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“Yes, my dear, it is pemfectly gen
uine. The Captain took it to the Con-
sulate yesterday and had the Vice-
Consul it thoroughly—y

know he is a great authority on all

this sort of thing—and he looked the
matter all up in his books with his

Chinese Secretary and he says there

is no doubt, whatever, that it is the

genuine official robe of the Prime

Minister and must have been worn at

the Imperial audiences. How they

‘ever came to get hold of it {s a my-

stery to me. I suppose it must have

been overlooked in the hurried depar-
ture from Peking and, of course, the
very first soldiers that came along

Just helped themselves to it with all

the other loot. They had no idea of

the value of it and naturally sold it
to the first Chinaman that made them
an offer.”

“Wheat a superb opera cloak it will
make, wont it?”

“Yes, that's really what 1 wanted it
for. The last thing Lowise said to me
when we started on the cruise was:
‘Now, mother, remember; The one
thing above all that I want you to
bring me is a real Mandanin coat. |
don't want any cheap embroidered

~ thing that can be bought in the Lon-

don shops; I want something especia™
Jy nice with the richest old gold em-
broidery and all that, and—she was
most emphatic about this—something
with & higtory, you know, the robe of
the Prime Minister or some Oriental
grandee with a magnificent title that
will dazzle the other boxes at the
cgera when I walk in with it »

“And what did you say to that?”

“I sald: ‘My child, if money can buy
it!’ But, to tell you the truth, I never
dreamed of such good luck. Why,
we've only been in Shanghai three
weeks and here this prize falls right
into my hands with hardly an effort.”

“You certainly are a fortumate wo-
man, and I know that when Louise ap-
pears in it—and she will wear it more
gracefully than any other girl in the
world—-she will be the very centre of
attraction and even ‘the glasses in the
royal box will be levelled at her.”

The foregoing conversation took
place in one of the rooms of the Astor
House and the parties concerned were
Mrs Wadleigh, wife of Captain Thom-
as Wadleigh, of H. M. 8. “Albatross,”
of the China station, and her friend,
Mrs. Cornelia Seymour, ‘& wealth wid-
ew from Adelaide. The  géyment
which was the “gjeot of- their admir
ation was a long “amd exceedingly
bandsome officlal: robe, with-'all the
curious insignia of the highest ramk
and evidently intended to be worn at
the court ceremonials. Others of a
similar pattern and style were on view
and sale of the handsome Cantonese|
stores in- the Nanking road, but even
a ' cursory examimation would show
that they were of far inferior quality.
It certainly was a treasure amd the
good lady was justly proud of it.

She obtained it in a rather curious
way—almost accidentally, we might
say. It happened that ome day Jim,
the tailor (proprietor of one of the
best known outfitting establishments
in the Hongkew Road), was measur-
ing the Captain for a smoking jacket.
and Mrs, Wadleigh asked him if he
ever had a chance to secure a gen-
uine Mandarin coat.

“You wantchee buy Mamndalin
coatee?’ he inquired. "“S’pose you
wantchee, my can tly catohee ome
piece. But"—he added, with a curioas
expression of mingled doubt and sus-
picfon—“you savvee bjlongee vally
dear just now. Two thlee hundled tae-
#ee must pay. Bye 'm bye I come ook
we.”

“Well, whenever you get a really
fine one, bring it in and show ‘it to
me, and we will talk about the price.
But, mind! No trash of the kind they
sell to tourists in the shops.”

“Al light, can do,” was the Celes-
tial’s laconic reply, as he finished his
measuring and his cue disappeared
through the docrway.

Scancely three days after this, a gen-
tle knock at Mns, Wadleigh's door an-
nounced the presence of Jim, who «n-
tered and bowed as he deposited a
bundle and a mysterious littls pig-skin
trunk upon the figor. The bundle con-
tained the smoking jacket for her hus-
band and the pigskin trunk, after its
brass locks had been carefully opened,
revealed another bundle within, wrap-
ped in long folds of faded yellow silk.
Jim, the tailor’'s eyes faitly danced in
their sockets as he proceedad to lift
the contents out on the table and to
uaroll the mummy-like bandages.

