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CHAPTER I. 
A MYSTERIOL'S VISITOR. 

" THERE is a veiled w o m a n ou t s ide who w a n t s 
t o see you, Mr. B r a d y . " 

So announced Old K i n g Brady ' s clerk, l ook ing 
in upon the g r e a t de tec t ive . 

[t was la te 'on a c e r t a i n a f t e r n o o n in the m o n t h 
of May, s o m e y e a r s ago. 

" S h o w her in , " said Old K ing Brady, l ook ing 
u p from a le t te r lie w a s wr i t i ng . 

" She wor. ' t com» in, s i r . " 
" Won ' t c o m e in?" 
" No ." 
" What n a m e does she g ive?" 
" S h e w o n ' t give any n a m e . " 

Tell her s h e m u a ; e i ther g ive lier n a m e or 
J lier busiuess. I doil ' t see peop le in the h a l l . " 

A n d Old K i n g Brady r e t u r n e d lo his wr i t ing . 
i t was n o t t h a t the de tec t ive was disposed to 

be chur l i sh . 
There was d a n g e r in such pecu l ia r people . 
Many c r imina l s dur ing m a n y yea r s hud been 

t r e a t e d t o t h e i r deaertB by the energy of t h e old 
de t ec t i ve . 

Many bad sworn to be avenged e i ther on the i r 
own accoun t or the a c c o u n t of the i r f r i ends . 

Old King Beady did no t like the idea of meet -
i n g veiled women in t h e ball of Pol ice H e a d -
q u a r t e r s on Mulberry s t ree t . 

A t t a c k s upon pol ice officials had been m a d e 
before by Cranks and m i g h t he a g a i n . 

And y e t Old K ing Brady did meet this p a r t i c -
u l a r veiled woman tive minu tes l a t e r on. 

" She says s h e m u s t see y o n , " said the c lerk , 
r e t u r n i n g a m o m e n t la ter . 

" Tell her t h a t s h e can see me hero o r no-
where , " sa id t h e de t ec t ive . 

T h e clerk re t i red and r e t u r n e d , u she r ing in t h e 
veiled figure. 

S h e was r a t h e r a smal l pe r son . 
Her dross w a s llie deepes t m o u r n i o g . 
H e r face w a s w r a p p e d in a thick b lack ve i l—a 

veil so thick tba t it was imposs ib le to d i s t ingu i sh 
a fea ture . 

The de tec t ive a rose , bowed a n d mo t ioned bis 
v is i tor to a c h a i r . 

S h e shook her head . 
Speak ing In a low voice, s t r a n g e l y mono tonous 

in i t s u t t e r a n c e s , she s a i d : 
" I wish to s e e Old K ing B r a d y , t h e de t ec t -

ive ." 
" I am the pe r son . ' ' 
" I wish to see yon a lone . " 
" We a r e a lone , miss . " 
" Will you obl ige m e by c los ing the d o o r f 
T h e de tec t ive closed the door . 
He half expec t ed to see a revolver sudden ly 

a p p e a r f rom the s o m b e r folds of ber g a r m e n t s . 
N o t h i n g of t h e sort h a p p e n e d . 
" Mr. Brady, I wish t o g ive yon in format ion of 

a proposed h a n k b u r g l a r y , " she la id , in t h a t 
s a m e cons t r a ined voice. 

" A bank bu rg la ry?" 
" Yes ." 
" Why not lay your in fo rma t ion before t h e 

pol ice in the r e g u l a r way?" 
" I am a f r a id of the pol ice ." 
" Why so?" 
" l a m a f ra id they m i g h t de ta in me as a wit-

ne s s . " 
" I might h a v e 70U de ta ined as a wi tnese ." 
" 1 have conf idence t h a t you will n o t . " 
" Why?" 
" Because you h a v e t h e r e p u t a t i o n of be ing a 

fa i r m a n , " 

" I t r y to be . " 
" You are- You will l isten to w h a t I have to 

say?" 
" Y e s ; p roceed . " 
" To-u igh t—or , r a t he r , t o - m o r r o w m o r n i n g , 

be tween the hours of t w o and t h r e e — t h e v a u h 
of a p r o m i n e n t Wall s t r e e t b a n k e r will be bur-
g l a r i z e d . " 

" His n a m e ? " 
" S t o p a m o m e n t . I wish you to p r even t this 

b u r g l a r y . " 
" Well?" 
" Will you do so?" 
" If I c an—yea . " 
" Y'ou c a n — y o u m u s t . " 
" But how can I, if you will no t tel l me who 

t h e b a n k e r is?" 
" You shal l b e i n f o r m e d , p r o v i d i n g you a g r e e 

t o u n d e r t a k e t h e ca se . " 
" I a g r e e . " 
" Then be a t the co rne r of F u l t o n s t r e e t a t d 

B r o a d w a y a t two o 'c lock t o - m o r r o w morn ing . 
Can you do this?" 

" Yes ." 
" And you will?" 
" Yes . " 
" You will see a y o u n g man t he r e who will 

gu ide y o u to the b a n k . " 
" Whieh co rne r?" 
" By St . Pau l ' s c h u r c h y a r d . " 
" H o w shal l I know him? Desc r ibe bis ap-

p e a r a n c e . " 
" He will wear a b lack s a c k c o a t , double-

breas ted , and a brown d e r b y . " 
" T h a t descr ip t ion m i g h t app ly to a dozen 

y o u n g m e n . " 
" U e k n o w s you . H e will ra i se his r i gh t band 

and touch t h e t o p of his h a t in the c e n t e r . Will 
t h a t do?" 

" T h a t will do . And t h e n ' " 
" T h e n be will g i v e y o u full p a r t i c u l a r s and 

t a k e yon t o the b a n k . " 
" I s t h a t al l?" 
" Y e s , a l l . " 
" Bu t a t leas t you will tel l me your n a m e ? " 
" N o , I c a n n o t . Open t h e door , p lease . I 

t r u s t in you, Mr. Brady, to keep y o u r word and 
thereby p r e v e n t th is c r i m e . " 

" But p a r d o n tne. Would it no i be b e t t e r to 
p reven t t h e c r i m e by g iv ing the n a m e of the 
banker , so t h a t 1 m i g h t w a r n h im of t h e p lo t?" 

" N o . " 
" O r of t h e b u r g l a r s , s o t h a t I m i g h t bead 

them off?" 
" No. IL can only be d o n e in t h e w a y I h a v e 

speci f ied ." 
Now s h e t n r a e d t o p a s s t h r o u g h t h e door , 

which t h e de tec t ive had opened . 
As she did so, the full l i g h t of t h e descend ing 

snn s t ruck npnn the veil . 
I t p e n e t r a t e d Its folds, a n d t h e s h a r p eyes of 

the detec t ive c a u g h t a g l i m p s e of her f a c e , ' 
I t was a face no t only y o u n g b u t v e r y beaut i -

ful. 
T h e de tec t ive bowed p ro found ly . 
" Good-a f t e rnoon , m i s s , " he aaid . 
She s h o t a s h a r p g l a n c e t oward h im. 
Did s h e know tha t he h a d seen her face? 
Poss ib ly—probab ly . 
She lefl Old K ing Brady w o n d e r i n g a f t e r she 

had d i s a p p e a r e d . 
T h e s u n , which had shown Old K i n g Brady 

those vei led lines o( b e a u t y , s a n k o u t ol Bight in 
t h e usual way. 

I t la a n old eaylng t h a t n o t h i n g In th i s change -
ab le wor ld ifl c e r t a in b u t dea th dud t a x e s . 

Equa l ly ce r ta in ia sunse t a n d t h a t m i d n i g h t 
will follow it. 

Midn igh t c a m e and passed . 
So did the first hou r of t h e m o r n i n g . 
At two o 'c lock Old King Brady walked d o w n 

B r o a d w a y pas t old St. Paul ' s . 
T h e was n o one on the block in f r o n t of t h e 

c h u r c h but a d r u n k e n man . 
I f e was ho ld ing 011 to t h e a n c i e n t i ron r a i l i n g 

as t h o u g h it was his beBt f r i end , wobbl ing 10 
nil J fro. 

Old King Brady g l anced a t him casual ly a s lie 
puBBed. 

I t s t r u c k the de tec t ive s o m e h o w t h a t t h e 
d r u n k e n m a n was r a t h e r ove rdo ing the busi -
ness . 

H e wobbled too much en t i r e ly . 
Look ing back suddenly lie saw t h a t t h e fel low 

hud s topped wobbl ing a n d had t u r n e d 10 look 
a f t e r him. 

This , of course, conf i rmed t h e de tec t ive ' s sus -
p ic ions t h a t t h e man was Cot a s d r u c k a s he 
Boomed. 

H e tu rned into Fu l ton s t r ee t . 
There was no y o u n g man in wa i t i ng by the 

c h u r c h y a r d fence. 
And ye t it was a l ready t w o o 'clock. 
Old K i n g Brady walked slowly down F u l t o n 

s t r e e t a longs ide the iron fence a s ' far a s Church 
s t r ee t . 

Hero lie t u rned nnd s t a r t ed b a c k a g a i n , b u t 
on the o the r s ide or the way. 

All waB very still for a p a r t of New York 
which is scarcely ever ent i re ly still, n i g h t o r 
d a y . 

N o w t h e sky had become ove rcas t , and a few 
d r o p s of rain began tn fall. 

" There ' s g o i n g to be a s t o r m s u r e , " said Old 
K i o g Brady to himself a s he a p p r o a c h e d Broad-
way. 

H e began t o wonder if s o m e one h a d been 
p lay ing a t r ick on h im. 

Still t he re was no sign of the y o u n g man wi th 
t h e brown derby . 

When t h e de t ec t i ve looked a r o u n d the c o r n e r 
of the fence, t h e r e was the d r u n k e n m a n still 
ho ld ing on to the rai l . 

A n o t h e r t u rn to Church s t r ee t a n d then b a c k 
a g a i n . 

T h e n he saw t h e y o u n g m a n with the b r o w n 
d e r b y — s a w him all a t once. 

H e was c o m i n g across B r o a d w a y , l o o k i n g 
nervous ly np and down. 

H e knew him Ins tan t ly . 
Knew him f rom t h e r e s e m b l a n c e of h i s f ace t o 

t h a t beaut i fu l face behind llie veil. 
Old K i n g Brady , w h o was half way down t h e 

b lock, hur r ied f o r w a r d . 
A t the s a m e i n s t a n t be B&W a m a n l e ap o v e r 

t h e c h u r c h y a r d ra i t ing . 
E v e n a s ho did so t h e d r u n k e n m a n c a m e d a s h -

i n g a round t h e co rne r . 
N o wobbl ing now. 

• T h e two men flung t h e m s e l v e s upon t h e boy 
with the u t m o s t fu ry . 

•• Help l Murde r ! " 
Old K ing Brady hea rd the cry a n d r a n for t h e 

co rne r at the t o p of his speed . 

C H A P T E R II . 
BUROLARS IN THK BANE. 

" HAVE they g o n e ! " 
" Y e s . " 
" T h a n k H e a v e n ! You a r e t h e de tec t ive?" 
" Yes ." 
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" Thank yon too. Yon have saved my life." 
" t only wish I had beeu here in t ime to capt -

u re tnose who would have taken i t ." 
No . " 

••You speak positively." 
" I mean it . I t would have interfered with 

o n r work to-night." 
• • You will explain?" 
•• A t Once. Come with me." 
" Howld on—howld on! Not so fast, if yous 

plaze!" 
A policeman had come suddenly u p behind 

them. 
H e was evidently a new arrival on t h e force. 
• • I arr is t yez both!" he declared. 
" Ar res t ua! What for?" demanded the aa-toDished detective. 
" Fo r d is turbin ' the pace. Wan of you hol-

lered bloody mur'.her, and there ' s " 
« Stop, officer!" 

i Xho detect ive showed his shield. 
" Ob, m a n l i e r ! A detective!" 
» Yes." 

Fa i th , an ' I know ye now. The roundsman 
pointed you ou t the other day. Owld King Brady, 
IB it?" 

Yes." 
•• Tlds gent la a tr iad of yours?" 
•• He iB in my charge." 
" Enough said. 1 ax yer pardon. I " 
• • One moment, officer—juBt between ourselves, 

n ow—bow came you to pounce suddenly down 
upon us? Yon were not in sight a moment 
ago." 

" A man towld me there was two t igh ts on 
(lie corner a-hollerin' bloody inur ther ." 

" There was another man with him?" 
" Yes." 
• • One tall and the other shortish?" 
" Yes." 
Old King Brady glanced a t his companion. 
• > These are t h e fellows." 
•' Evidently." 
" This gent leman was a t tacked by those men, 

„tHeer. I saw it all; bu t where were you?" 
The officer grew nervous. 
•< No mat te r . I will not press you. They 

sent you here?" 
.. They did." 
<• Which way did they go?" 
<• Down Broadway." 
" G o o d night, officer." 
'• Sure, Mr. Brady—wan wnrrnd." 

• " Say i t . " - i s there to be a report of this?" 
" N o . " 
" Thank yon ." 

Good-night!" 
" Good-niglit i" 
Old King B r a d ; locked a rms with the young 

man and turned the corner. 
Do we g o down Broadway?" he asked. 

" Yes, to Wall s t r ee t ; hurry for Heaven sake ." 
They walked as rapidly as possible. 
" Did you know those men?" the detective 

asked. 
" One of t h e m . " 
" Who was lief* 
" A wretch—no mat te r—I most speak a s we 
»t 

6 Proceed." i< You met me because—because " " You met IUC UQMW,,— 
The yonng man gave a g r e a t gu lp—be was 

gpbbing. 
Was It the though t of t h a t beautiful face be-

hlud the black veil? 
<i Yoo met me because yoo were requested t o 

do by » lady." 
" Yes. 
.i You have done well. Mr. Bnckaloo, the 

hanker, Is the par ty . H i s vaul t will be broken 
open to-night." 

Mr. Bnckaloo was probably the best known 
„ r i fate banker o o Wall street a t the t ime of 
which we write. 

" Bnckaloo! Yon don t mean it!" exclaimed 
t l , e detective-

11 Yes. 
•i You are sorer' 

s o sore t h a t t know all abouL i t ." 
" Probably yon know Mr. B u c k a l o o r 
<• No." 
.. Bnt " 
<>But I can tell you to a penny how much 

money there is in bia vault to -n igh t . " 
" „ How much?" 

.. Over $75,000." ••A good haul if they get I t , " murmured the 
detective. 

They won't get if we a re s h a r p . " 
.i What can we d o r 
.•That 1 will show you. Don't l ake offense. I 

„ppose you are no t used to being dictated lo by 
„ h o y like me . " 

" I a m used to anything—everything." 
" We shall soon be there." 
" Very Boon. Would it not be well for yon to 

explain as we g o along?" 
" I can tell yon nothing." 
" Yonng man, 1 do not like the idea of going 

it blind. You must a t least tell me the names 
of these burglars ." 

" Tha t I will do ; bu t I don ' t t h ink you know 
them." 

" Why?" 
" Tbey are from Chicago." 
" Give their names, please." 
" Tbey are known as Plug Morau, Prof. Fo-

garty and Big Schmitz." 
The names were s t r ange lo Old King Brady. 
Still, they bad the t rue r ing of the names of 

burglars . 
By this t ime ihey were on Wall s t reet , and 

were sea r ing the old-fashioned bui lding where, 
for nearly a ccntury, the bank ing business of 
the well-known Bnckaloo family had been car-
ried on. 

Here ano ther policeman challenged tbein. 
This man was known to Old King Brady. 
There was a momentary conversation, and the 

deieclive passed on. 
" Where do we go?" was asked. 
" In here ." 
The young man pointed to the door of the 

next building below Buckaloo's bank. 
" Don' t you think you a re go ing to a pret ty 

good length to expect me to enter tha t building 
with yon at two o'clock in the morning when I 
don ' t even Know your name?" 

" You uever asked me my name, s ir ." 
«' Will you tell ii?' 
" I could so easily g ive you a false one—is it 

any use?" 
" But I feel convinced tha t you would not give 

me a falBe name." 
" Why?" 
" B e c a u s e you wonld have given i t before this 

and would never have made tha t s t a temeut . " 
" M y name is Ben Morris, Mr. B rady . " 
" Aud I believe you when you say so ." 
" i t is my name." 
" Why do we g o in here?" 
" Because by so doiug I can put you in a posl 

Hon where you can look right in and see the 
burglars a t work." 

" Do you think they a re a t work there now?" 
I do ." 

" You don' t positively know?" 
" I cannot be sure, for 1 did not see them go 

in, but I have every reasou to believe '.bat tbey 
ure there." 

" Lead on." 
I t was raining hard now. 
Old King Brady looked arc and t o see if they 

were observed. 
Usually it is the custom for burglars lo have 

an outside man—a lookout. 
There was no such person visible. 
The detective could not even eee the police 

man who bad spoken to them. 
Meanwhile, Ben Morris had produced a latch 

key and opened the f ront door. 
This building, like the oue occupied by Mr. 

Bnckaloo, was one of the old-fashioned dwellings 
turned t o business use wbich are now disappear-
ing from Wall s t reet ao rapidly t h a t in a few 
years not one will be left. 

On the main floor of th is building were the of-
fices or a prominent insurance company . 

There were other offices on the next story. 
Probably the janitor lived on the top door. Old 

King Brady thought, 
b u t Ben Morris did no t mention t h e janitor. 
He cloaed the door, and lighting a hall gas j e t 

led the way to the other end. 
Here there was a wash room. 
In the wash room was a door which bad thick 

slats of wood nailed across i t 
" Ha! I see," murmured ibe detective. 
" I though t yon would. Tha t door leads in to 

Buckaloo's bank." 
" I t does. Hark 1" 
The detect ive listened. 
There was a dull sound steadily continued. 
To the detective's experienced ea r it was un-

mistakably the sound of the drilling of iron. 
" T b e y are a t work," be whispered. 
" You hear?" 
" Yes." 
" You are satisfied now tha t I have been 

square with your ' 
" I am. What is lo be done—open this door 

I suppose?" 
" That Is why I brought yon here. I can do 

no more ; but 1 want to ask one favor of von?' 
" Which is?" " As sura as we a re s tanding here, t l j j three 

burglars, Plug Moran, Prof. Fogar ty and B i g 
Schmitz are at, work in there ." 

" I don't question it ." 
" Under no circumstances shall I desert you, 

and 1 ask you lo protect me from them." 
" Which I most certainly shall do." 
" Then I leave the resl to you. Take them if 

you can, lor three bigger scoundrels never went 
unhung." 

" All right. I t is ra ther a desperate under-
taking for one man to tackle three. I suppose 
you can fight, however?" 

" Yea, and will until the last gasp . " 
" H o w did these men ge t iu? How do they 

expect tc get out?" 
" They were admitted through the front door , 

which is now fastened on the inside." 
" Is there no watchman to this bank?" 
" The watchman died last n igh t . " 
" So! Well, you and 1 will have right on o u r 

side, and ought to be gcod for them. Pu t ou t 
that gas, or, rather, turn it down as low as pos-
sible. We might need a glimmer in case of a 
re t rea t . " 

Ben Morria went back to do this. 
When he returned he found Old King Brady 

with a curiouB tool in his hand, engaged iu 
drawing the nails from the boards. 

They came out noiselessly. 
Soon one board was removed. 
The other two followed. 
Then the detective produced skele'.on keys 

and went to work on the ruBty lock. 
" Are you armed?" he whispered. 
<< Nn " No." 
" Take this revolver then, for I have another. 

You know how to use :t?" 
'• Certainly."; 

And are no t afraid?" 
• Not a bit ." 
" Does thia door open directly Into the bank?" 
" No—it opens into a closet Bimilar to this." 

Good! Jus t what we want. Now, then, liere 
goes ." 

He bad been working the rusty lock buck aud 
forth gently. 

Now he applied more pressure. 
There was a Blight snap and the door softly 

opened. 
Evidently these two houses had been joined by 

thiB door in years gone by. 
The detective shut ott' his lantern to a mere 

glimmer, at the same lime holding his hnger to 
his lips to observe silence. 

This was necessary. 
They could now hear the voices of the bank 

burglars distinctly. 
" Blaine tongh, this iron!" one said. 
" u o on—go oo! Yon must be near through 

now." 
" Pre t ty near ." 
" What time is it?" — 
" Quarter to three." ' • 
" And nothing of the boy yet. They must 

have done him up." 
" You bet! I ^ a v e them alone for t ha t . " 
" By l ime! I'd like lo cut his heart ou t . " 

Hushl You are doing too much talking." 
Yab, you don't vas vant to say codings al-

ready," chimed in a third voice. 
This was Bis Schmitz, the detective thought. 
H e turned to look a t his companion . 
The glimmer from the lanteru showed him his 

face as pale as death. 
" Of course he heard," though t the detect ive; 

" o f course he knows they are talking about 
him." 

But It was no part of Old King Brady's plan 
to s t and idly listening. 

H e wanted to see with whom he had to deal. 
H e now produced a small gimlet, and gently 

—very gently bored a hole through the door. 
Immediately a stream of light shot in upon 

them. 
Old King Brady applied t l s eye to the hole. 
He could see the vault door plainly. 
There were three masked men s tanding in 

front of it. 
One was working a hand drill, boring in 

under the lock. 
Around the floor burglars ' tools lay scattered. 
There was the powder can, the coil of fuse, the 

jimmy. 
The dark lantern was in the bands of the 

s toutes t ol the thiee. 
As all were masked the detective could not 

see their faces. 
l ie wondered if Ben Morris knew which was 

which, but it would have bean decidedly unsafe 
to ask. 

Old King Brady tried the door, 
t It was not only locked but nailed op on the 
I other side. 
• Here was a dilemma. 
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"To open the door without noise was clearly 
an impossibility. 

What was to be done! 
Old King Brady drew his companion hack 

in to t h e oilier building and proceeded to ex-
plain. 

" You did not know the door was nailed?" he 
asked. 

" No, indeed! What is to be done? ' 
" I shall go [or help, You must s tay here ." 
" How long will you be gone?" 

Not many minutes—perhaps t en . " 
" How far a long do you think they have got?" 
" Why, from the way the drill went in 1 should 

th ink there was t ime enough. Bu t I must be 
off. lie cautions. Above all th ings , m a k e no 
noise." 

And Old King Brady re t rea ted by the way he 
had come. 

Af te r he had gone the boy for a momen t or 
two remained motionless. 

Was he l is tening to the boring s o u n d s in the 
banking room beyond? 

What were his thoughts? 
Who can tell, since Old King Brady was now 

mak ing all possible has t e toward New s t ree t . 
1 m u s t see," he m u r m u r e d , a f t e r a little. 

" It is no use to s t and here. The re can be no 
ha rm in my tak ing a look." 

He crept through in to the other closet. 
Apply ing his eye to the keyhole, he peered 

th rough . 
" Grea t heavens! If t he detect ive is go ing to 

d o anything, he mus t be quick abou t i t , " he 
though t . 

The dri l l ing was over. 
The man who had been doing t h e work had 

just t aken the drill out . 
" G i m m e the powder , D n t c h , " h e said to the 

f a t man. 
There was a good deal of ta lking in low tones. 
The powder and fuse were put in place in the 

hole, and the mufflers were a r r anged to deaden 
the sound. 

Would Old King Brady never come? 
This boy was no fool. 
He was In a despera te f rame of mind evident-

ly, but he displayed no disposi t ion to do any-
th ing rash. 

He hurr ied away now, and opening the first 
door of the o ther building peered out. 

It was ra in ing hard . 
Not a soul was to be seen on the ent i re block 
" He Is too late, and tha t ' s all there is about 

i t ," murmured Ben Morris. 
He re turned to the closet. 
Big Schniilz bad jus t lighted the fuse. 
Now the three masked men stood back and 

watched it . 
They l i t t le d reamed t h a t eager eyes were 

watching them. 
Boom! 
There was a muffled repor t . 
The big door ol the vaul t fell outward. 
" Nana ! Nana!" 
A sna ip cry r a n g out . 
Ben Morris made t h e cry. which was echoed 

by the three masked burglars . 
For as the vault door fell out someth ing else 

fell out with it. 
I t was the form of a woman. 
A woman in black, with a veiled face. 
The woman who had called on Old K i n g Brady 

earl ier in the day . 
Out of the vault the form came tumbl ing, and 

lay at fnll length at t he feet of the as tonished 
men . 

Bang! Bang ! 
" Grea t heavens , what Is tha t?" b r ea thed the 

burglar who had drilled the hole. 
I t was some one p o u n d i n g furiously on the 

closet door. 
" N a n a ! N a n a ! " 
All in a minu te the door burs t open and Ben 

Morris tumbled in. 
" Burning blue blazes!" bawled one of the bur-

g lars . " I t is the boy!" 
• ' N a n a ! Nana!" 
Ben Morris threw himself across the p r o s t r a t e 

form. 

C H A P T E R I IL 
THE BEOLXNINQ OK A STRANOE CHASE. 

"NANA! Nana! Speak to me, N a n a ! Look 
up! Say t ha t von are not dead!" 

" Burning blue blazes! Will no one choke t ha t 
yawping purp?" brea thed the long burg lar . 
" Bovs, we've got to go to work here, or we're u p 
Sal t Creek, fer sure ." 

" Choke him yerselT, Pa r son . Gosh b l ame it, 
I a in ' t a-doin ' yer dir ty jobs ! " 

" Vy yer don ' l vas hold ver p lame jaw al ready 
yet?" mul t e red the fa t burglar . " T o o much 

t a l k — n o v o r k ! Conner t e t t e r ! b u t dis is de vay 
to do!" 

And Big Schmitz . the burg la r , flung himself 
upon the boy, clutched him by '.he throat and 
choked him till he was black in the face, in spi te 
of his s truggles. 

Then he th rus t a dirty old handkerchief in his 
mouth and tied his hands behind him. 

" Vork, vork, vork! Ged dot boodle!" he 
hissed at the beginning of these operat ions. 
" I'd schust like to puild a fire unde r you ur.d see 
if dot vould stari. yen up." 

And the oilier two did work from t h a t in-
s t a n t . 

" P r o f e s s o r 1 ' Fogar ty hastily examined the 
veiled woman. 

" Dead, b 'gosh!" he exclaimed. 
" F o r Heaven 's sake, professor, how came she 

t h e r e i n the vault?" gasped the cr ib-cracker , who 
be ing the only one of the precious trio not yet 
identified, must , of necessity, have been Mr. 
P lug Moran. 

