.”


  “Not American?”


  “No.”


  “I see; you are Chink!”


  The doctor had to let it go at that. Changing the subject he asked the g1r1 her name.


  “Jutle,” was the reply.


  “What tribe?” inquired the doctor


  “Kwaciutle.”


  “Do _all your people speak as you do?”


  “All.”


  The doctor thought he had made a new scientific discovery.


  “As he sat pondering upon the mystery he gazed off toward the steamer, and saw her sink down out of sight so slowly and quietly that scarce a ripple was left behind.


  Strangely enough, Dick revived on the very instant the steamer disappeared


  “Doctor!" he gasped.


  *Yes, Dick.”


  “This will kill me.”


  “It may not. It may be your salvation.”


  “How can that be?”


  Thee doctor could have explained about the latest theory in consumption which advocates extreme exposure for the sufferers from that dreadful disease, even to living in tents in cold climates, in which, by the way, he was a firm believer, but he adopted a different plan.


  “It is the shock and time reaction," he quietly said. “I have a medicine which is wonderful in its effects, but which can only take hold immediately after such a shock as you have sustained. If you will sit up I will give you a dose now.”


  Dick sat up immediately, and the doctor, producing his medicine-case, gave him half a dozen pills.


  They contained nothing but a soothing drug of simple action, but imagination and faith did the rest.


  Dick soon declared that he felt a great deal better. Dr. Yashima helped him upon one of the seats in the canoe, and receiving from Jutle a splendid black bearskin wrapped it around him.


  “You had better keep it for yourself,” said Dick gratefully. “You will freeze to death. It realy makes no difference about me."


  “Nonsense!" cried the doctor. “You are going to get well. Remember what I tell you, and when you do——"


  “When I do let my brother beware!” cried Dick. “There will be a sick man in Frisco if I ever strike the town.”


  “Revenge?”


  “Revenge"’ cried Dick.


  “Well,” said the-doctor, as long as you have got something to live for it don’t make so much difference; but live you must, and you won’t be the first consumptive I have put on his feet.”


  “Besides the cold cure Dr. Yashima believed in the mind cure—the force- of will.


  His wonderful secret remedy was a mere fiction, but this he had not the slightest intention of telling Dick.


  Jutle paddled on, and soon they reached the nearest of the islands, where they landed in a little bay.


  By the time they got there Dr. Yashima knew what to expect.


  The island was uninhabited at present, although years before it had been the home of a solitary prospector, who had built the little hut which stood at the head of the bay.


  This man bad been drowned in crossing the channel between the island and the mainland.


  Being a good friend to the Indians they had allowed everything to remain’ as he left it, and of late had used the Island as a ﬁshing station.


  There was a store of provisions in the hut, placed there by the Indians for their own use.


  To Dr. Yashima all this seemed like a godsend, and he explained it to Dick.


  “Have you any money?” he asked, “or has your brother robbed you of all?"


  “I have three thousand dollars in greenbacks sewed up in the lining of my coat, and five hundred dollars in my trousers' pocket,” replied Dick. “You see, doctor, I am trusting you in spite of the fact that I have been so basely deceived.”


  “Will you trust me further?” demanded the doctor. “Will you agree to stay a few weeks on this island and let me treat you as my patient? We will leave before winter sets in. Open air is what you need. I have my theories and my secret medicine. Trust me, Dick, and I will make a well man of you. That done, you can pay me what you will.”


  “I agree,” said Dick. “I am in your hands. Do as you will and if You cure me-"


  A fearful fit of coughing cut Dick’s speech short, and the doctor forbade him to talk.


  Soon after they landed, and Dick was able to walk to the hut.


  It did not take Dr. Yashima long to strike a bargain with Jutle,


  The Indian girl showed them the cache where the provisions were buried. She gave them the bearskin, and promised to return next day with her father from the neighboring mining town on the mainland, bringing fresh meat, warm blankets, and other necessities.


  Dick paid her fifty dollars, with wich the girl seemed perfectly satisﬁed and soon she left them.


  There was no snow here, the day was warm, and the sun shone brightly.


  The hut, which contained three rooms, was rudely furnished with everything absolutely needed for their comfort.


  Jutle had no sooner departed than Dr. Yashima went o work on his patient.


  He helped Dick to strip off his wet clothes, and then gave him a thorough course of massage until every nerve tingled.


  A dose of the supposed medicine followed, and Dick, lying in the bunk wrapped in the bearskin, dropped off into the most refreshing sleep he had known in many weeks.


  Not until then did Dr. Yashima attend to his own case.


  “If I can cure him and restore him to his own my fortune is made,” the young Jap said to himself. “All San Franmsco will hear of it, and everyone will want the services of the wonderful Japanese doctor.”


  Thus it will be seen that Dr. Yashima was not working entirely for love.


  Who is there in this world that does?


  It s work that tells, whatever the motive.


  If the doctor had not hustled Dick would have died, and the wonderful good fortune which was to come to both never could have been.


  Between the Jap and the Kwaciutle Dick Dolliver’s life had been saved.


  


  CHAPTER V.
 PROSPECTING ON THE ISLAND.


  Days lengthened into weeks, and still Dick and the Jap doctor remained on that nameless island for reasons which must now be told.


  At any time they might have left it if they had chosen, for every day or two they were visited either by Jutle or her father, who would have taken them to the mainland in their canoes.


  But Dick had no desire to leave, and by a liberal use of money he prevailed upon the two Indians to keep their presence on the island a secret from everyone, for all of which there were the best of reasons, as will presently be seen.


  First as to Dick’s health.


  The improvement was wonderful——almost marvellous yet Dr. Yashimas methods would scarcely have been approved of by any medical school.


  For the first three or four days the treatment was confined to a thorough massage times a day, and sun-bathing.


  After the doctor had administered the rubbing he made Dick stand about naked in the open air m the full sunlight paying especial attention to the quantity of his diet.


  Dick was allowed to eat anything there was going, but very sparingly.


  Strength began to come from the very start, and the terrible racking cough was relieved.


  By the fourth day Dr. Yashima, stripping off his clothes, invited Dick to join him in a five minutes’ plunge in the salt water.


  “Why, I should die!” cried Dick, amazed.


  “Nonsense!” said the doctor. “It will help you to live. Reaction is what you want. Plenty of fresh air, Plenty of reaction. Come on!”


  Dick made the venture.


  The shock would surely put him out of business, so he declared.


  But it didn’t.


  When he came out and the doctor had rubbed him down thoroughly with one of the course towels which Jutle had brought from the settlement among other things, Dick felt like a new man, and did not even cough.


  It was a sunny day again, and the doctor challenged him for a short run along each.


  “Breathe deep!” he cried. “Fill your lungs with air to the lowest cell, and you won't even be winded.”


  And it was so. '


  That afternoon Dick walked a mile and night slept four hours without one coughing spell.


  After that the bath and the run were daily occurrence, except when it rained, and each day brought its improvement.


  Of course the doctor’s fake medicine was regularly administered


  Dick's faith in its virtues was unbounded.


  Hope had come to him. He had resolved to live.


  And this was the boy who even before he left the Klondike had been daily dosed with morphine by the doctors, and given up to die.


  Fortunate for Dick was it that he had by more accident fallen into more intelligent hands.


  Thus Dick found himself on the high road to recovery, and while this was going on a number of other things had transpired of immense importance in the life of Young King Klondike.


  First it may be mentioned that Dick had enjoyed the rare privilege of reading his own obituary.


  All the San Francisco papers had it. Jutle brought them over from the settlement on the mainland, which for certain reasons we don’t care to name.


  It would appear that Ralph Dolliver had abandoned hig idea of personating his brother.


  On reaching San Francisco he published Dick’s alleged death; and entered his will for probate.


  The papers were full of the matter in connection with the wreck of the Sea Eagle.


  "As the days went on and other papers came, Dick found that Ralph was rolling higher than ever, and the papers were calling him King Klondike the second.


  Later still this passed into Young King Klondike.


  The papers described his elegant apartments at the Palace Hotel, his new automobile, his latest purchase of racing stock, etc.


  Ralph was not only rolling high, but rapidly.


  Clearly wealth had turned his head; his medical career had been abandoned, and he was working the millionaire business for all it was worth.


  Dick set his teeth, and said nothing.


  He never even alluded to Ralph now, but Dr. Yashima carefully collected the papers, and read every line.


  “It is like a romance,” he said one night, as he and Dick sat together in the hut, “It is so strange that fortune should come twice to you in so short a time, when to most men it never comes even once.”


  What did Dr. Yashima mean?


  What fortune but a renewal of health could come to Dick Dolliver on that lonely island?


  This must now be explained.


  It began on the morning Dick and the doctor took their third walk after the bath.


  The island was but a small affair. If Dick had been in perfect health he could easily have walked around it in two hours’ time.


  On this morning he and the doctor walked as far as a little stream that ran down off the hill which rose in the center of the island.


  This stream was about six feet wide, and perhaps four deep, but originally it had been much wider, as the condition of the land plainly showed.


  “Someone has been digging for gold here!” declared Dick the moment they reached the spot. “See here, doctor, the old bed of this stream has been pretty well dug over on this side, but whoever did it has not tackled the other side yet.”


  “You refer to those holes?” asked the doctor, pointing to the many small depressions in the sand.


  “Yes,” replied Dick “I'd like to try a pan here myself if I was only strong enough.”


  “Try it to-morrow,” said the doctor confidently. “You will be strong enough then.”


  So the next day when they took their walk Dick brought the pan along, and went to work on the sand between two of the holes.


  “Color! Forty colors!” he cried as he turned the water off the pan for the last time.


  In the bottom of the pan were many tiny nuggets of gold.


  “Accident, perhaps,” said the doctor.


  “Accident nothing!” replied Dick, greatly excited. “Give me that shovel, doc!”


  There had been all kinds of mining tools found in the hut, and the doctor had brought a shovel along.


  Dick seized it and began turning the ground over.


  His strength was soon exhausted, but before he threw down the shovel he had seen enough.


  “Why, this is a richer prospect than I ever struck in the Klondike!” he cried, “and ever so much easier worked than that horrible frozen ground.”


  Dr. Yashima's excitement over the discovery was but little less than that of his patient, for the Jap was as fond of money as other people.


  For three days they panned together as long as Dick was able to work, and at other times the doctor worked alone.


  The work was done on both sides of the creek, and the result was most flattering.


  At the end of those three days even by their crude methods they had nearly four thousand dollars in gold to show.


  More than this, Dick had made the discovery that the old prospector, whose name even he did not know, had barely scraped the surface on the side of the creek nearest the hut, while on the other side the gravel was richer still, and had never been disturbed.


  “If this claim has never been entered under the Canadian law we have got a mine worth at least a million,” Dick declared at last.


  And this discovery undoubtedly did a whole let toward helping Dick to regain his health.


  Daily he improved, until at the end of three weeks he was almost like his old self again.


  Over ten thousand in gold dust and nuggets were now added to their store.


  “I’ll land in Frisco with a million yet,” Dick remarked one night as he and Dr. Yashima sat at supper. “This beats the Klondike all holler and—oh, doctor!”


  Dick sprang up with such suddenness that he overturned his chair.


  "What’s the matter?” exclaimed the doctor, alarmed. “Some sudden pain in your lungs, Dick?”


  “Pain nothing!” cried Dick. “I believe my lungs are as sound as yours are. I've got an idea.”


  “It seems to strike you pretty hard, then,” said the doctor, “but out with it. Let’s hear what has come over you now.”


  


  CHAPTER VI.
 DREAMS.


  “Our ancient-miner who was kind enough to leave us this comfortable ranch was drowned, I believe, according to Jutle,” said Dick, dropping back into his chair.


  “That’s the story,” replied the doctor “What then?”


  “He must have dug all kinds of gold while he was here on this island. The pits alongside of the stream show that.”


  “It surely looks so.”


  “Then what became of it?” s


  “Hello! I see your drift!”


  “He didn’t take it with him when he died, I suppose.”


  “Hardly. We must ask Jutle about it.”


  “Ask her nothing. These Indians never have any clear ideas on the subject of gold. Doctor, I'll bet you what you like the old fellow buried his dust right here on this island somewhere, and there it lies hidden still, only waiting for some one to turn it up.”


  “But where could he have buried it? Without some clew to the spot how can anybody hope to find out?”


  “Give it up. But we can look for it,” replied Dick.


  The doctor looked at him across the table in a peculiar way.


  Something was coming.


  Dick had begun to know his doctor pretty well by this time.


  He knew that Dr. Yashima was an exceedingly learned young man not only in medical science, but in all sorts of queer out of the way matters; many, in fact most of his allusions to such Dick himself did not possess sufficient information to understand.


  “What are you driving at, doctor" he presently asked.


  “Out in Japan we have queer ways of getting at things which you Westerners know nothing about,” replied the doctor. “I was thinking now if I was home I should know how to go to work to find this supposed buried treasure of yours if it really exists.”


  “How."


  “You w111 laugh when I tell you. I should hire a professional dreamer.”


  “A what?”


  “A professional dreamer to dream for me where the gold lay hidden.”


  Dick laughed.


  “Do you really believe in such nonsense?” he asked.


  “It isn’t a matter of belief. I know it can be done. I could tell you true stories to prove it from now until bedtime, but of course here in America you do not understand this thing. “In Japan to dream is as much a profession as to be a doctor. There are not many who are successful at it, however, and unless they-do succeed the dreamers don’t last very long.”


  “How is it done?” asked Dick. “Do the take anything to make them dream?"


  “Certainly,” replied the doctor. “Tincture of hyosamus, which you can buy in any drug store; but we prepare it in a special way. It is a dangerous drug to meddle with unless you understand its use. By the way, Dick, are you much of a dreamer?”


  “Well yes; I dream almost every night."


  “And I never dream at all. You might make a dreamer to some purpose, but I never could. Do your dreams come true ever? Stop and think. I don’t mean literally true, but somewhere near.”


  “Well, they do, I must admit.”


  “Tell me an instance. One is enough.”


  Dick then told after a few moments’ hesitation of the dream he had had on the night his brother tried to poison him on board the Sea Eagle.


  “That's enough,” said Dr. Yashima. “That shows you have got it in you. That dream came true.”


  “Not exactly.”


  “You dreamed that your brother tried to take your life, didn’t you?”


  “Yes, but in a different way.”


  “That don’t matter. Then you dreamed that a Chinaman interfered. I interfered."


  “You saved my life, and I shall never forget it, but you are not a Chinaman.”


  “True; but your mind is more accustomed to thinking of Chinamen than of Japanese, or at least it was then. Dick, that dream came true.”


  “What are you driving at, doctor?”


  “Simply this. I have hyosamus in my medicine case, and I know how to mix it according to the formula used by the professional dreamers in Japan. For me to attempt the experiment would be useless, but I believe you stand a fair chance of succeeding.”


  “If that’s so why not try the experiment?” cried Dick. “I am willing.”


  “It can do no harm. Shall it be tonight?”


  “If you say so.”


  “All right,” said the doctor. “It’s a go.”


  So that night, just before Dick was ready to retire, Dr. Yashima gave him something to drink out of a little graduated glass, which tasted bitter enough.


  Formerly Dick would have stayed awake for an hour after he lay down, coughing,


  Not so now.


  He sank off to sleep in a very few moments.


  Dr. Yashima did not go to bed then.


  At the start he had slept but little, watching half the night, fearing a visitation of Indians from the mainland who might make trouble, but as none came he had given that up long ago, and usually retired about the same time as Dick. But this night he remained on the watch, reading in a little Japanese book which he always carried in his pocket, and occasionally looking over toward Dick.


  It was nearly midnight before the young Klondiker moved.


  Then he turned over on his back and put both hands up under his head.


  “It’s coming,” muttered the doctor. “The drug is getting in its work at last. Dick Is dreaming now.”


  A strange expression had come over the boy’s face.


  It was as though he wag listening intently to someone.


  Suddenly he put out his right hand and clutched at the air.


  Then he slipped out of his bunk and stood on his feet.


  Dick’s eyes were open now, and he stared about in a confused way.


  But he was not awake—that was plain.


  “I’ll go,” he muttered. “I'll go; but I must put on my. clothes or I shall get cold out there.”


  Dr. Yashima seized Dick’s trousers and handed them to him.


  They were put on in a mechanical sort of way, Dick never looking at the doctor.


  Next it was the coat, then the shoes, and then the hat.


  Dick worked slowly, but in the end he stood there fully dressed.


  It began to look as if there was going to be some sleep walking.


  Dick stood motionless for as much as ten or fifteen minutes, his eyes wide open, and staring straight ahead.


  During this time the Jap made 1o move, but just sat still and watched.


  All at once Dick threw out his right hand and began muttering


  Dr. Yashima bent closer to catch the words.


  As near as he could make out and command of the English language was absolutely perfect—what Dick said ran something like this:


  “So you have come at last, have you? Yes, I am ready. Do you want me now? What do you say? Take a spade? All right. Now you are gone again. I don't know what to do. Ah! I see you! I'll go!"


  He started for the door Dr. Yashima following.


  He seemed to have forgotten all the spade, for he walked directly down upon the beach almost to the water’s edge, then turning in the opposite direction from the creek, he walked on toward a point of rocks which jutted out into the sea.


  At high water these rocks cut off further advance along the beach in this direction, and it was necessary to go over them, but at ebb tide one could go around if wet feet were not taken into consideration.


  It was ebb tide now—almost dead low water.


  Upon reaching the rocks Dick paused an stood there watching the water.


  The doctor's interest had now become intense.


  Once he and Dick had swum around the rocks, but they had never attempted to walk around.


  Evidently that was what Dick was intending to do now, and the doctor was thinking of a dark opening they had observed leading in under the ledge.


  They had made no effort to explore this opening. He did not know whether it was a true cave or a mere indentation in the ledge.


  Firm in his belief in the power of the drug he had administered, there is no wonder that Doctor YashIma,s interest was increasing every moment.


  Time passed.


  Dick stood there like a statue.


  The doctor went around in front and looked at him.


  The boy’s eyes were tight closed. He seemed to be sound asleep.