“See! Missee,” he exclaimed, “this
b’longee number one Mandalin coatee.
My have see plenty piecee fore4im—
this b'longe more beauty, more beauty.
No have got Shanghai side.”

He unfolded the garment and held
up for her admiring gaze the very
thing that her daughter longed for,
and that she had almost given up hope
of @inding in the Settlement.

“And you guarantee this to be a
genuine coat of a noble of rank?”’ she
inguired, as she adjusted her glasses
and began to examine the embroldery
and ornamentation more critically.

“Yes, Missee, me can seclure this
b'blongee velly high Mandalin, Foleign
man tatkee, 'Plime Minister.” He wear

She was so fascinated with the coat

and Jim seemed 80 thoroughly in earn-
est abouf i, that she accepted his of-
fer to keep it for a day or two and get
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for fares, because Jack pays more lib-

that she was able to draw out of him,
“And the price?”

Jim assumed a wvery serious and
thoughtful air—"For you, Misses, five
hundled dollar, my talkee velly
cheap.”

The night was dark and the sky
overcast. Drops of rain were falling
through the freshening gusts of wind
as a sam-pan man sculled hig Sittle
craft against the outrushing curreat of
the river and headed for the Customs
Jetty. He had only one passenger on
the seat beneath the matting awning
and he was coming ashore from the
Tien Tsin steamer lying near the op-
posite bank, He was a rough sea-
faring typeé of ‘man but one of the kind
whom the boatmen are glad to have

erally. than his friends ashore. He
jumped up the jetty steps and tossing
the coolie a twenty-cent piece, ex-
claimed: “There! Take your double
fare, old chap, and hurry home beifore
the storm drowns you out.” The boat-
man seized the coin and, crying:
“Tankee you Masseter,” sculled away
again‘into the darkuess, while his gen:
erous domor hailed a jinwig-sha and,
to the Hongkew bridge,
cried: “Chop-chop go that side.” The
tiny two-wheeled vehidle mattled
across the bridge and down the Hong-
kew Road until a pull at the coolie's
cue stopped him rather suddenly in
{ront of the shop that bore the sign
of Jim, the tailor. Trotsky, the Rus
siam, alighted and passed within.

“Is your Master Jim at home?” he
asked of the assistant who was show-
ing a fellow shdilor a roll of cloth.

“Yes, Sir, inside have got.”

A pair of rickety Chinese dooms at
the end of the long counter opened ap-
parently of their own accord and the
well-known face appeared.

“Come this side,” said Jim, as he
beckoned to his visitor, and Troteks
fpllowed into the inmer moom.

What went on inside was only part-
ly audible in the outer shop, but it
was evidently a heated discussion,
growing more so every moment. Sud-
denly Jim appeared, and motioning to

said: “Blongee velly
huttee up shoppee, go
home side.” In less than five mimubes
from the time the command was given,
the shop was closed and locked and
the two were left alone.

“Well, where's the money for that
Mandarin coat that you promised me
over a wek ago?”’ asked Trotsky.

“My no catchee,” was the answer.

“You're a liar and a thief. You've
got it here, somewhere. Now hand it
out, quick too, or I'll break every glass
in your shop and”—he added with a
threatening gesture—“every bome in
your body, too, do you hear?”’

“My no havee; how fashion oan
pay?’

“Come, quick, out wtth two hundred
Mexicans, or I'll smash that old safe
(pointing to an iron box in the corer)
into junk.”

“Foleign man no have pay me, my
no can_pay you. “S'pose you ocome
back tomollow?”

“Tomorrow? Never! I want that
cash here and now. Now, out with
it—where do you keep it?”