'• Dunno! There ain't no l i m e to specula te 
on it neither. Where's the bag?" 

" Here!" 
A big canvas bag, each as sai lors use to car ry 

their clothes in, was hastily produced. 
" Is dat boodle dere or has it been prigged 

already?" asked Big Schmitz, feelingly. 
" I t 's here," said Prof. Fogar ty . 
He and P lug began tumbling bundles of bills 

into the bag. 
" H a r k ! " 
P l u g paused and held up his luind. 
" Some one coming through the other build-

ing. Come, boys!" 
" A n d d i s Ben boy?" asked Schmi tz . " V a t 

abou t him?" 
" G o e s with us! Skip! I'll do the res t . " 
" Heavens, no!" breathed l ' rof . Fogar ty , turn-

ing pale. " N o t wilh the girl there!''" 
" Yes! She's dead. I d u n n o how she c a m e 

here, and I don' t care! I say yes! Skip!" 
Prol . Fogar ty seized the bag and made a boll 

for the door. 
Big Schmitz picked up poor Ben Morris a s 

easily as though he had been a bund le of s t raw 
and followed. 

Meanwhile Plum Moran s t ruck a match and 
touched it lo the fuse of eomethlng which looked 
very mucli like an iron tube. 

Fl inging down the malch he leaped th rough 
the door in a hurry. 

Now all this was bu t Ihq work of a minute . 
Dur ing tha t minu te the noise which had a t -

t racted the at tent ion of these worthies increased. 
An instant la ter and faces appeared at llie 

closet door. 
Boom! 
There was a flash, followed ins tan t ly by loud 

repor ts . 
" Look out! Dynamite!" 
T h e word wns shouted loud enough lo be heard 

across the s t reet . 
The next ins tan t and the bank ing room was 

a hopeless wreck, wilh the ca rpe l ablaze in a 
dozen places. 

The flames were playing around tha t silent 
ligure in black in a way awful t o behold, when 
four men came burs t ing into the room. 

The int ruders were Old King Brady and three 
police officers—all tha t he could muster , and all 
too late. 

" S t a m p it out ! S t amp it ou t !" cried the de-
tective. " So much for delay! Gent lemen, we 
are a day behind the fair!" 

But thev had the flames ou t in a moment , 
" What ' s this? A girl? Where 's your boy?" 

demanded one of the officers. 
" They've been through the safe a l ready!" 

cried another . 
" H e a v e n s ! I t ' s a good job we weren ' t in a 

minu te sooner, or we'd have been blown to king-
dom come," exclaimed the third. 

" She is dead—dead! I'm off. Look to 
th ings here, gent lemen. The scoundrels who di.l 
the job went this way ." 

Thus exclaiming. Old K ing Brady bolted 
through the door, which but a momen t before 
had been opened to admit the forms of P l u s 
Moran, Prof. Fogar ty , Big Schmitz and their 
respective burdens. 

Old King Brady felt deeply chagr ined . 
T h n t he had made a faial b lunder in leaving 

the premises was evident. 
Where was Ben Morris? 
n o w did it happen that the boy had changed 

into t h e veiled woman who had come to him 
with the warn ing of this p lo t—tha t llie veiled 
woman lay there dead amid the wreck? 

All ihese were ques t ions which Old King 
Brady could no t answer . 

H e had c a u g h t a g l impse of a clew even as he 
ben t over the body of the veiled woman In black. 

It was an absurd clew. 
Yet i t was a very tel l ing one. 
A piece of a man ' s coat- ta i l had caugh t on the 

door a n d hung there. 
Somehow a rip in the l ining had c a u g h t on the 

knob. 
The coat- tai l was torn shor t off. 
" Tha t fellow was in a hur ry , " Old King Brady 

though t as he bolted through the door. 
He remembered what Ben Morris had told liim 

abou t the scut t le . 
Therefore he felt certain which way to go. 
With his lantern in one hand and his revolver 

in the other , be dashed u p the s ta i r s of the an-
cieni s t ruc tu re . 

I t was only the m a i t e r of a momen t before he 
was s t and ing underneath the sea Llie. 

The scu t t le was open. 
The ladder had been removed. 
The rain bea t down upon the detect ive 's head 

as he looked up. 
" Tbey c a n ' t be more than two or th ree min-

utes ahead of ine," be reflected. 
Bui how to ge t up to the roof? 
The remedy suggested itself ins tant ly to Old 

King Brady ' s fertile brain. 
Out of his mul t i tudinous pocke ts came a curi-

ous looking knife. Willi ibis he cul away the 
plaster as one would cut a cheese. 

There was no trouble in c l imbing up now, for 
he had the la ths to clutch and lo rest h is feet iu 
everywhere the cuts were made. 

In less than twe minutes Old King Brady was 
on the roof. 

There lay the ladder jus t as he had supposed. 
There was, however, no I race of the burg la r s . 
I t was pour ing now and no th ing In the way of 

footpr ints could be expected to las t a moii ienl 
upon the t in . 

A hasty survey gave Old King Brady the cl<-w 
ho wanted. 

" J auncey Cour t ! 1 he mut te red . 
Now llie boys of to-duy do nut know J a u n c e y 

Court , but their fa thers do. 
I t ran in f rom the south side of Wall street, 

between Nassau and William streets. 
Law ollice buildings, t he upper floors of which 

were reached by outside iron s teps and balcon-
ies, lined Jauncey Court . 

And what was still more peculiar, the re were 
passages leading through t o William s t ree t and 
E x c h a n g e Place . 

Taken all in all J auncey Cour t was a very 
peculiar place. 

Now behind the bui lding in which Buckaloo 's 
bank was located was an extension leading 
around into Jauncey Court . 

This extension was connected with the main 
bui lding by a narrow st r ip of roof not over ten 
feet iu width. 

Over this t h e detect ive hurried. 
It was r i g h t here t ha t he found a n o t h e r clew, 
Or ra the r was it a piece of the s ame clew* 
In other words, more of the coal- lai l . A r a g 

h a n g i n g and torn off no doubt . 
" T h e y went this way," m u r m u r e d the de tec t -

ive. 
He hurried to the f ront of the building. 
Looking down over the corn ice he saw a bal-

cony jus t below him—say ten feet or more. 
Looking fur ther down iolo the cour t he saw 

someth ing else. 
There they were. 
They were crouching under the iron s teps of 

the building opposi te . 
Three men, a bag, and the boy, Ben. 
" A trai tor , by grac ious!" murmured Old King 

Brady. " B u t — t h u n d e r ! There they go!" 
Even as he Spoke the door nnder t h e s teps 

wns seen to open, and burglars , bag and boy, 
disappeared like a flash. 

Old King Brady drew a long brea th . 
" O f course they mus t have a confedera te in 

there," he mut te red . 
Fl inging himself down upon t h e wel roof he 

dropped over on the balcony. 
A m o m e n t later and he had descended the 

iron s teps and was in J auncey Cour t . 
Here he examined the door under the s teps . 
I t was fast . 
The secret of the bu rg la r s chosing this wav 

instead of the s t reet was no secret to Old King 
Brady. 

H e knew t h a t t h e li t t le door communica ted 
with the pa s sage leading th rough to William 
street . 

Old K ing Brady ran th rough the cour t t o Wall 
s t ree t and hurr ied a round to William. 

Not an Ins tan t was lost. 
H e did not even speak lo the pol iceman who 

had been left on guard before Buckaloo 's bank . 
In a m o m e n t he was in f ron t of a well known 

d in ing Baloon. 
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Beside the door of the d in ing saloon was an-
o t h e r door. 

This communica ted with the passage leading 
f rom Jauncey Court . 

H a d t h e b n r g l a r s gone th rough it? 
Old K i n g Brady wondered a s he shook the 

door . 
J n a t then he hea rd foo t s teps hur ry ing toward 

him. 
An 'officer was running u p from old Del-

monico 's . 
He s topped runn ing as soon as be saw tbe de-

tective. 
B e bad been l ong on this b e a t and k n e w Old 

K ing Brady perfectly well. 
" Mr. Brady 1 Is it you?" 
" Tea, yes!" 
" I t hough t i t was a b u r g l a r . " 
" B u r g l a r s a re wha t I am a f t e r ! Three men, 

a boy and a b a g I" 
" H e a v e n s ! You don ' t l ay !" 
" Y o u saw them?" 
" Yes." 
" Which way did they go?" 
" Went around the corner of S tone s t reet not 

t w o ininntea ago . " 
" F o r Heaven 's sake why didn ' t you s top 

them?" exclaimed ;he detective. 
He s ta r ted down the s t ree t a t full speed a s be 

gpoke, the officer running with him. 
" S t o p them! Why, I never dreamed tha t 

they were any th ing more than a parcel of d runk-
en sai lors ." 

" T h e y ' v e j u s t commit ted a murder , I be l ieve ." 
" H e a v e n s ! You don ' t say!" 
" Yes." 
" I ' m a fool!" 
" And blown u p the vaul t of Buckaloo 's bank . " 
" I 'm an ass!" 
" And came ou t of the passage from Jauncey 

C o u r t . " 
•• Oh, I 'm an idiot—a perfect idiot! There 's 

no doubt of t ha t . " 
" 1 suppose you ough t to know." 
" Here we are, Mr. Brady. They went t h a t 

way . " 
" Through to Broad street, you think?" 
" I can ' t tell. They may h a v e cu t ac ross t o 

Fea r ! s t ree t by the al ley." 
" I'll t ake the alley. Yoa run a round by 

Broad s t r ee t . " 
" G o o d ! I'll do I t . " 
They ran on. 
" I 'd bet you a s ixpence they 've m a d e for 

Buck 's ," said the policeman just before they 
c a m e to the alley. 

'• Where is Back 's?" 
" Don't you know Buck's?" 
" I 'm not as well acquainted down here as I 

m igh t be ." 
" Corner of F ron t s t r e e t " 
" Side door f " 
" Yes." 
" A n all n ighter?" 
" Hain ' t closed in twen ty years . Key lost be-

fore I camo on the force." 
" To Buck's it is. You can come the re if you 

see nothing of ' em!" 
Old King Brady wheeled a round Into the alley 

while the pol iceman kep t on toward Broad 
Street. 

As t h e de tec t ive bounded Into Pear l s treet , a 
mass of rags rose u p before him. 

They were living racs . 
They enveloped what had once been a woman . 
Around her head an old s tock ing was tied. 
Beside her on the walk a basket ttlleil with 

ro t ten apples s tood. 
Old K ing Brady a t a g lance recognized the 

o n c e notor ious " M a r y Gobadly , " or " A p p l e 
M a r y " — s h e went by both names—who for 
y e a r s a n d yea r s was a p rominen t f igure in the 
lower wards of New York. 

" Mary, is it you?" 
" A r r a h ! Bad luck t o yez, yls. I s t he re no 

c h a n c e for an hones t woman t o gi t a bit of a 
snooze?" 

" Do yoa sleep on t h e s tep in the rain?" 
Yls ." 

" Why don ' t you g o h o m e r 
" H o m e ! Ha . ha, ha!" 
" They say yoa own a row of brown-s tone 

houses up-town, Mary." 
" Do they, dar l in t? Do they? Oh, be golleys, 

and 1 wiali them a s sayB it would give me the 
keys, s o I do!" 

" Mary, who d is turbed yon last? Three men, 
a boy and a bag?" 

" The very wans—par t i cke r ly the bag . " 
" Ah, you guessed!" 
" They've c racked a crib, dar l in t . Ob, I know 

— I know! An ' I know yon, too, this m a n n y a 
j e a r . Thank you! God bless yon! They wint 

to Buck's, Misllier Brady, for they woke me np 
to ax the way, so they did ." 

The dol lar bill s l ipped into Mary 's h a n d had 
done i ts work. 

" S t rangers in the ci ty!" mut te red the detect-
ive. " Mary, did the boy go willingly?" 

" No ; thev had him t ied." 
" Good-night!" 
But Mary Gobadly had already lost her inter-

est in the mat te r . 
The bundle of rugs dropped back beside the 

bueket of ro t ten applea. 
Many and many is the night in years gone by 

have we seen old Mary s i l t ing thus. 
No one ever d is turbed her. 
Old King Brady did not d i s turb her now, but 

ran on down Coenties Slip. 
As he neared Water street he slackened his 

pace. 
There was not so much hurry now. 
The burg la rs once iu Buck's were likely to re-

main there for awhile a t least. 
In a momen t Old King Brady s tcod before this 

once noted resort for longshoremen. 
There was the fa intes t g l immer of l ight behind 

the drawu cur ta ins . 
Old King Brady pressed his ear aga ins t the 

door and listened. 
Yes, and there were people inside. H e could 

hear them ta lk ing. He could hear glasses clink-
iug on the bar. 

" I must g o in the re , " murmured the detective. 
Instead of doing so, be slipped across the 

s treet . 
I t was before the days of the little park . 
Coenties Slip came n p there and was filled with 

canal boats and tug3. 
Dropping behind a t ruck, Old K i n g Brady 

made a hasty change of toilette. 
In less than two minutes he was t ransformed 

into a regular longshoreman, BO far as appear-
ance went . 

And his wonderful pockets supplied materials 
for it all. 

" y i i e r e , tha t will do. I th ink ," he mut tered . 
" N o w then, I'll tackle Buck's ." 

He s ta r ted , but he did not go . 
Suddenly some one under the t ruck grasped 

his legs and pnlled. 
I t was all dono in an ins tant . 
Crash! 
Old King Brady was sprawl ing on his back be-

fore he knew it. 
His bead s t ruck tbe s t r ing-piece of the slip 

with cruel force. 
After t ha t Old King Brady never moved. 
" Is he dead?" 
" Keckon he Is." 
" Blame good job, too!" 
" Lucky "he came here to change his c lothes ." 
" You fellers don' t vas know how good schob 

i t vas already yet. Ven I uster keep do t lager 
pier s a lo in py der Powery, I knowed dis man, 
und I tell you lie's a bad one ." 

" Shut up, Dutch! You ' re a lways chinning. 
Burn ing blue blazes! I t ' s a lucky t h ing we 
d idn ' t go into Buck's ." 

And Prof . Fogar ty wiped a series of c rumbs 
off his mustache , which was long, red and tiow-
ing. 

" I wisht to goodness the t u g would come," 
he plaintivelv remarked . 

Then ont from nnder tbe t ruck Came Mr. Plug 
Moran. 

" We'd be t te r see whether he's dead or no t , " 
h e whispered. " You cun' t somet imes most al-
ways tell abou t thim detect ives ." 

Then Plug Moran proceeded to make a thor-
oqgli examina t ion of Old Kiug Brady 's person 
from head to foot. 

" Come o a t here, young feller!" he whispered 
a t l a s t 

" Yes, go o a t there when the gen t l eman calls 
you. Wlinl the hurn lng blue blazes a re you 
hang ing back for?" growled Prof. Fogur ty . 

I t was tbe boy Ben Morris who was dragged 
and pushed ou t from under the t r ack . 

" Take o n t the g a g , " said Plug. 
T h e professor removed the g a g . 
" Shoot him down, Schmitz, if he squeals ," 

said Plug. •• Now then, bub, do you know him?" 
" YeS." 
Ben culppd out the word a lmost like a sob. 
" T h i s IS the man?" 
" Yes." 
" I t hough t so." 
" By the burn ing blue blazes and so did I!" 

exclaimed Prof . Foga r ty . 
" Dry up, profess—dry up ! If yoa don ' t hold 

that long congne of ynur'n I'll smnsh yon in the 
snoot! Now then, boy, once more . " 

•• What?" 
" Why did you do ii?" 
" I ' ll never tell you?" 

" How came tha t girl in the vault?" 
" I don't know." 
" Sure? ' 
" I tell you I don ' t know." 
" I don' t believe you do." 
" By the burning blue blazes, of course h « 

don ' t !" put iu Prof . Fogar ty . " A n n y fool could 
see " 

" Veu I kept dot lager pier saloon py de 
Powery, ir. soxty-tree " 

Schmitz—Profess! Shut up, will yer? Le t 
me ta lk to ihe boy! Blast it all! Now it's too 
late, for here conies the l u g . " 

" Veil, va l ' s de madder mit ta lk ing all de vay 
down?" growled Schmitz. " Ven I run de lager 
pier saloou on de Powery in soxty-tree, dere vus 
a feller ro t talked to anoder feller all inide al-
ready, and de oder feller died in de morniug—by 
gosh, Iiisb, I'll pay you off for do t . " 

For Prof . Fogar ty , weary of the " p e e r saloo'i 
by de Pnweryiln soxty- t ree ," had brought his list 
down in sudden and violent con tac t Willi Big 
Schmilz 's hat . 

As a result, t he hat, too b ig for its wearer 
before, now dropped easily and natural ly over 
his eyes, obl i terat ing his blooming coun tenance 
completely. 

At the same t ime a tug came s teaming up the 
slip. 

Too—hoo! too—hoo! too—hoo—boo! 
The whiBlles were from ihe l ug . 
They were low, yet sharp and peculiar. 
Pu t t i ng his fingers into his mouth, Mr. P l u g 

Moran whistled iu a similar manner . 
Too—hoo! too—hoo! too—hoo—hoo! 
" Shall we take the dotective along?" asked 

Prof. Fogarty . 
" Veil, I guess not mooch, Irish!" oreathed 

Schmitz. " V a t you vani mit him? To sell him 
to de bone boiler for a ten shillin'—huh?" 

" Leave him where he is. I don ' t know 
whether he is dead or nol, und I don't t a r e a 
b lame," whispered P lug Moran. " C o m e on, 
boys. We're off." 

The lug had stopped outside of two canal 
boats . 

Clutching Ben Morris' a rm, Mr. P lug Moran 
jumped down opon the canal boat with tbe 
pleasing assurance that he would carve the liver 
ou t or him if he dared to croak. 

Big Schmitz, hav ing rescued himself from his 
own hat, followed with the bag. 

Prof. Fogarty brought up the rear . 
They crossed thecanul lers in safety, and migh t 

have b ten seen climbing aboard the tng if any 
one happened to be watching from t b e t ruck. 

Wns Old King Brady watching them from the 
truck? 

C H A P T E R I V . 
ON T1IE TRAIL OF THE TUG. 

" Boss! Boss! Boss!" 
This was what Old King Brady heard lirst 

when consciousness began to creep back. 
Some one was shaking hia shoulder. 
H e s t ra ightened up, feeling a s weak and dizzy 

as possible. 
Mary Gobadly bent over him. 
l i e r basket ot rollen appleB rested upon the 

t ruck . 
" Mary, is It you?" 
" 'Taiu't oo one else. Sure, wha t happened 

ye?" 
" I—I hardly know." 
" And 1 hardly knowed you. You 've changed 

your r ig ." 
•' Yes. Your eyes aro sharp to know me a t 

all ." 
" Ar-r-r-ah, an ' who says I 'm a fule? Hev I 

walked the alraisa ot New York n i g h t an ' day 
tbis twinty years widout g e n in' me eye-teeili 
cul? G o along wid yez. I knowed yefuBt shot , 
and I know what happened ye loo ." 

" Wha t—what was It?" 
" T h e m crooks was under t h e t ruck , fai th. 

They pulled you down." 
" A h ! " 
" Yea, I seen them." 
" T h e same men I inquired for?" 
" The very same." 
Old King Brady gave an exclamat ion of deep 

d isgns t . 
And which way did they g o . " 

" They went aboard a l ug wha t too-hooed for 
'em u p llie s l ip ." 

" And the bag and the hoy were with them?" 
" Faith, and they wor. Will I g o over an ' fiit 

yer a dr ink? Or can yon walk over yourself?" 
" I don ' t think I want a n y t h i n s , Mary. I ' l l 

come ou t all r ight , I guess . " 
He s taggered to liih feet. 
Though very lar from being all r igh t , tbe de-

tect ive was still able to s t and . 
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H e felt deeply chagr ined . 
I t seemed as though one blunder a f t e r ano the r 

was destined to be his lo t t ha t night . 
" How long are tbey gone, Mary!" he asked. 
" Abou t five minu tes . " 
" Which way did they go?" 
" Down." 
" Good-night again, Mary! Take this. Go 

inside somewhere. Don' t stay out in tbe rain on 
a n igh t like this ." 

She was profuse in her thanks, this poor creat-
ure, for it was a live dollar bill t ha t Old King 
Brady s l ipped into her hands this lime. 

Tbo detec t ive hurried down the sl ip as fast as 
bis enfeebled condition would let him. 

He knew jus t where he was going. 
Down below the old flour wharves there were 

t u g s lying up, ready for hire, n igh t or day. 
I t was less than live minu tes af ter he left Mary 

Gobadly when Old King Brady went oil board 
one of these lugs. 

A man c a m e tumbl ing out of tbo cabin a t the 
sound of his s tep . 

" I want your l u g ! " gasped the detective, all 
o u t ol breath, 

" All right, boss. Where to?" 
" I a m a police detect ive." 
" The deuce yoa are!" 
" I want you lo follow a cer fa in tug , which 

went ou t of this slip a few minutes ago . " 
" Well, I guess the skipper ' l l do it for you, al-

ways providin ' you'll pay in advance . " 
" T h a t ' s a l l r igh t . " 
" S h a l l I call him?" 
" Yea." 
The man opened a door. 
« C a p ' " Jake—Cap 'n Jake ! " he roared . 
" G o 'way—go 'way, gol blame yer, an ' leave 

me alone!" 
Such was llie sleepy response from behind the 

door. 
" Come, tumble up, C t p ' n J a k e — t u m b l e up! 

There 's a job!" roured tbe man. 
In a moment a sleepy-looking individual, with 

one eye and a tiery red heau, looked out from 
behind the door. 

" How long will it t a k e you to ge t s t e a m up?" 
asked Ihe detective. 

" She's up now. Or te r be. I g o down the 
bay a t four o 'clock." 

" I t ' s pret ly near t h a t cow. I wan t you." 
" Well?" 
" I 'm a police detect ive. I want you to chase 

a l u g wilh some burglara aboard . She went 
ou t of the slip a lew uiinutea ago . " 

" Well?" 
" Will you do it?" 
" F o r money—of course , " 
" How much?" 
" For ty dollars if it a i n ' t loo fa r . " 
" Done! S t a r t a t once . " 
" N o . " 
" Why not?" 
" Cash . " 
" Ah, you wan t your money In advance?" 
" Well, now, I ra ther gues s yes . " 
" There i t is provid ing yon can s t a r t ID Ave 

mlnntea ." 
" Yea, and in th ree . " 
" T a k e i l l " 
" S h a k e up the engineer. Make r eady l " roar-

ed Capta in Jake . " Boss, jus t wait till I pu t 
my pan t s oil and I'll be with you." 

I t was juat four minu te s when the t ug went 
o u t of t he slip. 

Tbe sk ipper—with his p a n t s on—Blood in the 
pi lo t -house and Old K i n g Brady stood beside 
him. 

There was a l i t t le b a c k i n g and filling, bu t not 
much. 

Soon they were in t h e r iver , and Old King 
Brady with the cap ta in ' s n igh t glas3 wus looking 
abou t iu every direction for the other tug . 

" I th ink she mus t have gone down the bay ," 
he said a t las t . 

" Would you know her if you was to see her?" 
" Unfor tuna te ly no t . " 
" Tha t ' s a bad j o b . " 
" G o to ihe r ight of Governor ' s Is land first 

and we'll have a look." 
" Suppose we ge t the wrong tug?" 
" Suppose we ge t the r ight one? It la 'nt likely 

there'll be very many t u g s ou t a t this early 
hour ." 

" O h , you can ' t tell no th ing at all abou t i t . " 
" Go as I tell you, Capta in J a k e . " 
The capta in gave his wheel a twist, and lliey 

soon rounded Castle William. 
Well In the d i s tance they could see a t u g mov-

ing down the bay in the direction of the kills. 
" T h a t her?" asked Caplniu J a k e . 
" We will follow lha t one. We c a n ' t follow 

m o r e than one a t a l ime very well ." 
" Here , lei me have the g lass . " 

Capta in J a k e scanned t h e hor izon. 
The view was by n o means an extensive one, 

a s it was still ra in ing and very dark . 
" T h e r e ha in ' t no other tug iu Bight," he de-

clared. 
' Go 011. Can you over take her?" 

" What! Tue Doctor do it? Well, now, I 
guess yes!" 

" Is your t u g named the Doctor?" 
" Yes." 
" Odd name for a boat . Never mind Doctor, 

tha t t ug and you'll lose no th ing by i t . " 
" I ' ll overhaul her, boss ; never you fear ." 
" A n d I , while you are overhau l ing her, will 

j u s t lie down here and t ake a sleep, for the fact 
is I 'm pretty well used up." 

" Shall I wake von when we come up with 
her?" 

" I wish you would." 
I t was thus ar ranged. 
Old King Brady curled himself up on the sea t 

and was asleep iu a moment . 
This was the g rea t detective's medicine. 
Many is the blow on the head of which s leep 

has cured him. 
When he awoke it seemed to him t h a t no more 

than a minute had elapsed. 
Capta in J a k e was shak ing him vigorously. 
" Hey! Hello, boss! Wake up, there!" he 

was shout ing. 
Old King Brady s tar ted up. 
" Whal 's t he row, cap?" 
" We're coming up with her . " 
" Good!" 
" You had bet ter take a look. She will pass 

Bergen Point l ight in a momen t , and you won't 
have no better chance . " 

Old King Brady s ta r t ed u p and seized tbe 
night glass which the cap ta in handed him. 

I t wus l ighter now. 
The rain had ceased, and the moon was s t rug-

gl ing to escape from a mass of enveloping 
clouds. 

A s for the detective 's feelings he woald never 
have know'i t h a t any accidents had happened. 

When he took the n igh t g lass he felt a s well 
as ever in s i s life. 

There was the t u g forging ahead . 
So was the Doctor. 

They were evidently gaining. 
Old King Brady fixed the n i g h t g lass npon 

Ihe t ug and took what Cap ta in J a k e styled a 
squin t . 