  At last the receding water had reached what appeared to be its lowest point, and Dick then all of a sudden made a move.


  He stepped into the water rather gingerly.


  It came up around his ankles, and he seemed afraid of wetting his feet, but still he did not pause.


  The doctor followed.


  Reaching the opening, Dick turned in under the ledge, disappearing in the darkness of the cave.


  Just then the full moon rose above the mountains on the mainland, its beams striking the sea with charming effect


  Peering into the cave, Dr. Yashima saw Dick waving his haud with a circular motion.


  All at once he paused and extending his forefinger, pointed down, upon the sand.


  


  CHAPTER VII.
 THE COFFINS IN THE CAVE.


  Dr. Yashima stepped into the cave.


  It was but a small affair, caused partly by a washing ot of the rock by the action of the waves, and partly by a slip of ledge itself.


  It did not extended back more ten or ﬁfteen feet.


  The floor of the cave was formed of clean white sand, mixed with shells and pieces of asphalt, the same as so many of the beaches of the Pacific coast.


  Scattered, about were pieces of slone which had fallen from the ledge trove.


  “Here we are, thought the doctor. “Whatever there is to this dream will soon be proved, for we are coming to the end now."


  Dick was picking up the stones and placing them on the sand about the middle of the cave, and well back from the water.


  He seemed to have some definite idea in his mind, for he worked with method Several times he altered the position of the stones a little. Then he would stand off and appeared to be studying his work, but through it all his eyes remained closed.


  For more than half an hour he toiled slowly on in this fashion, until at last the stone enclosure was ﬁnished


  Dr. Yashima saw that it bore the shape of an enlarged coffin.


  The resemblance was unmistakable.


  Puzzled at this, he shifted his position to get a better look at it, when all at once Dick turned and started for the mouth of the cave.


  It was about time that the tide had turned, and each wave brought water into the cave.


  Dick seemed to have no fear of it, for he walked boldly through the water, although it was almost up to his knees.


  Dick seemed to have no fear of it, for he walked boldly through the water, although it was almost up to his knees.


  Gaining the beach he made directly for the hut, stripped off his outer garments and returned to his bunk, where he was soon sleeping as peacefully as though he had never left it.


  Highly pleased with the success of his experiment, Dr. Yashima built uo a roaring ﬁre on the open hearth, hung Dick's clothes up to dry, and then retired to his bunk, anxious to see what the next day would bring forth.


  Dick was up and dressed when the doctor awoke.


  He had built a fresh fire, and was beginning to cook breakfast, a charge which he had taken upon himself of late.


  “Hello, doc!” he exclaimed. “What on earth happened to my trousers and stockings and shoes, and yours; too? They look as if they had been wet overnight.”


  “And so they were,” replied the doctor. “I’ll explain presently. Now tell me, for I am anxious to know the success of our experiment. What did you dream?”


  “Nothing at all. Your experiment is a flat failure. I never put in a quieter night in my life.”


  The doctor laughed heartily.


  “My dear Dick,” he said, “what you say only goes to prove what a complete success our experiment has been, and there are the clothes to prove what I say. Listen to my side of the story, and your quiet night will vanish like smoke. You spent over an four walking in your sleep.”


  Then came Dick’s turn to be amazed.


  He could scarcely credit the doctor’s story.


  “I have absolutely no recollection of anything of the sort,” he declared. “But if you say so, of course, it must be so. What do you suppose it means?”


  “Why, for my part, I haven’t the least doubt that there is gold buried in that cave," declared the doctor. “But whether it is much or little, of course, I cannot tell.


  Dick grew tremendously excited. He was for exploring the cave at once, but the doctor insisted upon going through the usual course of treatment first.


  When it came time for the bath he provided two spades, and wrapping Dick’s clothes around one, and his own around the other, they swam out to the point of rocks on their backs, carrying the bundles with them.


  Landing in the cave, in which the water came up to about four feet of the end, they rubbed themselves down with their towels, and, having dressed, waited for the receding tide.


  “Soon the stone enclosure which Dick had made lay exposed before them.


  “Did I do that?” demanded Dick.


  “You placed every stone in your sleep,” was the reply.


  “It is impossible for me to believe it."


  “There lies the proof. You see the resemblance to a coffin, of course.”


  But Dick could not see it, and he laughed at the doctor’s fancy.


  Just the same he was keen to get down to the digging, and throwing aside their coats, he and the Jap began to work the spades for all they were worth, confining themselves to the inside of the stone enclosure a space some eight feet in length by six wide.


  It was necessary to work fast in order to he ready for the turn of the tide.


  With two at it the hole soon began to deepen and less than twenty minutes had clapsed when Dick’s spade struck something hard.


  “Wood!” cried the doctor. “We are coming to it, Dick.”


  “It must be wood, and it is rotten, too,” replied Dick, striking his spade into the ground again.


  Little more was said after that, but the digging went industriously on.


  In a short time an oblong wooden box was uncovered which certainly did bear a very strong resemblance to a coffein made of rough plank.


  That the thing was enormously heavy was soon demonstrated, for when Dick got his spade underneath it he came within an ace of breaking the tool.


  The coffin was not to be moved, nor was the lid so rotten that they could drive the spade through it.


  But a second discovery had followed quickly upon the heels of the first.


  Alongside this singular box another lay buried.


  This was soon partly uncovered, and proved to be of the same size and shape.


  The lids of both were screwed down, and as the wood of which they were constructed was good thick plank, there was no use trying to break through it without an axe, or to open without a screwdriver.


  There were both in the hut, and as they still had half an hour to-spare before the tide would drive them away from their work, the doctor pulled off his shoes and stockings and rolling up his trousers, started back to get them.


  “I’ll keep on digging!" Dick called after him.


  “Don’t overdo it!” the doctor shouted back. “If the coffins are full of diamonds they will be of little use to you in that case."


  When the doctor got back again he found Dick leaning on his spade.


  “Well, I've made another discovery!” he exclaimed.


  “What now?” demanded the doctor.


  “Instead of digging about the second coffin I dug alongside the first to see just how deep down it went. There is another one still below it. Look here!”


  Dick pointed down into the hole, where the side of a third box just like the first lay revealed.


  Dick was very calm now.


  “This is getting to be a serious business, doctor,” he said.


  “Indeed it is,” was the reply. “It begins to look as though there might be a whole lot in your idea.”


  “These boxes were never buried here for nothing. If they are filled with gold each one must have been put in place first and filled afterward.”


  “Jutle says the prospector was working here for several years, Dick.”


  “Which gives us the right to imagine all sorts of things.”


  “Exactly so. What do you think of my dream mixture now?”


  “It beats the band how it came out. How do you account for it?”


  “I can’t account for it. I only know that the thing is done right along in Japan. But the mystery can be soon solved now, and the sooner the better, seeing that the tide is on the turn.”


  “Do you know, I’m so nervous over it all that I have a good mind to put off opening the box until to-morrow,” said Dick.


  “It is up to you to decide,” said the doctor. “I don’t want you to get nervous. That might spoil my work. If there was a million in these boxes what would it amount to if you drop back to where you were?”,


  “Go ahead,” said Dick. “It is nonsense to hold back. We must know the truth.”


  Dr. Yashima jumped into the hole and tried the screwdriver.


  As he expected, it utterly failed; for the screws were deeply rusted in the wood.


  “The axe is the only thing, Dick,” he called, throwing the screwdriver aside. “Give it to me, boy!”


  Dick did so, and a few smart blows settled it.


  “Eureka!” shouted the doctor as the first piece of wood came away. “You are still Young King Klondike! Look!”


  The box was filled almost to the brim with tiny nuggets of gold.


  This ended it for that day, but on the days which followed more work was done in the cave.


  Dick and the doctor were very soon made aware of the immense value of their discovery.


  There were four coffins buried there in the cave, two above and two below, lying side by side.


  Whether the lower ones contained gold or not they did not discover for some days, for rain interfered with their work, and during the storm the doctor insisted that Dick stick to the hut. :


  At last they were able to clear away the sand on the sides of the two lower boxes, and to bore into the wood with a big auger discovered in the hut.


  The lower coffins contained gold like the other two.


  It was quite impossible to remove any large portion of the contents of the coffins without a boat, so merely a sample of the gold in the first one opened was taken to the hut.


  Having demonstrated the value of their discovery, Dick and the doctor carefully filled up the hole and strewed the stones over the ground.


  Allowing five hundred pounds’ weight to each coffin, they had unearthed a ton of gold.


  “When do you think it will be safe for me to leave here and go on to Frisco?” asked Dick, as they sat at supper in the hut that night.


  “What you want,” replied the doctor, “is to rough it, to keep in the open air. For you to go back to the luxuries of civilization with any idea of staying among them in less than a year’s time in my humble judgment will mean death. But I do not think a trip to Frisco with the stay of a few days would hurt you even now.”


  “That settles it,” said Dick.


  “Well, what?” asked the doctor.


  “We will start to-morrow, doc.”


  “So soon? Is this a matter of revenge? Your brother-"


  “Hold on!” broke in Dick. “I have no brother. Never use the word in my hearing again. But I want a partner, and there’s only one man on earth who will fill the bill."


  “Well?” said the doctor.


  “Perhaps he won’t do it,” said Dick slowly. “Perhaps he has learned to distrust all Americans. The man I allude to isn’t my kind.”


  “What then?” asked the doctor. “There are others besides Americans who can be true friends.”


  “Jap!” said Dick. “What I want is a fellow who will stand by me through thick and thin. It’s you or nobody, doc.”


  “Haven’t I stood by you, Dick?”


  “Would I be here if you had not? It’s halves on this gold anyhow, but I mean to own this island. The Canuck government will make you a citizen if Uncle Sam won’t. Dolliver & Yashima! What do you say to that for the name of a new firm?”


  “Done,” said the doctor, “and there's my hand on it. You will find, Dick, that when a Jap takes a partner he never goes back on him. He would die first.”


  “Settled!” cried Dlck and theres my hand on it, too. Dolliver & Yashima. Hooray for the new firm!”


  “No,” said the doctor. “Our partnership must be kept a secret from all but ourselves. Too much prejudice against my kind in California, Dick, and I don’t want to hold you back, so it’s hooray for Young King Klondike. I’ll be a silent partner, but all the same, if we pull together we may be able to do some good with all this wealth.”


  


  CHAPTER VIII.
 DICK AND THE DOCTOR.


  One evening late in the fall, about a year after the events which we have been relating, a cab drove up in front of the Palace Hotel in San Francisco, and a stalwart young fellow sprang out, followed by an undersized Japanese.


  Both were expensively dressed, and bore every evidence of prosperity.


  “Ah, Mr. Roydell!” he exclaimed. “Glad to see you! We got your wire from New Westminster. Your rooms are all ready. This, I presume, is Dr. Yashima. Glad to meet you, too, sir. Will you go right up? Yes? Here, Brown, show Mr. Roydell to Parlor B."


  Evidently they were expected, for the clerk received the American with a degree of cordiality which hotel clerks as a rule only extend to persons of distinction.


  “Owners of the famous Monte Cristo Mine, on Eagle Island,” the clerk remarked to a gentleman who was standing by the desk.


  “So?” replied the gentleman. “Is that Dick Roydell?”


  “That’s the fellow. He stopped here a week some six months ago. He's worth all kinds of wealth, they say. Bless your soul, you could not buy a share in the Monte Cristo for love nor money.*


  “And the Jap?”


  “Oh, that’s his partner. Dr. Yashima. They two own the mine.”


  “I've heard that they call Roydell Young King Klondike up in British Columbia,” remarked the gentleman. “It won’t do for him to keep it up in Frisco, or he’ll be apt to run foul of another Young King Klondike, who won’t care to share his throne with a Canuck.”


  “You’re right!” laughed the clerk. “Ralph Dolliver is a pretty strenuous sort of a proposition just about now. They say he cleaned up a round million in mining stocks last week. Told me the other day that he did not intend to stop short of a hundred million. When he is worth that he will retire, and not before.”


  “Probably he is figuring on the fair Lelia,” said the gentleman. “She’s good for fifty millions at least. They say it's a match, all right. But to return to Roydell. He can’t be much more than a boy. If it wasn’t for his beard——"


  “Hush! ” breathed the clerk with a warning wink.


  There was young Roydell standing close behind the speaker. So interested had the clerk been in his conversation that he had not observed the return of his guest.


  “Is there anything I can do for you, Mr. Roydell?” he obsequiously asked.


  “I wish to have a third room added to our suite,” said the young mine owner quietly. “It is my intention to remain here for some weeks, and I desire to use this room for an office, as I shall have many business callers. Can I be accommodated in that respect?”


  He certainly could, the clerk declared, and the room adjoining was added to the two the Canadian Young King Kiondike had already engaged.


  Returning to his apartments, Roydell found Dr. Yashima busy writing a letter.


  “Did you arrange it, Dick?” he asked, looking up.


  “I did, doc.”


  “Good! And I suppose Ralph Dolliver will be your first business caller?”


  “I look to see it so, but I propose to see him first to-night.”


  “To-night?”


  “Yes ”


  “But why?”


  “To satisfy myself."


  “Dick, you still have a lingering affection for that brother of yours.”


  “A lingering hate, you mean! Listen, doc. We have made our pile. Each of us is now worth over a million. We have worked the old Monte Cristo for all it is worth, and whoever comes after us will find dry pickings on Eagle Island.”


  “You are right, Dick. It was wet pickings for us, though, when we unloaded the four coffins into the tug you bought in Seattle.”


  “Wasn’t it. Shall you ever forget our voyage up to the island, when you fired up and I steered?”


  “Never! We had lots of fun out of it, though.”


  “It was the time of my life, doc. Just think of it. We took nearly a million out of those coffins, and ran it to New Westminster, where we safely banked it, and never a soul to help us. It was neatly done.”


  “And those pleasant summer days, when we panned together on the creek, Dick! Ah, my brother, I wish you would give up this idea of revenge and come with me to Japan It would be a new life for you, and——"


  “Nonsense, doc! Cut it out. I won’t go. I actually believe you are jealous, and that you feel afraid I am going to make it up with my brother.”


  Doctor Yashima laughed harshly.


  “What nonsense!” he said. “As though you could!”


  “I don’t know,” said Dick. “After all, Ralph and I are brothers, and sometimes the memory of the happy days we spent when we were little boys gets to be almost too much for me, and I feel as if I must let up on him—as if I never could go through with this scheme of revenge.”


  “Never let up!” cried the doctor fiercely, at the same time springing to his feet. “Push him to the wall! Ruin him! Get away the last dollar of the money he robbed you of! Never stop until you hayve broken his heart and put him in his grave!”


  Dr. Yashima’s face looked like the face of some Oriental demon as he roared out these words.


  Dick drew back with a shudder.


  “Good heavens, doc, how fierce you are!” he cried, “and how inconsistent. One moment you want me to cut it all out and go with you to Japan, and the next you yell for revenge. By thunder, when yow get these tantrums on you I sometimes wonder it there isn’t a streak of insanity in the Yashima family. There, now, I have hurt your feelings. Brace up, doc’ Nobody is going to separate us. Now I'm going down to the barber’s shop to get shaved.”


  Thus saying, Dick bounced out the room, and slammed the door behind him.


  He acted for all the world as if he was afraid of the doctor, who had thrown himself down in a chair, and burying his face in his hands, burst into tears.


  It was so.


  Dick Roydell was none other than. Dick Dolliver, the original Young King Klondike, of course.


  Yes, Dick was afraid of the doctor.


  What he hinted at he actually believed.


  For months this sort of thing had been going on.


  Dick firmly believed that he had a lunatic for a partner.


  As he hurried downstairs to the barber’s shop Dick never doubted that he had left an insane man behind him in Parlor B.


  


  CHAPTER IX.
 FACE TO FACE WITH RALPH.


  Young King Klondike—we reject the spurious one and shall apply the name only to Dick hereafter—had become the master of a million, but trouble had come with his wealth.


  It is ever so.


  It seems as if no man could enjoy the pleasures which money can bring to him without having his share of its pains.


  It was after they had “located” the island mine with the Canadan government, and had safely banked their gold that Dick first began to notice the change in the doctor.


  It began with an overwhelming show of affection for himself.


  There was nothing which Dr. Yashima could do for Dick that was left undone.


  He attended to his wants much as a man might attend to those of a young son, and these attentions increased until they became so burdensome to Dick that he had in self-defence to call a halt, for while he felt under deep obligations to the doctor he could not get up any such fierce affection as the Japanese displayed for him.


  There came a quarrel as a matter of course.


  The doctor’s rage was terrible—no matter about the cause—and Dick for awhile thought he might have a knife thrust into his back any night.


  Fierce fits of jealousy followed.


  Of course, when Dick and the doctor opened up their mine and put in machinery, which they did, a great many people visited the island, for the fame of the Monte Cristo mine had spread everywhere up and down the coast.


  If Dick showed any of his visitors—especially ladies—anything more than the barest civility, the doctor’s jealousy was aroused, and he would fiercely upbraid him for forgetting his obligations to himself, and this state of affairs continued until poor Dick began to think he should go crazy.


  If he had known more of the Japanese character he would have understood that jealousy was one of their chief failings.


  Still, in Doctor Yashima’s case it was developed to an abnormal extent, and there can be little doubt that the unfortunate young Jap was insane.


  If it had not been for his deep sense of gratitude Dick would have broken away from the doctor and dissolved partnership.


  But he really had some affection for the Jap, and moreover, he was afraid, for once when he suggested it Yashima swore that if such a break came he would kill himself.


  And Dick feared that the doctor would not stop at that, but would kill him too.


  So, altogether, the doctor was a problem, and Dick was in a most unhappy frame of mind over the matter.


  If it had not been for his firm determination to recover the stolen money and the sometimes wavering one to revenge himself on his brother, he would no doubt have abandoned the mine to the doctor, and run away


  But of late Yashima had been much quieter, and the outburst which we have just described was the first which had-occurred for several weeks.