He reached for the table, and pulling
open the drawers, threw the contents
to the floor. The scissors and tapes
and spools rolled out, but not a gign
of coin. Angered at his disappoint-
ment, he raised his arm as if to strike
the tailor, when Jim, dashing across
the room, pulled back the bar of a
window and with one leap landed on
the sidewalk outside.

“My callee policeesman! My callee
policeé-man!” he shrieked, and rushed
off down the street. On the second
comer he ran right into an English
constable, and the ewo hurried back
to the shop.

“What's the row?” asked the officer.

“He wantchee kille¢ me.”

“He wants to kil you?” Who?
There isn't anybody here!"—as they
burst open the doors of the shop and
found not a trace left of Trotsky.

“Saflor-man, he wantchee killee me.
My speakee tlue.”

“Nonseanse, your s¢hop is empty.
You've. been drinking Jim, that's
what's the matter with you. Or smok-
ing too much opium, eh? Nobody
wants to hurt you—now shut up shop
and go to bed. Sleep off your bad

he can sell them to his customers and
I can’t. According to my reckoning
there must be five hundred dollars
worth left in those trunks yet—I must
try and work them off on some of
these other tailors before the police
get on to it and crib the whole estab-
lishment. Those two last glasses of
vodka on the steamer nearly finished
the Jim and me part of it tonight,
though. I wonder i#f he will croak
mow? Never! He's in it just as bad as |
am, the old thief.” And locking up the
trunks, he turned in to sleep on the
Chinese cotton quilts.

Inspector Gubbins of the Shanghai
Municipal Police was trying on an
overcoat in the identical inner room

started off for the hotel.

Mrs. Wadleigh was foroanactely at
homs when he arrivad zud told Char-
iia, the nallboy, to show him to her
apartment.

“Giocd-morning, Jim,” she ssid, as he
entered, ‘have you decided to come
down on the price of that coat yer?”

To her utter surprise he replied
‘My velly soly, Misses, but my no
can sell you that coaiee.”

“You can't sell it to me—why, what
do you mean? Has some one else of-
fered you a higher price for it? I sup.
pose you want six hundred dollars for
it now, eh?”

“No wantchee any

more doltar,

Misses, my fllend talkee no wantchee
that coatee his side.

My must pay he

-
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where Trotsky and Jim had had their
encounter, when his eye happened to
rest upon a handsome piece of Peking
embroidery lying upon the table. It
attracted his curiosity and he said:

“Jim, where did you get that, and
‘who is it for? I didn’t know that you
dealt in that sort of article.”

“B'longee navy man’'s wifee makee
buy,” was the answer. “My no makee
this cide. S'pose sometime wifee come
my- shop 'longside husseband, talkee
me can caichee.”

«“That looks to me mighty ltke some
of that Peking loot that’s beem going
around the Settlement and that we've
been trying to get our hands on. Come
wow, tell me where you got #t. AH
that is stolen property, you know, and
‘the Chinese authorities are asking us
to help catch the thieves.”

At the sound of the word “thieves”
Jim stanted and looked a little fright-
ened.

“You know, Jim, according to Eng-
lish law, the receiver of stolen goods
is just as bad as the thief, don’t you?”

“My no savvee man have stealee;

dream.” And the stable, laughi
good-naturedly, returned to his beat.

When Trotsky came to his senses,
after his rather exciting flight through
the window, he concluded that the
wisest thing was to evade the clutches
of the law for the present, even at the
risk of losing the two hundred Mexi-
cans, which Jim had promised for the
coat. He hurried away in the direction
of the wharves and, turning a corner,
took another jin-rikshe and rode for
a mile along the banks of the river.
He came at last to a row of one-story
semii-foreign hotses and alighting at
one of them, took a key from his poc-
ket and unlocked the brass padiock
on the door. He entered and striking
a match, lighted a little glass kero-
sene lamp and set it on the table in
the middle of a poorly furnished room.
Two d teq chairs, a cupboard or
two and a row of foreign trunks com-
pleted the outfit of the front apart-
ment; the room in the rear—there
were only two—boasted a stove, a few
kitchen utensils and an fron
with a couple of native quilts.