I t was uot easy to see anyth ing . 
In a moment tbe t ug turned Bergen Po in t and 

came abreas t of the light. 
There were several men on the tug, but beyond 

this the detect ive could de t e rmine nothing. 
" They are headiug for Newark Bay," he said. 
" Yes." 
" We musl ge t th rough the draw when they 

do, or we lose t h e m . " 
" J u s t so ; but looker here, boss . " 
" What is il?" 
" Suppose we over take them, what a re we go-

ing to do t " 
Now of course Old King Brady had thought 

of this. 
What could they do? 
Of course he could not a t t a c k the t u g s ingle-

handed. 
To expec t Capta in J a k e and his c rew to join 

in a light was to expect the impossible. 
" We won' t overhaul t bem," said t h e de tec t -

ive, quietly. " We'll follow." 
" And suppose they land?" 
" When they land 1 want t o land, too ." 
" G o o d enough! Hello! There they go!" 
The tug had blown tbo whistle for the draw or 

the Long Bridge to open. 
But it happened that t he d r a w was jus t then 

opening for unolher lug . 
Thus, when the burglars ' t u g reached it, th9 

draw was wide open, and the t ug shot r igh t 
t h rough . 

" Bad lack to them! They'll ge t tbe bu lge on 
us if we are Bhut oil!" exclaimed Captain Jai te . 

H e blew his whist le furiously. 
It was no use. 
Precisely what Capta in J a k e had feared hap-

pened. 
The limit for Ihe draw to be open had already 

been passed. 
There was a freight t ra in on t h e t rack wai l ing 

for a chance to cross. 
" T h a t set t les u s , " said Old King Brady. 
He s a t down upon the leather .cushioned sea t 

in despair . 
" Never mlud," said Capta in J a k e , consolingly. 

" P e r h a p s 1 can tlx it, af ter al l ." 
" How?" 
" More s t eam. The old bller kin a tand It, I 

gueBS. Here, t a k e the wheel, a n d I'll go down 

and see. Hold her so—keep your eye fixed on 
t ha t ibe re l ight on the br idge ." 

Bu i Old K ing Brady had Bteered t a g s before. 
There a r e few s i tua t ions iu lo which the old 

detect ive has not been th rown. 
He had no difficulty In m a s t e r i n g this . 
When Captain J a k e re tu rned Old K i n g Brady 

' nail jus t g iven the bell to stop. 
They had arrived at t he draw, and the re was 

uow n o t h i n g for i t but l o wait uuii l it opened 
aga in . 

I t was fully ten minu tes before they were able 
to pass th rough . 

Old K i n g Brady atrained his eyea to see the 
tug . 

Unfor tunate ly there wero two tugs . 
Both were a t a considerable d i s t ance in ad-

vance. 
One was heading for Newark . 
The oLher was go ing u p the bay. 
" Bad luck take it!" cried Capta in J a k e ; " now 

which is which?" 
Uld King Brady seized the uight g lass and d id 

his best to determine. 
Bui there was nothing definite to g o by. 
He looked first a t one aDd ihen the other , de-

ciding in favor of the Newark tug a t last . 
" We have go l lo decide one way or Ihe other, 

cap ," he said. " We'll l a k e t ha t one. Le t her 
go for all she's wor th ," 

The cap ta in gave the bell a pull and away 
they flew. 

" All, if you'd only dono tha t before!" sighed 
llie delecl ive. 

" I may be overdoing it now. I 'm bound to 
carry out my cont rac t if I can, t hough . " 

" You fear the boiler?" 
" Yes ." 
" Old?" 
" Very old and pa tched ." 
The detect ive passed his c igar case to Cap ta in 

J a k e and then lii a weed himself. 
Sea l ing himself, be calmly ^wai ted the re-

sult. 
" We a r e ga in ing , " r epor t ed Cap ta in J a k e 

after live minutes . 
We are decidedly g a i n i n g , " he declared af te r 

ten. 
And the decided gain cont inued . 
They began to approach Newark and were 

surely overhaul ing the tug . 
Old Kiug Brady was on his feet now and 

watching t h e result . 
Nearer a n d nearer they drew, bu t the detect-

ive's spir i ts did uot rise. 
What t roubled him W.IB to see tha i while they 

were m a k i n g every effort to over take the lug. 
there wag no effort whatever on the p a r t of the 
pursued to keep oul of the way. 

" I 'm afraid we have m a d e lb» fatal mis take , " 
said the detective, a t last. 

" I'm afraid so, too; bu t we'll soon know," was 
llie reply of Capta in Jake . 

Ten minnles more e lapsed. 
They were within hai l ing d is tance now. 
Captain J a k e gave a shout which migh t have 

been heard half the length of Newark Bay. 
" T u s ahoy! Aboy! n—h—o—y!" 
" Aboy there!" c a m e the answer . 
" Who—are—you?" 
" The Solomon Jones of Newark!" 
" Bad!" mut te red Old K i n g Brady. " Ask 

them to heave to.'1 

" Heave—to! We—want—to—speak — to— 
you!" bawled Capta in J a k e . 

Immediately the Bcrew of the Solomon Jones 
ceuBed to gr ind. 

" Tha t se t t les It ," mnt te red the detect ive. 
" Yes." 
" We've g o t the wrong t a g . " 
" Sure ." 
" Too b a d . " 
" Boss, 1 done my bes t . " 
" You did, indeed. I haven ' t a word of faul t 

to find." 
No more was said unt i l they reached the tug. 
I t was a d i sappo in t ing end ing of the trail . 
But was it Ihe end? 
Old K ing Brady t h o u g h t so then. 
" What you fellers want?" roared the sk ipper 

or the Jones . 
Old King Brady th rus t his head ou t of the 

pilot-house window. 
" Cap, t he re was a t ug ahead of yoa when you 

went t h r o u g h the draw?" 
" Yes, the re was." 
" Did you notice who Was on it?" 
" Yes, I d i d . " 
" Could you tell me wha t they looked l ike?" 
" Yes, I could," 
" Blame tbe man , " mut t e red Capta in J a k e ; 

" he's like a boss wha t p u i s his feet down in ihe 
s ame place where ho takes them up an ' never 
gits nowhere. Blame me if lie ha in ' t . " 
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" D o l t It y o u p l e a s e , " cal led t h e de t ec t i ve , 
v e r y po l i t e ly . 

l i e was m o r e uaed to d e a l i n g wi th s u c h peop le 
( h a n C a p t a i n J a k e . 

" Waal , o n e wuz t a l l . " 
H e r e t h e c a p t a i n of t h e J o n e s p a u ? e d . 
I t w a s a n u n u s u a l ef for t , a p p a r e n t l y . 
P e r h a p s he p a u s e d fo r b r e a l h . 
" Y e s , y e s ! " 
" A n ' t ' o t h e r w u z s h o r t . " 
" A n d t h e o t h e r ? ' 
" W a a l , t h e o t h e r wuz f a t — t h e m ' s t h e p a s s e n -

g e r s , boss . I h a i n ' t a - s a y i u ' u o t h i n ' a b o u t the 
d e c k - h a n d s — s e e ? " 

" I u n d e r s t a n d . G o o n . " 
" W a a l , t h e r e w u z a n s t t i e r . " 
" Y e s . " 
" A n ' lie w u z n ' t n . iwt l i in ' more 'n a b o y , " 
" Y e s — y e s ! H o w c a m e you t o no t i ce t hem so 

c lose ly? W e r e t h e y al l on deck?" 
•• Boss , t hey w e r e . " 
" Bu t even so, I see by y o u r m a n n e r t h a t 

y o u ' v e g o t s o m e t h i n g else t o t e l l . " 
" Boss , I l iev." 
" Oh , g r e a t s n a k e s a n d l i t t le s c o r p i o n s ! " f u m e d 

C a p t a i n J a k e , in a n u n d e r t o n e . " W o u l d n ' t 1 
l i k e to fling my boo t a t t h a t fel low's h e a d . " 

'• P a t i e n c e — p a t i e n c e ! " m u r m u r e d the de-
t e c t i v e . 

" Well , m y f r iend , let us h a v e i t , " he sa id , 
q u i e t l y . 

" Be yon t h e de t ec t ive?" 
" Y e s . " 
" 1 t h o u g h t so."' 
" I a m . " 
" I knowed i t . " 
" F r i e n d , w« n r e in a b ig h u r r y . Would you 

p leaBe tel l m e w h a t y o u h a v e t o say?" 
•« Y a u s . " 
" W e l i r 

H e sez t o me, he sez " 
" Who says' ;" 
" T h e l o n g f e l l e r . " 
" G o o n . " 
*' H e sez t o m e , h e sez , ' boss , t h e r e ' s a de -

t e c t i v e a l t e r me, m e b b e In t h a t t he r e t u g wh in 
d i d n ' t g e t t h r o u g h t h e d r a w , ' be sez, ' a n ' ir they 
a x you if y o u 3een ns, d o n ' t you tel l , ' h e sez. 
• a n ' do a big f avo r to a n h o n e s t w o r k i n g m a n . ' " 

" Yes , y e s ! ' 
" Waa l , X d idn ' t s a y ay, yes no r no. boas ." 
" Did yon see t h e n a m e of t h e t ug?" 
" Y a a e , " d rawled t h e s k i p p e r . 
P o o r C a p t a i n J a k e could s t a n d it no l o n g e r . 
" G o l b u s t y o u , I wisl i t s o m e o n e would bui ld 

a l ire u n d e r n e a t h you !" lie s h o u t e d . 
" W h a t ' s t h e m a t t e r wi th t h a t feller? I s he 

looney , o r hez he g o t a lit?" d r a w l e d h e of t h e 
J o n e s . 

" G o on, f r i e n d — g o o n — t h e n a m e of t h e t u g ? " 
d e m a n d e d t h e de tec t ive , d o i n g his best to keep 
h i s p a t i e n c e . 

" Wanl , ' t w a s t h e W a r E a g l e . " 
" A n d wha t is it t h a t you w a n t t o tell me?" 
" W a a l , i t ' s j e s t tlris, boss . 1 d o n ' t Know t h e m 

fe l lers , a n ' I d o n ' t w a n t e r . " 
" N o , or c o u r s e n o t . " 
" S o I Bez t o mysel f , sez I. looker liyar, yon 

g o o n a b o a t y e r b u s i n e s s , mi ' if ye r o v e r h a u l e d 
y o u tel l , and g i v e u p t h e let ter . If you haiD t 
o v e r h a u l e d , g i v e u p t h e letLer. L e t he r g o s o . " 

" L e t t e r — w h a t l e t t e r?" 
" T h e l e t t e r t h e long fel ler g i m m e t o m a i l . " 
" Ob, b e g a v e y o u a l e t t e r , d id her' 
" Y a a s , a n ' I 'm a - g o i n ' to g ive i t to y o u . " 
" C o m e ! T h e r e ' s s o m e t h i n g t ang ib l e in t h a t , " 

m u t t e r e d the d e t e c t i v e . " L e i ' s ht .ve t h e l e t t e r , 
f r i e n d . " 

V e r y s lowly a n d wi th g r e a t d e l i b e r a t i o n t h e 
s k i p p e r of the J o n e s p r o d u c e d a l e t t e r . 

" H e a x e d m e t o mal l i t in N e w a r k , " b>-
d r a w l e d , " b u t I a i n ' t o - m i x i n ' m y s e l f o p in a n -
o t h e r m a n ' s bus ines s , n o t if I k n o w i t . " 

T h e l e t t e r w a s h a n d e d t o t h e d e c k - h a n d on t h e 
D o c t o r . T h e deck -han i l p a s s e d It u p t o Old K i n g B r a d y . 

I s t h a t all y o a ' v e j-ot '.o s ay , n e i g h b o r " 
a s k e d C a p t a i n J a k e , wi th an a i r of g r i m d e t e r -
m i n a t i o n . 

T h a t ' s a l L " 
" T h e n l e t m e s a y t h a t of nil t h e s low, c o n -

s a r n e d d o u b l e - b a c k a c t i o n , t a rnu l i ju ts , you ' se t h e 
wors t , By g n m , yes! T h e very w o r s t ! " 

" W h a t ' s — t l i e r — m a t t e r ? " d r a w l e d t h e sk ip -
p e r . " H e v you r a n looney a g a i n ? " 

T h e n a t each o t h e r t h e t w o s k i p p e r s of t h e t w o 
t u g s w e n t h a m m e r a n d ' t o n g s . 

T h e a i r w a s f a i r l y b lue with Ibe l r i m p r e c a -
t i o n s . 

Old K i n g B r a d y m e a n w h i l e t o r e ope n t h e l e t t e r 
a n d r ead ti 

I t w a s a d d r e s s e d to " Mrs. Q, Boezee, 892 
B e d f o r d s t r e e t , N e w Y o r k C i ty . " 

I t s c o n t e n t s w e r e a s fo l l ows : 

" MOTHER BEEZEE—The gir l is d e a d . We 've 
go t the boy. You kill t h e baby and t h e boodle ' s 
o a r s . Y o u r s in hopes , PROFESSOR." 

" S top t h a t no i se a n d t a k e m e b a c k t o Now 
York!'" r o a r e d Old K i n g B r a d y . 

H e k n e w n o w t h a t he h a d n o t fol lowed u p t h e 
t ra i l of the t u g in va in . 

C H A P T E R V. 
MOTHER B E E Z E E . 

ANYTHING R .ew?" 
•• S c . " 
" Did you find on t how m u c h m o n e y bad been 

t a k e n ? " 
" Y e s . " 
" H o w m u c h ? " 
" Over e i g h t y t h o u s a n d d o l l a r s . " 
" A b ig h a u l . " 
" Yes . " 
" W h o w a s tel l ing you?" 
" B u c k a l o o . " 
" Does he feel c n t up by It?" 
" N o t a t a l l . " 
" W h a t d id he say*" 
" Said t h a t he \ l g ive t h a t m u c h m o r e t o know 

how the g i r l c a m e to be in the v a u l t . " 
•• W h a t ! " 
Old K i n g B r a d y d r e w a l o n g b r e a t h . 
The s u g g e s t i o n t h a t t h e gi r l had been con-

cealed in tiie vau l t w a s s o m e t h i n g n e w to h i m . 
It was m o r n i n g . 
Ba rk in New York n o w and n o n e the wor se 

for his m i d n i g h t a d v e n t u r e s , Old K i n g Brady , 
a f t e r g e t t i n g h i s b r e a k f a s t , had c o m e a r o u n d to 
Bucka loo ' s b a n k . 

I t was too ear ly for Lhe b a n k t o be open , b u t 
j u s t inside t h e door the d e t e c t i v e m e t o n e of the 
pol icemen who c a m e in a t his cal l t h e n i g h t be-
fore. 

Of cou r se t he r e wus q u e s t i o n i n g a n d c ross -
q u e s t i o n i n g . 

Now c a m e th i s s t a t e m e n t which m a d e t h e ^ ld 
de t ec t i ve o p e n his eyes. 

" W h a t m a k e s you t h i n k the w o m a n w a s in t h e 
vaul t?" lie d e m a n d e d . 

Wo found a p iece of h e r d r e s s t h e r e fo r o n e 
t h i n g . " 

" T h a t a i n ' t proof e n o u g h . " 
" Well, w e found her 9boe the re for a n o t h e r . " 
" N o r t h a t e i t h e r . " 
" Well, she wasn ' t d e a d . She revived in t h e 

a m b u l a n c e a n ' told t h e d o c t o r t h a t s h e w a s in 
the vau l t . " 

" Blas t th is fe l low! H e ' s as slow as t h e c a p -
tain of the So lomon J o n e s , " t h o u g h t Old K i n g 
Brady, 

" Ie she st i l l a l ive?" he a s k e d , e a g e r l y . 
" No. S h e died in the C h a m b e r s S t r e e t H o s -

p i t a l . " 
" S a y a n y t h i n g b e f o r e s h e died?" 
" Well, if s h e d id , 1 d o n ' t k n o w i t . T h a t ' s all 

I h e a r d . " 
The re was c lear ly n o use h a n g i n g a r o u n d 

Bucka loo ' s b a n k any l o n g e r . 
I t is t r u e t h a t Old K i n g Brudy m e a n t t o h a v e 

an in t e iv i ew wi th Mr. Bucka loo , b u t t h a t , he 
dec ided , shou ld he la ter . 

H e lef t t he b a n k , a n d p r o c e e d i n g t o t h e n e a r -
e s t d r u g s t o r e , app l i ed himself t o t h e t e l e p h o n e , 
cul l ing u p h i s own office. 

" H a s t h e m a n been Bent t o look a f t e r the 
t u g ? " he c a l l e d . 

Of c o u r s e t h e a n s w e r w a s not a u d i b l e . 
T h e n fol lowed a one - s ided c o n v e r s a t i o n . 
" War E a g l e ! " 
" N e w a r k B a y ! Yes ! G e t t h a t ! N e w a r k 

Bay! " 
" W h a t ' s t h a t ? He ' l l s t a r t in half a n h o u r ? 

H e o u g h t to h a v e s t a r t e d b e f o r e . " 
" All r i g h t . L ° t h im Hod t h e o w n e r a n d a r -

r e s t t he s k i p p e r . G o o d - b y e . " 
H a v i n g t ln ished th i s Old K i n g B r a d y wa lked 

a r o u n d t o t h e C h a m b e r s S t r e e t Hosp i t a l . 
" I w a n t t o see t h e d o c t o r who k n o w s a b o u t 

the y o u n g w o m a n b r o u g h t in f rom B u c k a l o o ' s 
b a n k ear ly t h i s m o r n i n g , " he s a id . 

" Dr. B r o w n , " replied Lhe c le rk . 
" Where c a n I find h im? 
" U p - s t a i r s in the cnBu.il w a r d ? " 
To t h e c a s u a l w a r d t h e de t ec t i ve w e n t and 

. found Dr. B r o w n . 
" My n a m e is Brady . I w a n t t o s p e a k with 

you a m o m e n t , d o c t o r . " 
" O l d K i n g Brady , the de tec t ive?" 
" Yes, e i r . " 
" A b o u t w h a t did yon wish to n e k ' " 
" The y o u n g lady b r o u g h t in f rom Bucka loo ' s 

b a n k las t n i g h t . ' ' 
•' Ah, yea. P o o r t h i n g ! " 
" .She Is d e a d . " 
" Yes. Died Hoon a f t e r . " 
" Was s h e m u c h d i s f igured?" 
" N o t a t all, e x c e p t i n g a s l ight cu t a b o u t t h e 

face. S t r a n g e , too, when t he r e w a s a d y n a m i t e 
exp los ion in t h e b a n k , t hey s a y . " 

" Were you the pa r ty who b r o u g h t her in? 
" Oh, no. I 'm in c h a r g e or t h e w a r d . " 
" Who did!" 
" Dr. G r e e n o u g h . " 
" Cnn I see Dr. G r e e n o n g h ? " 
Dr. G r e e n o u g h was ca l led in f r o m a n o t h e r 

r o t in. 
H e s t a n e d s l igh t ly as he saw t h e de t ec t i ve . 
H e was a y o u n g m a n with t ow-co lo red ha i r 

and lishy eyes. 
H e r e sponded to the de tec t ive ' s first q u e s t i o n s 

sa t i s fac to r i ly e n o u g h . 
They re la ted to t h e call a n d t h e rece iv ing of 

t h e d e a d g i r l . 
Dr . G r e e n o u g h ' s a n s w e r s were s low to come, 

and brief when they came . 
I t w a s the case of the t u g c a p t a i n still a g a i n , 

b u t wi th the d i f fe rence t h a t Dr . G r e e n o u g h w a s 
well e d u c a t e d nud very sh rewd . 

" A n d you t h o u g h t t h i s lady was dead when 
you received her in to your a m b u l a n c e ? " a sked 
t h e de tec t ive a s t h e conve r sa t i on c o n t i n u e d . 

" Yes , s i r . " 
" Did you e x a m i n e her in t h e b a n k ? " 
" Yes , s i r . " 
" N o s igns of life t hen?" 
" No, s i r ." 
" When did she revive?" 
" I t was s o m e w h e r e a b o u t B r o a d w a y a n d 

V e s e y s t r e e t t h a t 1 first hea rd her m o a n . " 
" A n d then?" 
" T h e n I admin i s t e red t h e usua l r emed ies a n d 

she r e v i v e d , " 
" W h a t did she say?" 
" S h e seemed dnzed ; she k e p t m u t t e r i n g : 

• Oh, t h a t safe! T lmt dreadfu l safe! ' " 
" By which you a s s u m e d s h e bad been locked 

u p in t h e b a n k v a u l t b e f o r e i t w a s b lown o p e n ? " 
" N o t a t all . She to ld m e i t was s o . " 
" Did she say a n y t h i n g else?" 
" Y e s ; she was c r y i n g ou t a b o u t h e r b r o t h e r . " 
" A n y t h i n g else?" 
" S h e m a d e s o m e i n d i s t i n c t a l lus ion t o a 

b a b y . " 
" W h a t did she aay a b o u t her b ro the r?" 
" S h e kep t cul l ing h i m . " 
" T h e name?" 
" B e n . " 
" I b e g y o u r pa rdon , d o c t o r , b u t if yon could 

j u s t g ive a connec ted s t a t e m e n t of wha t s h e 
said " 

" Well , t h a t is a b o u t a l l . " 
" Ami she died in the hosp i ta l a f t e r you took 

her f r o m the a m b u l a n c e ? " 
" N o , she died in the a m b u l a n c e . " 
" B u t I unde r s tood to t h e c o n t r a r y . " 
" I t is a m i s t ake , whoever t o ld y o u . " 
" S h e did no t g ive her n a m e ? " 
" N o . " 
" Y'ou a sked he r?" 

Yes . " 
" W h a t did she say?" 
" H e r mind did n o t seem t o b e c l ea r a t any 

t ime . S h e madn no def in i te a n s w e r . " 
" W h a t were the c i r c u m s t a n c e s of her d e a t h ? " 
" S u e was s i lent for a few m o m e n t a . B e f o r e 

t h a t s h e had been m u t t e r i n g . Whan I c a m e to 
look I found she w a s g o n e , " 

" W a s the re n o t h i n g found upon her to indi-
c a t e w h o she was?" 

" I cou ld n o t say . As aoon a s she w a s b r o u g h t 
i n to t h e hoapi ta l I t u rned ber over to D r . 
U r o w n . " 

" No, t he r e was n o t h i n g , " said Dr. Brown. 
" I m a d e t h e s e a r c h myself . N o t h i n g wus 
f o u n d . " 

" Can I see t h e body?" 
" S e e the bodyl Why, t hey t ook t h e body 

a w a y , Mr. B r a d y . " 
" C o m e , " t h o u g h t t h e d e t e c t i v e ; " m y f r iend 

of t h e S o l o m o n JoDes a i n ' t in i t a l o n g s i d e t h e s e 
t w o d o c t o r s . 

" W h o took t h e body away?" he a s k e d a loud . 
" T h e r e w a s a w o m a n called a n d c l a i m e d i t . " 
" H e r n a m e ? " 
" S h e g a v e t h e n a m e of Beezee . " 
•• When?" 
" E a r l y th is m o r n i n g . " 
" B n i t h e co rone r?" 
" T h e co rone r h a p p e n e d t o look in a f ew m o -

m e n t s before s h e a p p e a r e d . They had s o m e l a l k 
t o g e t h e r , and he s i g n e d a p e r m i t for he r to l a k e 
the b o d y . " 

" S t r a n g e a n d very u n n a u a l . " 
" S o i l s t r u c k m e a t t h e t i m e . " 
" Did t h e Beezee w o m a n g i v e n o n a m e t o t h e 

g i r l?" 
" S h e said s h e w a s her b o a r d e r a n d t h a t s h e 

d i d n ' t k n o w h e r n a m e . " 
" S t r a n g e r still . W h a t a d d r e s s did t h i s w o m -

a n g ive?" 
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" S o m e n u m b e r In E i g h t h s t r e e t ; you ' l l find i t 
on t h e b o o k s d o w n - s t a i r s . 

W h a t c o r o n e r was i t?" 
" Dr . S w e e n e y . " 
" H u m p h ! I k n o w him. And this iB all?" 
" All I k n o w , " said Dr. Brown , h e s i t a t i n g l y . 
M a t t e r s were b e c o m i n g highly i n t e r e s t i n g . 
I t s t r u c k Old King B r a d y t h a t Dr. B rown was 

k e e p i n g s o m e t h i n g back . 
H e looked a r e u n d for Dr . G r e e n o u g h . 
B u t Dr . G r e e n o u g h h a d t a k e n himself off. 
Dr . Brown looked a r o u n d nervous ly . 
Old K i n g B r a d y , w a t c h i n g him, sudden ly seiz 

ed the m a n by both c o a t lape ls and conf iden t i a l -
ly s a i d : 

" Now come, d o c t o r , y o u Snow you h a v e n ' t 
to ld m e al l . ' 

" M r . Brady , I - I " 
" N o t a word , d o c t o r . " 

B u t I * 
" y o u ' r e a m a n of family?" 

I a m . T h r e e smal l ch i ld ren and a sa la ry 
se sma l l a s to be r id icu lous . " 

" E n o u g h sa id . You shal l no t be d ragge i l in-
t e the c a s e i t i t is poss ib le to avoid i t . " 

" She g a v e tbe coroner money. I s a w her slip 
i t i n t o his h a n d , " wh i spe red Dr. B r o w n , with a 
ne rvous look a r o u n d . 

" A n d before t h a t he was •" 
" Very r o u g h with her . Af t e rward he s igned 

the p e r m i t . I t ' s a s h a m e , l l r . B rady , " 
" I ndeed , i t i s . " 
" Sweeney is a d i sg r ace to the p ro fe s s ion ; bu t 

he 's no d o c t o r , " 
" How so?" 
" N o t h i n g bu t a H a r l e m d r u g c lerk w h o w a s 

rushed t h r o u g h a P h i l a d e l p h i a col lege in o r d e r 
t h a t he m i g h t be mailo c o r o n e r . T h a t is a l l ." 

" Y o a d o n ' t th ink s h e told him a n y t h i n g ? " 
" I ' m very s u r e she d idn ' t . The m o n e y w a s 

g iven so t h a t she wou ldn ' t have to . " 
" E n o u g h said. W h a t m a d e Dr. G r e e n o u g h 

g o off in such a hur ry?" 
" 1 s u p p o s e h e w a s t h r o u g h . O r p e r h a p s lie 

had a c a l l . " 
" I 'd l ike to see h im a g a i n for a m o m e n t be-

fore I l eave , " said t h e de tec t ive . 
Bu t it w a s f o u n d n p o u i n v e s t i g a t i o n t h a t Dr. 

G r e e n o u g h had sudden ly left the hosp i t a l wi th-
o u t h a v i n g had a call . 