  During his stay on Eagle Island—Dick named it—Young King Klondike had raised a beard, partly with the idea of concealing his identity, but more for the reason that he could not shave himself, and there was no barber to be had.


  When he got into the barber’s chair this evening Dick ordered this beard to be removed.


  This was part of a fixed idea which had or late taken possession of him.


  Perhaps, after all, it was a mistake about Ralph having tried to poison him he sometimes thought.


  Dick had resolved to give his brotner a chance and to abandon his original purpose of attacking him in disguise.


  For Dick’s plans were all formed. He figured it all out in his mind.


  He firmly intended to ruin Ralph financially, but he meant to let it go at that.


  He had abandoned his original intention of having Ralph arrested for attempting his live.


  So the barber got busy, and Dick's silky beard dropped on the floor.


  There sir! That's better!” declared the barber, “You look like a gentleman now


  He grave a chuckling laugh, and added:


  “Like a gent what often gets shaved by me too."


  “Who that?” demanded Dick.


  “Mr. Dolliver, sir—Young King Klondike as they call hm.”


  That was the time the barber missed a fat tip, for Dick had his hand on a fifty cent piece, and the barber would have got his “four bits" all right but for the rage which came welling up in DlclgS heart. As it was, the knight of the scissors and razor did not get a cent.


  Returning to the room after having a little talk with one of the hotel cabbies, the nature > of which will develop later, Dick returned to the room.


  He found Dr. Yashima perfect master of himself again.


  “Well, well!” the doctor. cried. “That’s better. Now you look like the boy I saved on the Sea Eagle. I always hated that board.


  “Probably because you can’t raise one yourself, doc,” laughed Dick. “But come, let us get down to supper. You know I have an appointment this evening, and we may have to make a night of it afterward.”


  “I know. I wish you had put it off until we get” rested through.”


  “Pshaw! I want no rest. I feel like a ﬁghting-cock thanks to your skill.”


  “But for my skill, as you call it, you would be a dead boy now, Dick.”


  “Surest thing you know, doc. I am under everlasting obligations to you, and I never denied it. But let’s cut that all out, and go and eat.”


  And thus it was all the time.


  It had become very tiresome to be reminded of his obligations to the doctor every hour in the day.


  At eight o’clock Dick and the doctor were seated in the room which had been hastily fitted up as the parlor of the suite, smoking and talking, when a hall boy handed in two cards.


  One bore the name of Julius Ehrenburg, a shrewd San Francisco lawyer who had transacted some legal business for the firm in connection with their mine, while the other read “Ralph Dolliver.”


  Dick was to find himself face to face with his brother at last, 4nd this according to an arrangement which was entirely of his own making.


  It was intended to be the ﬁrst step in his work of revenge.


  “Show the gentlemen up!” he said to the boy, and his voice trembled as he spoke.


  The hall boy bowed and withdrew.


  “Your brother?” exclaimed the doctor.


  “Yes; Ehrenburg has been true to his promise. Ralph and I are to be introduced to-night.”


  “How can you bear it?” cried Yashima. “If it was me I should want to do so!™


  He whipped out a long, keen-bladed knife, which he always carried, and made a Jab at the air.


  “Put if up, doc! Be good, for heaven's sake!” cried Dick. “Positively you scare me with that infernal knife of yours!”


  “Never for you, Dick, but for your enemies any time you say the word!”


  Dick made no reply, but arose and walked toward the window.


  “How that man could hate me if he ever should happen to get turned that way?” he thought. “This is worse than slavery. i only wish I could see the end.”


  Dr. Yashima put up the knife, and began singing in Japanese, something he offen did when excited.


  It relieved Dick to hear him, for he knew that this always calmed the doctor down It did so now.


  Suddenly Yashima arose, and coming over to the window, put his arm around Dick’s neck.


  “I'll be good, Dick! I'll be good ” he said. “Trust me.”


  Dick responded hear heartily.


  “That’s right, doc,” he answered. “Remember we are just beginning our work here, and don’t want to start in by having differences. Let’s talk about your plan of establishing a consumptive’s camp on one of the larger islands near ours. You know I believe in it. It ought to be done. That medicine of yours worked wonders in my case, and -"


  A knock on the door interrupted Dick.


  “Come in!” he called.


  The door opened, and the hall boy ushered in two gentlemen in full evening dress.


  “Mr. Ehrenburg! Mr. Dolliver!” he announced.


  It had come at last.


  The brothers stood face to face.


  


  CHAPTER X.
 THE INTERVIEW AT THE PALACE HOTEL.


  Lawyer Ehrenburg, pressing forward to grasp Dick’s hand, failed to see the look of terror and amazement which came over Ralph Dolliver’s face as his eyes rested on Dick.


  If Dick had shown in the least degree the emotion he felt, the crisis would have come then and there. But Dick was one of the cool-headed kind, and remained perfect master of himself.


  Actually, Ralph was much like him.


  Of course, he perceived the astonishing resemblance which Lawyer Ehrenburg's Canadian friend bore to his brother.


  Dick intended that he should.


  But Ralph was cool enough when, upon Ehrenburg introducing him, he shook hands with “Mr. Roydell,” and the usual courtesies were exchanged.


  As for Dr. Yashima, who was now introduced in turn, Ralph Dolliver utterly failed to recall him.


  There was no reason why he should. He had scarcely seen Yashima on the trip down from Sitka; all Japs looked alike to him, and it is doubtful if he had ever heard the doctor’s name.


  Meanwhile Lawyer Ehrenburg was rattling away.


  “This is as it should be!” he exclaimed. “The two Young King Klondikes have met at last. It is quite an international reunion. The Yankee and the Canuck join hands, and upon my word, now that I come to see you two together it is really remarkable to see how much alike you look. Come, Dolliver, don’t you think so yourself?"


  As Ralph made no answer, Dick replied for him.


  “Really, I can’t say that I see much resemblance between us,” he said quietly. “What do you say, Mr. Dolliver?”


  The sound of his brother’s voice sent another chill through Ralph.


  “Why, it seems to me that Ehrenburg is right,” he replied. *“Perhaps I am a little more given to looking in the glass than you are, Mr. Roydell, but you certainly do look like me.”


  “Well, what of it?” asked Dick. “Such chance resemblances often occur.”


  “You do not hail from San Francisco originally?" ‘asked Ralph.


  “I'm a Canadian,” replied Dick. “Much of my life was spent in the Klondike. I have occasionally visited San Francisco, though.”


  “I had a brother who made a fortune in the Klondike,” said Ralph, slowly. “Did you ever happen to meet him?”


  “Do you refer to Dick Dolliver, formerly of Dawson City?”


  “I do."


  “So he is your brother. Yes, I knew him well. He was a great sufferer, poor fellow. Surely he can’t be alive now; he was far gone in consumption when he left Dawson a year ago.”


  “He is dead. He died on the trip down from Sitka.”


  “Indeed! Poor fellow. He made his pile, all right, but -"


  “Do you know he and I were on the Sea Eagle, which was lost off the Coast of British Columbia?”


  “Is that so? I heard of the wreck. No, I can’t say I knew, Did Dick Dolliver perish from exposure?”


  “No. He died before the wreck happened.”


  “Sad. Still, it was to be expected.”


  During this conversation Dr. Yashima sat quietly listening.


  His dark Oriental face might have conveyed some idea of the hatred he felt for Ralph Dolliver to one of his own countrymen, but Ralph scarcely noticed him, and Dick at the time gave him no thought.


  But the shrewd lawyer felt something of the oppressiveness of the occasion without understanding just what it meant, and he jumped in to change the subject.


  “Come let us get down to business," he said. “Mr Roydell wants to be introduced about Frisco, and you, Dolliver, are the man to do it. When shall the good work begin?”


  “I am at Mr. Roydell’s service any time. What about to-night for the social end of the introducton?” Ralph asked.


  “I'm a little too tired to-night,” replied Dick. *We had better postpone it.”


  “As you will.”


  “But there was to be a little business transacted, I believe,” said Dick. “I am ready for that.”


  “To be sure there was!” cried Ehrenburg. “Now, Dolliver, it’s up to you.”


  “My friend Ehrenburg has told me that you propose to retire from the mining business," said RaIph “and that you are willing to dispose of an interest in the Monte Cristo mine. He knew that I am looking about for good investments. I understand that the Monte Cristo is a crackerjack. I stand ready to buy in the property if your price is not too high.”


  “I don't know about buying in,” said Dick. “What Dr. Yashima and I really want is someone to buy us out altogether. We have had enough of it. We are tired of roughing it up there on Eagle Island, and want to be free to make a tour of the world. That’s right, doc, I believe?”


  “That is right ” replied Dr. Yashima. “We are done.”


  “The mine is open to inspection, I suppose?” asked Ralph. .


  “Certainly,” replied Dick. “It is all there for anybody to see.”


  “And the price?”


  “That will be named after you have inspected the mine, Mr, Dolliver.”


  “It would be no use for me to inspect it. I should have to send someone there to do the work for me. I don’t know anything about mines.”


  “We have taken two million out of the sands of Eagle island,” said Dick, “and as whoever you send to inspect the property will see, we have hardly covered two hundred square feet in our operations; all the rest remains untouched.”


  “You might as well name your price,” said Ralph. “If it is too high, of course, I can’t listen to it. If it sounds reasonable I'll go in at once and look the matter up.”


  “We own the island outright,” said Dick, “and four hundred thousand dollars will buy it.”


  “Cheap enough!” cried Ehrenburg. “Dolliver, you must let me in on this.”


  “I’ll think it over,” said Ralph, evasively, “and now, Mr. Roydell, I'd like to have you meet me at my office to-morrow and I will introduce you to some of the prominent members of the Stock Exchange. If ‘you want to do a little speculating I'll be happy Lo put you in the way of it. If you would like to be introduced to Nob Hill society I can do that, too. In fact. I am at your service in every way.”


  “Ditto,” said Ehrenburg, as Dick expressed his thanks, and they rose to depart.


  No invitations were coming Dr. Yashima's way, evidently.


  And the Jap’s hatred for Ralph Dolliver was burning fiercer than ever when the brothers shook hands at parting and Ralph and Ehrenburg left the room.


  This, however, the wily Jap showed by no sign.


  As soon as the door was closed he turned to Dick and quietly said:


  “You controlled yourself well. Did your old love for your brother return when you found yourself face to face with him again?”


  “No.”


  “Are you sure? You are almost too much overcome to speak.”


  “It is the old hate, then, doc. I don't think I ever hated Ralph as I hate him now, and that is saying a good deal. But come! There isn’t an instant to be lost if we propose to carry out our plan.”


  Dick and the doctor clapped on their hats and hurried to the street, passing out by the ladies’ entrance, whlch Dick had taken care to locate before this.


  The conversation given above had consumed but a few seconds, and their way of leaving the hotel was shorter than if they had waited for the elevator, as Ralph and Lawyer Ehrenburg had done.


  Thus Dick and the doctor reached the sidewalk first.


  There was a cab standing at the ladies entrance, and the cabby to whom Dick had spoken stepped briskly up to them.


  “Are you ready, sir?” he asked, ignoring the Jap, as everybody did, which fact only added to the doctor's secret rage.


  *All ready,” said Dick. “They are right after us. You won't mmtake them when they come?”


  “It would be hard to do that, sir. Bye body knows Young King Klondike, and as for Mr. Ehrenburg. I have driven many a time.”


  The cab door was opened then, and Dick and the doctor slipped prompt in, closing it.


  “Now, doc, for the disguise,” said Dick.


  “Leave it all to me,” said the doctor, apparently glad to make himself useful to Dick.


  And once more Yashima showed himself a man of wonderful resource.


  From every pocket—and the doctor seemed to have a score of them—he drew out something different.


  A false beard, a wig, a second wig, a goatee, a pair of tinted spectacles. etc., came into view.


  Upon the cab seat when they entered lay a good-sized parcel and Dick busied himself with opening this.


  It contained a cheap business suit and an old-fashioned Prince Albert coat, which looked as if it might fit the doctor.


  What was Young King Klondike up to? What deep laid plot was on foot now?


  Whatever it may have been, it involved the shadowing of Ralph Dolliver by the cabman, for when that young high-roller, followed by Ehrenburg, came out of the Palace Hotel, and entered their cab, Dick's cabby got a move on his vehicle.


  Whipping up his horse, he sent his cab flying out of Market street into Kearney gt with Ralph Dolliver’s eab just ahead.


  


  CHAPTER XI.
 PLOTTING.


  As the cab rolled along Kearney Street. Dr. Yashima went to work to help disguise Dick and himself.


  Evidently he knew his business, for when Dick had managed to get into the suit, had put on the wig, and the doctor had given a few artistic touches to his face with a camel’s hair brush and’ paint which he took from a little pocket-case, no one would ever have recognized Dick as young Mr. Roydell.


  As for the doctor, he put on a brown wig—both he and Dick had had their hair cut short for the purpose—donned the Prince Albert coat, and placed the tinted spectacles over his eyes, after which he ﬁxed the goatee to his chin.


  “By thunder, you have made a fine Job of it! " cried Dick in admiration. “No one would ever take you for a Jap now, doc"


  The doctor laughed.


  “I have no doubt I look h1deous enough,” he replied. “What manner of man do I represent, if you please?”


  “You might be taken for a Frenchman or a Russian.”


  “A wide difference. Well, Dick, I can only hope no one will pick me up for a fool. Now to wrap up these clothes for the cabman to take back to the hotel."


  “How do I look myself doc.”


  “Oh, like a six dollar a week Frisco clerk out to do the town.” 3


  “That’s what we want. Now, if Ehrenburg has not deceived us we are liable to see something of the Barbary Coast before this night is through.”


  “Ralph little guesses that the Monte Cristo mine is worked out,” chuckled the doctor, as he tied up the bundle. “He little imagines the careful prospecting work you did on the island.”


  “That's right. Aside from the gold we left as a bait, there is nothing worth speaking of to be had there. It's no robbery, doc. I propose to bleed Ralph to the tune of a full million, the money he stole from me."


  “And upon my word he ought to be very much obliged to you that you don’t have him arrested and sent to San Quentin,” said the doctor. “That's what he deserves—or that knife of mine in his back—that would be better still.”


  “Shut un about yaur knife,” cried Dick, angrily. “I'm no murderer, even if my brother is one heart."


  They remained in silence for some moments after that, but from the conversation already recorded will be easily guessed that this was not Dick’s first night in San Francisco that he had been busy in that town before he and the doctor turned up at the Palace Hotel.


  Such was indeed the case.


  Actually, Dick’s scheme of revenge against his brother was already well advanced.


  For more than a month he and the doctor had been living in a humble furnished room up on Leavenworth street, laying their plans for a grand coup which would turn Ralph Dolliver into the toils.


  And a part of the programme had been the newspaper announcements a few days before that the owners of the famous Monte Cristo mine were coming to town.


  The cab had now turned in alongside of Portsmouth Square, and on the corner of Dupont street it stopped.


  They were now in San Francisco’s Chinatown.


  Right beyond lay the notorious Barbary Coast, which corresponds with the equally notorious Tenderloin of New York.


  It was a place to look for adventures, nd they were to come.


  As Dick cautiously opened the cab door Lawyer Ehrenburg popped in and crowded between Young King Klondike and the doctor.


  The cab rolled on up the hill.


  “Say, you are right on time,” said the lawyer. “I was afraid I should have to wait, and that he might look back and see me. By thunder, Roydell, you are well disguised. Never would have known you if I had happened to meet you on the street.”


  “That’s business,” replied Dick. “Now, what’s the word?”


  “The thing is working all right.”


  *He meets her to-night?”


  “He does, my boy. To-night the fair Lelia’s wish is to be gratified. She is to go a-slumming with her high-rolling lover, dressed in male attire! Think what J. H. Deland, with his hundred million, would say if he was to know it! Ha! As a chance for blackmail if a fellow was in the business, it would be a mine of gold. it what do you propose to do?”


  Merely to expose her and to break the engagement between them if I can. Do you think he really loves the girl?”


  Blest if I will ever tell you. Papa Deland is worth fifty millions if he is worth a son. I fancy Ralph Dolliver loves those more than the girl. You know, as I told you, she is the only heir, and the old man is used up with whisky and morphine that he can’t last long.”


  “That's enough. He shall never get those millions!” cried Dick.


  “Say, what’s your motive for it all?” Ehrenburg blurted out. “Why do you want to ruin Dolliver? Come now. I, as ur counsel, am entitled to know.”


  "That’s my affair,” replied Dick, coldly. “I think, Mr. Ehrenburg, I have been rather liberal with you.”


  “Oh indeed, yes,” replied the lawyer hastily. “I'm not kicking on that score. But say with your beard off you did look so deucedly like him that I thought——"


  “Will you cut it out?” cried Dick.


  “If he don’t you had better cut him out,” put in the doctor. “There is more than one lawyer in San Francisco, Dick.”


  Ehrenburg instantly subsided.


  “Pardon my curiosity,” he said. “I shan't let it get the best of me again."


  “You had better not,” replied Dick, warningly. “Now to business. Do you think Dolliver means to go in on the Monte Cristo?”


  He surely does, providing the report of the expert is favorable."


  “You said yesterday you had a man in view."


  “Yes.”


  “His report must be favorable.”


  “My dear boy, his report will be the report you pay for, nothing more, nothing less."


  “That’s the talk. Engage him. Inform me of the terms to-morrow, and I will send you a check for half the amount of his fee. As he will also collect from Dolliver he can afford to be reasonable.”


  “I'll fix that.”


  “Good. You know where you come in on the deal.”


  “Between ourselves Mr. Roydell is the mine really worked out?”


  “I have made no secret of the matter with you, Ehrenburg. A few thousands might be worked out of it—fifty or a hundred, perhaps, but that would be the utmost limit unless a fresh strike was made at some point which I have overlooked. The machinery, of course, has some value. It is as good as new, and can be removed and sold.”


  “A promising speculation,” chuckled Ehrenburg. “Well, Dolliver shall go in on it. I give you my word.”


  “You can agree to take a third,” said Dick, “for which nothing need be paid—understand?”


  “I understand.”