He lighted his pipe, and taking out
of one of the trunks a well worn note-
ook, began to furm over the Jeaves
as he muttered to himself: “Thre¢
hundred Mexicans! Three hundred
Mexicans! Weil, that's not such a
bad week's work for loot that didn’t
cost me fifty. Hang that Chinese lar,

L sailor man come this side
wantchee my buy things. He talkee
my can sellee foleign lady hotel house,
he no can. So my makee buy.”
good a chap to get into that kind of
good a chap to get into thatkind of
business and I warn you now to keep
out of it. You can't afford to get in jafl
and ruin your customi. Just hand that
stuff back to the chap you got it from
and ¥ any more of them come in here
you send them straight to me and I'tt
fix them, see?”

“My can savvee,” was the only an
swer from the now thoroughly fright
ened tailor, who there and then men-
tally resolved to have no more deal
ings with Trotsky and his gang, even
at the,enormous profits ¢that had come
from this underhand dealing.

Jyst how he was going to get out of
the Mandarin coat transaction was the
principal thing that worried him. He
had already offered it for sale to Ma
Wadleigh and Trotsky would be sur:
to come back again for his money. i
he came back in a state of intoxica-
tion, so much the worse for the shop
and for Jim’s personal reputation and
safety. He made up his mind to got
out of it at any cost. He wonld go
to the hotel, take back the coat under
some ¢xcuse, and retum it to the sail-
or. As a consistent begiaring of this
resclve. he seized the embnidery
from the table and hurriedly rolling it

| Jim; I suppose he's getting four times
as much for them as he gives me. But
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back.”

His customer now grew indignant
and, seeing the possibility of her prec-
lous treasure slipping away, decided
to stand upon what she considered
her European rights.

“No, Jim, you can't have # back. 1
don’t care who your mysterions friend
is or how badly she—for it must be a
‘she’—wants it, she positively cannot
have it. That coat is mine and 1 pro-
pose to keep it Possession is nine
points of the law. You can have your
five hundred dollars as soon as my
hasband comes ashore, bt you cannot
have the coat.”

The Celestial argued and pleaded,
but to no avail

“S'pose my no pay he back Missee,
my fliend wantchee killee me.”

“Nonsense, that is just your old Chi
nese way of trying to frighten me.
Tell me who your friend #8 and we
will have the police take care of the
‘killing’ part of it. Here comes the
Captain now”—as the naval officer en-
tered the room.

“Tom,” she said, “what do you
think? Here is Jim saying I can't have
my Mandarin coat. He actually refuses
to sell it to me.”

“At the five-hundred-dollar figures?”

“Yes, at the orginal price he put on
it when you were here.”

“All rubbish' Some one else has
probably heard of it or seen it and
and offered him an extra fifty, that's
all.”

“That’s exactly what I told him, but
it didn’t do any good. He e&till wants

up nid it away in one of the recesses
of the iron box in the cormner and

it back.”

a bargain. I'fl go right down to the
hotel desk now and cash this check for
the money and he'll have to take it
whether he likes it or mot.”

The, Captain suited the action tothe
word and, placing the bills in the
tailor's hands, gently but firmly push-
ed him out into the hall and locked
the door.

“Louise came prétty near to losing
her opera cloak, didn’t she, dear?”’ he
said to his wife as he lighted a cigar
and sat down to emnjoy the evening
paper with the account of the Hong
Kong races.

“l never had such a fright in my
lite,” replied Mrs. Wadleigh, bringing
out the coat from the glass case where
she had hung it, and again proceeding
to admire the exquisite workmanship:

Jim started back for the skhop and
was just turning the corner of the
Hongkew Road, when whom should he
run into but the idemtical Trotsky.
Fortunately for both of them, he was
sober and in a fairly agreeable mood.
Jim decided to get out of it as quickly
and as pleasantly as possible, so, put
ting on his sweetest smile, he address.
ed the sailor:

“Good-morning, Maseeter, suppose
vou watchee that money now, my can
pay.”