" W h y ! " 
Old K i n g B r a d y w o n d e r e d a s he wa lked u p 19 

Broa i twny . 
In t h e n e w d e v e l o p m e n t s of this s t r a n g e c a s e 

he b e g a n to r ecogn ize s o m e t h i n g m o r e t h a n tbe 
work of o r d i n a r y b u r g l a r s . 

He recogn ized t h a t m i g h t y power in t h e g r e a t 
m e t r o p o l i s — t h e power m o r e migh ty t h a n money 
— t h e pol i t i ca l pul l . 

N o w e v e r y t h i n g re so lved itself in to o n e b u r n -
ing q u e s t i o n : 

" Who w a s t h i s m y s t e r i o u s Mrs. Beezee?" 
The de t ec t i ve went over on to C h a t h a m s t r ee t . 
H e r e In a s t a t i one ry s t o r e he p u r c h a s e d an 

enve lope and with g r e a t c a r e copied the a d d r e s s 
a n d h a n d w r i t i n g on the l e t t e r which he had re-
ceived f r o m t h e c a p t a i n of the Solomon J o n e s . 

H e sealed t h e le t te r t h e n . 
' T h e r e ! T h a t will d o , " he m u r m u r e d . " I ' d 

l ike t o s e e t h e face of P ro f . Foga r ty when he 
l e a rn s t h a t bis c a u t i o u s l y worded l e t t e r fell 10 
Olu K i n g B r a d y to del iver . Ha , h a ! " 

A n d t h e idea con t i nued t o a m u s e t h e d e t e c t i v e 
Until h e e n t e r e d a F o u r t h n v e n u e ca r . 

H e a l i g h t e d a t E i g h t h s t r e e t . 
H o was d e t e r m i n e d 10 t ry t h a t a d d r e s s first. 
N o t t h a t he t h o u g h t i t w n s the t r u e o n e . 
On t h e c o n t r a r y , he fel t su r e t h a t it was not , 

b u t he w a n t e d l o m a k e s u r e of i t be fo re g o i n g t o 
Re.iford s t r e e t . 

A n d he w a s r i g h t . 
T b e n u m b e r In E igh th s t r e e t p roved t o be a n 

old p r i v a t e res idence , t r a n s f o r m e d for b u s i n e s s 
pu rposes . 

T h e r e w a s a l a g e r b e e r s a l o o n in the b a s e m e n t , 
a fu r f ac to ry on t h e first floor, a n d a w o r k e r in 
f ancy f e a t h e r s up - s i a i r s . 

E a c h of t h e s e p a r t i e s w a s v is i ted a n d q u e s -
t ioned . 

I t was c e r t a i n t h a t t h e mys te r ioua Mrs. Beezee 
was n o t k n o w n In t h i s house . 

N e x t Old K i n g Brady wen t t o Bedford s t r e e t . 
H e r e in t h a t cu r ious ne ighborhood , i h e 

only p a r t of New York w h e r e the s t r e e t s a r e na r -
row a n d winding , he d i scove red t h a t t h e n u m b e r 
g iven in Prof . F b g a r t y ' s l e t t e r was a t t a c h e d to 
llie door of an old f a sh ioned house , wh ich c a r -
ried Its a i r of m y s t e r y u p o n l is face. 

I t w a s o n e of those h o u s e s o n e s o m e t i m e s 
mee t s with in Now York ' s b y s t r e e t s which b e a r s 
t h e a p p e a r a n c e of h a v i n g d r o p p e d n o t of a n o t h e r 
age . 

I t w a s a three-Btory, r ed -pa in t ed br ick house . 
T h e b l inds were a s in tense ly g r e e n a s llie 

b r icks were bri l l iant ly red , a n d a s t i gh t ly shu t a s 
t h e shell of t h e p roverb ia l o y s t e r . 

The whole a p p e a r a n c e or t h e Bedford s t r e e t 
domici le ind ica ted a d e t e r m i n a t i o n lo g ive n o t h -
ing a w a y . 

Old K i n g Brady took a survey of t h e house , 
waiked on pas t it a n d en te red the g roce ry on 
the co rne r . 

H e r e he e x p e c t e d to find a G e r m a n , a s ueual , 
for he had not looked a t i h e siyn. 

If he had done so be would h a v e seen t h a t it 
bore t h e n a m e Murphy . 

Once we knew of an Ir ish d a r k y wLo bore t h e 
n a m e P a t r i c k Murphy, b u t a G e r m a n Murphy is 
a man i fe s t impossibi l i ty . 

I t was a li t t le, d r i ed -up s p e c i m e n of the E m -
era ld Isle who gree ted the de t ec t ive . 

" I 'm looking for a Mrs. Beezee. Can you tell 
m e where she live9?" the de t ec t i ve asked . 

" Su re I c a n , " said Mr. M u r p h y , a n d he indi-
c a t e d the house . 

" Does she t r a d e with you?" 
" She used to. H o w l d on . I k n o w you, 

boss . " 
" Yes?" 
" I k n o w ' d ye y e a r s a g o when ye a r r i s t e d Al-

d e r m a n McGron ty for c o u n t e r f e i t i n g — d ' y e 
mind? H e klpt the sa loon an t h e c o r n e r of Cor-
nel ia s t r e e t . " 

" O h , very we l l . " 
" L u k a t t h a t n o w ! An* i t ' s tw ln ly y e a r s a g o 

if It 's a d a y . " 
I g u e s s you ' r e r i g h t . " 

" A n ' a r e ye a f t e r Mother Beezee?" Inqu i r ed 
t h e g r o c e r , l e a n i n g o v e r the c u u n t e r conf iden t -
ially. 

" I have bus iness wi th h e r . " 
" A n d I l i a - e n o n e s u r e — n o t s ince s h e tuk her 

t r a d e t o ould s o u r c r o u t on the o t h e r co rne r , bad 
luck to h im! I tell you, Mr. Brady , th im Dutch-
m e n o u g h t to be h u n t e d o u t of New York, so 
they o u g h t . " 

" Why, i t is genera l ly s u p p o s e d t h a t the Dutch 
were the firs: o w n e r s of N e w Y o r k , " l aughed the 
de l e t live. 

" No t a t all. Whoever towld ye t h a t towld a 
b l a m e d lie. Sore every w a n k n o w s t h a t the Irish 
d i sk ive red New York in i h e t in th c e n t u r y before 
C o l u m b u s w a s b o r n . " 

" J u s t so! J u s t so . Bu t a b o u t t h i s Mrs. 
Beezee. Since you know me I ' m g o i n g t o ask a 
f avo r of you . " 

" A n n y t h i n g a t all t o ob l ige ." 
" W h o is she a n d w h a t is she?" 
" N o w looke t h e r e ; ye j i s t s t r u c k t h e r i g h t 

s p o t for the l n f o r m a y i l o o . I k n o w h e r l ike a 
b o o k . " 

" W h a t kind ol a c r ib does s h e k e e p ? " 
" Tell me a n ' I 'll tell y o u ; b u t t h e r e ' s m a n y 

g o e s in an" few c o m e s o u t . " 
" Boarders?" 
" A-r - r -h! G ' l o n g wid yel B o a r d e r s me 

eye!" 
" W h a t then?" 
Mr. Murphy leaned f a r t h e r o v e r t h e c o u n t e r 

and p u t his hand a l o n g s i d e his m o n t h . 
" M u r l h e r e r s m o r e t han b o a r d e r s , " h e whis -

pe red . 
" W h a t c a n y o a m e a n ? " 
" Mur lhe re r s ! They c o m e In c a r r i a g e s , loo, 

s o m e on 'em. O b , I 've seen ' e m th i s m a n y a 
y e a r . " 

" I wish you 'd e x p l a i n . " 
" T h a t ' s w h a t I ' m a -do ln ' . Su re , t h e s e m u r -

the r in ' women " 
" Hold 011! Is i t a b a b y f a r m ? " 
" You 've hit i t s t r a i g h t . " 
11 And it has been r u n n i n g a l o n g while?" 
" T w i n t y yea r s . " 
" T h e n this Mrs, Beezee m u s t be a w o m a n of 

m a n y sec re t s " 
" Sayc re t s ! Sayc re t s , is i t ! Well , now, you ' r e 

t a r k l n s t r a i g h t ! " 
" T h a n k you! T h a n k y e n ! " sa id t h e de t ec l -

ive. 
H e m a n a g e d to g e t away soon a f t e r t h a t and 

walked s t r a i g h t up Mrs. Beezee'a s t e p s and r a n g 
i h e bell. 

A very s i n g u l a r l o o k i n g person opened t h e 
doo r . 

S h e was a w o m a n n o t over l ive fee t h igh and 
a l m o s t a s b road as she was long. 

She w a s old, wr ink led and h ideous . 
H e r f ace was as ugly as sin i lself . 
" I have a le t ter here for Mrs. Q- Beezee , " 

said Old K i n g B r a d y . " I c a m e f r o m Prof . Fo-
g a r t y . " 

T h e woman eyed him narrowly, b u t did n o t 
hold o u t her hand for ihe le t t e r . 

She seemed s u s p i c i o u s — a f r a i d . 
A n d ye t t h e de t ec t i ve felt l h a t she could 

s ca r ce ly have r e c o g n i z e d h i m . 
H e w a s bu t l i t t le known In t h i s ne ighbo rhood . 
In n o p a r t of New York d o p e o p l e live In such 

quie t r e t i r e m e n t a s in t h i s a lmo3t u n k n o w n re-
g ion a r o u n d t h e head of Bleecker s t r ee t . 

Moreover , Old K i n g Brady had d i sposed of the 
whi le h a t before s t a r t i n g 011 this e r r a n d . 

" No. She don ' t k n o w me , b u t she ' s a f r a id on 
g e n e r a l p r inc ip l e s , " lie t h o u g h t . 

" H e r e ' s t he le t te r , m a ' a m , if you a r e Mrs . 
Beezee ," be said, h u m b l y . 

" I am Mrs . Beezee. When did you s e e Prof . 
F o g a r t y ? " 

" L a s l n i g h t ! " 
" L a s t n igh t ! You were in t h e " 
She p a u s e d s u d d e n l y a n d g l anced beh ind ber 

in a f r i g h t e n e d way. 
" Yes, I w a s in t h e b a n k when t h e p r o f e s s o r 

and P l u g Moran a n d Big S c h m i t z c r a c k e d the 
v a u l t , " whispered the de tec t ive , conf iden t i a l ly . 
" You n e e d n ' t be afraid of m e . " 

M o t h e r B-ezee looked re l ieved. 
" Oh. y o u were?" 
" Yes . " 
" H o w did i t c o m e o u t ? " 
" B a n g up ! We g o t t b e bood le und g a v e t b e 

fly cops the s l ip , " 
" They d i d ? ' 
" Yes . ' ' 
" W h e r e " 
" Where did they go?" 
" Y e s . " 
" I p N e w a r k Bay, you k n o w . " 
" C o m e i n , " sa id Mother Beezee. " G i v e m e 

Ihe l e t t e r a n d c o m e in. I never seen you b e f o r e 
a n ' you look m e by s u r p r i s e . W h a t ' s y o u r 
n a m e ? " 

" Duffy. F r i end of P r o f . F o g a r t y . " 
Mrs. Beezee to re open t h e l e t t e r a n d has t i ly 

read it,. 
H e r f ace t a r n e d dea th ly pa le . 
" You k n o w wlial t h i s is abou t? " s h e s t a m -

m e r e d . 
" Ob, y e s , " rep l ied the de tec t ive , easi ly . " H e 

tells you l h a t t h e gi r l is d e a d a n d t h e boy c a p -
tu red , a n d w a n t s you t o d o up the k id . " 

T h e l a s t r e m n a n t of s u s p i c i o n van i shed f rom 
t h e w o m a n ' s face . 

" C o m e in h e r e , " she said , flinging open a 
doo r . 

She u she red tbe d e t e c t i v e in to a d i r ty room 
w h e r e t h e r e w a s a n u n m a d e bed, c lo thes s c a t -
t e red a b o u t a n d t h e air very closo and s tu f fy . 

•• We 've g o t to ac t qu ick o r thero' l l be 
t r o u b l e , " s a id Old K i n g B r a d y . " F i r s t of all 
t h e gi r l m u s t be buried, you k n o w . " 

" She ' s bur ied a l r e a d y . " 
" N o ! Is t i :a t so?" 
" Y e s , I t ook her o u t of t h e hosp i ta l and we 

ran her r i g h t o u t t o the ceme te ry of t b e Ever -
g r e e n s a n d bu r i ed her i b i s m o r n i n g . I 've j u s t 
g o t b a c k . " 

" W h e r e d i d you bury her?" 
Mrs. Beezee g a v e the g r a v e n u m b e r In tbe pub -

lic plot . 
" T h a t s e t t l e s h e r , " said t h e de t ec t i ve . 
" Y e s . " 
" N o w fo r t h e b a b y ! " 
" Yea ; we m u s t a t t e n d t o the b a b y . J u s t wai t 

a minu te . We'll ta lk it o v e r . " 
She lef t t h e room has t i ly . 
Bu t iu s p i t e of his m a n i f e s t succes s Old K ing 

Brady felt uneasy . 
H e h a d succeeded too well . 
H e fe l t as t h o u g h s o m e t h i n g w a s a b o u t 10 

h a p p e n . 
As lie faced t h e d i r t y r o o m his eyes c h a n c e d lo 

r e s t upon a m i r r o r which h u n g be tween t h e win-
d o w s a n d c o n s e q u e n t l y faced t h e Inner door , 
t h r o u g h which Mother Beezee had d i s a p p e a r e r . 

Twice in Ins walk be h a d g l a n c e d a t ib is mi r -
ro r , a n d it ref lected n o t h i n g b u t t h e c o n t e n t s of 
tlio d i r ty room a n d the c losed doo r . 

This w a s t h e t h i rd t ime , a n d n o w t h e r e sud -
den ly a p p e a r e d u p o n tbe m i r r o r t h e Bbadow of a 
m a n . 

H e was p e e r i n g a t t he re f l ec t ion of t h e d e t e c t -
ive ' s face t h r o u g h t h e doo r . 

I t was only for an i n s t a n t t h a t t b e s h a d o w re-
ma ined visible, b a t b e f o r e i t v a n i s h e d t h e de-
tec t ive k n e w w h a t he had t o e x p e c t . 

I t was t h e f ace of Dr. G r e e n o u g h , t h e y o u n g 
a m b u l a n c e s u r g e o n , who had t a k e n t h e body of 
Old K i n g B r a d y ' s veiled v i s i lo r f r o m i h e B u c k a l o o 
b a n k , 

C H A P T E R V I . 
BEN AN!) THE COUNT. 

Now t h e r e a d e r k n o w s o n e v e r y I m p o r t a n t 
po in t in c o n n e c t i o n with t h i s I m p o r t a n t c a s e 
t h a t Old K i n g Brady did n o t k n o w . 

I t was t h a t t h e boy, Ben Morr is , ins tead of be-
ing Ihe t r a i t o r t h a t t h e d e t e c t i v e fea red , w a s 
a c t u a l l y a n unwi l l ing p r i s o n e r In the h a n d s of 
t h e b u r g l a r s . 

P a s s i n g o v e r t h e h a p p e n i n g s of t h e t ime occu -
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. pied in lhe escape from tbe bank and the tr ip 
through the Kills, we t ake up beu ufter the sep-
a ra t ion of the tugs . 

Still a prisoner, Ben sut upon a coil of rope in 
the stern of tbe lug, watching the Salomon Jones 
us tha t lug sheered ofl in the direction of Newark. 

Prof. Foga r ly had just gone into the cabin, 
nf ter hand ing the let ter to the captain of the 
J o n e s . 

Now he came out again, and after pac ing up 
aud down the narrow deck a few moments, ad-

• dressed himself to Mr. Plug Moran, who was in 
t h e pi lot-house with the sLeersmau, s t ra in ing 
bis eyes back toward the long bridge. 

" I s i t shu t SLill? I can ' t see, me eyes igh t is 
so b lame poor ," asked the professor. 

" Yes," replied P l u g ; " the bridge is atill 
Shut ." 

Has the train gone over!" 
•4 I t is jus t over ." 
" T h e y ' l l be opening it again in a minute 

then?" " They are opening 1L now." 
" Blame irood job for us tha t t h e trniD came 

a long . " 
" Yes." 
" Is she open?" 
This a few moments Inter. 
In the meant ime Mr. Plug Moran had produced 

a night ghiss and was looking through it a l tile 
bridge. 

" S h e ' s open." 
" Are they coming through?" 
" Yes, they are ." 
" I t can ' t be the detective," muttered Prof. 

Fogarty , " and yet il might be. Burning blue 
bluzea! 1 wisht we'd cul his head off while we 
bad a chance and chucked it into the sl ip." 

It was now some lime since they first noticed 
tbe tug. 

From the first it had given them uneasiness. 
They had discussed and reJiscussed the 

chances of i l being some one in pursuit of them, 
bnl even now they were not sure ." 

" Is she t h r o u g h ! Is she through?" cried the 
professor, leaning over the s tern rail until Ben 
began to think how easy it would be t o give 
hint one shove and send hint into the water. 

Plug Moran had left the pilot-house before this, 
and was now s tanding on top of the little cabin 
looking through the glass. 

Big Schmitz had j.isi appeared th rough the 
cabin door and joinod Prof. Fogarty at tliu s te rn . 

" Yes. She's through," said Plug, a f te r a 
moment . " Now we'll know." 

The professor and Big Schmitz held their 
brea th . 

" Wrong! We are all wrong! They weren' t 
a f t e r UH a l all ." 

And Plug Moran shut t ing tbe night glass with 
a snap, began execut ing a jig on top of the 
cabin roof in the excess of his joy. 

" H e y , hey I Stop that , blame you!' ' roared 
t h e captain of the War Eagle. " D o you want 
to bns t i n me roof. That there hain' t made to 
dance on. If you s o n t e r j ig It, go ashore ." 

" O n c t I knowed a Irisher what j igged it four 
hours on a stretch, when I keeps dot leedle peer 
saloon by de Bowery in soxty- t ree ," drawled Big 
Schmitz, beginning on one of bis in terminable 
reminiscences. 

But his s tory was c u t shor t by P lug Moran 
suddenly leaping on bis back from the roof, above. 

" if fin Qott in llimmelV' groaued the Ger-
man. 

" s h u t u p ! I feel as though I mast do some-
tb iog!" roared Plug. " We've gol it, profess! 
We've got it and no one after us . That tug has 
headed s t ra ight for Newark and wasn't a f te r us 
a t all." 

He seized the hands of the astonished Fogar ty 
and began j igging it again. 

"Ol i ! Auch! Be golleys bat you've ground 
, me big toe to powder! ' ' roared Prof. Fogar ty , 
' tear ing himself away and l imping about the 

deck. "Wi l l ye behave yourself? Is it a f te r 
go ing crazy you are?" 

I t was a ludicrous Bcene altogether. 
Even Ben had t o laugh a t it. 
They bad removed the gag some time before 

this, but the boy's hands were Still tied. 
P ing seemed t o take pity on hiin when lie 

beard him laugh. 
" S a y , if ye'll promise not to try to escape 

I'll on tie your hands ," he said. 
" I'll promise." 
" You must be tired of holdin' em so." 
" 1 am." 
P lug whipped oot bis knife and cut the cords. 
Meanwhile Prof. Fogarty had been s tand ing , 

meditatively rubbing his slim jaw and looking 
down at Ben. 

" S a y , Plug, why wouldn't he do?" he asked. 

" What 's the mat ter with gel l ing llie count lo-
cight?" 

Plug Moran stared and then gave his big 
thigh a slap. 

" Profess, your head is a g r ea t one! ' ' 
" He could get in. He's sharp, loo. We 

might pick up a lad who would be a blamed 
siglil worse." 

" Thai ' s so. But would he do i t !" 
" Tel) liiin the t ruth an ' ke'll do i t ." 
" You wouldn't dare!" gasped Fogarty. "Th ink 

what the count would say." 
All Ibis had been spoken out right before Ben. 
Of course tbe boy listened curiously. 
He suspected the t ru th already. 
Wbai is more, Prof. Fogarly intended tha t lie 

should. 
" You can talk to him if you want to," said 

Plug. " Come on, Dutch, and give the profess 
a chance ." 

Ben sat still, with a face deathly while. 
His eyes were fixed on I'rof. Fogarty. 
The whole expression uf his face showed that 

he waa perfectly prepared for what was lo 
come. 

" Now, looker here, Benny," began Prof. 
Fogarty. with a whine, " y o u heard what was 
being said, of course?" 

•' Of course." 
" What do you think of it?" 
" 1 am thinking." 
" There ain't no use of our quarre l ing." 
" No, I don't care to quarre l ." 
'• Because Nana is dead there's no uao a-givin' 

up in despair—is there now, Benny?" 
" N o — n o use," repeated the boy, iu that same 

hard way. 
" Say, Benny!" 
" What is it?" 
•• How do you suppose Nana came to be 

there?" 
" You asked me tha t before, Fogar ly . " 
" I know I did, but you didn' t answer ." 
" I told you I didn't know." 
" But you do—you must!" 
" I don ' t ! If I did I wouldn't lell you." 
" O h , dear, but this is bard!" groaned Pror. 

Fagarty, sentimentally. 
' Burn ing blue blazes, bu t i t 's very hard! 

Here's a boy what I 've brung up from a kid on 
Ui« fat of the land, with precious little of the 
lean mixed with it; so to speak, an ' Of all the 
Ongratefulest, run tankerous " 

" Dry upl Drop all that and get to business, 
you long-winded snoozer!" bawled the voice of 
Plug Moran, from some mja te r ious concealment 
—possibly behind the cabin window. 

lien's lip curled. 
" The usual spy business," he murmured . 
" Burning blue blazes! How that scared me." 

cried Fogar ly . " liow I'd like to bust that 
snoozer in the snoot, an ' I'll do it, too, same 
day." 

Ben gave a contemptuous laugh. 
" Go on! Go on! If you waul me to rescue 

the count, say so." 
" I do. Benny. I do." 
" Aiu't you afraid to Irust me?" 
" Benny, I am. Still, as P lug says, it seems to 

be the best way." 
" Is everything arranged?" 
" Well, no : not quite. It waa to be next week. 

That 's why I don't like it. Still we mish t make 
a go of it to-night ." 

" But how—how? I don't, know anything 
about i t ." 

" You know the count is on Snake Hill?" 
" Yes." 
" T h e v v e been repair ing tbe penilenl iury." 
" Well?" 
" There's a way of ge t t ing into hia cell ." 
" He Knows it!" 
" No." 
" T h e n how do you?" 
" We was told by a feller who came out last 

week." 
" Ah! and what is the way? ' 
" There 's a new aewer running r ight under 

the count 's cell." 
" Biu the tloor is paved with Btone?" 
"A l l , yes; but sure the stone has been nil 

loosened. It's under the bunk, so i l is. Easy 
raised, lad, easy raised!" 

" A n d you want me to crawl through this 
sewer, raise the s tone and help the count to es-
cape?" 

" T h a t ' s It, lad! Tha i ' s it. You're as sharp 
as iver r see." 

" Professor, I'll do i t . " 
" 1 knowed you wud. Sure an ' there niver 

was nn' niver will be a smar ter lad uor you." 
" Y o u ' v e got the same old blarney, Profes-

BO" " 
t - The very same lad. The very name. The 

Fogartys niver change. Plug, d'ye hear that? 
" G o on with your work a n ' l e t me a l o n e , ' 

called Plug from behind the window. " Young 
Ben, if you try to escape it'll be all day wiih 
you. I don ' t t rus t yer for a cen t . " 

"That 'B all r igh t , " said Fogar ty . " N o w 
you'll jine us, won't you!" 

" I ain' t saving—I'l l Bee abon t tha t . H a s 
the count the slightest suspicion you are going 
to trv a reacue?" 

" N o . " 
" Why didn't you warn htm?'' 
" We tried, but we could find no one for the 

job." 
" A n d having caught me you thought j o n 

might as well make me useful before you killed 
me?" 

" A n ' we mightn ' t kill yer a t all if you'd be-
have yeraiir." 

" All r ight. I'll do the job. Now let mo g o 
to sleep." 

Prof. Fogarty led him to a bunk amidships, 
and told him to turn in. 

" I'll wake ye whin we git there, Benny; t rus t 
me," he said, as Ben closed the door. 

It was four o'clock when Prof. Fagarty tapped 
on the door. 

The War Eagle waa lying in the Hackensack 
among a thiCK clump of bushes which almost 
concealed her smoke-stack, and fully concealed 
every other part of her. 

The situation was a horribly lonely one. 
Behind them trailed the muddy river. 
On lhe right rose the crags of the old quarries 

on Snake Hiil, while on the left marshes extend-
ed a s far a s the eye could reach. 

Prof. Fogar ty was right outside the door when 
Ben stepped out. 

Plug Moran was there too. 
So was Big Schmitz. 
" You w a i t to be almighty quick, boy." 

whispered Plug. " We've whistled for the 
bridge." 

" Bridge? What bridge?" s tammered Ben, 
who was not more than half awake yet. 

" The railroad drawbridge across tho Hacken-
sack, s tupid." 

" What's that got to do with It?" 
" Why, we can' t stay here. Tain ' t allowed. 

They'll order UB off." 
" We're seen then?" 
" 01 course we are seen. We ahall have to 

s t a r t the instant the bridge whistle blows." 
" Am I to leave you here?" 
" Yes." 
" Well?" 
" See that pole st icking up there?" 
" Yes." 
" That marks lhe en t rance lo the sewer " 
" And I 'm to dive?" 
" Yes." 
" What then?" 
" Go back up the sewer. Before you've gone 

far you'll come to a branch leading back under 
the prison. This is the new sewer. Tuin ' i fin-
ished yet an ' must be dry," 

" H u r i y np, for goodness sake ," interrupted 
Fogarty, " or we'll have to s ta r t . " 

" Tell it yourself," growled Plug. 
" Sure there's a white s tone right nnder his 

cell." 
" AH right. And what 's to be done?" 
" We l ave it all to you, Benny. If you can ' t 

do it nobody can." 
" And where am I to meet you?" 
" Al the old foundry. Now, Benny, be a good 

lad an ' do yer beat. Take this." 
" And this," added Plug. 
It was a da.'k lantern from Fogar ty and a re-

volver from Plug. 
" Too-hoo! Too-hoo!" 
It was the whistle of the little stationary en-

gine which was used to turn lhe drawbridge 
uuiking all the noise. 