  “Now, about the stocks Dolliver is dealing in. On what particular stock is he long?”


  “Idaho Chief, preferred.”


  “That’s a silver stock?” .


  “Gold and silver."


  “Its price?”


  “Forty-eight and a half.”


  “Is it on the rise?”


  “Dolliver is doing his best to bull it."


  “How much does he control?”


  “Nearly half. He hasn’t quite succeeded in getting the control.”


  “Is he interested in any other stock"”


  “Yes."


  “What?”


  “Black Warrior. A Montana copper property. He has the control there.”


  “And the price?”


  “Eighty.”


  “Could you get me a list of the minority stockholders of both these mines?”


  “I think I could It would take a little time.”


  “Do it. Have it ready as soon as possible and notify me. Addresses must accompany names, of course.”


  “It shall be done.”


  The cab took a turn .


  “Where are we now, doc?” asked Dick.


  “Corner of Taylor and: California street,” replied the doctor, peering out.


  “And Deland’s is where? I forget.”


  “California and Polk.”


  “I see."


  “Perhaps he don’t meet her there,” suggested Ehrenburg.


  “Oh, didn’t he tell you Where he was to meet her?”


  “No; he didn’t mention that. Mr. Roywell, I think I had better. leave you now. It would spoil the pie if I was to be known in this business.”


  “It certainly would,” replied Dick. “Stop the cab, doc, and let Ehrenburg get out.”


  This was done.


  As the lawyer said good-night Dick closed the door and sank back on the seat.


  “There goes a dirty dog,” he said. *Pah! I feel thoroughly ashamed of myself for emp]oying such a tool.”


  “I suppose s0,” said Dr. Yashima, grimly. “If this was Japan you would not have to in order to accomplish your revenge.”


  “Well, what about that?” replied D1ck rather crossly.


  He knew what answer he was to get, well enough.


  “In Japan we would not take the trouble,” said the doctor. “You don’t like to hear me say it, but if this was Japan some fine morning Ralph Dolliver would be found lying in the street with a knife in his back.”


  “Shut up!” cried Dick. “It makes my blood run cold to listen to your murderous talk.”


  “Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the doctor, harshly. “Where is the difference? You would ruin your brother, you would make him a beggar; we would stick him as we would a hog—that's all."


  


  CHAPTER XII.
 DOING THE DETECTIVE ACT IN CHINATOWN.


  This was the time when Young King Klondike would have given a good big slice of his wealth to have gotten rid of the doctor.


  This, however, was not to be thought of for an instant. .


  Dick would not have dared tc attempt it.


  He firmly believed that to do such a thing would be to run the risk of having that horrible knife drawn across his throat.


  In a moment the cab stopped


  Dr. Yashima looked out, and declared that they. were at the corner of Leavenworth and Jackson streets.


  The cabby got down off the box and opened the door.


  “He went into that house, gentlemen,” he said, pointing to a small two-story building on Jackson street. “He dismissed his cab. There it goes down the street.”


  “Right,” said Dick. "Then we dismiss you.”


  Paying the cabby double his usual fee, Dick and the doctor sauntered toward the house, which was no different from a dozen others on the block.


  They walked as far as Jones street, constantly looking back, and then retraced their steps.


  They were not to have long to wait.


  Before they had reached the corner of Leavenworth street again they saw Ralph Dolliver come out of the house, accompanied by a stylishly dressed young fellow wearing a Fedora hat, a light fall overcoat, and swinging a cane.


  “Don’t look at them too sharply, doc,” said Dick, taking his companion’s arm. “We must not betray ourselves, I might have known it was here."


  They passed the pair a moment later, attracting not -the least attention.


  If Ralph Dolliver's companion was a woman in disguise she certainly did not look it.


  Dick could scarcely believe that he was other than he seemed.


  With the doctor he covered about half the block, and then turning, followed on after the pair down the hill.


  "Why, that the meeting place would be 1n that house.”


  “That don’t explain anything."


  “No, but you will understand when I tell you that I was born in that house.”


  “So?”


  “Yes. My father lived there for years. When he died it was about all the property he left.”


  “Then it belongs to you and your brother?”


  “Certainly. My father left no will.”


  “But Ralph can’t possibly keep it up for himself.”


  “As we know, he don’t live there, but he may keep the house for himself just the same. What do you think, doc? Can that be old Deland’s daughter. Didn’t look a bit like a woman.”


  “She’s a woman all right,” said the doctor. “Dick, I don’t see how you can be so dumb. Anyone could tell.”


  “Not anyone for I am one who can’t. However, I have no doubt you are right. They don’t seem to tumble, do they? Haven't looked back once.”


  Nor did the pair look back until they had reached Dupont street, when they turned directly into the heart of the Chinese quarter.


  They strolled along, pushing their way among the shuffling Chinks, staring in at the shop windows and acting altogether as other slummers do until they reached a little shop where there was nothing-in the window but a few packages of tea and little cups and saucers.


  “Ten Dock” was the English name over the door, besides which there was a long Chinese sign against the panel, and on the other side numerous red papers covered with Chinese characters were posted.


  Here. Ralph Dolliver and his companion turned in.


  An aged Chink wearing big horn spectacles sat behind the counter, working his abacus, or counting maehine.


  Ralph said something to him, and the Chinaman, nodding, reached down under the counter, pulled a string, and a door at the back flying open, both passed in.


  Dick saw that for the time being he had lost his game


  “Come on,” he whispered to the doctor. “We don’t get in through that door so easy. Everything depends now upon not arousing the suspicions of this old Chink. Say, doc, what sort of a joint do you suppose it is?”


  “A lottery, probably," was the reply. “I could tell if you would let me stop and read those papers on the door.”


  “Go back and read them, then. I will wait here on the corner. 1t can’t be a hop-joint. It must be a lottery, as you say.”


  The doctor soon returned, reporting that Dick was right in his suspicion.


  “They may stop in there some time. I’d like to join them and see what they are about. I made sure they would strike for Jim Hong’s, or some of the other big hop joints, where we could get in easy enough, but this stumps me.”


  “We can gelt mn there,” said the doctor, “if you will leave it to me.”


  “Agreed. Fire away. Can you hypnotize that old Chink into opening the door?”


  “Not as I am. Dressed like a Chink myself, yes.”


  “How well do you speak Chinese?”


  “As well as an ordinary American can speak French or Spanish who has learned it out of a book.”


  “That ought to do.”


  “it will?"


  “Come in here.”


  They had reached one of the many alleys which permeate the Chinese quarter of San Francisco.


  Dick followed the doctor down the alley, up a flight of ricketty steps, when Yashima knocked three times on a door.


  As they stood waiting the doctor pulled off his wig and glasses and removed his goatee,


  After a minute a young Chinaman opened the door.


  His face was all smiles when he saw the doctor.


  “Hello!” he cried. “Hello you, too, Charley! You fiend him?”


  “That’s what he is, High Jock,” said the doctor. “He is my best friend" Then Yashima began talking Chinese.


  “Come on, Dick,” he cried after a moment. “Jock is going to turn me into a Chink. He saws that place is the straightest lottery in Chinatown, and if you win you get your money. Let’s go in and play as well as watching your brother. We can kill two birds with one stone, as you say in English. - Ha, ha!”


  "The doctor seemed to be getting nervous again.


  Dick did not like his manner a bit.


  “I wish I understood Chinese,” he thought. “I'm half inclined to believe it's no lottery, and that doc is up to some came on his own account.”


  These were Dick’s thoughts, but he quietly followed Yashima and the young Chinaman through a dark passage and into a roughly finished room hung with Chinese costumes of every sort.


  “Where are we now?” he demanded.


  “This is the costume room of the Jackson street Chinese theater,” replied the doctor. “Now, then, Dick, put yourself into. Jock’s hands, and he will turn you into such a perfect Chink that if you will only consent to play a dumb one and keep your mouth shut no one will ever suspect.”


  “Done,” said Dick. “This is getting interesting. Pitch in, Jock, and make me a Chinese."


  


  CHAPTER XIII.
 THE HIGHBINDERS' RAID ON THE CHINESE GAMBLING DEN.


  High Jock, it seemed, was one of the costumers for the Jackson street theater, Dr. Yashima appeared to know him well.


  In the room to which he had conducted Young King Klondike there was every facility for applying his art.


  The doctor explained to Dick that the best plan would be to put the Chinese costumes over their own clothes, partly because they could be quickly dropped in case of necessity, and partly for the reason that most Chinamen wore several garments over each other, and by adopting this course it would give them a more natural look.


  High Jock picked out the doctor’s suit first, and provided him with a false pigtail. When Yashima was dressed no one could have told him from an Americanized Chink who carried his pigtail under his hat.


  In Dick’s case, more pains was, of course required, but the job was soon done.


  Paying High Jock liberally for his work, Dick and the doctor left the theater and hurried around to Dupont street.


  “No trouble about getting into Ten Dock’s now,” said Dick.


  The old Chink was still working at his abacus.


  He merely glanced at them when Dr. Yashima spoke in Chinese, and without a word of objection pulled the string and opened the door.


  A long narrow passage led them through to a rear building, and here they ascended a flight of stairs, guided on their way by slips of red paper bearing Chinese characters which were pasted upon the rough board walls.


  This brought them to a door, outside of which a fat Chink stood guard.


  Yashima handled him all right; the door was opened, and they passed into a room. so crowded with Chinamen that there was scarcely room to turn.


  Among them were some six or eight Americans, and Dick soon located his brother and the disguised girl among the rest.


  For the first fifteen minutes Dick and the doctor did nothing but watch. Not the slightest attention was paid to them by anyone.


  Indeed, Dick worked himself right up alongside of Ralph, who never even glanced at him, so intent was he in watching the play which must now be described.


  Dr. Yashima had called the game a “lottery,” and so it was in a certain way, perhaps, but it was not a lottery in the true sense of the word.


  At one end of a long table a Chinaman sat who wrote characters on slips of paper before the opening of the game.


  There were as many slips written as there were players entering.


  These slips were auctioned off one at a time, the writer calling out the word written upon them.


  Only those who had previously announced their intention of entering the game were allowed to bid, and for each slip that was sold a duplicate was put in a revolving box, which stood at the other end of the table.


  The competition for the slips appeared to be Quite keen, and Dick was surprised at-the amount bid; one sold as high as a thousand dollars, and none went less than fifty.


  Ralph bought two, one at three hundred dollars, and another at a hundred and fifty, which he gave to his companion.


  After all the slips had been disposed of, the cash paid in, and deposited in a brass box which stood near the writer in plain sight of everyone, this individual deposited in the box a sum of money equal to the amount paid for the slips, and passed over to the keeper of the revolving box other slips equal in number to those auctioned off.


  The pool was now complete, and the drawing began.


  A Chinese boy, carefully blindfolded took his place by the revolving box, and sent it spinning.


  When it stopped the lid was removed, and the first purchaser of a ticket was allowed to draw one slip out.


  Just how the awards were made Dick failed to learn.


  The box-keeper shouted a Chinese word, reading it from the slip.


  No one responded.


  That evidently meant that the first prize went to the house, or “bank,” as it would be called in an American gambling place.


  Bidder No. 2 then drew a slip, and the word upon it was called.


  He was more fortunate, for the slip writer promptly opened the cash-box, and counted out $400, which he pushed over to Chinaman who held the slip.


  Not a word was spoken. The third bidder drew his slip, and the fourth and fifth followed, but no cash came their way.


  Ralph Dolliver’s turn came next.


  He won $50, and his companion, who followed him, got $200.


  Three Chinamen then drew blanks, and after them came a fourth, who pulled out $1,000. No more prizes were drawn.


  Dick, who had watched the game closely, saw that the bank was the winner by several hundred dollars.


  At a word from the writer the game was declared closed.


  A number of the players went out of the room then, and others who had come in pressed forward to the table.


  A new game was to begin at once, Dr. Yashima whispered, and he asked Dick if he wanted to go in.”


  “Sure,” said Dick. “Let’s have a hack at it."


  The privilege of bidding on the slips was decided by throwing dice, it appeared.


  Only those who threw at least one six were admitted to the competition.


  Dick discovered that those who threw double six had the privilege of bidding on two slips if they chose, and he made the lucky throw.


  Ralph got in on a six and a deuce, but his companion was left out, throwing a five and a four.


  The doctor threw a pair of trays, and was out in the cold.


  Soon the auction was on again.


  Dick discovered that certain words were the favorites, and on these competition ran high.


  The doctor, announcing that his friend could not speak Chinese, did Dick’s bidding for him, Ralph bidding in English.


  Two of the other slummers were in on the game, and the amount of the bids was announced in both English and Chinese.


  As Dick had the privilege of two bids he determined to use it.


  The first slip the doctor secured for $60, but on the second Ralph jumped in and bid against Dick. Let it be understood that anyone in the game could bid as many times as he pleased until he secured his slip, or he was not obliged to enter at all if he could not get a slip at a price which suited him, in which case, of course, he was not allowed to draw.


  “This word seems to be the favorite,” whispered the doctor, “how high shall I go?”


  “As high as you please ” replied Dick. “Get it, anyhow.”


  And Ralph Dolliver seemed determined to get that particular slip, too.


  Yashima called out his bids with a fierce earnestness, which showed ‘his hatred of Ralph.


  Dick, who did not more than half comprehend the game then, watched it all with a sense of amusement.


  Everybody else had dropped out on the bidding by the time it reached 500 but Ralph, and the doctor carried it up to $3,000, at which price Dick got the slip.


  There was great excitement among the Chinks by this time, and they were all chattering away to each other when Dick pushed the money across the table to the banker, for the pot was far above the usual amount now, and anyone in the game might draw the lucky slip.


  As the bidding on the other slips continued a Chinaman left the room.


  “I don’t altogether like this,” whispered the doctor, drawing Dick aside. “Even if you should be lucky enough to draw the highest slip I am afraid these fellows would not let you get away with it.”


  “How much do I stand to win, do you know?” asked Dick.


  The doctor did not know. There was one slip which was good for the whole pot, he explained, and it would be announced by the writer at the end of the bidding.


  When the announcement came the doctor whispered the Chinese word to Dick.


  He said it over and over to himself as the drawing began.


  Ralph’s turn came ahead of his, for he had bought another slip.


  As Ralph drew the slip the box-man shouted the word which Dick had been repeating to himself.


  “Heavens! he has won the pot!” whispered the doctor. “It don’t happen once in ten thousand times.”


  Few persons are aware what high play goes on in San Francisco’s Chinatown.


  There was the greatest excitement when the word was called.


  Ralph, with an expression of triumph on his face, tossed his slip over to the writer,. who without a word emptied the remaining contents of the brass box upon the table, and pushed the money over to Dick’s brother.


  “Good night!” cried Ralph, as he pocketed it.


  Dick was: Watching the disguised girl.


  He saw that she was trembling with nervous excitement.


  Ralph put his arm through hers, and they were moving toward the door when it was suddenly burst open, and a gang of some ten or fifteen Chinamen rushed into the room.


  Each one carried a long knife, and before there was time to utter a word they began striking out right and left.


  “Highbinders! Highbinders!” was shouted.


  It was indeed a Highbinders’ raid, and nothing else.


  The treacherous Chink who left the room had told of the unusual size of the pot to this organized gang of Chinese thugs, and they had forced their way into the place.


  Dick drew a revolver and prepared to defend himself.


  The disguised girl clutched Ralph’s arm and screamed.


  As for the Chinks, they were yelling like wild beasts, when all at once someone turned the gas out.


  “Good heavens, Dick, half of us are going to be killed here!” gasped the doctor. “Back against the wall, boy! We must make a try to gain the door!”


  


  CHAPTER XIV.
 THE RESCUE OF LELIA DELAND,


  It is strange, but blood is thicker than water, and Dick Dolliver in that moment of wild excitement forgot his wrongs, and could think only of the danger his brother was in.


  Before the gas was extinguished Dick saw the Highbinders make a rush for Ralph.


  As Dr. Yashima spoke his warning words Dick found himself seized with that strange desire to help Ralph out in his trouble.


  He brushed the doctor aside, and jumped into the thick of the fight.


  Ralph had drawn his revolver, and was firing in the dark.


  Dick was at his side in an instant.


  “Here! Let me help!” he cried.


  “To the deuce with you!” shouted Ralph, and Dick got a blow in the face with the butt of the revolver which sent him reeling.


  There was no doubt that Ralph had been drinking heavily. His luck at the lottery table seemed to have driven him mad. He started to fight his way to the door, leaving the girl to shift for herself.


  Just what happened then Dick could never exactly remember.


  He knew that he fired several shots, and knocked down three or four Chinks with his clenched fists.


  The next he knew he was out in the passage, where it was light, hat less, with his wig and false pigtail torn off.


  The disguised girl, white with fear, was clinging to his arm.


  Others were crowding them on.


  Shots, shouts, and wild yells could be heard behind them.


  Ralph had vanished, so had the doctor.


  So great was the excitement that Dick scarcely knew what he was about.


  He found himself with his arm about the girl, and whispering:


  “Keep close to me! I know you! I will save you since your cowardly escort has deserted you. Don’t say a word!”


  He hurried her forward. The Chinks were now crowding down the stairs.


  Behind them the yelling Highbinders were getting in their deadly work.


  Where was the doctor?


  Dick had no means of knowing. To have attempted to find him would have been to risk the life of the foolish girl who had appealed for his aid.


  Thus, right or wrong, Dick abandoned the doctor, and seeing a door on his left, kicked it open and hurried the girl through.


  No one attempted to follow them.


  Dick pushed the door shut, and hurried the girl along a deserted hall, which led through into the next building.


  Chinatown is full of its secret passages.


  This one was evidently intended to allow the gamblers to escape in case of a raid by the police.


  Dick, who had no other idea than to get to the street, hurried down the flight of stairs, to which he came in a moment.


  It led to a door opening in the rear, which took them out into a shallow court—yard.


  Thus far the disguised girl, although in a hysterical condition, had been able to keep her feet.


  Now, however, she collapsed altogether, and fell fa,mtmg in Young King Klondike’s arms.