The effect on Trotsky was electrfical.
He unbent at once and the two pro
ceeded back to the tailor-shop and in-
to the inner room, There the two hum-
dred Mexicanus were duly counted out
and, rolling the bills and stowing them
away in his pocket, the Russian re-
marked: “I've got more of the same
kind in the trunk, Jim, if you want
them, eh? What time shall I come
—

e |
~
back tonight?”
| “My no wantchee any more. You no
| come back this side. S'pose you want-
| chee sell more lootee, more better yoy
| &0 some odder shop. Too muchee rob-
| bery.”
{ The astonished Trotsky pleaded, but
.jall in vain. Jim was obdurate and in
| sisted that this be their last transac-
tion. There seemed to be no other way
out of it, so the receiver of stolen
goods bade him adfeu—remarking as
he did so: “Well, good-bye, then you
and 1 have made a pretty good thing
| out of it, anyhow. I'll find some other
chap that knows a Chinese bargam
when he sees it.”

Mrs. Wadleigh,” said the Vice<Con
sul, as they were sipping afternoon tea
in the Japanese room, “1 wonder #f you
wouldn’t like to meet one of the most
interesting men in China before you
leave Shanghai?”

“Why, I should be most delighted.
| Pray tell me, who is he? You know
jone really deoesn’t have a chance to
| see anything of the real higher class
| here. We seem to be confined to com-
| pradores and shop-keepers and all that
sort of person—except an occasional
|official, and they are so dreadfally
stiff and formal.” ~

“Well,” continued the Consul, “this
gentileman’s name is Wang Foo and
he is one of the best known residents
in Hong Kong. He is a cultured Con-
fucian scholer, of private means, who
has made a special study of all sonts
of Chinese crimes and has been re-
markably successful in unravelling

Settlements. He seems to have a sort
of natural instinct for seeing into tne
ways of his countrymen, which few, it
any, Europeans ever possess. It was
he who discovered the whereabouts of
Lary Evington's jewels, in the famous
robbery case, you remember.”

“Why, certainly, that's the wvery
same person that Captain ANridge
told us about when we were coming
up the coast. He told us not to fail
to meet him and talk with him it we
ever had the chance. But just one
question: does he speak English or
only this awful jargon they call ‘pid.
gin’? You know it is so unsatistac
tory to iry to carry on a conversation
in that houseboy lingo.”

“Oh, put your mind perfectly at ease
about that. He speaks English as
fluently as ether you or I do.”
“How delightful! Where can
find him?”

“Well, he 1s in the outer office now,
and if you dont mind, I'll just bring
him in and introduce him.”

“Please do.”

The Comsul disappeared for a mo-
ment and then returned with the Man
of Mystery, who greeted the ladies
most courteously and, joining in the
company's conversation, appeared per
fectly at his ease, Mrs. Wadleigh was
charmed with him and nothing must
do but that he must consent to be one
of her guests at a little birthday gath.
ering which she was planning in her
husband’s honor.

“Now, Mr. Wang,” she added, “you
surely must come and do, please,
bring something very miysterious with
you!”

Wang smiled a gracious acceptance
of the invitation, saying as he did so:
Mrs, Wadleigh, your request reminds
me of the English lady’s invitation to
Mark Twain, the American humorist,
you remember, when she said to him:”
‘Mr. Twain, please come to my house
and be funny.’ One cannot always do
these things to order, you know.”
The problem of being very mysteri-
ous off hand rather perplexed the de-
tective as he took his departure, but
his ride home through the streets of
the Settlement suggested to him an
idea which he proceeded to develop as
the evening wore on. It happened to
be the evening before the ascension
heavemward of Tsao Chuin, the god ot
the kitehen, and all the mative popula-
tion were preparing their paper sedan-
chairs and coolies and garments to ac-
company hdm on the Celestial jowrney.
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Egypt that often valuable mummiocs
were destroyed in this way jusg
hrough the carel of some
Arab dropping a spark on the wrap.
pings. I am told thet the same thing
has happened in India and 1 have no
doubt, Mr. Wang"-—turning as h
spoke these words to the detective—
“that the same is true in Chine, is it
not?”