We'll have to make a s tnr t a t once," called 
down the captain of the War Eagle in a low 
voice-

" Go, Ben!" breathed Prof. Fogar ty . 
Without a word Ben, who had pocketed re-

volver and lantern, made a dive over the t u g 
rail and disappeared beneath the turbid water . 

They had made no mistake in choosing this boy 
for their s t range errand, these men. 

They knew exactly what they wore about. 
They knew lha l lliere was no bet ter swimmer 

and diver in the land. 
" What are you fellows to ld ing on there for?" 

shouted a voice. 
On the top of the ledge a man appeared with 

a irun, 
" Too-hoo! Too-hoo!" went the whistle of the 

bridge. 
" Too-hoo!" answered the tug. 
And immediately lhe screw began to grind. 
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But the prison gua rd was not sa i l s f l e i . 
" S top!" he Bhouted. 
It seemed a little unreasonable, 
J u s t now he wanted to kuow why they didn' t 

cor 
" Wha t in thunder ia the m a t t e r with you?" 

roared the skipper. 
" Wha t was t ha t splash?" 
" One ot the boys drawed a bucke t of water 

to s w a b down the decks wi th—that ' s a l l . " 
There was a momen t ' s pause. 
Then the man on the rocks s h o u t e d : 
" Go o n . " 
A n d the War Eag le went puffing through the 

d raw. 
As long aa it was possible to see the s t ake 

Prof. F o g a r t y and P lug Moran s t ra ined their 
eyes toward it. 

They saw nothing of Ben, however. 
" Will he succeed, think?" asked P lug . 
" F a i t h an ' ff he don ' t , no one c a n , " was Prof . 

F o g a r t y ' s reply. 
" Suppose they shoot him?" 
" B u r n i n g blue blazes! Then it will save us 

the bother of doing the j o b . " 
And the t u g went on up the Hackensa^k . 
Now, a s we ment ioned before, these men made 

no mis t ake in select ing Ben for this task. 
The boy understood his danger thoroughly. 
But his heart was in his work. 
If success was possible, Ben was bound to suc-

ceed. 
His dive had been a bold one. 
He mean t to g o down almost to the bot tom, 

and he succeeded. 
n e opened his eyes t be ins tan t he went under 

the water . 
H e kep t them open aa he came up. 
And when be came up it was alongside the 

s t a k e which he had taken good care no t to lose 
s i g h t of. 

It was nex t t o impossible to see any th ing . 
T o help ma t t e r s out in this r ega rd , Prof. Fo-

iiarty had placed the la rges t lantern on the t ug 
iu such a posi t ion t ha t its l ight would s t r ike 
down into the water . 

I t was only for a minu te t h a t It remained 
thus. 

But dur ing t h a t minu te Ben found the mouth 
of the sewer and passed in. 

Now c a m e the danger . 
Was there a i r enough for him once he passed 

t b e point where the water was above Ids head? 
Prof . Fogar ty had said yes. 
But Ben harilly believed it. 
Nor would he have cared much if it had 

proved no. 
Hen had loved his s is ter Nana with a dep th of 

affection which b u t few men feel for their wives. 
N a n a was dead! 
Ben would jus t as soon have died, too. 
But it was not to be then . 
In a moment his bead came ou t of the wa te r 

and s t ruck aga ins t t he top of the sewer, though 
no t ha rd enough to hu r t him. 

I t was totally dark, b u t there was p len ty of 
air. 

Ben put his feet down. 
Tiiey touched bo t tom. 
He stood still and drew a long brea th . 
The air, pene t ra t ing through some open ing 

fu r the r back a long the l ine of the sewer, seemed 
pure and sweeL lo Ben. 

Yet it was but the malar ia- laden air 01 the 
Je r sey marBhes af te r all . 

" Tha i ' s all r i g h t , " mut te red the boy. " But 
can ihe coun t do ilt H e can ' t swim as well as 1 
can . Oh, this dreadful life! Shall I never g e t 
away f rom it? Pro ' j ab ly never. I wish 10 God I 
was dead!" 

But with this expression of feeling hes i ta t ion 
seemed to end. 

Ben now produced his lan te rn and s ta r t ed 
back a long the sewer. 

Before he had g o n e many feet t be water sank 
below his knees. 

Soon It became a mere slimy ooze. 
A few Btepa fu r the r and he reached the month 

of tbe new b ranch leading under tbe p r i son . 
F rom here the main sewer cont inued on be-

neath the a lmshouse and lunal ic asylum. 
Ben took the b ranch . 
Now in a minu te he k n e w where the l ight came 

f rom. 
Suddenly he c a m e to a break where tbe top 

was all open. 
A light came s t r e a m i n g In t h r o u g h the break 

before lie had half crossed it. 
" T h u n d e r ! What 's t h a t down the naw sewer?" 

he heard a voice excla im. 
Ben c a u g h t his b rea th and p a t his l ight out in 

a hurry. 
His h e a r t b e a t so violently t ha t it teemed ns If 

i ts throbs mus t surely be heard by ihose whom 
he could plainly hear moving a b o u t above. 

" What 's that?" demanded ano ther voice. 
" Though t I seen a light down there ." 
' 1 Well, you don ' t see it now, do you?" 
" N o , I don ' t . " 
" P s h a w , it was only the reflection ot your own 

• lantern on the water . " 
"Beau t i fu l theory, only t h e r e a in ' t no water 

down there ." 
Then the l ight came flashing down, and a 

head cuuld be seen peer iug into tiie sewer . 
Ben crowded aga ins t the wall and held his 

breath. 
" Dunno what it is, bu t I don' t see no th ing ," 

spoke the voice. 
Then the voices began t a lk ing of o ther mat-

ters and presently died away in the distance. 
Ben sp rang across the break and hurr ied on. 
H e did not dare to use bis lantern for a mo-

m e n t or two, 
" I'll j u s t creep along till I r,ome t o the end 

and then have a look," he was th inking when 
suddenly there was a ru9h a n d a gasp ing c ry : 

" M o v e ! Speak! Raise your little finger and 
you are a dead man!" hissed a voice in his ear 
aa two s t rong bands closed upon his th roa t . 

But even though tbe voice spoke in whispers 
Ben knew it . 

" Hold on, count! ' ' be whispered. " I t ' s Ben! 
Don ' t you know me!" 

C H A P T E R V I I . 
OLD KING BRADY'S MISHAP. 

" COME in and sit down. We'll talk the mat-
ter over ." 

" We can talk it over here ." 
" No, no. This room is all in disorder . Come 

into my si t t ing-room. Come." 
Mother Beezee had come back. 
Her invitation to the delect ive to come into 

the next room was most cordial . 
But as it c a m e within two minules a f t e r the 

detective saw the face of Dr. Greenough vanish 
from the mir ror he did not feel qui te cer ta in 
what he ought to do. 

Tnere was deep treachery somewhere . 
He felt perfectly confident t h a i iic waB fight-

ing against shrewd plotters. 
Eighty thousand dollarR had been stolen from 

a well-known banker , and a myster ious female 
found dead or dying in his office. 

I t was jus t the sort of caso tha t Old King 
Brady liked on account of i t s mystery, b u t he 
felt sure some t r a p was set for him ill the o ther 
room. 

Therefore he r epea t ed : 
" N'o, we will talk it over here . " 
Mother Beezee looked t roubled . 
" You a re afraid of me , " She 6aid. 
" F r a n k l y , m a d a m , I a m . " 
" Why?" 
" To cont inue to be f rank , there is somebody 

else in tha t o ther room." 
The woman changed color. 
" O n l y my nephew." 
" D r . Greenough?" 
" Yea. You know bim?" 
" I met him th is morn ing . " 
Old King Brady spoke as loud as possible. 
He intended the listener should hear . 
H a uot only heard bu t he c a m e r igh t on t in to 

the room. 
" How are yon?" he said, carelessly. 
The detect ive nodded. 
He was ready for t reachery of any sor t now, 
" This ia a queer meet ing." 
" Yes." 
" o r course yon unders tand tha t we know you 

here?" 
" Certainly." 
" I don ' t know what the deuce to do. I j u s t 

happened to see your face in the glass. Odd, 
isn ' i ii?" 

" Very." 
" Have a smoke . " 
" Have one with me . " 
"11a ! ha! You ' re afraid my c igars a re poison-

ed ." 
" Bless my soul, man, I never t hough t of such 

a t h i n s ! " 
" Oh, yes, you did! Ha , ha! Doctor—poison 

—I see Weil, never mind, I don ' t b lame you a 
bit . Well, I'll l ake your weed. Sit down, old 
man, and let's talk it out . Mother, you ge t ou l 
of the way." 

" No, let her s tay where she i s , " said the de-
tective, s ternly. 

Mother Beezee sank Into a cha i r . 
Cigars were l ighted. 
The delectlvo Hang himself in to one chair and 

Dr. Geenongh Into ano the r ; each seemed to he 
wait ing for the oilier lo begin. 

It was the young ambu lance su rgeon who 
finally look up the ball. 

" L o o k here, Mr. Brady, j u s t how do we 
s tand?" 

" My young fr iend, we seem t o be s i t t ing jus t 
at p r e s e n t , " l a id the detect ive serenely. 

" O h , say, now come. There 's no use bea t ing 
about the bush . " 

" Not a b i t . " 
" Of course you know tha t I know you are a 

detect ive." 
" Why cer ta in ly ." 
" And an a lmighty s m a r t one . " 
" T h a n k you, thank you . " 
" If I hadn ' t been here you'd have pulled the 

wool over my motl iei ' s eyes comple te ly ." 
" Mother! I unders tood madam t o say that 

she was your aun t . " 
" I never said nothing of t h e sort . I said he 

was my son!" snapped the old woman. 
" Oh, I beg pa rdon . " 
" Well, 1 am her son, whatever yon under -

s tood," cont inued Dr. Greenough, doggedly . 
" Y o u ' r e smar t , but I 'm lucky I happened to 
coine in and calch you, and tha t ' s j ua l how mat-
ters s t a n d . " 

' • J u s t so . " 
" Now, then , what do you propose?" 
" Oh, i t 's for you lo propose!" 
" Y ou a r e open to a proposi t ion?" 
" Why, cer ta inly ." 
" Give me five minutes to ta lk to my mother , 

will you?" 
" Yes." 
" It 's 10 be cash." 
" Make your proposi t ion." 
" Come, mother ," 

The aged baby farmer arose and walked heavily 
into the o ther room, followed by her son. 

Tbey closed the in tervening door, and their 
voices could be heard in whispered conversa t ion 
behind it-

It was too much for Old King Brady. 
He arose and crept softly Into the passage be-

tween the two rooms. 
Bending down, he was about to !ix bis eye to 

the keyhole, when the end came. 
There was a slight click. 
Then to the detective 's horror , the lloor sank 

beneath hiB feet. 
Down dropped Old King Brady as easily as 

possible. 
S n a p ! 
H e heard the fatal t r ap-door close behind lilin 

as he s t ruck bottom. 
The detect ive ground his teeth in rage. 
" Y o u infernal fool!" he mut te red . " Y o u 

m i g b : h a v e known it! Will you never learn? 
Oh, will you never learn?" 

I t was agg rava t i ng . 
Par t i cu la r ly as no one knew be t t e r than he 

how common such t r aps a re in the g r ea t cltJ'. 
But the mischief was done now and the heel 

way—the only way—was to see how it could be 
undone. 

A n d Old King Brady wasted no t ime In going 
to work. 

He was uot hurt in the least . 
The fall had been to no grea t depth . 
I t could no t be even said t h a t be was bndly 

shaken up. 
Out c a m e the dark lantern now. 
F lash ing it about , no th ing bat br ick walls 

were revealed. 
The p lace was a c i rcular incloaure r is ing to a 

point , or cone, like a po t t e r ' s furnace . 
" A n old c i s te rn ," t h o u g h t the detective. 

" T h a t back room Is an extension. This origin-
ally opened into the back yard ." 

I t was all so, but it did the detect ive b a t l i t t le 
good to know the t ru th in bis p resen t pl ight . 

On account of the pecul iar format ion of the 
walla there was no such ih lng aa c l i m b i n g np to 
be t hough t of. 

A horr ible though t cro8sed the mind of the de-
tective. 

Mother Beezee was a baby fa rmer . 
Some of Mother Betzee ' s babies mus t die some 

time. 
Did she d rop them in this horr ible pit when 

they died? 
The ba re t h o u g h t a lmost m a d e Old King 

Brady's back hair rise, as the Baying goes . 
He flashed his lan te rn downward . 
N o ; the re was no s igns t h a t he waa r i gh t in 

llin t h o u g h t . 
Then c a m e a thorough e x a m i n a t i o n . 
I t resul ted only in p rov ing t o the de tec t ive 

that unless help c a m e from wi thout hs mus t 
s t a rve t o death in this hole. 

Half an hour passed. 
No th ing lmd happened. 
The detect ive was g a s p i n g like a gir l . 
No fresh a i r p e n e t r a t e d hero. 
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His own lungs were rapidly us ing u p lhe oxy-
gen . 

If this s ta te of things continued long he must 
surely die. 

It waB just about this time that the detective 
beard a slight noise behind blm. 

I t sonnded like some one trying to auhasp a 
rus ty lock from its staple. 

H e shut ofi the lantern instantly, watched and 
listened. 

In u moment a round t r ap arose out of tbe 
wooiien flooring, anu up came a lirey red 
head. 

So red was it t ha t said head a lmost rivaled 
the candle which came after it. 

" Hully Gee! What ' s this!" gasped a voice. 
Leggo! Leggo, blame you! Leggo!" 
For Old King Brady had pounced down and 

c a n g h t this unexpected lutruder by bis flery 
locks. 

" Come n p here! Come up here!" 
" N o , I won't , nei ther! You leggo!" 
" C o m e up, 1 tell you!" 
" Holly Gee! I ' l l bust you In the eye!" bel-

lowed the boy. 
But he came up jus t the same 
The detective released his hair and held up a 

warn ing band. 
" Stop tha t noise." 
" What you want?" 
" What do you suppose 1 want?" 
Tbe boy chuckled. 
" Hnlly Gee! I s 'pose you want to gel ou t . " 
" And will make it wel! worth your while if 

you'll help me to do it. Unders tand? ' 
" Yair. How did yon ge t in?" 
Old King Brady pointed upward, 
" Mother Beezee!" 
" Yes." 
" B l a s t her—bless her, I mean! She mus t be 

nut, or my yell would have brought her here be-
fore this." 

" You know h e r ? ' 
" Well, ra r ther!" 
" What 's your name?" 
" They calls me Rube the R a t . " 
" Because you crawl about under g round!" 
" Yair. You've hi t i t . " 
" Five dollars, Rube and you show me tbe 

way out ." 
" I t ' s a go, boss. Come on, bu t if you g im.ne 

away. " 
" Which I never will. But I'll give you th i s . " 
It was a gold live-dollar piece which the de-

tective happened t o bave about him. 
" Bully for you, boss!" 
Rube tbe Rat had never bandied a gold piece 

before. 
He tossed this one np, caught it on its de-

scent , b i t it, and t h r u s t It into the pocket of the 
ragged trousers which encased his legs. 

" She'd kill me If she knowed it, she would," 
he whispered, " bn t seein' a s how you hain ' t 
a-goin' to tell, here goes ." 

H e stepped through the round t r a p door and 
the detective followed him. 

There was a ladder here. 
I t led down to a n a r r o w passage below. 
As they advanced along tbe passage the boy 

glanced nervously a t a door on the left. 
" Is tha t t b e way she comes out sometimes, 

K n b e r ' the detect ive asked. 
" No, no! 1 w a s a thlnkin ' of some th ing 

else." 
" Wha t t " 
" Funerals ." 
" Funerals?" 
" Yair . I know what you want , boss." 
" Hello! Your coming to ray rescue was no 

accident then?" 
" No. I know'd you was there." 
" W e l i r 
" She was a nice gal , boss, an ' s h e was mighty 

good to me. Tha t ' s why I'm agoin ' to tell." 
" And so 1 would, Rube, so I would." 
" You're a detective. I heard Molher Beezee 

atellin' Bob." 
" Meaning Dr. G r e e n o u g h f 
" A—r—n! Doctor me eye!" cried Rube, 

with an expression of profound con tempt . " I 
wouldn' t let him doctor me Bister's cat , so I 
woobln ' t ." 

" Go on—tell m e about th is girl who was 
good to you." 

" You know'd her?" 
" Oh, yes ." 
" Nana!" 
" Yes, yes." 
" They b r o c g her In here dead airly this morn-

ing &nd they had her burled by nine o 'clock. 
Boo-hoo! Boo-hoo? Boo-hoo!" 

They were the genuine, Simon Pure ar t icle , 
these tears lha l Rube the Ra t shed. 

" And they put her in tha t room?" asked the 
detective, kindly. 

" Yair, and tuk her out again. They tuk her 
to the Evergreens, wherever that is, and it's my 
belief Bob Greenough pizened her, and jus t like 
us not, she hain't dead a t all." 

Here were revelatione coining from a wholly 
unexpected source. 1 

Kube!" said the detective, quietly. 
" What is it, boss?" 
" Let yon and me hurry out of here. We'll 

go the Evergreens. We'll find out whether Nana 
is dead or no t . " 

" Will you, boss—oh, will you?" 
" Yea." 
" Come on, then." 
Old King Brady had no notion of going on, 

however, until he had looked behind the closed 
door. 

He so stated hia intention to Rube the Rat. 
" I don' t care," replied the boy. " 'Tain't 

nuthin' but an old lumber room, so far as I 
know." 

Old King Brady burst in the door without dif-
ficulty. 

The boy's description of the place was quite 
correct . 

Old furnitare, old boxes, old champagne 
hampers—all sorts of old traps met his eyes. 

Old King Brady gave a curious exclamation. 
Many—iu fact, most of the objects hia eyes 

rested upon—were addressed to " J . McGroaty." 
This was the ex-aldermau of years gone by, 

whom Old King Brady had sent to Sing Sing for 
counterfeiting. 

The saloon of the ex-alderman had been lo-
cated on Cornelia street. 

I t was always suspected that he had a secret 
den somewhere in the neighborhood. 

Old King Brady began to wonder if this was 
It. 

He felt very certain of it af ter pulling over a 
few of the boxes. 

There were plates of ancient counterfei t bills 
in one of the boxe9. 

Other tliinga relat ing to the q iee r -making in-
dustry were there too. 

Rube the Rat watched the delective impatient-
ly-

" Say, I wouldn't hang around here if I wuz 
you," he said, impatiently. 

" Why not?" 
" Fust th ing you know some o' de g a n g will 

be down." 
" Oh, there's a gang, is there?" 
" Yair." 
" What kind ol a gang?" 
" Don't ax mo what I don' t know." 
" Bui you must know something about lliem. 

What do they do in this room?" 
" Ax me something I know. They never 

come In this room, boss." 
" Oh, there are other rooms?" 
" Yair ." 
" And what do they do in the other rooms?" 
" Drink an ' smoke an' chin." 
" How did these things come here, Rube?" 
" Blamed if I know . Dey wuz always dere; 

but , say, won't you come?" 
" Yes," said the detective. " I will g o now." 
And Old King Brady followed Rube the Rat 

through varlons winding passages. 
At last they came to a flight of s ta i rs which 

brought them to a door. 
Rube listened cautiously at the door, 
" I t ' s all r ight. Slide out ," he whispered. 

" Dey'll kill me for dis mebbe, but let "em, I'm 
bound to know whether she's dead or whether 
ahe hain' t . She was always very good to me." 

It was still Bedford s t reet . 
Old King Brady found himself coming out of 

the basemenl door of a respectable-looking resi-
dence a little below Mrs. Beezee's. 

He harr ied to Sixth avenue. Rube the Rat run-
ning beside him. 

I t was a curious pictnre. 
Rube waa red-headed, bareheaded, barefooted 

and, indeed, nearly naked. 
He winked anil blinked in the sunlight like tbe 

an imal for which he waa named. 
" Is it far t o the cemetery, boss?" he asked. 
" Miles, Rube ." 
" How much is dai ?" 
" Don't you kr.ow?" 
" I dnnno nuffln', boss. I Uvea down dere 

pur ty much all de time. They've s tarved me and 
beat me till I dunno nuffln'"at all." 

" Do you know what would have become of 
me, Rube, if yon hadn't helped me out?" 

" O h , yair. Dey would ha»e killed you and 
chocked yon in to the r iver ." 

" Who, Bob?" 
I " flobf N-a-ar! He hain ' t go t spunk enough 
I to kill noth ln ' . " 

Rube expressed tremendous contempt in this 
speech. 

" Who then?" 
Rube shuddered. 
" I dassen't lell." 
And Old King Brady did not press him. 
Inwardly he shuddered loo. 
" I ' v e had a narrow escape," he thought . 

" T h i s poor boy must never re turn there. He baa 
befriended me and I will be a friend to him, 1—" 

" Look ont, boss!" breathed Rube, suddenly 
breaking in upon those meditat ions. 

" What—what is il, Rube?" 
" Look dere! Oh, don ' t let 'em get me! 

Don't!" 
Rube pointed to the corner where two per-

sona, a man and a woman, stood wail ing for a 
Car, 

But the warniug came too late. 
There, s tar ing at them with wide open eyee, 

stood Dr. Greenough and the ancient baby farm-
er, Mother Beezee. 

CHAPTER VII I . 
REN A S O T H E BOODLE. 

" B E N ! " 
" Yes—Ben!" 
" Grea t heavens—no!" 
" Yes—yen!" 
" But how came you here?" 
" I came to save j o u . " 
" To save me?" 
" For that and nothing e lse ." 
There was a curious sound. 
I t s t ruck Ben tha t the man he had addressed 

as the count was sobbing. 
But i t was only heard once. 
Then in a firm voice came: 
" Who sent you here, Ben?" 
" Prof. Fogarty and P lug . " 
" Are they around?" 
" They were—ihey have gone ." 
" But how did they come here?" 

In a tug np the Hackensack ." 
And you?' 
While they were wait ing for tbe d rawbr idge 

to open I dove down and came up tbe sewei." 
" To rescue me?" 

Why, of course. What else?" 
What else, sure enough. Ben, you are a 

brave boy." 
" I 'm thesa ine fellow I always was, Count ." 
" P i ty you turned against us ." 
" I never was with yon," was the bil ter reply. 
Circumstances kep t me in yonr company, bu t 

you know better than anyone else knows t h a t 
1 always wanted to be honest and—and " 

Now It was Ben who was sobbing. 
He seemed completely overcome. 
" S h u t up! None of that , boyl" hisBed the 

man, fiercely. " Have you got a light?'' 

" Show it then." 
Ben turned on the lantern. 
The man before him was lull, dark and pos-

sessed of the frame of a giant . 
He wore the usual convict g a r b of the Snake 

Hill Penitentiary. 
His was a handsome face but a wicked face. 
There waa one other very marked peculiarity 

about IL 
The features bore a most Blriking resemblance 

to Ben. 
" Strange tha t you should have happened here 

on this very n ight ," he mut tered. 
" Didn't you expect some one?" 
" No. " 
" 1 thought yon k n e w f 
" No. Fogarty sent me word t h a t tbey would 

t ry to aid my escape, but he did no t Bay how or 
why." 

" Then your being here is only an accident?" 
" The merest chance. I happened to find t h a t 

one of the stones under my bed w a s loose. I 
raised it, and followed down" the hole beneath i t 
—that brought me here ." 

" From what I heard the professor say, it was 
through somebody's pull you were put in t h a t 
cell." 

" They've been working then?" 
" Evidently." 
" A n d you expected to come np t o me—to 

rescue me from tha t den! Well, well! Ben, 
you're a s t range boy." 

" 1 told you before I 'm no different f rom other 
fellows." 

" Yea, you are, Ber.. Bu t never mind. We 
must be on the move." 

" O n e moment, Count—Nana ." 
" Well, what about Nana?" demanded t b e 

I convict, fiercely. 
" N a n a Is dead!" 
The cooui reeled. 
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He bad to steady himself against tbo stone 
wall of the sewer before he could speak. 

" Dead!" he breathed. " Dead—Ben! Have 
—have they killed her?" 

" Some one killed her ," replied Ben, in a hard 
voice. 

" How—how did i t occur!" 
*' They cracked the vaul t a t Buckaloo's bank 

last night ." 
" No-" 
" Yes." 
" Successfully?" 
" They got their boodle.1 ' 
" And" where is it DOW?" 
" On the tug ." 
" The tug which brought you here?" 
" Y e s . " 
" Who did the job?" 
" Fogarty , Plug and Big Schmiiz." 
" A bad trio. Heaven help the vault door 

which they tackle, Ben." 
" T h e y found something behind tha t vault 

door they scarcely expected, Count ," replied 
Ben, in the same hard tone. 

" What?" 
" The dead body of my sister Nana, and «9 

Heaven hears me, I'll be reveuged 011 the man 
who did tha t foul deed." 

Tfie convict 's face was deathly pale. 
I t was plain to be seen that he was affected 

too deeply for words. 
" She was there, and she fell out a t Plug's feet 

when he blew out the lock," continued Ben. 
" That 's tbe way of it, Count—that ' s the way 
poor Nana died." 

" B e n , " 8 a l d the count, eying tbe boy, " i t 
hafl made an old man of you?" 

" I feel old." 
" But what were you doing there?" 
" Don't ask me." 
" Y'ou were not with the gang?" 
" f say don ' t ask me." 
" I 'm afraid you were up to some funny busi-

ness, Ben," was the dry response. " Well, I 
won't ask yoa. Well move on." 

" Is t.hare no danger of onr being followed?" 
" There's danger of our being followed a i any 

moment, but I don't think it likely we will be 
followed until the guard goes his round again ." 

" When will tha t be?" 
" In about half an hour. Show me the way, 

Benny; but there's one grea t big lion r ight 
square in our pa th , " 

" What do you mean?" 
" Benny, 1 can't swim a stroke!" 
" Great heavens, you don't say so!" gasped 

Ben. 
He suddenly stopped shor t , for they had been 

walking back by tho way he had come. 
At the same instant a loud shout was heard 

behind. 
" Great Cesa r ' s ghost! There's a hole in the 

floor inLo the new sewer! The count has es-
caped!" 