  “Here's a pretty mess,” thought Dick. “What am I to do with her? What about the doctor? He will never forgive me for deserting him and going to Ralph's assistance That infernal knife of his will be ready for my back now."


  But it was no time for speculating about the future. The present was giving Dick all he could do to handle.


  At the end of the court the wall of some large building rose, and there was a low door communicating with it.


  Dick could hear the clashing of cymbals, and the beating of Chinese drums.


  “It must be the theater,” he thought. “If we stay here we shall be discovered in a minute. I’ll tackle that door!”


  But his unconscious companion was no lightweight. To attempt to drqg her to the door was too much for Dick.


  Quick to act, King Klondike did the wisest thing he could have done under the circumstances.


  He laid the girl down and stripping oft the remnant of his Chinese disguise, ran to the door and pounded vigorously, 'keeping it up until the door was pushed open and a young Chinaman looked out.


  “Hello, Charley' Whatee matter?” he cried.


  “This the theater, John?” demanded Dick, slipping a ten-dollar gold-piece to the Chink.


  “Yep! You bet!”


  “I’m a friend of High Jack’s. See, my friend here is in trouble. Help me take him to High Jack.”


  “What I'em matter? What I'em mlatter?”


  “Don’t stop to ask! Highbinders—see?”


  The Chinaman pointed to the building next door, where loud cries could still be heard,


  “Fan tan!” he said. “P’lice?”


  “Not yet. The police will be along in a minute, no doubt. Will you help me get that young fellow to High Jock?”


  “Him dead, Charley?” persisted the questioning Chink.


  It was too much for Dick’s patience, and he gave him a clip alongside the head, making strong remarks about his slowness at the same time.


  What would have been fatal to Young King Klondike’s purpose with a white man worked first-rate with the Chink, for he immediately got down to business and lent Dick his aid to carry the disguised girl.


  They were not an instant too soon.


  Already the police had descended upon the lottery room, where as many as six Chinamen had been killed outright, and many more wounded.


  [image: ]
 Two officers appeared at the door, through which Dick had just come.
 “Hold on, young feller!” one shouted, as they sprang into the courtyard.
 Dick and his Chink hustled their unconscious companion through the little door.


  “Shut it! lock it! bolt it!” cried Dick. “Ten dollars more, John, if you will give me a hat and put us on Jackson street. Never mind High Jock now!”


  The Chink shot the bolts, and turned the key in the lock.


  “D’lis way"’ he said. “You follee me, Charley. Say, him allee lightee now!”


  The disguised girl had revived, and Dick helped her to her feet,


  “Is it the police who are after us? Did I hear you say police?” she panted, as she clung to Dick’s arm. “Oh, save me from them! Oh, sir, don’t let them get me, or I'm ruined. I must tell you a secret. I'm a woman in disguise.”


  “I know that, Miss Deland,” said Young King Klondike, quietly. “Trust me! I will see you safe out of this scrape!”


  “You know me!” gasped the girl, and she turned her head away, her face red with the blush of shame.


  “Hush! Hush!” breathed Dick. “Not another word until we are safe on the street.”


  They were following the young Chink through a dark passage now, but the question was whether they would ever succeed in reaching the street, for already the police were banging and kicking at the door.


  


  CHAPTER XV.
 THE FATAL QUARREL.


  Dick and Lelia Deland made good their escape, much to Young King Klondike’s relief.


  The young Chinaman led them by an underground passage which passed beneath the stage, and they emerged on to Jackson street by the way of a flight of cellar steps.


  The Chinaman got his extra $10 and Dick got an old Derby hat.


  Whether the police succeeded in breaking into the theater or not, and what the end of the raid was, were points upon which Young King Klondike was never formed.


  His present business was to make the best of his opportunities with Lelia Deland.


  “Let us walk down to Kearny street, said. “We can take a cab there. I wil escort you wherever you wish to go.”


  “I feel so faint!” breathed Miss Deland clinging to his arm as they pushed through the crowd of Celestials. “If I could only sit down for a while.”


  “Suppose we go to Campi’s restaurant. A little supper might set you right,” suggested Dick.


  “But you are a stranger to me sir, “I--”


  “It makes no difference. You may fully trust me. I will not leave you in the lurch as Ralph Dolliver did.”


  Miss Deland’s eyes flashed, and she herself up proudly.


  “Don’t mention his name!” she cried. “He is a cur. He did desert me. When the trouble came he thought only of saying himself and the money he had won."


  “You will go?” asked Dick.


  “Yes.”


  “All right. Come along. It is early yet. I will see you safely home whenever you want to go.


  There is no denying that Dick was already fascinated with his fair companion.


  Still, he had not forgotten the doctor, and he felt very much worried about him.


  Had he looked behind him on the opposite side of the street he would have seen a Chinaman with his hands thrust in the sleeves of his blue blouse eyeing them as he shuffled along, but it is doubtful if he would have recognized the doctor in the crowd.


  And yet Yashima it was, and his heart was burning with jealous rage, not only against Lelia Deland, but against Dick himself.


  “He deserted me to help his brother." the Jap was saying to himself, “and now he goes off with the rich man’s daughter, never even giving a thought as to whether I am alive or dead!”


  Dick escorted Lelia Deland to Campi’s restaurant on Kearny street, and put up a delightful little supper, to which full justice was done on both sides.


  Of course, it was impossible under the circumstances for this young couple to avoid becoming confidential.


  Lelia began by apologizing for her escapade. She was engaged to Mr. Dollivers she stated. He had told her so much about the wonderful sights of Chinatown that she longed to see them, and --


  She got to the hesitating stage when Dick cut her short.


  “Don’t say another word,” he whispered across the table. “Someone may overhear you. Forget this adventure, as I propose to do."


  “Yes, but I can never forget your kindness and bravery, nor Mr. Dolliver’s cowardly desertion of me. I would not marry him now, not if—but let us change the subject, as you say. Were you one of the Chinamen who bid against him on that last game? I mean --"


  “Was I disguised as a Chinaman-——yes.


  “Ralph—I mean Mr. Dolliver—thought so. Of course, I knew it when your hat came off and the pig-tail went with it. Dear me, if the case was not so serious I should laugh.”


  “Laugh and forget it.”


  “I think I am laughing Inwardly now al the whole thing, serious as it was. I hope no harm came to Mr. Dolliver.”


  “You may be sure of it. I saw him run downstairs.”


  “The cur! I—but there I am at it again. How did you know me?!


  “The cur! I—but there, I am at it again. How did you know me?”


  “Who does not know you? Half the young fellows in San Francisco have admired Lelia Deland at a distance. But let me introduce myself. My name is Dick Roydell."


  It is hardly necessary to go further with this conversation, which rapidly developed into a flirtation.


  She confided to Dick that she had gone to the house up in Jackson street for the purpose of changing her attire to that of a man. An old lady there who took boarders. and was Ralph’s tenant had superintended the affair.


  As she insisted upon going back there Dick finally called a cab, and they were driven to the place, even at the risk of meeting his brother, which they did not.


  Dick remained in the cab, and when Lelia joined him she was richly dressed, and Dick was bound to admit that she was by far the prettiest girl he had ever seen.


  He left her at her father’s house, and re-entered the cab with an invitation to call.


  “I’ve done it!” thought Dick. “The first step in my revenge is accomplished. I have cut Ralph out with his heiress, and if she suits me I—what’s the matter now?”


  “The cab had suddenly stopped.


  “There is a gentleman in a cab ahead who wants to speak to you, sir!” the driver called down. I think he is a Japanese.”


  He there open the door and was about step out when Dr. Yashima sprang in.


  “Dick!” he exclaimed. “So I've found wat last!”


  ‘Well, well, doc! This is a relief! ” cried Dick. “I was just going to hunt you up. You must have been chasing me about all night. Dismissed your cab? Yes? That's right. Get along, driver. This gentleman is a friend of mine. Drive to the Palace hotel."


  The doctor was perfectly quiet. He had posed of his disguise, and appeared to none the worse for the encounter in the Chinese gambling den.


  “What on earth become of you?” Dick rattled on. “I got the girl on my hands, and I had to see her through, of course. I--"


  “Hold on, Dick.”


  “What’s the matter? I was Just going to explain.


  “Instead of explaining, suppose you answer me a question or two.”


  “As many as you wish, doc. Why, you look as solemn as a parson. You got rather shaken up in that joint, I am afraid.”


  “Not at all, but let me tell you that you have been a dead King Klondike if I had not stuck that knife of mine into a Highbinder who had another one raised to ab you to the heart.”


  “Is that so? I didn’t see.”


  “Of course you didn’t see. Your thoughts were all on that girl.”


  Go slow, doc. You are mad with me. The room was dark.”


  “There was light in the hall enough to see what one was doing. If you had stuck to me--”


  “Which I didn’t, and there is no use in talking any more about it. If you want to question me fire away.”


  “Was it necessary for you to entertain the Deland girl at Campi’s before looking to see whether I was alive or dead?”


  “Come, come, doc, you make too much of it. I have never forgotten my obligations to you and never shall.”


  “You have forgotten them, and you will forget them again. You were struck with that Girl’s pretty face.”


  “Well, isn’t she pretty? Can you deny it?"


  “Deny it! To me the faces of all American women are hideous. Dick, you are not going to rest satisfied with cutting your brother out with that girl. You mean to make love to her yourself to marry her, perhaps."


  “What if I do? Whose business is it but mine?"


  “None whatever, Dr. Yashima. Great heavens, an, one would think I was your slave from the way you go on. I wish to thunder you would go back to Japan and leave me to attend to my own affairs-- that's what I do."


  “Enough!" cried the doctor a look of fiendish hate overspreading his face.


  Then all In an instant he whipped out that terrible knife, and drove it into Dick’s breast before Young King Klondike had time to raise a finger in self-defence.


  


  CHAPTER XVI.
 THE FIGHT GOES ON.


  Two months had passed since that ever-memorable night upon which Young King Klondike and Dr. Yamashita undertook to track Ralph Dolliver through the Chinese quater of San Francisco.


  The events of this period need not be particularly described, since almost every hour of it was spent by Dick upon a hospital bed.


  Dick was brought into the hospital late that night by the cab driver and a policeman.


  The cabby had driven to the Palace Hotel, and when he opened the door for his fare to alight he found Dck unconscious and bleeding.


  The Japanese gentleman who had entered the cab had vanished.


  As Young King Klondike appeared to be seriously wounded it was thought to be best to remove him at once to the hospital.


  Here he regained consciousness, and was carefully treated by the most skilful surgeons in the city.


  The stab wound, whlch was just above the heart, proved to be a serious affair, and for some time it looked as if it was destined to put an end to Young King Klondike’s career, and yet, thanks to good attendance, careful nursing, and the strength which had come to Dick during his residence at Eagle Island, he was able to pull out of it, and now, on the day of which we write, we find him back at the Palace Hotel, in charge of Henry Monier, a young Canadian nurse who had attended him in the hospital, and who was now employed by Dick as a valet.


  As soon as Dick was able to attend to business he put private detectives on the doctor’s track, without giving them the least hint that the Jap was the person who had assaulted him.


  The doctor was his partner, and unless he could find him there was bound to be trouble in settling up their affairs at Eagle Island under the Canadian law.


  But although Dick spent a good round sum on the private sleuths, he met with no success whatever, for which reason he came to the only conclusion it was possible to draw—that the doctor had made way with himself and was dead.


  Thus matters stood on the day when Dick again established himself at the Palace Hotel.


  During his long illness Ralph Dolliver had never been near him once, nor had he even sent to inquire how he was.


  Lelia Deland, however, had been unremitting in her attentions.


  Had Young King Klondike abandoned his scheme of revenge against his brother?


  He had changed his plans, but he was still as determined as ever to recover the money for which he had toiled so hard in the wilds of Alaska, and which Ralph had stolen from him.


  How he started to go about this will now be shown.


  Carefully groomed by Henry Monier on the morning following his arrival at the hotel, Dick went down Montgomery street about ten o’clock.


  It was his first attempt to attend to business since his mishap, and the first call he “made was at the office of Lawyer Ehrenburg, whom he had frequently seen while in the hospital.


  The lawyer received his wealthy client effusively, and overwhelmed him with congratulations upon his recovery.


  “My dear fellow, you are looking quite yourself again,” declared Ehrenburg, as he led the way into his private office. “This is a real pleasure. Now, how can I serve you? Are you still of the same mind you were before your accident?” :


  “Still of the same mind,” replied Dick, dropping wearily into a chair. “As I have explained to you before, Mr. Ehrenburg, Ralph Dolliver has robbed me of more than a million, and I am determined to square accounts with him at any cost.”


  “In regard to the purchase ol the Monte Cristo mine, nothing can be done about it until we can prove your partner’s death. Have you any news of Dr. Yashima?”


  “None. I don’t expect any, either. I have no doubt he is dead.”


  “It is very mysterious, Mr. Roydell. Do you know sometimes I have thought——"


  “Well? What have you thought?”


  “That you know more about it than you have told.”


  “If that is the case I will say right here that I have told all I ever shall tell. So we will cut that out. Let the mine rest for the present. How about those stocks? Have you bought in on Idaho Chief Preferred and Black Warrior as I directed?”


  “I have, through my brokers. I first obtained a list of the minority stockholders of both mines, and by hard work have managed to buy up a very large portion of the stock in your name. It is ready for delivery at any time.”


  “You have had the inquiry regarding these two properties made as I directed?”


  “I have."


  “Both” are good investments”


  “They are.”


  “Very well. Then here are my directions for your future action.”


  Dick laid a paper upon the lawyer’s desk.


  “Of course you understand that my name is to be left out of this business,” he said.


  “Certainly,” replied the lawyer. “I know my place. What I undertake to do for a client is done according to his wishes."


  He carefully read the paper.


  “I see your scheme is to bear these stocks on the Exchange,” he said.


  “Yes ”


  “But that will work against yourself.”


  “Read further.”


  “Ah, I see you mean to force Ralph Dolliver’s hand, to make him sell at a reduced price, you to buy up his stock later.”


  “Exactly I mean to control both those mines, and I have friends ready to join w1th me im the deal.”


  “May I ask who the are?"


  Dick mentioned two names.


  “Correct," said the lawyer. “I will see my brokers this morning Your wishes shall be carried out.”


  Dick then left Mr. Ehrenburg's office, and calling a cab, drove to the palatial residence of J. A. Deland.


  It was his first call upon Lelia.


  Evidently he was expected, and his reception was all that any young man could have wished for.


  Lelia congratulated him upon his recovery, and they had a long talk.


  “I have never asked you about Ralph Dolliver, Lelia,” Dick said just as they were parting. “I have felt that you would tell me about him when you got ready to do so.« Has he ever offered any explanation for his conduct that night?”


  “That I cannot tell you,” was the reply. “He called twice, but both times I refused to see him. He has written me three letters, but I have returned all of them unopened. What explanation they may have contained I neither know nor care to know. I am done with him forever.”


  This statement was enough for Dick.


  He had been waiting and wondering now for many weeks, anxious to be informed on these very points.


  When he parted with Lella Deland Dick felt that he had but to say the word, but the only word he said was to make an engagement for a saddle horse ride to Golden Gate Park next day with Lelia, of whlch exercise the girl was very fond.


  As he entered his cab Dick saw a shabby looking man standing on the other side of the street eyeing him closely, and when he left the cab at the Palace Hotel to his surprise he saw the same man again.


  “Detective,” thought Dick. “That fellow must have had a cab around the corner and followed me here. Whose work is this? Can it be Ralph, or can it be that the doctor is at it again?”


  The thought puzzled him for the rest of the day, but still he did nothing about it.


  The next day was marked by events on the Stock Exchange which for a long time after puzzled the old operators.


  It was a persistent effort to hammer down Idaho Chief Preferred and Black Warrior.


  All that day and the next it continued, and the two stocks were forced down many points, creating all sorts of rumors about the condition of the mines.


  Of course, the papers made much of the matter, and had a lot to say about Ralph Dolliver’s heavy losses.


  But Ralph jumped into the breach and did his best to boost his pet stocks.


  The attempt failed.


  On the third day, matters growing worse, Ralph Dolliver’s brokers received orders to close -out the holdings of their principal.


  Rumor said that his losses exceeded two hundred and fifty thousand.


  Then, strange to say, on the day following, Idaho Chief Preferred and Black Warrior began to jump again.


  Young King Klondike’s plan had been entirely successful in this portion of his scheme.


  A week pa,ssed and the stocks still boomed.


  Dick, who watched the market closely, was able to close out at a large profit not only the shares he had heid previously, but the stock his brother dumped on the market as well.


  And although he daily showed himself on California street, Dick never once caught sight of Ralph.


  Every once in a while he saw the shabby man hanging about.


  Worried over this a little Dick engaged a detective to shadow the fellow.


  It took three or four days to accomplish his object:


  Then came the report that the shabby man reported daily at Ralph Dollivers office.


  “He must suspect me,” thought Dick. “It is still a case of brother against brother,” I wonder where all this is going to end.”


  


  CHAPTER XVII.
 RALPH MAKES A MOVE.


  Dick had now become a constant visitor at the Deland mansion, and the society journals openly hinted that the fair Lelia, having thrown the Californian Young King Klondike overboard, had engaged herself to the lucky young Canadian who bore the same nickname.


  This, however, was not true.


  Dick had not yet made up his mind that he was ready to be married, and had yet to propose.


  Thus matters stood when one evening our hero resolved to bring the matter of the detective who was constantly shadowing him to a head.


  On the evening in question Dlck rang for his valet, Henry Monier.


  “I am expecting a gentleman here this evening, Henry,” he said. “He will give the name of Fox. Have him shown in as soon as he calls."


  Mr. Fox arrived in about half an hour.


  He was a young man much of Dick’s own build and general appearance.


  As soon as he entered the reception room Young King Klondike Henry Monier aside and informed him that he expected to be engaged with Mr. Fox for several hours, and that he had better make this his night off.


  He then returned to the reception room of his suite, and the following conversation took place:


  “Well, you are the detective from the —— Agency,” said; Dick, throwing himself in a chair.