“Quite ®0,” answered the Chinese
visitor, who up to the present time
had been disappointingly natural and
uot a bit mysterious, “now, that beaus
tiful Mandarin coat of Mrs. Wadleigh's
for instance”—he rose and
ing the glass case in which his hose
tess had bung it, to the utter surprise
and dismay of the company, took the
garment out, and, without remowving
the gauze cover which dimly conceak
ed its beauty, before anyone could pros
test or stop him, struck & match and
touched its lower border!

There was a blinding flash, a burst
of flames and in an inetant the prices
less Mandarin coat was nothing but a
bundle of crumbling ashes! He threw
open the glass door and, rushing ous
with it, deposited it on the veramda—
as he did so, every electric light im
the room suddenly went out. It waw:
only a moment before they burst ouf
again, but Wang Foo was missing!
Yes, Wang Foo was gone, but look!
Who is this elegant Chinese official
coming in through the other door?

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” said the
Consul, “allow me to present to you
His Excellency Chang, formerly Prime
Minister of China! He wears, as you
all see, the identical robe of staty
which the daughter of our charming
hostess is to wear as an opera cloak
at Covent Garden next winter.”

“Safely passed through the flames,"
added Wang, as with a most gracious
bow he. approached the astonished
Mrs, Wadleigh and sat down beside
her with the Mandarin coat adorning
his handsome figure,

“You see,” he said, “I have brought
‘something mysteripus’ with me.”

“Explain it! Explain it at once! they
all cried in unison.

“A perfectly simple matter, when
one kn ws the secret,” calmly replied
the wo.denvworking Wang. “I haps
pened to »:d a Mandarin coat of pae
per in a native shop that was such
a clever imitation of the genuine ar
ticle that it occurred to me to show
#t to you a8 an example of real Chin«

He was writing his record of the year
and would report on arrival the be-
Lavior of all the different members of
the household. This explains the avid-
ity with whioch they purchased pack-
ages of molasses taffy (of which the
divinity was exceedingly fond) and
placed it in his mouth before his de-
parture, so that when he reached the
heavenly shores be would be so busi-
ly engaged in chewing that he would
be unable to talk!
passed a very large establishment
Tsao Chuin’'s honor were being sold,
Wang stopped and, entering, request-
ed an interview with the proprietor.
What they said and planned over the
tea-bowls and pipes, leadas up to a very
interesting event which we mustn't
anticipate.

“Yes, it is quite true,” remarked the
Consul, as the company passed into
the drawing room after the elaborate
birthday dinner, “that aged cloth and
even silk becomes very inflammable. |
remember when | was stationed in
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As the jin-rik-sha |

where paper garments to be burned in|

ese skill. The houseboy kindly ex-
changed 4t for me before dinner and
the covering ¢f gauze prevented yewe
detecting 1t Our good friend the
Consul entered imto the secret with
|me and kindly introduced the subject
of inflammable garments at the op
portune moment. You all recognize
the fact that every good magician re-
quires a confederate.”

“And do you mean to tell me that
it was the paper coat and not the
real one that hung in that cabinet alf
{ through the evening?”’ inquired Mra
Wadleigh.

“Words were never more truly spok
en—you see the real one was waiting
for me outside on the veranda whea
the proper time came 1o put it on.”

Jim, the tailor, etill continues busi-
ness at the old stand in Shanghai and
a uniforms for His Majesty's
‘:nzn‘y and every variety of garment for
| European civilians, but, heeding the
| timely advice of the Inspector of Po-
| lice, he no longer deals in Mandarin
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