The cry came from a distance, but to Ben's 
excited imagination it was bawled in his ears. 

" T o o late to argue the point DOW," hissed 
the convict. " Ou, Ben, on!" 

They dashed down the sewer together. 
" There's a break on ahead here," brea thed 

Ben. " I 've go t to pu t out the lantern ." 
" D i n g - d o n g ! D i n g - d o n g ! D i n g - d o n g ! " 
Suddenly the sound of the prison bell was 

heard, dismally ringing out upon tha night . 
" That 's for me," muttered the count. " That 

means an escape." 
" Here's the break." 
" Make a quick bolt across it, Ben." 
" I came near being caugh t here before." 
" Hark! Tnev are coming down the sewer 

behind us. On, 'boy! On!" 
Bang! Bang! 
" Hi! Thoro thoy go!" 
Bang! Bang! 
Lights flashed. 
Shots came ra t t l ing down tbe sewer. 
Jus t too late, however. 
The lead rattled against the bricks, but Ben 

and the count were under cover and out of sight. 
" I'm afraid we can' t make it, Benny," said 

the count in a hollow voice. 
" Let us hope for the bes t ." 
" And what am I to do wbon we reach the 

water?" 
" I can carry yon ." 
" Never, Ben!" 
" Yea, If you'll do precisely what I s ay . " 
" Yon may rely on tha t . All, the (lends! 

Tney are coming! Faster , boy—faster!" 
Load shouts were heard behind them." 
The sounds of the runn ing footsteps a long the 

sewer were plainer now. 
All time for talk had passed. 

It was the tinul s t ruggle which lay before 
them. 

Crack! Crack! Crack! 
There they go again, burn them!" breathed 

the count. 
" Here 's the water ," whispered Ben. " Look 

out for yourself!" 
"Wha t am 110 do?" 
" Throw one arm around my body—so. Now 

keep your mouth t ight Bbut and make 110 move 
of any kind, and we will rise as sure us the sun 
to-morrow." 

" I understand." 
" H;>ld on there, Count; you'll be drowned. 

You can't escape us!" bellowed a voice close be-
hind them. 

Now a light flashed through the sewer. 
" There's two of 'em!" roared a voice. 
Crack! crack! 
Crack! crack! 
The shots were rat t l ing all around them. 
" If you make one move you'll drown us 

both!" whispered Bell, 
" Trust me, hoy." 
" Now, then, here goes!" 
There was a splash. 
Ben had flung himself flat upon tbe water and 

was swimming. 
With the gr ip of despair the coun t held on to 

him. 
Soon the water was all around them. 
The l ight vanished. 
The sounds were heard 110 more. 
Was it moments or hours—years—cycles. 
To the count it seemed aa though untold ages 

had elapsed between t h e time the water closed 
over his head and tha t blessed moment when 
Heaven's own fresh air s t ruck aga ins t hiu face 
again 

Had he been unconscious? 
Was he unconscious now? 
" Count! Count!" 

What is It Benny? Oh, Benny!" 
" C o u n t ! Couul! Brace up. Don't you let 

go your hold!" 
" I—I'll do my best, Benny." 
Crack! Crack! 
Bai l"! Bang! 
" O u t with the boats!" 
" One of you gel over on the marshes!" 
" L a y down to the bridge there! Lay down to 

the bridge, hoys!" 
Lights were flashing. 
Shots whistled by them. 
Voices were bawling all abou t ihem. 
And mingling with it all, making the horrid 

din more horrid still, was lhat jangl ing bell. 
" Ding—donn! Ding—dong!" it r ang out . 
"Somebody has escaped!" it seemed lo say. 
"Somebody has escaped! Catch him! Kill 

him!" 
And the count knew just enough to realize 

tha i the somebody 111 question was himself. 
Bui eveu in tha t desperate moment , when he 

gave up all thought of rescue, came the cheery 
voice of the boy, Ben, in his earB: 

" Brace up now! Drop flat!" 
The count dropped. 
Why, he was not in the water a t all. 
This was the marsh. 
The tall flags were all around him. 
Still llie shots! 
Still the voices! 
What was all this? 
Was he swimming, walking or flying? 
Every th ing seemed to be all mixed up, wbcu 

suddenly a hand came upon bis forehead. 
I t was a cold liund. 
Somehow il seemed to the count like t h e b a n d 

of Death. 
The drift of bis thoughts may b€ known by tho 

cry he gave. 
" T a k e it off, Nana! Take it oil!" he yelled." 
He thought It was Nana . 
But now when he looked it was only Ben. 
The boy's face was bent down over his. 
Tho boy's hand was upon his forehead. 
H e was lying in the bottom of a leaky old 

boat. 
All around him were the tall flags of the 

Jersey marshes, which spring np into wonderful 
growth with the first, touch or spring. 

And s t ranger than all the rest, it was broad 
daylight . 

That night of many horrors had gone, never 
to return. 

" Ben! Oh. Ben!" 
" How do you feel now?" nsked Ben. 
" I—l don't know how I feel, boy. Have I 

been off tbe hooks?" 
" Oh, yes—for hours!" 
" Hours l " 
" Yes ." 
" Where are we?" 

" Oh, we a re up the marshes somewhere. I 
don ' t know jus t where we are ." 

" But how came we here, Ben?" 
" B y this ." 
" But the boat ! Speak out, boy! Did I—did 

you " 
• • Oh, I carried you—yes. It ia no th ing . " 
" N o t h i n g ! How far?" 
" O h , I don ' t know. Tbey chased me a long 

l ime over the marshes, b a t I managed to give 
tnem llie slip a l last ." 

" Car ry ing me all tbe time?" 
" C a r r y i n g you and hidiug. Doing the best I 

could. Of course you know you ' re a pret ty 
heavy man to carry a long wav .a t a lime, 
Count ." 

" I should say I was—I—should—say—I— 
was!" repeated the count , slowly. " D i d you 
steal Ihe boal?" 

" Y e s . " 
" Where?" 
" Old mill I s truck back there ." 
" How far do you Imagine we are from Snake 

Hill?" 
" D o n ' t know, Count. I'm not acquainted 

bere, you know." 
" Nor 1. But for tha t sneaking little cr ib I 

cracked in Jersey City, I shouldn't be even as 
well acquainted as I am. Ben, how did I be-
have?" 

" What do you mean?" 
" W h e n I was under wa t e r . " 
" Why, you did tjrsl-rale a t the Bfcart. Then 

you began to kick and s t ruggle , and llie result 
was you pretty near drowned yourself, and me, 
too." 

" W e had a t ight squeak of it al together, 
then?" 

" Very, and it ain ' t over ye". They a re still 
afler us, and are liable lo pounce down ou us a t 
any moment ." 

" A n d tha t ' s the how of it, Ben?" 
" Count, tha t ' s all." 
There was a certain dryness about Ben's way 

or speaking which seemed 10 say : 
" Though fate has thrown me in wit': you, still 

I despise you. Yet we are here iu the same 
boat. I shall save you If 1 can ." 

" Ben, you are a brave fellow and that ' s al! 
there is to i t , " suid the count at lasL. ' ' You 
have saved my life und in saving il you have 
saved your own." 

" Why, I suppose they'd have killed me tco." 
" Y'ou don ' : understand and 1 cari'l expla in ." 
" Y o u look pale, count—are you hungry?" 
" Y'ea-^no—I can ' i tell. Keep r ight on row-

ing, boy." 
They were in one of the many narrow water 

ways which extend in ovory direction over the 
vaat expanse of the Jersey meadows. 

The count glanced down a t b i a convicl 's sui t ; 
lie knew his danger well. 

" B e n , " he said r.l last, " wkere were we to 
meel them." 

" At the old foundry, ' 
" I thought as much 
" Yes." 1 

" That was laBt night, of course?" 
" Certainly." 
" And there 's no telling in which direction (lie 

old foundry lies, or whether we should find them 
if we reached i t ." 

" All t rue ." 
" And these clothes! Oh, a man might a s 

well have a ball and chain to his leg as these 
clothes." 

" Have courage, count ." 
11 By ihe living Cieaar! if any th ing would 

make a fellow have courage, Ben, it 's to be wiLli 
yon. Hold on! there's a rai lroad—a bridge—a 
house!" 

It had all come In sight in an instant , for Ben 
bad suddenly turned a bend in the s t ream. 

" Back! back!" breathed the count . 
Ben backed water. 
In u few seconds the friendly reeds concealed 

them again. 
" H o l d np now. I have a plan, Ben ." 
" What ia i t f 
" You just keep mum. I'll have some other 

clothes In a moment . Oh, heavens! how weak I 
a m . " 

It was with a great effort t h a t he pulled off 
the convict 's coa l and t rousers . 

" Got any money, Ben?" 
" A little." 
" How much?" 
" Two or three dollars." 
" Hardly enough. Siill It may do. Let me 

see—let me see. Kings land—wasn ' t t ha t the 
name?" 

•* I believe so. Yon know I was only t he re 
once." 

" It was Kingsland. Now, then, go ahead , 
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boy. Yon say yes lo my yes, and no to my no 
— t h a t ' s al l you have t o d o . " 

Roll ing the discarded suit , he Sung i t a m o n g 
t h e reods. 

Then l ean ing over t h e s ide or t h e boa t he dip-
ped bis h a n d s in the water a n d thoroughly wet 
bis head and neck. 

Meanwhile Ben rowed s t r a igh t for t h e rai lroad 
b r i d g e 

He knew t h e count of old to . be a man of 
many resources . 

He felt lhe m o s t perfect conf idence t h a t what-
ever the convic t ' s scheme be could not be t te r it. 

In a m o m e n t Ihey were in' s ight of the d r a w 
tender ' s litt4e bouse npon l h e br idge. 

.Aga in they were In t h e I l a c k e n s a c k . Their 
wa te rway had come to a n end . 

" Hello there, fr iend, hello!" shouted t h e 
c o n n l . 

'• Hel lo!" gruffly answered the man , who had 
come out u p on the p la t fo rm in f ron t of the 
house . 

" I 've met with an acc ident back here ." 
" An acc iden t !" 
" Yes. 1 was in swimmiug. I managed to 

u p s e t ray b o a t and pa r t of my clothes went to 
the bo t tom. Conl;i you supply m e with an old 
coa t and a p a i r of breeches?" 

' • 'Wall , I dun know 'bout tha t ! " 
The long, lank Je r seyman looked very sus-

picious, nor w a s lhe expression of his face lost on 
the count . 

" H o s t all my money too ," he added , wearily, 
" but my fr iend here has a few dollars. We'll 
g ive you w h a t we've go t il you'll a c c o m m o d a t e 
me . Of course I can ' t do any more . " 

They were a t the foot of the s teps now and 
t b e coun t was abou t 10 land, but lhe man waved 
b im back . 

" Hold on the re ! " 
" What ' s t he ma t t e r ? " 
" The ma t t e r is, tha t there was an escape 

f rom Snake Hill last n ight , and I believe you ' re 
t h e m a n . " 

" You're oflt Away off!" 
" N o s i r e e . You ' r e the man . Sheer of?. Don't 

you c o m e he r e . " 
•' IieD," whispered the count , " you've g o l the 

revolver sLillT" 
" Yes." 
" Give it to me . " 
" F o r Heaven ' s sake, d o n ' t kill the poor fel-

low!" 
" N o t if I can help it, on accoun t of you r pre-

judices, my dea r boy, and for no o ther reason. 
Give me the revolver, Ben?" 

Ben quiet ly s l ipped the weapon into his band. 
Tbe b r idge t ende r saw t h e action aud dar ted 

b a c k . 
" Keep off—keep off here nowl" he bawled. 
Bui t h e coun t was not t h a t kind of a m a n . 
He leaped npon the land ing s teps and seemed 

t o s a i n the t o p with a s ingle hound. 
Meanwhile, t he m a n hud ga ined lhe shel ter of 

his house . 
What h a p p e n e d Ben could no t see—did not 

want t o see. 
He never moved from his position in the boat , 

b a t i t is scarce ly necessary lo say t h a i he 
s t r a i n e d bis e a r s to calch every sound 

There was a loud ouicry, bang ing upon a door, 
a n d ihen silence. 

Soon a f t e r a t r a i n thundered by. 
Now Pen knew tha t it was the Delaware, 

L a c k a w a n n a & Western Ra i l road t ha t h e was 
con templa t ing . 

A m o m e n t la te r the coun t c a m e b o u n d i n g 
down t h e s teps , sti l l in his under-clotbes . 

Ho carr ied a su i t of old c lothes In his hand. 
" I 've tied t h e old s inner lo a chair,"' ho 

chuckled. " Now, then , Ben, row—row—row!" 
The boa t sho t t h rough lhe draw, and on they 

went n p the r iver . 
I t was less reedy now, a n d they could see for 

a long dis tance. 
S n a k e Hil l w a s In plain s igh t . 
The coun t p a t on the c lothes and seized an 

oar . 
" I 'm a new m a n , Benny. I shal l neve r for-

ge t you. my b o y . " 
" A h ! I wish you were a new m a n l " sighed 

Ben. 
" Shut np! N o sen t imen t . We' re a ha rd lot. 

Fa t e is aga ins t us. We've all been crooks from 
way hack . " 

" Yon speak as though I were s o m e re la t ion 
Of yonrs, c o n n t , " faltered Ben. 

" B o y , the l ime has c o m e when you should 
know the t rn lh . ' ' 

" I a g r e e with yon . " 
" F r o m your ear l ies t recollection yon h a v e 

been associated with me and other b u r g l a r s . " 
" Yes—It i s so . " 
" D i d you ever s top to th ink why?" 

" H a v e t though t of any th ing else for the last 
two years?" 

" Blast it, no! All came from Nana ' s g e t t i n g 
religion a t t ha t confounded camp-mee t iug . " 

• " Say nothing aga ins t Nana !" 
" I—never! F a r be it from u e , Ben, for yoa 

two a re the children .of inv b ro ther—a bigger 
scoundre l than 1 ever dared lo be, bnt my broth-
er, s t i l l ." 

Ben looked g loomy. 
He had suspec ted this for a long time. 
There was n o t h i n g cheerful in hav ing his sus-

picions confirmed. 
" So you a re my uncle?" 
" I ain." 
" A n d yet you would have killed me, or have 

lei P rof . Fogar ly or Plug do it, which a m o u n t s 
to the s ame thing. Why was this?" 

" Why? Because you turued aga ins t us," said 
the burglar , fiercely. " You and Nana left lhe 
g a n g — y o u threa tened to be t ray us ." 

" W e l i r 
" You know! Bu t that 's all over . You have 

saved my life to-night . I shall save yours it you 
do the r ight th ing ." 

" Which iu your es t imat ion is to renia iu a 
bu rg l a r . " 

N o ; I don ' t a s k tha t . I simply ask tha t you 
g o away and leave tts a loue." 

" I would have done it yes te rday , but I will 
no t do it to-day." 

" Why not?" 
" I shal l never leave New York until 1 know 

how N a n a c a m e to be in lha l vaul t—unt i l she is 
avenged!" 

Ben spoke with a fierceness of feeling which 
showed how deuply lie felt. 

The coun t r egarded him gloomily . 
" I don ' t b lame you a bi t ," he said, " but you 

will ra i se new compl ica t ions If you persist. You 
must let t ha t m a t t e r a lone." 

" You know she came there?" 
" I ! Or course uot. Haven ' t I been two 

months on Snake Hill? Didn't I s t r ike it a lmost 
as soon as we c a m e on f rom Chicago where 
we've been ope ra t ing for some years? Who 
knows tha t be t le r than you, boy?" 

" Bu t you Buspect?" 
" I do?" 
" H o w ? Why?" 
" Tha t I canno t tell you," 
" How came il t ha t you in the penetentiar.v 

waB able to post the professor on the exact 
money in Mr. Buckaloo's vaul t—to give accura l s 
d i rec t ions for c r a c k i n g a c r ib which you never 
s aw . " 

" Who says I never saw it?" 
" P rofessor . " 
" Bah ! F o g a r t y don' t know everything. 1 

did it, didn' t I?" 
" Yoa d id . " 
" A u d you, young man, I believe tried to give 

the s n a p away. Hold on! Don't turn red— 
don ' t deny i t—don ' t say no th ing about it. I 
don ' t want you to confess, and I don ' t want you 
to lie." 

" I waa going to say " 
" Don't say it. Look there!" 
The Count pointed off lo tho left . 
The re upon tne marshes , over near the Kings-

land hills, sLood a large brick building, more 
than a mile away. 

" T h e old foundry, by g rac ious !" cried Een. 
" Yea." 
" Do you Intend to go there? But of course 

yon do. There ' s no use of ask ing . I wish " 
" What?" 
" T h a t you would never see ihose fellows 

a g a i n . " 
The coun t laughed shortly. 
" Now don ' t was te your effor ts t ry ing to con-

vert me . I l wouldn ' t be a bit of use ." 
" I suppose no t . " 
" A n d keep ou cal l ing m e ' c o u n t ' like the 

res t . " 
" I shal l have t o ; Bince like all t he rest I don ' t 

know your t rue n a m e . " 
" Don ' t call me uncle—that ' s wha t I mean . 

I t ' s all none of thei r business ." 
" Very well. Shall we turn in here?" 
" Y e s . It seems lo lead t ha t way. I think it 

is the one we took before." 
" I don ' t r emember , but we'll soon know." 
And Ben pulled a round in to ano the r narrow 

arm of tho I l ackensack . 
In a few m o m e n t s the reeds had swallowed 

them u p once more . 
On an Island in t h e vast s t r e tch of m a r s h l a n d 

stood t h e old foundry . 
L o n g since abandoned for the purpose for 

which i t was orginully built, th is m lnous old 
s t r u c t u r e had of la te years become the resort cf 
t r a m p s and thieves. 

I t looked lonely and dismal enough when 

Prot. Fogar ty , Mr. P l u g Moran and Big Schmi i z 
arrived there in the n igh t , bnt wheu Ben a n d 
lhe c o u u t c a m e up in their boat t he Bun was 
shining brightly upon the scene, giviKg it an 
air ol positive cheerfulness. 

" Go ou up there, Ben, and see how the land 
lies," said the count.. " T h e r e migh t be Bome-
body else there, you know." 

Ben pulled the boat a little fur ther to a p l a c e 
where the reeds were still thicker . 

" S t a y here ; I won' t be gone a m i n u t e , " he 
said, jumping out. 

He hurried up the bank and s ta r ted over the 
ashos which oovcrcd the g round in all d i rect ions . 

He had not gone a g r ea t way when cur ious 
sounds were heard. 

A aeries of explosions. 
Then a puffing aud snor t ing . 
I t auggested some unknown machine iu ope-

rat ion, bu t when Ben looked in th rough the 
sashless window, he saw tha t It was only the 
grea t Prof. Fogar ty who was lhe au thor of Lliese 
s t r ange sounds. 

Stretched on the floor were P lug Moran a n d 
Big Schmitz, sound asleep. 

Seated near them, with his back aga ins l t he 
wall, and his head hang ing down upon his 
breas t , was the professor, snor ing lustily. 

Beside him lay the canvas b a g in to which Ben 
had seen the burglars stuff the boodle s tolen 
from the vaul t in Knckalou's bank. 

The boy's heart gave a g r ea t t o u n d . 
Although brought up a m o n g crooks of tho 

most crooked description, Ben had for s o m e 
time been trying to be honest . 

It was ge t t ing t o be an old fight between h i m 
and these rascals. 

Was there a cliaace to score a poinl here? 
Ben thought so as he looked. 
Evidently Prof. Fogar ly , left to watch while 

the others slept, had [alien asleep himself. 
" They shan ' t have it if I can prevent ," m u r -

mured Ben. " If I can re turn tha t money I 'm 
bound to do i l ." 

He climbed softly in th rough the window and 
stole toward the s leeping man . 

The aborting, puffsug and blowing cont inued. 
Ben seized the b a g and s ta r ted for the door oil 

lhe o ther side. 
Ben had got tbe boodle; bu t what would be 

lhe resul t ir one of this precious tr io should hap-
pen lo awake? 

C H A P T E R I X . 
THE DEAD ALIVE. 

" WELL, what hsve you learned?" 
" Absolutely nothing. 
" Tha t ' s d i sappo in t ing . " 
" Very—to me." 
" You have quest ioned the old woman ca re -

fully?" 
" I worked over her for more than half at« 

hour . " 
" And the young doctor?" 
" Received equal a t t en t i on . " 
" With equally unsat is fac tory resul ts?" 
" Worse, if anyth ing . I could ge t n o t h i n g 

whatever out of h im." 
" They are a s t r ange p a i r . " 
" Ve ry . " 
" They m a s t know something a b o u t t h e bus i -

ness ." 
" It would seem ao. They managed the funer-

a l ; in fact, seem to have been mos t ac t ive in 
the whole affair from lhe momen t the y o u n g 
woman fell inlo their hands . " 

" W h a t d o you propose?" 
" To visit the cemetery and see what Can be 

learned ." 
" It t he gir l is dead a n d buried I don ' t see 

how you can learn any th ing wi thout a p o s t 
m o r t e m . " 

" Possibly not, bu t I can see. Moreover, I «an 
a r r a n g e for a post mor tem, if necesaary." 

" Yes. You can do tha t . Call on the Brook-
lyn inspector and have it a t tended to a t once. 

" T h a t I can do and will. H a s any one seen 
Mr. Buciraloo?" 

" I saw him this morning, and bad a long talk 
with h im." 

" H e has no idea how '.he gir l c a m e t o be in 
the vault?" 

" N o n e a t al). He says he Is ruined by t h e 
burglary, and offers a l a r g e reward in case the 
money can be recovered." 

" D o e s he know any th ing at all abont the 
girl?" 

" Nothing." 
" Yel I donbt i t . " 
" Why?" 
" B e c a u s e sho knew all a b o n t the Bcbeme t o 

rob h im." 
" Tha t ' s no p roof . " 
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" N o ; tint t he re ia someth ing elae." 
What?" 

" H i s bad c h a r a c t e r . " 
" A h ! You k n o w tha t?" 
" Yea. I m a d e s o m e inquiries a b o u t the bank-

er before I weut lo t h e meet ing place last n ig i i t . " 
" With wtiat result?" 
" I ' l l tell you later . His r epu ta t ion ia shady 

a t the bes t . " 
" A l l r ight . Go in and win, Brady. Mean-

l ime I'll lock n p the ancient baby f a rmer and her 
precious aon on a c h a r g e of a ssau l i with a t t e m p t 
to kill." 

" Good! P e r h a p s some confession can be 
w r u n g out of them. I'll see you soon a g a i n . " 

H e r e the conversa t ion between Old King 
Brady and tbe pol ice inspector came to an end. 

I t was three o'clock in the a f te rnoon when the 
de tec t ive left police headquar t e r s . 

H e left Mother Beezee and Dr. Greenough be-
hind h im. 

R u b e the Rat was also left lo the tender mer-
cies of tho police. 

Old King Brady had arrested M ; ther Beezee 
and the doctor on Sixlh avenue t ha t morning . 

The ins tan t Old K i n g Brady s a w t h e pa i r he 
pounced upon them. 

Dr. Greenough had shown some fight, bu t was 
quicklv overcome by the detect ive. 

Yet i t might have been a hard ma t t e r but for 
Rnbe the Rai. 

Mother Beezee flew at t h e delect ive like a 
t igress. 

Then Rube took hold. 
l i e caugh t the old woman a round t h e waist, 

and began yel l ing loud enough to be heard half 
a dozen blocks away. 

Of course a crowd gathered in a moment . 
For tuna te ly for Old King Brady a pol iceman 

was near , aud c a m e hur ry ing to his ass is tance. 
The resull was success, and the pr i soners were 

hur r ied to the neares t s tat ion. 
L a t e r they were taken to Pol ice Headqua r t e r s 

and the ques t ioning alluded to took place. 
Bu t it al l amoun ted to noth ing so far as solv-

ing the mysteries of this most myster ious case 
were concerned. 

I t was a little a f t e r four o'clock when Old King 
Brady presented himself at the g a t e of the Ever-
greens Cemetery. 

" There was an in terment here early th is morn-
j u g — a young w o m a n , " he said. 

" T h e r e were several in te rments this morn ing , " 
replied the clerk beh ind the desk, coldly. " Have 
you lhe name?" 

" I cannot say what name It waa made in, un-
less il was Morris." 

" T h e clerk looked at hia book. 
" No such in t e rmen t . " 
" But I have reason to know t h e person re-

fer red t o was buried here ." 
" I tell you ihere waa no one named Morris 

buried here ." 
" A n d I informed you at the s t a r t t ha t I was 

not sure of the n a m e . " 
Old K i n g Brady Bpoke mildly, 
U e saw that the c lerk was t ry ing bis heal to 

d r a g h im into a qua r re l . H'e determined i h a l he shoula no t succeed. 
" I am a detect ive ," he added. " B e good 

enough to tell me if a youug woman was interred 
here early this morn ing . No m a t t e r a b o u t the 
n a m e . " 

" There were t h r ee young women interred 
here early this morn ing . " 

" Which was the earliest?" 
" There waa one aa early a s e ight o 'clock," 

; " And the others?" 
" One came a t n ine and tho other a t a q u a r t e r 

t o t e n . " 
" The e igh t o 'clock one—who c a m e will) this 

corpse?" 
" T h e r e was an old woman with i t . " 
" Any One else?" 
" Yes, a y o u n g m a n " 
". That ' s the one I wanl . " 
" I 'm glad you know what you wan t , " mut-

tered lhe clerk. 
" How much did they pay you to throw the 

detect ives off lhe t rack?" 
" What?" 
" Oh, you heard . Come, neighbor , there is 

n o use delaying m a t t e r s . You 've g o t to come 
to It. If you don ' t tell me, lliere is some one 
h igher in au thor i ty t h a n you who can be appeal -
ed lo, I fancy ." 

The clerk turned red . 
" What do you w a n t to know?" he asked, in a 

subdued voice. 
" I want to see lhe permit for t ha t fune ra l . " 
" It ia mis la id ; 1 c a n ' t find i t . " 
" You'll lind it now, or I shall m a k e it my 

business to see t h a t you ore a r res led inside of 
a n hour . " 

Grumbl iogly lhe clerit pulled over a box of 
papers . 