  “Yes; sir,” replied Fox.


  “You have been following up that fellow who has so persistently shadowed me?”


  “I have. It is more than a week now. You have had my reports, I presume, sir?"


  “Yes. I can’t say they have been particularly satisfactory, though.”


  “No more to me than to you, Mr. Roydell. I can’t understand what the fellow is after. < He follows you everywhere you go, however. There is a cab always at his service. Someone is putting up for it, that is sure."


  “Of course. He reports nowhere except at the office of Ralph Dolliver?”


  “That’s the only place he goes to, sir, except to the room which he occupies.”


  “But there must be two of them. This man can’t keep it up all the time.”


  “There are two of them. You will find that I mention the other in my last report.”


  “Indeed. 1 have not read your last report. Now, Mr. Fox i have sent for you on special business."


  “So the chief tells me, sir. I am ready.!


  “Ah, you have come prepared?”


  “Yes Sir."


  “You think it can be done?”


  “Certainly, sir. I have often done such things before. I learned my business at the Scotland Yard, in London, Mr. Roydell. You may safely trust me.”


  “Very well. Let’s get right down to it, then. My plan is—— "


  A knock at the door interrupted Dick at this juncture.


  The hall-boy who had knocked handed a card.


  “The gentleman would like to see you, sir,” he said. “He told me to say that he would not detain you long.”


  “Show him up,” replied Dick and he tossed the card over to the detective as the boy left the room.


  “A new move of the enemy,” he exclaimed. “What do you suppose he is up to now?”


  The card was Ralph Dolliver’s.


  “I can’t imagine,” replied the detective. “I’m a little surprised that you consented to see him, though.”


  “I could not refuse, and I am very glad that I am going to have a witness to our conversation. Step into the next room, Mr. Fox. Place yourself close to the door, where you can hear all that passes between us. We may get a clew to the mystery out of this visit. Of course, not on any account will you show yourself unless i give the word.”


  Detective Fox beat a hasty retreat, and Dick, seating himself by the table, waited for the coming of his brother.


  “Does he suspect me?” he thought “Actually I believe he does. I wonder what his motive can be for coming here tonight?”


  And he had good reason for Wondering for from the reports rendered by the detective agency by which Fred Fox was employed he knew that Ralph had been absenting himself from his former haunts for some time, gnd furthermore that he had been drinking heavily. Of late the man had been much of a mystery to his friends.


  Dick’s “come in” brought- him face to face with his brother when the knock came.


  Ralph came in like a whirlwind-that was his impetuous way of doing business when he was playing a part, and always had been.


  He was so glad to see Mr. Roydell back in health again, and so sorry that he had not been able to see him when he called etc.


  Dick responded heartily, watching Ralph closely as he rattled away.


  Having put out a box of fine cigars, Dick threw himself in the big easy chair, and waited for what was coming next.


  “I suppose you are wondering what, brought me here to-night?” asked Ralph, as he lit his cigar. “The fact is, I want to talk with you about the Monte Christo mine.”


  “I thought you had given that up,” replied Dick. “Not having heard from you ---"


  “Well,- I have been bothered with business,” broke in Ralph. “Things have been going every old way with me of late. Do you know, it has seemed some time as though I had an enemy working against me."


  “Is that so."


  “It is. But what is the latest report from Eagle Island? How are things going at the mine?”


  “We are not pushing matters there just now. Did you send your expert to examine the property? Do you still think of going in?"


  “I do; but I have not been able to get the right man to send. The fact is. Ehrenburg was to look me up someone, and he has failed to do it. I still think of going in, however. I called to-night to say that I was thinking of taking a run up there on my yacht and I would like to have you go along.”


  “I'd like to but business will prevent, I am afraid. Besides, there is another objection in the way which will prevent me from doing anything about the mine just at present.”


  “What is that?”


  “You met my partner, Dr. Yashima, when you called on me before, you recollect.”


  “Yes. He is not here to-night?”


  “He has not been here for many nights. To be frank with you, Mr. Dolliver, Dr. Yashima has disappeared, and I have been unable to find any trace of him. I fear that something serious has happened.”


  “Is it so? Say, Mr. Roydell, it looks as though somebody was trying to get rid of you both. By the way, I never heard just how you came to be attacked. Do you mind telling me?”


  “I had rather not talk about it, Mr. Doliver, if you will excuse me.”


  “Just as you like. It is your own business. But to come back to the mine, will this disappearance interfere with my buying into the property?”


  “I’m afraid it will for the present.”


  “That is bad; still, you can straighten the matter out in time. I would still like to take a run up to Eagle Island on my yacht. I have not been very well of late, and the trip would do me good. I'd like to start to-morrow, and to have you go with me. What do you say?”


  “I must say no,” replied Dick decidedly. “It would be quite impossible for me to go at present.”


  “Settled,” cried Ralph, springing up. “I suppose you are too much engaged with Lelia Deland—my leavings, Mr. Roydell! You are welcome, I'm sure.”


  The tone was most offensive.


  Ralph Dolliver strode toward the door, and there turned. Dick, controlling himself with an effort, had not said a word.


  “You don’t answer,” said Ralph, who appeared to be choking with rage.


  “I have no answer to make, sn' except to say that you had best not --"


  “What?”


  “Say anything against Lelia Deland, or--"


  “Well?”


  “Go! It will not pay either of us to continue this talk.”


  "Right! I'll go,” said Ralph, with his hand on the door, and his eyes blazing with rage. “But before I got let me say just three words.”


  “'Well?”


  “O know you!”


  “Ralph! Hear me!” cried Dick, trembling with excitement. “I——"


  Bang!


  The door slammed, and Ralph Dolliver was gone before Dick could get in another word.


  


  CHAPTER XVIII.
 SHADOWING THE SHADOW.


  Dick was an odd mixture.


  At that moment, when he realized that he had been recognized by his brother, he could have freely forgiven him if Ralph had been willing to meet him even half way.


  But it was not to be.


  The high-rolling Ralph was a far worse proposition than even Dick knew.


  That he was to become fully posted on this point will soon be shown.


  Not a sound had been heard from Fred Fox. He knew his business too well to intrude upon Dick until he was called.


  Taking a moment to calm himself, Dick threw open the door, saying: “Well, Mr. Fox?”


  “Well, sir?” replied the detective, stepping out.


  “Sit down,” said Dick “and tell me what you think of that man. He is Ralph Dolliver, as I suppose you know.”


  “Oh, I know him all right,” chuckled Fox. “I've worked on him before.”


  “Hello! Is that so. What——"


  “I can’t tell the business of my other clients any more than I would tell yours, sir,” interrupted the detective, “but I will say this much for your information: Ralph Dolliver is well known in the town, and he is as bad as they make ’em. He's the biggest gambler in Frisco, he has forged——"


  “That will do, Mr. Fox.”


  “All right, sir. If you don’t want to hear.”


  “I don’t care to listen to matters which don’t concern me. Answer me one or two questions, and let it go at that.”


  “I will if I can do so without betraying _ the secrets of others.”


  “I ask you to betray no secrets. You say Ralph Dolliver is a forger. Why should he forge when he is worth a million and over?”


  “Is he? I don’t think he is, sir,” replied the detective, dryly. “He inherited a million or so from his dead brother a year ago, but he managed to drop the most of it speculating in mining stocks. He made a raise then by putting out forged notes, and hit the market on the right side after that. He took up the notes, but I hear he has met with heavy losses of late. If you will take my word for it, sir, you will find he is not worth anything of any consequence to-day.”


  Dick paced the floor in silence for some little time.


  “Enough,” said Dick. “I must know all about him, and that without further delay. Mr. Fox, I suppose you have come prepared to carry out our plan?”


  “I have, sir.”


  “Do you think it is feasible, now that it is certain that Ralph Dolliver knows that I am other than what I seem? You heard him say as much, I suppose?”


  “I heard all he said, of course. Yes, I still think it is feasible, Mr, Roydell, that is, providing you are willing to tell me who you really are. I must know the whole story, sir, if you wish me to act.”


  “No,” said Dick, firmly. “That I cannot tell you, but I will tell you this much, Fox. I am that man’s brother, who is supposed to have perished on the steamer Sea Eagle, ~which was wrecked on the coast of British Columbia a year or more ago.”


  “I thought as much. Then the million he made way with actually belonged to you?"


  “It did."


  “You will get none of it back, sir. It is all gone—take my word for that.”


  “I am taking your word for it. I do not now expect to get it back, but I do want te find out what his game is in having me constantly shadowed. If you are ready to act, Fox, then I am ready to act with you, and we may as well go about it at once.”


  “All right, Mr. Roydell,” replied the detective. “I have brought your disguise. You will find it in the bundle I left in the other room. If you will put on those clothes and pass me out yours I will see what I can do to fix up our faces. I think you will find me rather skillful in that line.”


  And Detective Fox fully proved his claim.


  By the time he had finished his work Dick stood amazed. Looking at the detective then was like looking at himself in the glass.


  “Why, you're immense!” he exclaimed.


  “Anyone would mistake you for me.”


  “Thank you,” replied Fox, much ﬂattered. “I have been thoroughly trained to my business. Now let me work over you a bit."


  It did not take him long to finish.


  A glance in the glass satisfied Dick.


  He looked like anybody but himself in the rough workingman’s clothes and blue woollen shirt whlch the detective had provided.


  They left the hotel soon after, the detective passing out by way of the office, while Dick followed a little later, and managed to slip out unobserved.


  The detective was standing by the Masonic Temple, looking in at the display in a jeweller’s window.


  At no great distance away stood the shabby man eyeing him closely.


  Fred Fox caught sight of him, and turning into Montgomery street, strolled on past the Lick House, swinging his cane.


  Dick pushed forward and passed him.


  He was anxious to see if Ralph’s detective would drop Fred Fox and follow him.


  He did nothing of the sort.


  Although Dick looked him full in the face, he paid no attention, but stopped when Fox entered the Lick House cafe.


  Dick halted on the next corner and looked back.


  Ralph’s shadower stood at the curb, staring at the cafe.


  All at once he pushed open the swing door and passed in.


  “I’m all right,” thought Dick. “If it wasn't for my clothes I would not be one bit afraid to follow him in there, but as it is I think I had better keep on the outside.”


  Something had occurred to change Fred Fox’s plans—that was certain.


  When at last he emerged from the cafe to Dick’s surprise Ralph’s shadower came with him.


  In close conversation they walked up Montgomery street together with Dick as close at their heels as it. was safe to approach.


  Dick wag mystified.


  The plan had been for Fox to lead the shadower about through the slums and gambling joints of the Barbary Coast, and for Dick to shadow the shadow and see if Ralph communicated with him in any way.


  But now Fred Fox had apparently picked up the shadow, and walked off with him.


  No wonder Dick was at a loss to know what it all meant.


  He followed them to Clay street, where they turned down toward the water front.


  The crossed Sansome street, then Front and Drum, and went down upon one of the wharves.


  Dick was puzzled to know what was coming next, or how to act, when all at once Fred Fox turned and unobserved by his companion beckoned to him to come forward.


  The shadow at the time was bending over the edge of the wharf talking to someone in a boat which lay alongside.


  Dick hurried forward, and passed Fred Fox, who whispered:


  “I’'m going out to that yacht. Are you game to get a boat and follow? If not I’ll pull out. Yes or no?”


  “Yes,” replied' Dick.


  He passed on in time to avoid being seen by the shadow, who turned and said:


  “Now, Mr. Roydell, the boat is ready. Will you get aboard, sir?”


  


  CHAPTER XIX.
 THE MYSTERY OF THE YACHT.


  Dick stood 4t the end of the wharf watching the boat as it pulled out into the bay.


  Detective Fred Fox was seated in the stern, while Ralph Dolliver’s shadow occupied the bow.


  Out in the stream a small but handsome private steam yacht lay at anchor, and the boat was heading directly for it.


  Dick never doubted that the yacht belong to his brother.


  But Why the detective should have gone out to it in company with Ralph Dolliver’s spy he could not begm to understand.


  “I must follow, though,” he said to himself. “I have given him the promise and I must keep my word; but how to do it is the question. That I don’t just see.”


  While he stood there perplexed, he saw a cab coming rapidly down Clay street.


  It stopped at the head of the wharf, and Ralph Dolliver sprang out.


  He spoke a few hurried words to the cabby, handed him a bill, and the man immediately turned and drove away.


  Dick was in for it now.


  As it happened, he was the only person on the wharf as Ralph came toward him with a step so unsteady that there could be no doubt that he had been drinking heavily again.


  “I’m up against him,” thought Dick. “Now to see what my disguise amounts to. Upon my word, I believe that this is some plot to inveigle me on board the yacht and carry me off to Eagle Island.”


  The idea grew upon him as he stood watching Ralph. A moment more and his brother came up to where he stood.


  For a moment Ralph, bracing himself against one of the standing piles, looked off on the bay.


  “Good-evening, sir,” said Dick. “This is a fine night.”


  “It is, a very fine night,” replied Ralph, thickly. “Say, have you been hanging around here long?”


  “Some little time, sir. Half an hour, perhaps.”


  “Did you see two men go off in a boat to that yacht? One of them a young fellow who looked something like me?”


  “I did, sir. There they are now.”


  “In that boat?”


  “Yes."


  “Thank you. By the way, what’s your line?”


  “My line, sir? Anything that comes my way."


  “Sailor?”


  “I’ve been to sea; up and down the coast, that is.”


  “Can you cook?”


  “Yes, sir; I'm a good plain cook. Nothing fancy."


  “How would you like to take a job to cook on that yacht? Or perhaps you have a job; I don’t know.”


  “I am looking for a job, sir. I should like to go on that yacht first rate, if it isn’t to be too long a cruise. Are you the owner?”


  “I am. We are going for a run,up the coast. We shan’t be gone more than a couple of weeks.”


  “That would suit me. What’s the pay?”


  “Ten dollars a week and board.”


  “If you think I'd suit, sir, I’'m your man.”


  It was certainly so.


  There could no longer be any doubt that Ralph’s plan was to carry his brother off to Eagle Island.


  But for what purpose?


  This Dick, as he stood there facing his brother, could only guess.


  “I'm going off in something of a hurry,” said Ralph, “and I'm shy a second mate and a cook. I suppose we can manage to get on without the mate, but the cook we must have. If you want the job 1t’s yours. What’s your name?”


  “Harry Jones, sir. I don’t know as I'd be able to suit you. If you are at all particular now, I—-”


  “But I’m not,” broke in Ralph. “Almost anything will suit except to have you talk about this trip afterward. Can you start right now? I'm going to call the boat over. Yes, or no?”


  “Yes, sir. I'll go."


  “Settled,” replied Ralph. “Now, look here, Jones, it’s to be ten dollars a week for the cooking, and twenty-five extra the day we land in Frisco, which is to pay for a still tongue—see?”


  “I understand, sir.”


  “I hope you do, for let me warn you right now, if I ever hear of any talk having been made about our trip—and I am bound to if you make it—it will be a black day for you. I need not say any more.”


  “It’s understood, sir!” replied Dick. “I know how to mind my own business. Shall I give the boat a.call?”


  “I’ll attend to that," replied Ralph.


  Although a bit wobbly about the legs, and a little thick in his speech, he was still perfect master of himself.


  He now drew an ivory whistle from his pocket, and blew it shrilly three times.”


  In a moment the answer came from the deck of the yacht.”


  “That’s all that is necessary,” said Ralph. “They will be after us in a minute.”


  He handed Dick a cigar, and lighting one for himself, stood looking off on the bay.


  The boat had just reached the yacht.


  It was a bright moonlight night, and Dick could plalnly distinguish everything that was going on.


  As Ralph kept silent, he said no more, but stood watching Whlle Fred Fox and the shadow went aboard.


  A large man met them, and they stood talking for a moment, after which both disappeared down the cabin stairs.


  Some time after, the shadow appeared on deck again.


  He was accompanied by the large man, but Fred Fox was not with them.


  Ralph’s detective at once entered the boat, and was pulled over to the wharf.


  “Well?” demanded Ralph, as the man climbed up and stood before him.


  “It is done, sir.’


  “Good! Did you have any trouble?”


  “Not a bit. He tumbled into the trap—-"


  “Hush!” said Ralph sternly. He took the man by the arms, and led him out of hearing.


  They talked for some moments, and Dick saw Ralph hand the fellow a roll of bills.


  “That’s pay for my supposed capture, all right,” he said to himself. “Well, well, what dirty business is this? Anyhow, it is up to me to stand by Fox now, whatever the end may be.”


  Having settled his business with Ralph the detective hurriedly departed, and the next Dick knew he and his brother were in the boat, being pulled out to the yacht.


  They were received by the large man, who bowed to Ralph with great respect.


  “Everything is ready, sir,” he said.


  “Good!” said Ralph. “Then we start at once. This is Harry Jones, a cook I have engaged. Jones, this is Mr. Rogers, captain and mate, full boss of the whole business; so mind you cook to suit him, or look out for squalls.”


  “I'm easily suited where the pay is good." grinned Rogers. “You can find your way below, I suppose. One of the Chinaboys will show you where you can bunk."


  Dick moved off along the. deck, leaving Captain Rogers to follow his brother into the cabin.


  He soon discovered that besides the captain there was only one other white man in the yacht’s crew, and that was the engineer, three Chinamen making up the crew.


  Dick was shown the galley, and the bunk where he was to sleep.


  By the time he had looked about a bit the anchor was weighed, and the yacht, which the Chinaboy informed him was called the Claribel, went steaming down the bay.


  Once again it was to be brother against brother.


  This time the battle was to be in close quarters.


  As Dick lay in his bunk that night nearly stifled by the fumes of opium which two of the Chinaboys were smoking, he wondered where it was all going to end.


  


  CHAPTER XX.
 OFF IN THE CLARIBEL.


  Dick lay in his bunk until long after midnight, without getting asleep.


  He hardly knew what to do since his place was forward, and all that he was interested in lay aft.


  Sleep came about one o’clock, and at a little before five o’clock Dick woke of his own accord.