Of course he fonnil the permit . 
Equally, ol course, he had been bribed t o hold 

his tongue. 
H e handed the paper out to the detective, who 

studied it carefully. 
The name waa put down Hannah Morris. 
The permit was not signed by;Dr. Greenough , 

as '.lie detect ive had expec ted to see it. 
To his g rea t surpr ise t h e s igna tu re was t ha t 

of Dr. Sweeney, the well-known coroner and 
politician. 

" I w a n l to go to t h e g r a v e , " the de tec t ive 
said, folding u p ihe paper and p u t t i n g i t in his 
pocket. 

" H e r e , I want t ha t ! " 
" S o do I . " 
" B u t — " 
" You can ' t have it, my f r i end . " 
" But I mus t , I shall lose my place." 
" Yon cuu ' t have it. I want to g o t o this 

g rave . " 
" She's not buried in a g r a v e . " 
" Receiving vault?" 
" Yes," 
" I want to g o to the rece iv ing v a u l t . " 
" Y o n can ' t . " 
" I mus t . " 
" You shan ' t ! " 
" I will." 
The clerk was furious. 
The detective was llrm. 
What was to be done? 
He could not l ake the f t l low by the neck and 

r ing the t ru th out, of him. 
Moreover lie was oil his own g round now a n d 

could not a r res t him wi thout runn ing ihe risk of 
trouble. 

For a moment Old King Brady aud the c r a n k y 
clerk stood s t a r ing a t each o ther . 

Then the clerk suddenly m a n e a d a r t Into an 
inside office and s lammed the door. 

" What 's tha t mean?" mut te red the detect ive , 
Iln slipped through lhe door aud glided a round 

the building. 
" This mus t he the window of t h a i room," he 

mut tered, p a u s i n g before a pa i r of closed blinds. 
l i e could hear the m u r m u r of voices behind 

the blinds. 
Crouching down ao t h a t no t even his shadow 

should be seen, he c rept unde r tho window. 
Evidently the window was open a t the top, for 

he could hear the voices with perfect p la inness . 
One was the clerk 's voice; the other was a 

voice which, to the detect ive , seemed very fa-
miliar. 

" He won' t go away.' I ' v e g o t lo do some-
th ing , " the clerk said. 

" You want t o be very careful with tha t m a n , " 
murmured the other voice. 

" Do you know h im?" 
" Yes." 
" Who is he?" 
" Old King Brady, t h e de tec t ive . " 
" The deuce!" 
" I knew him as soon as he spoke ." 
" What ' s to be done?" 
" W a i t — l e t me think. If we'd only had a n -

other hour . " 
" We mus t do someth ing quick. He's wai t-

ing outside there ." 
" Yes, indeed he i s , " m a t t e r e d t h e detecl ive. 

" They little d ream how n e a r . " 
Still he listened. 
He knew the other voice now. 
I t waa Dr. Sweeney, the co roner . 
The plot had t aken a new a n d wholly unexpec t -

ed lo rn . 
The detect ive was ut ter ly a t a loss to a c c o u n t 

f o r the coroner ' s presence t he re . 
There was no appa ren t reason why he should 

follow up a woman who was dead and bur ied 
t h a t Old K i n g Brady could see. 

Then c a m e the voices ngain . 
" Look here—decide qu ick ! H e ia w a i t i n g , " 

the clerk was heard to say. 
" C a n ' t you give him the w r o n g s t e e r — t a k e 

him to some o ther g rave?" 
" No." 
" Try ." 
" I das sen t . " 
" You must . We'll all be in the j a g if you 

don ' t . " 
" And you?" 
" I 'm go ing through this window—you' l l lind 

me a t the vau l t . " 
" You mean lo t a k e her out?" 
" Yes, s i ree! They say she swallowed It, a n d 

I mean lo know the t r u t h . " 
" Well, I'll d o my beat ." 
Immediate ly the shu t t e r s opened . 
Old K i n g Brady b u i ba re ly t ime t o c r a w l 

a r o u n d the corner of the bui ld ing when a m a n 
leaped out . 

Had he been seen? 
The detect ive did not know. 
He saw Dr. Sweeney, however. 
It was tho Har lem coroner and no one else 

who went hur ry ing off down the pa th . 
Old K ing Brady"slipped into a th ick c lump of 

bualies and stole a f t e r him. 
Beyond tiie bushes was a hedge . 
Old King Brady crouched down and ran a l o n g 

the hedge. 
He could tell by t h e doc to r ' s foo t s t eps j u s t 

how fast to go. 
" Wonder il the c lerk thinkR I 've given up in 

d isgus t and got o u l ? " he though t . 
But whatever t h e c lerk though t he made no 

sign. 
Meanwhile Dr. Sweeney kept s t r a i g h t on. 
Soon he turned into a cross-path and Old King 

Brady had lo slop, for t h e h e d g e s l o p p e d . 
l ie now louud himself p u t to i t to k e e p in the 

shadow and not be seeu. 
Still he managed i t . 
Through wany winding pa ths t h e co roner led 

him. 
They were app roach ing tho Ridgewood end of 

the cemetery. 
H e r e graves were s ca r ce and t rees plenty. 
At last Old King Brady saw the coroner p a u s e 

before a very new-looking receiving-vault , no t 
far from the public p lot . 

The detect ive placed himself behind a big t rea 
and watched him. 

It required no telescope t o On J out wha t Dr. 
Sweeney was doing. 

l i e s a l down upon a big block ol s l o u e and lit 
a ciirnr. 

" l ie ' s wai t ing (or somebody," t hough t Old 
King Brady, 

l i e was glad of lhe momen t to rest and th ink . 
Of course t o a t t e m p t t o f a thom the doc tor ' s 

mot ive was to indulge in the pures t surmise. 
One fact , however, stood out iu hold relief 

from all the theories. 
Miss Morris had swallowed s o m e t h i n g which 

Dr. Sweeney wanted. 
To g e l tha t s o m e t h i n g Dr. Sweeney proposed 

to perform an autopsy. 
There could tie no d o u b t of tha t . 
Iiut what was ihe myster ious someihing? 
Who was Dr. Sweeney waiting for? 
Here the mystery c a m e in ngain . 
Tired of wait ing a l last , Old King Brady began 

Slowly c rawl ing over the g rass , no t ven tur ing s o 
much as lo lift his head. 

In tliis way he cont inued to g e t a round he* 
hind t h e vuult. 

Here he made a discovery on his own account . 
The bank agains t which this and the oilier 

vaul ts—for there was a row of them—was being 
built , had been dug away ill order to g i v e r Ins 
workmen a hel ler c h a n c e to opera te . 

I t was intended to fill in over lhe newly con-
s t ruc ted vault. 

Not only bad this n o t yet been d o n e b u t t h e 
s tone work of the vau l t was still uncomple ted . 

There was a wide open space in the wall ove r 
which a thick piece of c anvas had hung t o keep 
out the ra in of the n ig lu before. 

Wonder ing If Dr. Sweeney knew t h i s Old King 
Brady softly loosened the canvas and pushed i t 
aside. 

The way lay open t o him now. 
Feel ing pret ty cer la in the door m u s t be lock-

ed or the coroner would have g o n e in. Old K ing 
Brady c rep t into tbe vaul t . 

I t was pre t ty dark here . 
Still the re was l ight enough t o show Old K i n g 

Brady t h a t only one coffiu was iu p lace in l h e 
niches. 

H e knew t h a t it m u s t be t h e coffin con ta in ing 
the body of lhe un fo r tuna t e girl. 

Wha t was lo be done? 
While Old King Brady stood ponder ing , it 

seemed to him tha t he heard a cur ious rus t l ing 
sound in t h e niche which con ta ined t h e coffin. 

Was it fancy? 
A t tirst lie thought so, then all a t o n c e c a m e 

ano ther soond which lold him t h a t il was not . 
Proceeding unmis takably from the coffin caine 

a low m o a u . 
I t b r o u g h t ghas t ly t h o u g h t s t o Old K ing 

Brady. 
But i t a lso a roused him t o l n a t a n t act ion. 
Was lhe dead alive? 
Did t h a t cotlln contain a l iving instead of a dead 

body? 
Old King Brady seized hold of i t a n d d r a g g e d 

i l Softly ou t . 
All d o u b t vnniahed on the ins tan t . 
Again came the m o a n i n g Bound, and too dis-

tinctly t o lie misunders tood . 
I t required moie s t reng th than the a v e r a g e 
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m a n possesses t o g e t t h a t coff ln down u p o n [lie 
floor. 

V e t Old K i n g Brady did j a a t th is . 
C l u t c h i c g one e n d o l i t , lie d r e w it g e n t l y o u t 

of t b e n i cbe a n d a l lowed t h e o t h e r end t o s l ide, 
d o w n t h e wall upon liis t r e e s . 

I n t h i s way b e m a n a g e d t o l o w e r i t to t h e floor 
of t b e v a u l t . 

Stil l it w a s n o t a c c o m p l i s h e d wi thou t s o m e 
noise . 

A t last t h e coffin s l ipped a n d fell a few inches . 
Old K i n g Brady l i s tened brea th less ly . 
H a d t h e c o r o n e r heard? 
If s o he had n o t heeded. 
A g a i n t h e m o a n i u g aouud , l oude r now a n d f a r 

m o r e d i s t i n c t . 
R e a d y for i n s t a n t ac t i on in c a s e of su rp r i se , 

' Old K i n g B r a d y d r u p p e d d o w n beside t h e coffin. 
O u t c a i n e a sc rew dr iver . 
In a m o m e n t the coffin lid wau raised. 
" H e a v e n he lp t h i s p o o r c r e a t u r e ! " m u r m u r e d 

t h e de tec t ive. 
T h e r e w a s t h e m y s t e r i o u s w o m a n In black ly-

i n g be fo re h i m — h e knew her a t a g l a n c e . 
T b e eyes were open and s t a r i n g , hut the l i gh t 

In t h e m was the l ight of m a d n e s s . 
Bur ied a l ive! 
W h a t more ho r r ib l e t h o u g h t ! 
S t r o n g men h a v e been d r iven mad by f a r less 

t h a n this . 
Old K i n g Brady b.-nt down a n d raised her . 
" G r e a t guns? W h a t ' s th i s !" 
Sudden ly the vaul t d o o r w a s l i a n g open l e t t i n g 

in a flood of l ight . 
T h e r e s tood Corone r Sweeney a n d a ta l l m a n 

ID b lack . 
T h e Bight w h i c h m e t t he i r a s ton i shed g a z e 

w a s t h e de tec t ive k n e e l i n g bes ide t h a t coffin. 
H e had pa r t l y ra ised t h e r e c u m b e n t form a n d 

bad o n e a r m a r o u n d h e r while the o the r g r a s p e d 
a cocked revo lve r . 

" S t a n d b a c k ! Let n o o n e in te r fe re !" he 
s h o u t e d . " I p r o p o s e to s a v e t h e life of t h i s 
p o o r g i r l o r pe r i sh in t h e a t t e m p t ! " 

C H A P T E R X . 
STARTMNO DEVELOPMENTS. 

" H E L L O ! " 
" I a m h e r e . " 
" You 've been g o n e a t h u n d e r i n g while, Ben, 

i t s e e m s u> m e . " 
" T i m e s e e m s long when o n e ia w a i t i n g . " 
" No, no! I t w a s long . W h a t h a v e you been 

d o i n g ? " Ben m a d e Borne t r iv ia l e x c u s e . 
I t s eemed to s a t i s fy t h e c o n n t , however . 
T h a t no ted C h i c a g o b u r g l a r w a s iu a p a r t i c u -

lar ly pl iant mood j u s t now. 
" A r e they there?" 
" Yea, a n d a s l e e p . " 
*' All hands?" 
" Y e s . " 
" T h e c o a s t is c lea r , t h e n ! " 
" Oh, ves!" 
" We'll p u t t h e b o a t in a m o n g t h e r e e d s h e r e 

o n t of s i g h t . " 
T h e c o u n t l eaped o n t a n d b e g a n t o d r a g t b e 

b o a t u p on tbe b a n k . 
" I wouldn ' t d o t h a t , " sa id Ben, ca re l e s s ly . 
" W h y not?" 
" I t ' s s a f e e n o u g h w h e r e i t Is ." 
T h e c o n n t looked a t t h e boy susp ic ious ly , 
" Why , Ben, h o w p a l e y o u a r e ! " be sa id . 
'• A m I?" 

Why, yes!" 
" Weil I ' v e b e e n t h r o u g h e n o u g h t o m a k e m e 

feel a s pa le a s I l o o k . " 
' S u r e ! W h a t a n u n f e e l i n g wre tch l a m no t 

t o h a v e t h o u g h t i t . " 
H e pul led t h e boa t o u t of Llie w a t e r a l t o g e t h e r 

a n d r a n i l in a m o n g t h e reeds . 
T h e n Logelher they s t a r t e d u p the ba nk . 
S o o n the s n o r t i n g s o u n d s b e c a m e audib la . 
" T h a t ' s F o g a r t y , " l a u g h e d the c o u n t . 
" Yesi. H e ' s « n n r i n g . " 

" " Pu f f i ng l ike a g r a m p u s , b u t I 'll g ive h im a 
s t a r t . " 

H e d rew the r evo lve r which Ben had g i v e n 
b i m a n d de l ibe ra t e ly t ired twice . 

I n s t a n t l y the s n o r i n g ceased a n d a s c r a m b l i n g 
fol lowed, 

" B u r n i n g b ine b l azes ! I s it you?" ca l led 
F o g a r t y , s u d d e n l y a p p e a r i u g a t t be sash lesa 
w indow. 

" H a ! My bold p ro fesso r of t h e a r t of b n r -
s l a r y , you look well in a f r a m e , " cried t h e 
C o n n t . " Where ' s b r o t h e r P l u g a n d D u t c h ! " 

B a t a lond yell w a s t h e only a n s w e r . 
" T h e b a g ! T h e b a g ! " bel lowed F o g a r t y . 

" B u r n i n g b ine blazes , t be b a g ! " 
" Wha t ' s t h e m a t t e r with t h e m a n ? " c r ied 

t h e c o u n t l e ap ing t h r o u g h t h e window. 
H p s t a r t e d P l u g Moran and Big S c h m i t z , 

" C o u n t ! " ga sped P l u g . " Well, by G o s h ! " 
" Where ' s t he b a g ! Where ' s t h e b a g ! " r o a r -

edJ -Foga r ly , r u n n i n g wildly a h o u t t h e i n c i -
s u r e . 

" V a t d e deuce! You don 'd vos g o y u m p i n g 
a p o u t l ike a ch icken midou t no head for nod-
u i g s , " c r i ed Big Schmi tz . 

Bu t t be q u i c k e r P l u g s a v e a ,g roan of d i s m a y . 
'• Y o u long nosed Mick! Dou' l yoa d a r e tell 

m e t h e bood le is g o n e ! Don ' t y o a d a r e ! " he 
roared . 

" B u r n i n g b lue blazes! I t waB he re a m i n n t e 
a g o ! " , „ 

" l o u ve b?en as leep . 
" You He—I h a v e n ' t ! " 
" 1 say you have . " 
" Lies—lies! I h a v e n ' t been as l eep a t a l l !" 
" B u t t h e b a g " 
" S o m e one h a s s to len i t . " 
" How could t h a t be if you h a v e n ' t beea 

asleep? Oh , you ' re a p r e t t y j w ' a t c h m a u ! I m i g h t 
a - k n o w t d w h a t to e x p e c t for t r u s t i n g y o u . " 

Then for a few m o m e n t s t h e r e was a t e r r ib le 
row. 

Nobody ever s t o p p e d to i nqu i r e h o w t b e coun t 
had e scaped . 

I l was n o t h i n g bu t b a g — b o o d l e and boodle— 
bag. 

Meanwhi l e Ben s a n k down in a c o r n e r a n d lay 
i he r e l .ke one all bea t en ou t , as indeed he a c t u -
ally wna. 

Prof . F o g a r t y p r o t e s t e d by all t h a t w a s good 
and holy t h a i be had never closed his eyes. 

T h e c o u n t boldly c o n t r a d i c t e d him. 
" He w a s s n o r i n g l ike a blessed old pig 

when m e a n d B e n n y c a m e up the b i l l , " h e a s se r t -
ed . 

" Then the re w a s every c h a n c e for s o m e fel-
ler to e u e a k in a n d g r a b the b a g , " P l u g de-
c lared . 

They w e n t a t It h a m m e r and t o n g s . 
O n e t i l ing Ben rioiiced. 
The c o u n t m a d e no men t ion of his h a v i n g been 

t h e r e a lone beforo t hey c a m e u p t o g e t h e r . 
Now e x c i t i n g a s all th i s w a s — a n d i t w a s none 

t h e less e x c i t i n g t o Ben l h a n t h e o the r s , t ired 
N a t u r e p roved too much fo r the boy. 

He found himself d r o p p i n g olf twice, and by a 
migh ty e f lo r t roused u p a g a i n . 

But t h e r e c a m e a th i rd l i m e when he did not 
rouse up . 

A l t h o u g h he k n e w his life was in t h e g r ea t e s t 
d a n g e r Ben went fas t as leep . 

H e neve r knew how l o n g he had s lep t , but 
w h a t a w a k e n e d him liually was s o m e one shak-
ing his a r m . 

" Ben—oh, B e n ! " b r e a t h e d a voice in his ea r . 
Ben s t a r t e d u p all in a t re rqb le . 
The re w a s Prof . F o g a r t y b e n d i n g over t h e m . 
T h e o t h e r s were n o w h e r e to be seen. 
" Say, Benny , I wan t to speak to you. W a k e 

up . m y b e y ! " 
" P r o f e s s o r . " 
" Y a i r . " 
" A h ! I am in t h e old foundry sti l l! 1 d r e a m -

ed " 
" Well, well! W h a t did you dream, B e m i j ? 

W h a t did you d r e a m , tall? T h a t you lound me 
boodle bag?" 

Ben g a v e a s t a r t . 
'• No, I d idn ' t d r e a m l h a t . " 
" 1 was in hopes you d i d . " 
" No, I d r e a m e d N a n a was a l ive ," 
" Ah, p o o r N a n a ! A line g i r ru l ! A line 

gi r rul , m e bye!" 
Ben s t a g g e r e d t o his fee t . 
" Where is t h e count a n d the real?" 
" Su re t h e c o u n t and PluJj is l a r k i n g over in 

wan of t b im l i t t le sheds ou ts ide the re . ' ' 
" And Dutch?" 
" He ' s g o n e f u r d e r up d e island t o see if army-

body 's c o m i n g . We a r e all a lone, ine bye—all 
a lone . T h a t ' s why I waked y o a u p , " 

" B e c a u s e yon w a n t e d to t a lk to me?" 
" Y o u ' r e r igh t I do!" 
" 1 k n o w by your face, p rofessor . I c a n al-

ways tell when y o u ' v e s o m e t h i n g on vour m i n d . " 
" Well, I 've g o t a b ig s o m e t h i n g now, lad. 

S o m e t h i n g as b ig an ' no b i g g e r t han a b a g , will 
SsxO.OOO boodle i n to i t . Da i ' s w h a t ' s de m a t t e r 
wid m e . " 

Ben waB si lent . 
H e b e g a n p a c i n g the floor. 
" Benny—Benny , lau!" 
" W h a t i? it?" 
" I'm g o i n g to do you a big f a v o r , " 
" Well?" 
" They a r e p l o t t i n g ag in yon , " 
" The c o u n t ? " 
" A n ' P l u g . " 
" T h a t ' s a n old s t o r y . " 
" Ah, b u t they m a n e to m a k e it a new wan 

f a i th—they m a n e lo do y o u up n o w . " 
" No! Not t h e cou tu?" 

" Yes, jus t t h e c o u n t . " 
•• B a t 1 h a v e j u s t saved his l i fe ." 
" Bah! W h a t does he c a r e for t ha t ? Y o u 

d o n ' t know him a s i do, B e n n y . " 
" Well, I g u e s s I o u g h t t o . " 
" Come with me a n d l isten a n d s e e if you do. 
" Where?" 
F o ^ a r t v po in ted t h r o u g h t h e open door to a 

I i t t le"brick shed in t h e rea r of t h e f o u n d r y . 
" T h e r e . " 
" Are they the re?" 
" They a r e . " 
" C o m e o n . " 
" Now i t 's a b i g favoi I 'm d o i n g yoa , B e n n y . 
" W h a t ? " 
" To p u t you on to t h i s . " 
" And?" 
" I e x p e c t you t o do as m u c h for m e in r e -

t u r n . " 
" I d o n ' t see h o w I c a n d o yon a n y favor. 
" A r r a h ! a n ' t he t ime may c o m e when ye can, 

lad. T h e t i m e m a y c o m e . " 
Ben looked aa be felt , very m u c h t roubled . 
H e followed P r o f . F o g a r t y on t of the bni id ing , 

however . 
" Did you find t h e bag?" he a s k e d , innocent ly , 

as they c rossed the open s p a c e which lay be-
tween t h e foundry u n d the li t t le shed . 

" No , Benny, I did n o t find t h e b a g . " 
" 1 hea rd you t a l k i n g a b o u t ir a s I fell a s l e e p . " 
" Y e s ; I bel ieve I did m e n t i o n i t , " said 

F o g a r t y , dryly. " N o t a n o t h e r word n o w . " 
He led t h e way round the shed . 
Aa he walked on t ip- ioe Ben fol lowed his ex -

a m p l e . 
Now c a m e a s imi la r d iscovery t o t h a t of Old 

K ing Brady ' s a t t he rece iv ing vau l t . 
The wall was all c r u m b l i n g away . 
Hold ing u p his f inger, F o g a r t y Look his pos i -

tion u n d e r t h e b reak . 
" L i s ten! L i s t e n ! " he b rea thed . 
" I tell you we've g o t to do him up ! " sa id the 

voice, of P lug Moran . 
•• Who says ao?" asked the C o n m , snee r ing ly . 
" I suy BO!" 
" And I say no ! " 
" But Bncka loo says ' y e s . ' " 
He re was a revela t ion lo Ben. 
Mr. Bnckaloo, the p lundered b a n k e r , on in t i -

m a t e t e r m s with llie g a n g ! 
l i e was amazed . 
The in t ima t ion he first had of Ihe r o b b e r y 

c a m e from vis i t ing llie p r e m i s e s one n t e h t a 
sho r l t ime prev ious in the co inpuny of P r o f . F o -
g a r t y and P lug . 

There ihey had me t the j a n i t o r o l t h e bu i ld-
ing in J a u n c e v Cour t t h r o u g h which they e scap -
ed." 

Th i s man was F o g a r t y ' s cous in . 
He seemed t o have t h e r an of t h e b u i l d i n g s on 

the Cour t , and took tho b u r g l a r s down i n t o 
Buckaloo ' s b a n k by way of the roof . 

Now th i s visit a c c o u n t s for i h e k n o w l e d g e Ben 
possessed of t h e plot . 

Tbe J a u n c e y C o u r t jani ' .or p o i n t e d o u t i h e 
c lose t door c o m m u n i c a t i n g with t h e n e x t bui ld-
ing, and g a v e them a key of t h e ou t e r door of 
said bui lding, t o lie'useil iu case of a n e m e r g e n c y . 

P l u g took the key. 
N e x t day it w a s mis s ing . 
H e never d r e a m e d l h a t Ben, w h o h a d b e e n his 

pupil in the a r t of p i ck ing pocke ts , had t a k e n i t . 
Ye t such was t h e f ac t , a n d t h e u s e ho m a d e of 

it t be r eade r knows. 
T h u s , h a v i n g a s s i s t ed in al l theBe e l a b o r a t e 

p repa ra t ions , it ia no w o n d e r t h a t Ben w a s su r -
pr i sed lo hear P l u g speak a s t h o u g h Mr. B u c k a -
loo had known ai l a b o u t t hem too . 

And while some i l i i ng of t h e s e t h o u g h t s w e r e 
f lashing t h r o u g h Ben 's mind , t h e c o n v e r s a t i o n 
behind t h e wall wus g o i n g s t r a i g h t on . 

" W e l l , it s t r i ke s m e I o u g h t t o h a v e s o m e -
t h i n g l o say o h o u t t h i s , " s a id t h e c o u n t . " T h e 
boy is my nephew, I gues s . " 

" G u e s s he i s . " 
" I s he t o b e s l a u g h t e r e d w i t h o u t m y b e i n g 

consul ted?" 
" S l a u g h t e r e d 1 W h a t do you w a n t t o use 

such a word for? He ' l l be d o n e u p n ice a n d 
q u i e t . " 

" I ob jec t . " 
" H e be t rayed ua . " 
" Y o u d o n ' t know i t ; a c c o r d i n g t o y o u r o w n 

admiss ion , you d o n ' t k n o w i t . " 
" We h a v e every r e a s o n to be l ieve i t . " 
" I l m a y be t r u e - s t i l l he 's my n e p h e w . " 
" And you a r e one of us. You have g o t t o 

obey ihe o rde r s of the boss . 
" I d o n ' t know whe the r I will or n o t . H o w 

c a m e N a n a in t h e v a u l t ? " 
" Bleat if 1 k n o w . B u c k a l o o c a n p r o b a b l y 

te l l . " 
" I t ' s a s t r a n g e b u s i n e s s , " 
" V e r y . " 
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" Where's the baby!" 
" In the hands of Mother Beezee." 
" T h e n all is ar ranged?" 
" All a r r anged to wipe ou t tha t branch of the 

family at one sweep. You're to p u t in your claim 
and scoop in the proper ty ." 

" And divide a million with the gang . I t ' s 
hard!" 

" Hard! What in thunder !" 
" It 's mine anyhow when they're all dead, a in ' t 

it?" 
" Count, you're the s t r anges t feller in the 

world. Yon wouldn ' t have known nothing a t all 
about it if Buckaloo hadn ' t loosed it up for 
you." 

" Well—well. Never mind. When is Buckaloo 
to be here?" 

" Oil, a long toward noon. Thunder ! There'll 
be a row when he finds the boodle's gone." 

" S t range abou t tha t business ." 
Nothing s t r a n g e about i t!" hissed P lug . " I 

could explain i t blameu quick." 
" How?" 
" The professor!" 
" What ! Yoa don' t think be took it?" 
" I'm blamed sure he did. The row he kicked 

u p was all pu t 011. He never went to sleep at 
all, but he did t i de the bag while I was snooz-
ing, worse luck." 

And all this came into the ears of Ben and 
Prof . Fogar ty as plainly a s into those of lhe 
couut . 