  The two Chinks who had annoyed him with their opium pipes the night before had gone, and the third Celestial was in his bunk.


  Dick had been half inclined to think that he had been mistaken about the small number of the crew, but he now saw that he was right.


  There were only three.


  He pulled on his clothes and went on deck.


  Day was just breaking, and the yacht was steaming northward close to the coast.


  The two Chinaboys were engaged in swabbing the deck.


  They nodded to Dick, and one said: “Morning, Charley,” which seemed to be the extent of his English vocabulary.


  Dick was about to make some effort to pump him, but looking around he saw that his brother himself stood at the wheel, and was eyeing him closely.


  “Good-morning, sir!” said Dick, touching his cap respectfully.


  "Ralph responded, and called him to come over where he was.


  “You are going to start your fire, I suppose?” he said in a cold, stiff way.


  “Yes, sir.”


  "Good! I want a cup of not coffee as soon as I can get it. I want you also to prepare a special breakfast as soon as possible. My breakfast I shall take at nine o'clock. I shall give up the wheel to Captain Rogers in about half an hour. As for him and the engineer, you will suit your time to theirs. The Chinaboys I leave for you to feed as suits you providing you see that they get enough to eat.”


  “Yes, sir,” replied Dick. “And what is be done with the special breakfast? Probably Captain Rogers will tell me that."


  “No. I’ll tell you. Bring it to the cabin, d you will get your directions then. We are short-handed here. You will have to act as steward and waiter as well as cook. Do your work well and I will make it all right with you—see?”


  “Yes, sir,” replied Dick, and he hurried away to obey.


  Dick was a good cook. He had learned that trick in the Klondike. He could get an ordinary meal to the Queen’s taste; the only question was as to the stores to be found on board the Claribel.


  He soon found that there was nothing lacking in that regard. The steward’s pantry adjoining the galley was well supplied with everything he could ask for, so he lit his fire and within twenty minutes was able to carry a cup of steaming hot coffee on deck.


  Ralph drank it eagerly. He showed every evidence of having drank heavily something else overnight.


  “That’s good coffee,” he said. “You seem to know your business. Fix up the special breakfast as quick as you can.”


  “What shall it be, sir?”


  “Anything you please There is a gentleman on board here who will keep his stateroom for the present. It will be part of vour business to wait on him—see?”


  “All right, sir,” replied Dick, and he hurried forward to his post.


  He now broiled two lamb chops, and fried two eggs, and then started for the cabin.


  “Hello, cookee! Where are you off to with that grub?” called Captain Rogers, who had taken the wheel. “Don’t you know the boss has just turned in?”


  “I am acting under orders, sir,” replied Dick.


  “Oh, I see! That's for our passenger?"


  “I suppose so, sir.”


  “Well, I fancy he won’t want to eat anything this morning,” chuckled the captain. “He got his full feed last night.”


  ‘Do I go on, sir?” asked Dick, making no other reply to this peculiar remark.


  “Yes, yes. Obey orders if you break owners. Mr. Dolliver is running things here.”


  Dick descended into the cabin to find Ralph seated at the table with a bottle of whisky before him.


  “So you have come,” he said thickly. “All right.”


  He staggered to his feet, and walking over to one of the four staterooms which the cabin contained, produced a key and opened the door.


  “Well, Dick, how are you this morning?” he demanded looking in.


  Dick could not catch the mumbled reply, but it was an immense relief to him to hear Fred Fox’s voice, and to know that he was still alive,


  _“Here’s Harry Jones coming to you with breakfast,” said Ralph. “He will untie you and tie you up again after you have eaten it. I advise you to make no trouble—see?”


  Dick pressed forward with his tray, and caught sight of the detective lying fully dressed in the lower bunk with his hands and feet tied. As Fox was then speaking he paused.


  “Ralph, set me free,” said the detective, imitating Dick’s voice with amazing closeness. “We are out at sea now. Whatever your motive may be for the dirty trick you have played on me, show some mercy, and set me free. At least give me the run of the yacht.”


  “I've a blamed good mind to,” replied Ralph. “I'm not ready to talk to you yet, but I really don’t see what harm it can do to make you comfortable. Will you promise to make no trouble if I give you the run the yacht?”


  “I will. You have my promise.”


  “Settled then. Untie him, Jones; feed him. I'm going to take another ball and turn in. By the way, you needn’t get breakfast for me till I call for it. Sleep is what I want now. Have a drink with me, Dick?"


  “How can you ask it, brother? After the way you have treated me how can you expect me to fraternize with you?” replied Fred Fox, in an injured tone.


  Ralph laughed harshly, and turning away, entered one of the staterooms opposite, and banged the door.


  “Has he gone?” whispered Fox.


  “Yes,” said Dick, who was bending over the detective, cutting the cords which held him down.


  Well, I’m not that kind. You needn’t call me Mr. Roydell any more. Here I am known as Harry Jones, the cook. I am Dick Dolliver, that man’s brother. How came you to get in this fix?”


  “No time to talk now," whispered the detective. “I was fool enough to drink with that spy, and knock-out drops did the rest. It’s all right, though. I've landed just where I want to land, and so long as that brother of yours keeps hitting the booze the way he is at it now he’ll never tumble to the truth, Drop it! We’ll be sure to find a chance to talk some other time.”


  So when Fred Fox came out and placed himself at the cabin table Dick waited on him in silence.


  Suddenly a bell rang sharply, and in a minute “Captain” Rogers @eame hurrying into the cabin.


  He seemed surprised to see Fox calmly eating at the table, but before he had time to say anything Ralph Dolliver yelled out from the stateroom:


  “Say, cap, I've changed my mind. The gentleman gets the run of the yacht—see?”


  “All right, sir,” replied the captain.


  He gave Dick an inquiring look, which was not responded to, and then left the cabin.


  I It was evident that they were to be closely spied upon.


  The detective having ﬁnished his meal, Dick gathered up the dishes and went off with his tray.


  “What’s the matter with the boss?” asked Captain Rogers, calling him to the wheel.


  “I don’t know, sir. What do you mean?” replied Dick.


  “Drunk?” demanded the, captain.


  “I think he has been drinking, sir.”


  “Confound him, he’ll spoil the pie if he don’t let up on the booze,” growled the captain, giving his wheel a twist.


  “Pie! What pie, sir?” asked Dick, with a simple look on his face.


  “None of your business,” snarled the captain. “Get back to your galley, and look out you don’t spoil your own pie. I’ll make it hot for you if you do.”


  


  CHAPTER XXI.
 DESERTED.


  Nothing else of sufficient interest to be worth recording happened that day on the Claribel, except a conversation which took place between Dick and the detective later in the day.


  Nothing further was seen of Ralph. He kept himself locked in his stateroom all day, and each time Dick called to him to know if he did not want his meal his answer was that he was tired, and simply wanted to be let alone.


  This made it hard for Captain Rogers, and he growled and swore out it fearfully.


  One of the Chinaboys was finally put in charge of the wheel, and the captain went into the cabin and had breakfast.


  The engineer, who acted as fireman, requested to be served in the engine-room, and Dick waited upon him there.


  While this was going on Fred Fox made himself at home on deck, coming and going as he pleased.


  Captain Rogers never paid the slightest attention to him, and Dick did not dare even to glance his way, leaviig it to the detective to gnd his own time for the explanations he was so anxious to hear.


  The time did not come until late in the afternoon, when as Dick was preparing dinner, Fred Fox appeared at the galley door.


  “Hello!” he said. “Busy? Say, you seem to understand cooking all right."


  “I do,” replied Dick. “I learned all that in the Klondike. Is it safe to talk now?”


  “I think it is,” was the reply. “Dolliver is dead drunk in his stateroom, and Captain Rogers has given up the wheel to one of the Chinks, and turned in so as to be ready for the night. He has condescended to speak to me at last. He thinks a storm is brewing, and I shouldn’t wonder if he was right.”


  “Then our time has come at last,” replied Dick, “But you had better stay where you are so as to let it appear that you are just taking a look in on me, in case we are surprised.”


  “I intend to,” said the detective. Now, I suppose you are anxious to know what all this means?”


  “Indeed I am. ”


  “Right. Well, you see that spy of Ralph Dolliver’s was completely deceived. To deceive him I went into the Lick House cafe, as I wanted to see whether he would follow you or me, He steered straight in after me and spoke to me as I stood at the bar.”


  “And what d1d he say"


  “Well, he called me Mr. Roydell, and pretended to want to sell out to me. He told me that I was being shadowed by Ralph Dolliver’s orders, and he said that he was sick of the job, and if I would pay him a hundred dollars cash he would take me on board Dolliver’s yacht, hide me in a stateroom, and give me a chance to overhear the whole plot against me discussed by Dolliver and himself. He said that Dolliver wag on a terrible drunk, and that there would be no trouble in arresting him. He promised to stay by me and make the arrest, and—oh, well there was a lot more to his talk. You know how it all went.”


  “Did you know ypu were going get knocked out when you drank with him in the cabin?”


  “I confess that I did not think of it, as I ought to have done. I was sure he meant to betray me in some way, but I felt equally sure that you would come along and that between the two of us we would be able to make it all right. That’s all I know, Mr.— Harry, I mean. And now are you sorry that things have taken this turn?”


  “No,” replied Dick. “I am glad.”


  “Where do you imagine we are going?”


  “To Eagle Island, off the British Columbia coast, where my mine is located—there can be no doubt about that.”


  “I suspected as much. Now, as matters stand, I don’t know what to do. It’s up to your to decide.”


  “I have decided already,” replied Dick. “You keep right on, and play your part until we see what turn affairs are going to take. I am well supplied with money. We can buy up Captain Rogers, if necessary, and the engineer as well. If my brother keeps on drinking as he is doing now we have nothing to fear from him.”


  “He’ll have the tremens surest thing if he keeps it up,” said the detective. “Are there any of your people at the island upon whom we can depend in case trouble comes?”


  “No,” replied Dick. “After I met with that accident I shut down the mine entirely, and ordered everyone discharged.”


  “I don’t know what to think of it all,” said the detective, “but I suppose the only thing we can do is to wait and see how the cat jumps.”


  Nothing happened that day nor the two following. When night closed in on the third day the situation still remained unchanged, for even the prophesied storm had not come to time, although it looked to be close at hand.


  During those dreary days Ralph Dolliver show himself but twice, both times so drunk that he could scarcely talk.


  He did not attempt to speak to either Dick or the detective, but simply gave a few orders to Captain Rogers. Not a morsel of food had passed his lips since the Claribel sailed. His whole appearance was so horrible that Dick began to fear that Ralph would be found dead in the stateroom if something was not done.


  But Dick did not know what to do, and when the storm struck them at last, a fearful gale blowing off the coast, with torrents of rain, he thought that the end had come.


  Dick had turned in about nine o’clock that evening, for Captain Rogers notified him that for better or worse he must take a turn at the wheel at midnight.


  All day the captain had been acting strangely. That the man was almost dead -with fatigue Dick realized, and as the afternoon wore on he perceived that the captain had taken to the whisky bottle at last.


  They met the storm about three o’clock in the afternoon. Dick, although fairly familiar with the coast by this time, could not tell exactly where they were. The islands off the coast of British Columbia were all around them, however, and he knew that they could not be far from Eagle Island.


  Ralph had not been seen all day, nor did he show himself up to the time when Dick lay down in his clothes to catch a little sleep, if possible, but the yacht was being so tossed about that he hardly expected to sleep at all; yet he did, and he was suddenly awakened by a fearful shock, which brought him to his feet with a bound.


  “We are on the ledges surest thing,” he gasped. “I knew it would be so! What in thunder is coming my way now?”


  He seized the lantern which hung suspended near his bunk, and hurried on deck.


  To his utter surprise he found that the storm had passed, and all the stars were shining.


  Right ahead rose a mass of black rock which looked strangely familiar. Beyond on the right stood a hut, and a long, low building of new, rough boards.


  “Great heavens! We are ashore on Eagle Island!” gasped Dick, recognizing his old home.


  It was so!


  The Claribel was on no rock, but had been driven far up upon the sand.


  The tide was well out and still falling.


  The clanking engine was still forcing the steamer’s bow deeper into the sand.


  Not a soul was to be seen on deck.


  Dick found himself all at a loss to understand what had occurred.


  He rushed down into the engine-room, and shut off steam.


  The place was also deserted.


  Back to the cabin he flew, and pounded on the door of Fred Fox’s stateroom.


  There was no answer.


  Dick threw the door back to find the same state of affairs here.


  The detective had vanished like the rest.


  He then hurried across to his brothers stateroom, and knocked.


  Still no answer.


  He tried the door—it was locked.


  Back to the deck was the next move. Dick was resolved to search the whole steamer before going ashore.


  He had also determined to break into Ralph’s stateroom, for he began to fear the worst for his brother—he could not doubt that all this was some mysterious plot of Captain Rogers and the engineer.


  Once upon deck agaln Dlck made a discovery which in his haste he had overlooked.


  There were three lifeboats on the Claribel; two of them had vanished, and the third had been stove in with an axe.


  “They have carried off Fred Fox and left me behind!” Dick exclaimed aloud. “Why? What can it mean? But I must break into that stateroom. Like enough they have murdered Ralph. Oh, my poor brother! To think what might have been if--"


  “Well, if what?” spoke a hoarse voice behind him. “Who is your poor brother? What kind of work is this? Who are you?"


  Dick turned like a ﬂash.


  There stood Ralph, wild-eyed and terrible.


  The light of madness blazed from his eyes—madness was written all over his face. In his hand he clutched a long knife .


  “You’re disguised!” he hissed, bending forward. “I see it all now! Where's the other one? Where’s everybody? You are Dick or Dick’s double. You must die!”


  These last words were yelled with all the energy of madness, as with the knife upraised Ralph Dolliver rushed upon Dick.


  


  CHAPTER XXII.
 TRYING TO BE FRIENDS WITH RALPH.


  Young King Klondike, fortunately for himself, was one of the cool kind, or his fate would have been sealed when Ralph, maddened by drink, rushed at him with the upraised knife.


  He jumped nimbly aside, and the result was what might have been expected.


  Ralph pitched forward on his face, and the knife flew from his hand.


  Instantly Dick seized it a.nd concealed it in his coat pocket.


  At the same time he whipped out his revolver, and covered Ralph, who was now trying to rise.


  Not that he had the least idea of shooting his brother. Dick’s feelings toward Ralph were those of profound sympathy. His only desire now was to save him from himself if it was not already too late.


  “Get up, Mr. Dolliver,” he said. “Look at me again! Try to calm yourself. Captain Rogers and all hands have deserted, and we have run ashore. We two are the only ones aboard the yacht.”


  The calmness with which these words were spoken had their effect on Ralph.


  He staggered to his feet and said in a quieter tone:


  “Do you mean to shoot me?”


  “Not unless you force me to it. I don’t propose to be stabbed. Calm yourself. Let us understand each other if we can.”


  “Who are you?”


  “Don’t you know Henry Jones, the man you engaged in Frisco as cook?”


  “You lie! You are Dick Dolliver, my brother. I know you now. Look at the wig on your head. It is all twisted out of shape. Take it off and show yourself like a man!”


  It was useless to stand out against it.


  As Ralph reeled against the rail Dick pulled off the useless wig and threw it overboard.


  “There!” he cried. “I own up! Here we are, Ralph, just you and me. Now, what does all this mean?”


  Mad for the moment Ralph certainly had been, but he had managed to master himself now.


  “If you are Dick then who was the other?” he gasped.


  “A detective.”


  “So? Where is he now?”


  “I know no more than you do. I was asleep. When I woke up the yacht was ashore, and deserted. I ask you what it all means.”


  “And I can’t answer. I am a sick man, a dying man, I think, Where are we now?”


  “We are ashore on Eagle Island—my island. The Monte Cristo mine is here.”


  A sudden brightening came over Ralph’s swollen face.


  “Is it so? Are you deceiving-me?” he panted.


  “It is so. Ralph, tell me what——"


  “Stop! I'll tell you nothing until I have had a drink, Then I can talk. You are sure that scoundrel Rogers is not here?”


  “I see nothing of him—nothing of any of them. I tell you again that I am as much puzzled as you are to know what this all means.”


  “I know,” growled Ralph. “Look here, Dick, can you ever forgive me for trying to poison you that night?”


  “I can and I will under certain conditions—that is, if you want to be forgiven. I am wondering if you really do."


  “I do. I need your help or I’'m a goner.”


  “And it is only for that reason that you want my forgiveness?”


  “No; I am sorry I tried to kill you. I am sorry I robbed you. I would make good if I could, but I can’t, for I'm a ruined man. Are those the conditions? Are you satisfied now?”


  “My conditions are these—that you tell the whole plot against me, that you cut out the whisky and try to make a man of yourself again. Oh, Ralph!” and Dick’s voice trembled as he spoke, “do it, my dear brother. For the sake of our dead mother, do it! I have been wrong, too. I helped to ruin you. I admit it, but I am sorry now. I forgive you freely. Let me stand by you like a true brother. I have enough for both, and you shall share it with me, Come, there’s my hand on dt, Ralph!”


  Ralph took the hand and pressed it.


  “I—I'll do it,” he muttered. . “Dick, you’re a Christian. But I can’t cut the whisky out all at once. I shall die if I do. I'm going down to get a drink now. After that I'll tell you all there is to tell.”


  Dick did not try to stop him, but he went with him to the cabin, and saw him turn down the poison which was sapping his life, for he could not trust Ralph yet, and he feared that he might arm himself again.


  The liquor had the usual effect in such cases, and Ralph was steadier for having drank.


  “Shall we stop here and have our talk, or shall we go ashore?” he asked. “I'm ready to do the right thing now, Dick. I am going to tell you all.”


  “We’ll go ashore,” said Dick. “There's my hut right up the beach. When the tide rises the yacht will ﬂoat away. If we want to save her we must warp a line around that big tree. Strange that we have run ashore here of all places in the world.”


  Ralph raised no objection. After they had jumped down upon the sand he tried to help Dick make fast, but he was too weak to be of much service in that respect.


  They then walked up to the hut together and went in.


  Nothing had altered since Dick and Dr. Yashima left it.


  Dick could not help shuddering as he thought of his Japanese partner. He almost expected to see the doctor suddenly appear upon the scene. What if he should?


  “But, pshaw! That’'s all nonsense," Dick said to himself. “Doc has probably gone back to Japan long ago.”


  And he had good reason for thinking this, for he had lately learned that Yashima had sent most of his money out to Japan as soon as they reached San Francisco, That he had followed it Dick firmly believed.


  Once in the hut Dick lit the big hanging—lamp, and built a roaring wood fire on visions in the hut and Dick tried to make his brother eat, but Ralph steadily refused.


  He lit a cigar, however, and seating self by the fire, began to talk.


  “It’s the strangest thing that we should have happened to come ashore on the island,” he began; “so strange that it almost seems like fate, for this is the identical spot to which I planned to bring you, either willingly or against your will. Even now I don’t understand about your detective, and how it all came about.”


  “I can explain that part of it,” said Dick. “and I will when you have done your explaining, I think I am entitled to the first show."


  “Well, you are. I don’t deny it. What made your partner turn on you, Dick?"


  “Jealousy.”


  “So? Well, when a Jap gets jealous there is usually something doing. I thought as much, although he would not admit it."


  “What! You have seen Dr. Yashima?” cried Dick, his fear of the Jap springing into life again.


  “Yes, and know all. He came to me two weeks ago. Oh, how he hates you. He told me that he had quarrelled with you. He did not say that it was himself who assaulted you in the cab that night you came the double-shuffle on me with Lelia Deland, but he intimated as much. He said he had been hiding in Chinatown ever since that affair, and that he meant to sail at once for Japan. He told me of him intense hatred for you, and—well, Dick, he exposed your secret. He said that had money enough to keep him all his life in his own country, and that he had no intention of ever returning to Eagle Island to claim his share of the gold. He told me that the mine was played out, and warned me not to buy into it. Then he wound up by telling me about the secret of the cave, and if you can believe it all this was done for nothing. He never asked me for a dollar. Of course, you naturally imagine that he must have, seen you bury your share of some of the last gold you got out, but he claims he didn’t. He told me where his share was buried, all right, but he said that if I wanted to get at yours I would have to bring you up to the island, and make you show where you had hidden it. Well I listened to him and I put up the job on you—that's all there is to it Dick.”


  Dick listened in silence. He did not even speak when Ralph paused.


  “Well, what about it?” asked Ralph, sulkily, after puffing away at his cigar for some little time.


  The “what about it” was that Dick did not believe the story.


  As he sat there gazing into the fire he felt that little good was likely to come out of his attempt at trying to be friends with one who had proved himself so truly treacherous as his brother Ralph.


  


  CHAPTER XXIII.
 THE BLACK TREACHERY OF RALPH.


  “Before I answer your question, Ralph,” said Dick, after a few moments silence, “I want to ask you a little furt her information, if you please.”


  “All right; fire away,” replied Ralph carelessly. “We are up against each other.


  You have very. kindly offered to forgive me and help me out of my present trouble. Do so, and I'll make you the promise right now not to interfere between you and Lelia. I’ll resign all hope 1n that quarter, Dick.”


  “Which you have practically done already, I fancy Still, it makes but little difference. I haven’t made up my mind yet, that I care to marry miss Deland."


  “Is that so? 'Her father is worth all kinds of money, and can't live long. I think--"


  “Hold on, _Ralph. We won’t discuss Lelia Deland, if you please. Let’s stick to the point. Did you tell all this to Captain Rogers?”


  “Some of it.”


  "I thought so; and you may have told all while you were full.”


  “I may have done so—like a fool.”


  “Then that accounts for him abandoning you and running off with the disguised detective, whom he believed to be me."


  “I suppose it does, Dick; that’s my idea of it; but I wish you would hurry up, for I am losing my grip on myself. If I don’t have another drink I shall go all to pieces again. Rogers has made a big mistake, for one thing. I did not tell him that was the name of the island. I told him that we were to sight Eagle island and then I would give him his sealing directions, so he goes to work and swipes your double, expecting to make him tell where the treasure is hidden. He will find out his mistake, Dick. We want to act quick. If we can unearth your gold and the Jap’s and make for the mainland in the yacht on the rise of the tide it may save us from running up against Rogers and the engineer, which otherwise we may expect to do, surest thing.”


  “I cannot help you to unearth the gold as you put it, Ralph,” Dick quietly said.


  “You can’t! You won’t, you mean. I only take you at your word. You said you were willing to divide with me.”


  And so I am—what I have got."


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean that there isn’t one word of truth in what Dr. Yashima said. I never buried an ounce of gold, and I don’t believe he did, either. We dug up nearly a million that had been buried by an old hermit who used to live in this hut. If the jap told you that yarn he was crazy, that's all."


  “Well,” he said at last, “if what you say is true, then I shall have to accept the situation, but the fellow was mighty definite in his statement, just the same.”


  “He is crazy, Ralph. I knew it a long while ago; but never mind. We are now friends. Trust me to help you, and--"


  “Say, Dick,” broke in Ralph, “if you consent to put me on to it. I can put you on to a stock deal which will double the money in a month’s time. Half of my profits shall go toward paying up money I stole from you, and as soon can turn the other half over I’ll pay you the balance. Now, come on.”


  “You don’t believe me yet,” said Dick. “You had rather believe that crazy Jap.”


  “I have to believe what you say about yourself, but I can’t help thinking that the Jap buried gold, just the same. There is such a cave on this island as he decribed?”


  “There is.”


  “Take me there and I’ll show you the very spot where he told me the gold lies hidden.”


  “All right,” Said Dick, rising. “I'll go; and if we are going we must go now while the tide is out, or we can’t get into the cave.”


  “Done!?” cried Ralph, and a look of triumph came over his face which Dick failed to understand.”


  He struggled to his feet, and producing a pocket flask, turned it up and drank deeply.


  As he stood there with his clothing disarranged, dirty and bedraggled, he looked he picture of the drunken bum.


  The wild look in his eyes had also returned


  If Ralph was not mad already Dick could hardly doubt that he would soon cross the boundary line of reason and became so.


  Bitterly he regretted ever havmg attempted to revenge himself against his brother. Devoutly he wished that he had left him severely alone.


  And as they walked toward the cave Dick pondered over the mystery of the doctor


  “He could no longer doubt that Ralph told the truth, and that Yashima had actually been to him with the lying story he had related.


  “What could have been his motive?” Dick asked himself again and again.


  Then he would reassure himself by adding:


  “Well, Doc must be crazy.”


  It was strange that he never stopped to think that there was method in the madness of some madmen, and that danger might be ahead of him; but now that he was reconciled with Ralph, this idea never entered his head.


  The brothers reached the cave just at dead low water and were able to pass around the rocks and enter the gloomy portal without even wetting their shoes.


  Dick had his lantern, and he waved it about, calling Ralph's attention to the various points of interest.


  “There’s the hole where we dug up the gold,” he said. “You see for yourself that we never even took the trouble to fill it up. As for that yarn, it is pure nonsense. Yashima was with me all the time, and he could not possibly have buried gold without me knowing it.”


  “Well, I don’t know about that,” replied Ralph. “I've had a lot to do with the Japs and Chinks, and, for my part, I have found them pretty shy propositions. He may have stolen a march on you, Dick. All is just as he described it here, and I should like to make the try. Why didn’t you bring a spade along?”


  “Because there are two or three of them here already. They are beyond the hole, up toward the other end of the cave.”


  “Is there a big chunk of white quartz sticking up out of the ground up at the other end?”


  “Yes, there is. What about it?”


  “He told me I was to measure six feet from that in a straight line and I would hit the spot where his gold was buried. He claimed that each one of you buried his share secretly, keeping the location from the other.”


  “It’s perfect nonsense, Ralph. But come, and we will get the spade. I'll dig in any old place you say, if you are not able to, just to show you that I am right.”


  “Thank you,” replied Ralph, humbly *11 is so good of you. You can’t tell, Dick, how thankful I am that I did not hit you with that knife. I was half crazy for the moment. I hope you will believe me when I tell you that I had no idea what I was doing at the time.”


  “Cut it out,” replied Dick. “We won’t think any more about that, Ralph. Let us forget everything that was on between us and try to begin a knew life. Brother against brother! Why, the very thought of it is horrible. I see mow that I have been much to blame.”


  “Not in the way I have,” muttered Ralph, hoarsely, and again he pressed Dick’s hand.


  They passed on into the recesses of the cave. Dick found the spades and took one. Ralph took another.


  “Perhaps I can. be of some help,” he said.


  They reached the white rock, and Ralph measured off six feet.


  “There’s the spot, Dick!” he exclaimed, digging the spade into the ground. “Try it now. I’ll help you in a minute, when I get my breath.”


  He pulled out the spade and stepped back.


  Dick threw off his coat and went to work.


  “Just to satisfy you,” he said. “You'll see in a minute who is right.”


  He threw up a spadeful of earth and had just started in on his second when he knew his mistake.


  Down came a spade upon his head, wielded by his treacherous brother.


  -With a gasping cry Dick sank to the earth.


  At the same instant a dark figure wrapped in a bearskin suddenly rose up from behind the big mass of broken rock ahead of them.


  It was the Jap!


  He threw aside the bearskin and stood there naked, save for a cloth gathered about his loins in the styvle of his own country.


  “Ha! Ha! Ha! So you have come, Ralph Dolliver!” he cried. “So you have done the deed. It is well. Come forward and receive your reward.”


  


  CHAPTER XXIV.
 CONCLUSION.


  It was clear enough that Ralph Dolliver had expected to meet the Jap, for he made a move forward when Yashima first appeared wrapped in his bearskin.


  But when the skin was thrown aside and Ralph saw the doctor standing before him almost naked, with the light of madness blazing in his eyes, he drew back in alarm.


  “Have no fear, Mr. Dolliver,” said the doctor, assuming a calmness which was almost as terrible and alarming as a fit of rage would have been. “You have kept your agreement with. me; you have brought your brother back to this cave and have laid him dead at my feet, as you promised. Never doubt, my dear sir, that I shall bestow upon you your reward.”


  That was the time Ralph would have given up half of the prospective treasure for one good, stiff drink. of whisky.


  He pulled himself together, moistened his parched lips with his tongue and said in a husky voice:


  “Y—yes! It is all right, I dare say, doctor; but your sudden appearance in that light and airy costume rather staggered me. Upon my word I should think you would feel the cold."


  “Not at all," replied the doctor, speaking with the same forced calmness. “Not in the least! In the part of Japan where I came from this is the way we dress; indeed, I seldom wore clothes until I was a young man. But come, Mr. Dolliver, time is pressing. Dick may come back to his senses before I have time to show you where the treasure lies hidden, and that will interfere with your plans.”


  But still Ralph hesitated.


  He had not believed in the doctor’s madness when Dick told it, but he believed now.


  Moreover, he was half mad himself, and the desire to kill the doctor had taken firm hold on his befogged brain.


  And yet Ralph believed in the treasure.


  He had considered Yashima mad when he first came to him telling of the gold and offering to give it up if he would bring Dick to Eagle Island and kill him in the cave.


  Now that he saw the man standing before him naked, wild eyed and terrible, he believed it more firmly than ever.


  Dick had lied—that was all about it.


  He would take his chance with the Jap and win out in the end.


  That then and there Ralph resolved to kill the doctor may be assumed as a matter ot course.


  Without further talk he advanced toward him, still clutching the spade, now his only weapon, for he did not dare to bend over his brother and take away his revolver for fear the Jap would jump on him.


  “Let us finish up the business quick it he said, “and by the way, what do you intend to de with Dick? He is knocked out, to be sure, but I don’t believe he is dead.”


  “Never mind. That is my business,” was the reply. “Why should you care? Twice you have tried to kill him. He is nothing to you, and if he dies you inherit his wealth a second time; that is something which does not often happen to a man.”


  “Never mind about that. Cut it all out,” growled Ralph. “Show me where the gold is buried—that is all I ask.”


  “It lies there,” replied the Jap, pointing down at the floor of the cave to a place where, if Ralph had been more acute, he would have observed that the ground had recently been disturbed. “Dig and find it, I will look after Dick.”


  “Hold on,” said Ralph. “Is this your end of the pile, or is it his? I was to have both, you know.”


  “It is mine,” replied Yashima. “When you have unearthed that I will show you Dick’s.”


  Ralph dug the spade into the sand as the doctor glided past him toward the front of the cave.


  “No matter now," hr muttered. “I'll fix you off later, your blamed lunatic. As matters stand you can’t escape.”


  Ralph threw out several spadesful of earth.


  The sand was singularly soft and yielding.


  “Upon my soul, I believe there is a hole under here,” thought Ralph.


  The words had scarce escaped him when, without further warning, the ground suddenly sank beneath his feet, and down he went, half smothered in a mass of sand and hemlock boughs, falling to a depth of at least twenty feet.


  The cry which escaped him was terrible.


  All in an instant the truth had come to his befuddled brain.


  He had been trapped.


  There was no sign of gold at the bottom of this pit. He was at the mercy of a madman. In his enfeebled condition, to get out of that hole alone would be an impossible thing!


  Dr. Yashima came bounding back and, bending over the mouth of the pit, burst out with a torrent of wild words, which fell harmless upon Ralph’s defenseless head, since they were spoken in Japanese.


  “For heaven sake, help me out of this and I will do anything you say,” gasped Ralph, when at length he paused and bent down glaring and mouthing at him in a way terrible to witness.


  “Never!” he cried. “The trap you set for your brother has been sprung upon yourself. There you are and there you stay until death claims you. See! I have a revolver. I could shoot you now, but that would be too merciful. Farewell, Ralph Dolliver, unfaithful brother! I leave you to starve—to die like a dog! It is a just punishment for your crimes!”


  He drew back and was gone, paying no heed to Ralph’s frantic appeal for help.


  Meanwhile, Dick has revived in part.


  He had staggered to his feet, but the blow on his head had dazed him—he failed to grasp the Situation he could not tell where he was.


  Yet he knew Yashima, as the Jap came hurrying up to him.*


  “You, Doc! Oh, what's the matter? Where am I?” he gasped.


  “Facing death! We die together!” yelled the madman.


  He seized Dick around the waist and in his mad strength was able to throw him over his shoulder and hold him there. Then he started on the run for the mouth of the cave, reached it and ran on out into the sea.


  “Doc! Doc! For heaven sake cried Dick.


  “Death! Death!” yelled the doctor, advancing into the water. “I saved you from the sea and now the sea shall claim us both. Death! Death!”


  “Help! Help! Save me!” shouted Dick in wild desperation, scarce knowing what he said or did.


  Certainly he did not see the boat. If Dr. Yashima saw it he paid no heed.


  And yet there it was coming right for them, a good-sized lifeboat containing two Chinamen and two white men, one of whom looked strangely like Dick himself.


  It was Fred Fox and the engineer of the Claribel.


  The detective held a rifle to his shoulder.


  “Now!” cried the engineer, as Dick's despairing cry came again.


  The rifle cracked and the next Dick knew he was in the water.


  He sank down out of sight, but it, was only to be pulled into the boat when he rose to the surface, and as consciousness again left him, he heard Fred Fox's well remembered voice saying:


  “Thank heaven we were in time to save him!"


  ###stern####


  “Well Mr. Dolliver, here we are back again safe and sound and all’s well that ends well. I think it will be some time before you will care to go up to Eagle Island again.”


  It was Detective Fox speaking.


  Accompanied by Dick he had just entered the latter's elegantly furnished room in the Palace hotel, San Francisco.


  It was all over now.


  With nothing worse to trouble fum than a sore nose, Dick was back again.


  “I hope they will treat Ralph kindly in that hospital,” he replied. “I must go and and see him as soon as I can pull myself together.”


  “It’s more than I'd do, then, if he was a brother of mine,” said the detective.


  “And yet he is my brother, replied Dick, firmly, “and I shall stand bY him till the end.”g


  Surely death would have come to him that day on the island but for the sudden appearance of Fred Fox and the engineer.


  It came to Dr. Yashima then and there.


  Fox claimed that the Jap stumbled and was drowned, but Dick knew better and secretly believed that the detective bullet did the deed. The body was never recovered


  It was two days before Dick fully regained consciousness, and then he found himself in a town on the mainland.


  Fox’s story was to the effect _that Captain Rogers scuttled the Claribel, which had sunk, and forced him to go in the boat with the engineer.


  They left the yacht just as the storm was over, and while the waves were running high making for an island which captain Rogers had mistaken for one on which was located the Monte Christo Mine.


  Fox found a friend in the engineer, who disclosed the plot and offered to stand by Fred and return to the yacht. What happened to Captain Rogers they never certainly knew.


  The two boats became widely separated. At one moment they saw Rogers and his Chinaman following them, the next and he had vanished. As the Captain was decidedly drunk, it is probable that, he succeeded in overturning the boat. At all events, neither he nor the Chinamen were ever seen again.


  After that Fred Fox and the engineer, sighting the yacht, made their way to Eagle island, where they arrwed just 1n time, as has been shown.


  And thus it all ended, and here was Dick back in Frisco again with his brother, wild with delirium tremens, left on his hands.


  For weeks Ralph Dolliver hovered between life and death, carefully watched by Dick, who still hoped to save him; but this was not to be, for in the end death claimed his own.


  Ralph left nothing behind him but a bad name; the only part of the stolen million Dick ever recovered was the money he made through the deal in Black Warrior and Idaho Chief, preferred.


  But for this Dick cared nothing.


  He was already worth a milliona and over.


  After his brother’s death D1ck traveled in Europe, where, at a fashionable watering place, he again met Lelia Deland, now in full possession of her dead father's millions.


  Lelia had tamed down considerably and after awhile she and Dick made a match of it and were married.


  To-day there stands a new and elegant mansion on the brow of Nob Hill.


  To sightseers in Frisco it is pointed out as the residence of one of the richest mining men in the city——Young King Klondike.


   


  [THE END.]
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