Ben could feel Fogar ty ' s grip upon his arm. 
He could a lmost hear the professor th inking 

" b u r n i n g blue blazes." 
" V e r y well. P lug," said the count, af ter a few 

moment s ' silence. " It will h a s e to be as you 
say." 

" I tell you there's no help for i t ." 
" N o n e . The boy m u s t die ." 
" B u t wha t ' s to be done about tills boodle? 

Buckaloo will be here, and " 
Ben heard no more af ler tha t . 
Prol . Fogar ty pulled him away then . 
He never spoke, hut hurr ied Ben across the 

open space back to the old fouudry and around 
behind it where, unless there should be a tegular 
search m a d e for lliem, they were not likeiy to 
be observed. 

Ben wondered what was c o m i n g n e x t . 
H e fonnd o u i as soon as Fogarty s topped. 
" Benny, did you hear?" breathed the profes-

sor . 
" Yes." 
" Have f done you a b ig favor, or haven ' t I?" 
" You have ." 
" You and me was always friends, Benny." 
" Always got along well enough, professor ." 
" D'ye th ink I'd he af ler le t t ing them do ye 

up, bye?" 
Ben was silent. 
" Let me tell you t h e Count is your uncie, 

and " 
" I know all tha t . " 
" H e towld you?" 
" Yes." 
" I t ' s a shame! You're a brave lad. Where 

would he find another wha t wud g o u p a dirihy 
sewer at the risk of his life to save him from the 
jug?" 

" Tnere ar® others ." 
" L e t him lind 'em! Let him find 'em, I say! 

But they shan ' t kill yer, bye. We must worruk." 
" I 'm ready . " 
Prof. F o g a r t y ' s voice dropped into a whine. 
" Say, Benny, I did yer a big favor. Now I'm 

go in ' to a x wan of you." 
" Well?" 
" I t was vou who ink t h a t bug ," 
11 j ;» 
" Yes; I know yer. I ' ve not been wa tch ing 

y o u r face for noth ing . Give it up to me, tha t ' s 
a good lad. Give It up and we'll divide. ' ' 

For a m o m e n t Ben looked steadily at the pro-
fessor. 

" Come!" he said at l a s t 
" Sure a n ' I will. Come on. Come on!" 
Without speaking, Ben led the way down the 

bank to the reed grown channel behind the old 
foundry. 

Prof. F o g a r t y was t r embl ing with expecta-
tion. 

F rom the s t a r t it had been his intention to 
steal the b a g if a good oppor tun i ty offered. 

Was such an oppor tuni ty close a t hand. 
" Where is I t ! I don ' t see noth ing or It, he 

breathed, a s they neared the shore. 
" Professor , I did t ake it. I found you as'.oep 

and I walked off with the b a g , " said Ben. 
" I knowed It. That wasn ' t the fust t ime yoa 

was up the re . " 
" N o . " 
" Where is i t? Where is it, l adf ' 

" Hold on! I took it because I am t ry ing to 
be hrinetl. I " 

• Honest me eye! The bug, bye! The bag!" 
" B e c a u s e I was de termined to l ake t ack the 

plunder to Mr. Buckaloo " 
" M a d ! Yer nind! Buckaloo is wan of us! 

Tha t job waa all a r r anged . " 
" I know il now, a n d knowing it don ' t care 

who has the boodle." 
" Then give it to me. I'll t ake good care of it. 

Burning blue blazes! I'll build seventeen hun-
dred and fifty churches and live honest till the 
day of judgment , so I will, if yit'll only give m e 
that bag . " 

" You shall have it. I want nothing more to 
do with it, I found the bag in your charge aud 
1 give i l back into your charge ." 

" Worruds! Wur ruds ! Too many wurrudfl. 
When the count eddicayted you it was a bad job. 
Gimme the bag a u d no more lark now. I want 
the bag!" 

Ben sighed and led Lhe way back a m o n g the 
lall Hags. 

There waa no sense in his r isking life to t ake 
the plunder from one member of Hie g a n g and 
give it to another . 

" T h e r e il is, p rofessor , " he said, poin t ing to 
the boodle bag which had j ' . s t come into view 
lying 111 a sl ight depression in the marshy 
ground. 

Prof. Fogar ty pounced upon it. 
" Art-all, you dar l in t !" lie cried. 11 Sure, 1 

have you now. Benny, lad, sneak around there 
and ge t the boat if ye can . We'll l ight out 
while there 's time, and Och, mur the r ! Oh, 
Lhe lhafe—oh, the Lliafe of the wurru ld!" 

" What ' s the ma t t e r ? " demanded Ben. 
For Prof . Fogar ty , opening the bag while 

speaking , suddenly g a v e a cry of d i smay as he 
held up one of Lhe packages of bills. 

" M a t t e r ! Why, i t ' s no money—it 's queer!" 
" Queer?" 
" Ay, queer, lad! We've been fooled—sucked 

in—deluded, so we have! It 's a lot of Jnmaey 
McGroaty 's ould queer , what hain ' t seen Die 
light of clay this ten years . " 

And Prof, Fogar ly just laid down on the 
ground and howled. 

But he quickly rocovered himself. 
The howling process was too dangerous . 
Hasti ly he examined the con ten t s of the b a g 

an lie had not thought lo do ou the previous 
night. 

It was perlect ly evident t h a t a t r ick had been 
played upon them. 

Instead of good money the bag was stuffed 
with counterfei ts . 

Al least so Prof. Fogar ly declared. 
The burglar wa3 furious in his rage . 
He seemed to he suddenly peized with the 

idea that Ben was responsible for il. 
" Yntt little snoozer!" he yelled, t u rn ing sud-

denly upon the hoy and 6eizing him by the 
threa t . 

It was a serious business. 
Fogar ty ' s long fingers wore choking him. 
Ben yelled murder. 
Then suddenly the bushes par ted a n d there 

stood Plug and the count , 
" Help! Help!" bawled Ben. 
" Let go, you fool!" hissed the Count . 

" We've been wa tch ing you. Let g o and we'll 
set t le it. Now's as good a t ime as any to kill 
this boy." 

And thus speaking , Llie Count drew Ben's own 
revolver and ihrust it in the poor boy's face. 

C H A P T E R XI. 
" MAP, MY LORDS! MAD!" 

" B A C K ! " 
" K — k - k — k i l l him! Kill h i m . o r he'll kill 

us!" 
" B a c k ! Back, or I l ire," repeated Old King 

Brady. 
With one a rm still around the moanin-r girl, 

the detect ive thrus t his revolver t oward Dr. 
Sweeney and his companion. 

I t was a despera te s i tuat ion. 
Sweeney had drawn a pistol even a s lie burs t 

into the vaul t . 
Three t imes lie snapped it a t t he detective, 

bawling out every sort of vile impreca t ion upon 
him a s ' he did so, but for lhe excel lent reason 
tlmt the bold coroner had neglected to pill car-
t r idges into the chambers , Lhe revolver declined 
to KO off. 

The detect ive could have shot him a dozen 
times it lie had wanted to. 

But Old King Brndy was not t h a t kind of a 
man. 

He wanted to save life now, and this was his 
only thought . 

Get hack!" chimed in the tall man. " T h a t 
pisiol of yours is no good." 

Tins was a t the very s ta r t . 
A s the detect ive drew his revolver the m a n 

ran out of the receiving vaul t . 
Bnt Dr. Sweeney held on and tried it aga in . 
Then it was that, t he detect ive shouted. 
" Blame you! I'll get square, Brady!" bawled 

the coroner. 
H e flung the useless revolver at Old K ing 

Brady's head, and bolted th rough the vaul t door . 
Slam, b a n g went the door . 
Dr. Sweeney could be heard locking it. 
Did lie know how the de tec t ive managed lo 

effect an entrance? 
Evidently he did not . (or t h e n Old Kir.g Brady, 

l i f t ing the g r o a r i u g girl from the coffin, pushed 
aside the canvas and s tepped out, nei ther the 
coroner nor his companion were there. 

" Oh! oh! Save me!" moaned the girl . 
She did 1101 Beem to be more than half con-

scious. 
When Old King Brady spoke soothingly 10 her, 

she kepi r igh t on calling (or him to save her. 
What waa lo be done? 
To return by way of the cemetery g a l e was 

only to court t rouble. 
With Lhe girl ill his a rms , Old King Brady 

plunged into the wood3 behind the vauli, 
No sign ot Dr. Sweeney or the tull man yet. 
But before Old King Brady had puhu far , Lhe 

mystery of Llieir silence waa explained. 
Boo—ivoo—woo!" 

Suddenly a hoarse ba rk ing was heard. 
There wus a rus l le among the underbrush be-

hind him. 
" Sweeny's bloodhound Mac, by thunder!" 

murmured Old King Brady. 
l i e had known Dr. Sweeny slightly for s o m e 

years . 
Now it suddenly Hashed over hia memory tha t 

l he doctor was a noted lover ol dogs : t ha t he 
had exhibited a magnif icent Siberian blood-
hound in lhe dog show the year lief ore. 

Was this dog wiih him now? 
Again came the haying, as if in answer . 
Something mus t be done instantly. 
Old King Brady BIIW tha t . 
He laid the girl down upon the j;rass, and, 

d rawing his revolver, stood wailing. 
The hark ing cnnie again. 
So did the tiloou-linuml. 
Theri ' was a deep bay and a sudden rush. 
Out of the bushes Lne dog came burst ing. 
He stood as Mgh as a calf a s he bounded 

towards Old Kiiip Brady, liu- he lay as law as 
ever a dog lay a m o m e n t la ter on. 

Bang! 
Straight, at, the bloodhound 's eye the detect-

ive's aim was directed. 
The dog gave one wild yell and leaped high in 

the sir, d ropp ing dead a l t h e detective 's feet . 
•• Great Scon ! He has killed the dog!" slioul-

ed n voice back a m o n g the trees. 
" I may as ivell make a clean sweep of i t , " 

mnl te red the deteclive. '• I c a n ' t aud I won ' t 
be chased by those two men . " 

He dashed back in the direction of the voice, 
firing as lie went. 

He could hear them rnnn inc , but somehow did 
not manage t o ge t a s ight of them. 

in a moment ne was in s igh t ot the receiving 
vaul t asa in . 

Dr. Sweeney and his companion were not 
there. 

"They 've lit o u t , " t hough t Old King Brady. 
" It was enough for them "that the dog go l a 
dose of cola " l ead . Thsy d idn ' t ca re for one 
themselves ." 

He hurried back now In the direction f rom 
which he had come. 

The girl was silll there. 
She was s i t t ing upon the g ra s s looking wildly 

around. 
" H u s h ! " she whispered, holding up her lin-

ger . " Hush!" 
Old King Brady s topped. 
" Do you hear "them?" he whispered. 
" I t e a r a million voices!" 
She spoke in low, eweet tones , bu t s t rangely 

t inged with s adness . ; 
" I hear a million voices; they are whisper ing 

all around me! The air is full of them. They 
Bay: ' N a n a ! Nana! Why didn ' t you stay in the 
g rave? ' " 

" Mad!" murmured Old King Brady, 
She caugh t t h e word. 
S tagger ing to her feet she faced him and be-

gan ges i i cu la ' ing dramat ical ly . 
" Aye! mad, my lords! Mad as the hare in 

March! Call in the chef. L e t t h e h a r e b e kiil-
e d ! Let us nil feaRl upnn t h e bor.es," 

" There, the re ! Y'ou lire nervous!" whispe ied 
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the deteeilve t ry ing to l a k e her arm. Come 
with mel" 

B u t Nana drew away. 
" B o n e s ! ' s h e shrieked. " B o n e s ! A wilder-

ness of bones lies all about us . Let Itiem be 
boiled and given lo l l i e dogB. Ha, ha! The seven 
wise men call me. I mus t go . " 

" Yes. Don' t yoa h e a r ' t h e m hollering over 
the re / " aaid the detective. " C o m e , iny dear! 
Come! If the seven wise men want ns it would 
be very Impolite for us to refuse to go." 

She assented to this. 
Tak ing her arm the detect ive harried her 

through tbe woodB in the ga ther ing shadows. 
What had bccome of their pursuers? 
He could neither hear nor see them, yet some-

how he felt cer ta in l h a t they were pursu ing bim 
•till. 

" Don' t yon remember me? Don' t you know 
who I am?" he asked llie girl as they hurried on. 

" You a re the knight of the golden feathers ; 
you rescued me from the tomb." 

" You had a hard t ime there, my poor child." 
" Hard tlmel No. The seven wise men came 

and told me stories ." 
" T h e r e , therel Don't excite yourself ." 
" Never! I am awfully and horribly ca lm. 

Each one sat on his collin and told his own 
Blory." 

" Were they interesting?" 
" No, dry . Very dry. Oh, dear! I don ' t seem 

able to walk any more, and I can ' t tell why." 
" You are weak. Here, lei me carry you." 
" Tha t is right. The t rue knight should carry 

his fairo layde. Ha ! You a re ra ther old for a 
knight , anil your nose ia a l together too long. 
No, yon are no t handsome. Not a t all ." 

She spoke drowisly. Aa with many insane 
persons, sleep seemed to come upon her sud-
denly. 

As Old King Brady lified her in his arms her 
head dropped upor. his shoulder jus t as a child's 
might do. 

Thus she went to sleep while the detect ive 
hurried on. 

He had not gone far before he came to the 
high fence which surrounds the cemetery of 
llie Evergreens on the Ridgewood side. 

It was too high to climb, und ihere was no 
ga le to be seen. 

Old King Brady placed Ills burden on the 
g ras s and went to work to see what coutd be 
done. 

There wonld have been no trouble in his climb-
ing the fence alone. 

But to ge t tbe mad girl over was another 
ma t t e r . 

At length he found a place where one of ihe 
pal ings was broken, and with some l iule trouble 
be managed to kick ou t another . 

" Tha i ' s the idea. I can get her through 
now," he murmured. 

He crawled through himself to t ry it. 
Whiz! Bang! 
Suddenly came more trouble. 
Came in the shape of a huge s tone flang by 

some unseen hand. 
H s l ruck Old King Brady in the back of t h e 

head. 
The detective fell ncrosa Ihe break In the fence, 

and lay there like a log. 
" By thunder! You did do il ," breathed Dr. 

Sweeney, suddenly coming in to view from a m o n g 
t h e trees. 

The tall man followed him. 
His face was flushed with t r iumph. 
" I told y o a I could do i l ." 
" A n d I d idn ' t believe yon." 
" I 've done It. Is ne dead?" 
" I'll tell yon In j o s t one minnte , " said Dr. 

Sweeney, bending over ihe body of the detectivp. 
He made a careful examinat ion, and repor ted 

tha t the de tec t ive was not dead. 
" H e is only s tunned , " he said. " You did 

your work well." 
" A n d IB l iable to revive a t any minu t e . " 
" Yea, indeed, and he a s fresh a s ever. I 

know him of old. Tho cat with nine lives a in ' t 
iu it a longside Old King Brady, tbe detective. ' ' 

" How easy i t would be t o p a t a ball through 
his hea r t if yoa hadn ' t gone and m a d e tha t in-
fernally s lapid b lunder about yoar revolver!' 
ma t t e red the tall m a s . 

" B a h ! I was full. I thought I loaded It and 
I d idn ' t . " 

" I t ' s un fo r tuna te . " 
" N o t a t all." 
" Why so?" 
" There 's probably the s a m e revolver in his 

pocket lhat he scared you with a momen t ago . " 
" I w a s no more scared l imn y o a were." 
" . W e were both scared . Do yoa wan t to kill 

blm?" 
" I—no, Indeed!" 

" I thought" not ." 
" Suppose you try i t—murder ia more in your 

line than mine." 
" Thank you for the compliment ," replied the 

doctor, dryly. " I may have sent a few poot 
wretches over the grea t divide in my t ime with 
tbe wrong medicine, bat it was done wilhont 
knowing il. I 'm not a professional murderer, if 
you please." 

" H e ought to be put ou t of the way. He's 
mixed ap in our mat le rs . " 

" You can d o it. I'll hold my tongue ." 
" Ha! No. Not much, doc. I'm not fool 

enough lo p a t myself in your power. I know 
you too well." 

Tbey talked fnriher, but neither of them would 
take the . responsibility of killing ibe detective. 

As a compromise tbey carrr ied him back 
auiong the bushes and there tlung him down. 

Old King Brady never moved. 
" I t was a bad blow," muttered the doctor. 

' I wouldn't wonder if a f te r all he died. But 
come, we've fooled with him long enough. We 
must get back to the gir l ." 

And they hurried off through the woods. 
When ihey came to the place where Old King 

Brady had ieft Nana, they found her lying upon 
the ground fasi asleep. 

This, however, they did not understand a t all. 
They believed at ihe s tar t and ihey believed 

still l ha t the girl was dead. 
" C o m e , let's carry her on to the h o u s e -

quick!" mutiered tho doctor . 
He seized her by the shoulders, but dropped 

her before his companion could take her feel. 
" Great Scott , man! she's alive!" 
" You dou ' i mean it!" 
The tall man s taggered back. 
" She is '" 
" Confound the luck!" 
" She's only asleep," chuckled the doctor, who 

seemed to see something very funny in the sur-
prise. 

" It can ' t be ." 
" It is, though ." 
• • But " 
" Blast it, m a t ! There's no but about i t . The 

;irl is simply alive. Don'i you Buppoae 1 know?" 
" Alive or dead, tbe job bus got to be done. 

Here, help me, J im!" 
Dr. Sweeney caught ihe shoulders 2nd held on 

this time. 
The tall man took the feet. 
Together they carried the nDfortunate girl 

through the break iu the fence, and found them-
selves alongside tbe t racks of the Manhat tan 
Beach railroad. 

" How far are we from Mother Beezee's?" 
I t was ihe s t ranger who pu t the question. 
Dr. Sweeney laughed. 
" Only a little way." 
" Down the t rack!" 
" Yea." 
" I shall be glad when we get there—she's 

thundering heavy. Come on . " 
' You expect to find Mother Beezee a t her 

country seat wailing for us?" 
' Well, I expect to tind her there—yes." 
' Yoa won' t ." 
' Why not? She promised " 
' Mother Beezee was arrested tbia morning. 

She is now in the Tombs." 
" Arrested!" 
" You heard me . " 
" By whom?" 
" Old King Brady." 
" Blast tha t man . " 
" He did i l ." 
" Well, Dr. Greenough will be there ready to 

lend as a hand . " 
" No, Indeed, he won' t ." 
" Why won't he?" 
" Because he was arres ted, too. Hold on! 

Don't you let her fall." 
" Well, well, well! And how did you know all 

ibis?" 
"Te l eg ram came to the cemetery from Bob." 
" Bad job." 
" Yes, 
" O l d King Brady must have come out r ight 

away af ter he arres ted them." 
" I t looks so." 
" I t ' s a pity we didn' t finish bim up while we 

had ihe chance. Yoa can say whal you like, 
bu t Old King Brady is a very dangerous m a n . " 

There was silence for a few momenta. 
Meanwhile the two men kep t steadily on over 

tbe ruilroad ties. 
" Where's the house?" asked the t a l l s t r anger 

a t laat. 
Dr. Sweeney nodded his head In the direc-

tion of a small co t tage which stood alone near 
the t rack, at no very great distnnce nway. 

" That bolongs lo Mother Beezee." 

" Yes." 
The s tranger shuddered. 
" A vile business. I ba te to have t o use such 

dirty tools," he said. 
" You refer to her baby farming?" 
" Yes, of course." 
" M a n y is the child ahe's s tarved to death . 

There's one part icular one we wish was s tarved 
just abont now." 

" I t has got to be removed by some means . 
I depended on the old woman or Bob." 

" And I depeuded part icularly on Bob," said 
the doctor, " ba t there ain ' t either one of lliem 
available. I 'm sure I don't know what we ahull 
do." 

They bad reached the houae by thia t ime. 
" There's some one in there," said the doctor . 

" Don' t you see the light burning up-stairs!" 
• Yes. I suppose the old hag keeps help lo > 

look af ter thinga when she is lo the c i ty . " 
" I suppoBe she does. Look out for dogs. 

Great Scot t! I'd like t o have go t back on t h a t 
old sconndrel for shooting poor Mac! No soch 
dog in America. Never was—never will be!" 

" Nonsense!" growled the s t ranger , posh ing 
open the gate. " T h e woods are full of em 
South. I've helped hunt down many a nigger 
with 'em in my time." 

" No, sir! No such dog as mine." 
" Why in the mischief d idn ' t you t ake your 

revenge by doing a p the detective tben? You 
had every chance and I shouldn't wonder a bit if 
he had come to by this time and was following 
us now." 

Tbey laid Lhe girl down npon the stoop as Dr. 
Sweeny growled out same unintelligible answer, 
and a t the same time pulled the bell. 

Atler a brief wait a window was heard cau-
tiously opening overhead. 

" Who's there?" called a female voice through 
the closed blinds. 

" We were to meet Mrs. Beezee here. We 
want to comc in," culled back Dr. Sweeney, iu 
guarded toneB, 

" Mrs. Beezee ain't here." 
" We know iliat ." 
" S h e ' s been arrested." 
" W e know lhat , too. Let ns in." 
" Dassent." 
" Who are you?" 
" Gussie." 
" Who ihe mischief Is Gnesie?" growled t h e 

Btranger. " Burst in the door, J im. We cuii't 
stay here ou the steps wilh this gir l ." 

"Guss i e , you know me, my good g i r l , " said 
the coroner persuasively. 

" No, I dou' l ." 
" H i d a r ! YeB, you do." 
" W h a t in the world, Sweeney! You speak 

like a nigger!" mattered the Btranger. 
" When one talka toniggera one ge t s to speak-

ing like them," replied lhe coroner quickly. 
" N i g g e r , be blowed! Why, ihe gir l ' s red-

headed. I can see her plain enough ." 
' ' I say she's a nigger." 
' And I say yoa don't know what you ' re ta lk-
. nWnnl >' * ing about ." 
" Oh, dry up ! Let ' s d rop It. I 'm going in 

here—now see." 
Dr. Sweeney began beat icg furiously 011 the 

door. 
There was no resalt for a few momen t s . 
After lha t the girl suddenly appeared behind 

the blinds again. 
" G o 'way! Go 'wayl You shan ' t come in 

here!" she Bhrieked. 
" But we must come, Guseie. We've got a 

sick lady here. We can ' t s tay on t h e s toop all 
night." 

" Yoa shan't come in, I'll set the dogs on yoa 
first." 

" They shall go in. Open tha t door, Guss ie ." 
A man saddenly appeared coming around f rom 

behind Llie house. 

" Bob—Bob Greenough!" cried t h e doctor . 
" What 's left of him," was ihe reply. 
And Indeed tbe new-comer presented a sorry 

Bight. 
He was all in rags and looked very diflerent 

from the nobby yonng doctor Old K i n g Brady 
had met in the morning. 

" Open lha t door, girl, or I U ca t your hea r t 
ont!" he hissed. " Open i t before ihe cops 
catch me, for they are close a t my heels." 

" Cops! Great heavens, n o t " gasped t h e 
stranger. 

y " Yes, Buckaloo, cops," chuckled Bob, who 
seemed t o be drunk. 

" Hush! For Heaven 's s a k e don ' t mention 
lha t namel" breathed the s t ranger . 

" Ha, ha, hal We're afraid, a re we?" laughed 
tbe doctor. 

" Don't get mad, Buckaloo," chuckled Bob— 
" d o n ' t g e t mad!" 
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" M a d , my lords—mad!" shrieked a voice at 
t t e i r (eel, and poor Nana, coming out of her 
trance, or Bwoon, or whatever tier BLrange con-
dition migh t have been, rose up before tliein. 

" Grea t Scot tI This won't do!" gasped Bob. 
H e put his shoulder to t be door, and would 

have burs t i t open. 
But , as it happened, Gussie turned the key a t 

that very moment . 
" Don ' t—don ' t make any noise!" pleaded Mr. 

Buckaloo. 
Then, a t t ha t very instant , tbe door flew open. 
I t le t Bob in with it, br inging him in sudden 

and violent con tac t with Gussie. 
Down went Gnssie with a yell and Bob on top 

of her. 
Bob in his fall made a g rab a t the doctor, 

who went sprawl ing on top of him. 
Alas ! for Mr. Buckaloo 's desire for quiet. 
" Mad, my lords! Mad!" shrieked the girl. 
She would have rushed off down the stoop but 

Mr. Buckaloo seized her. 
Gnssin and Bob were making a terrible clat ter 

when Mr. Buckaloo dragged tbe mad girl iuside 
and s lammed the door. 

For a moment the noise cont inued; then all 
was s i lent . 

A moment a f t e r t ha t and a tall figure rose out 
of t h e ditch on the other side of the rai lroad. 

I t was Old King Brady, 
L ike a man half blind he s taggered across the 

t rack and approached the house. 
Heavens , wha t a gang!" he murmured. 

" T h e y ' v e pre t ty near finished me. Can I s tand 
n p aga ins t them? We shall see ." . 

" Queer, by thunder ! and 

the package a t Prof . Fo-

he hissed. 
J u d a s , I'll 

C H A P T E R XII . 
BEN MORRIS MEETS A FRIEND. 

S P L A S H ! 
" Thundera t ionf He's drowned himseif!" 
" L o o k ou t ! He'll rise again!" 
" S h o o t him—shoot him as soon as he shows 

h i s nose! There 's no safety for us now while lie 
lives." 

And Mr. P ing Mornn bent over the water, 
while the Count, revolver ready, s tood watching 
for Ben to rise. 

A sudden dash, a rush through the reeds and 
a p lunge into the nar row arm ol the Hackon-
Back, which set in around the liiLle island upou 
which tbe ruined foundry stood. 

This is wha t happened immediately after the 
a t t a ck on Ben and Prof. Fogarty. 

But before It took place two shots were fired. 
One missed Ben ; the other took tbe professor 

in tbe a rm. 
T h e confusion which followed the yells of the 

woanded burglar gave Beti the chance which he 
bad jus t taken. 

P l u g and the Count rushed after him. 
• The tail flags gave Ben some little advan tage , 
and now he was gone. 

They waited, but the boy did not rise. 
" You must have winged him," said Plug. 

" I guess he's drownded." 
" I tell yoa I didn' t lilt h im,"snar led the count. 
" Then where is h e r 
" Dead, most likely. The curse of Heaven 

will come upon me for this j o b . " 
The count was deathly pule. 
A perspirat ion had broken oa t apon his fore-

head. 
Still they waited. 
Still no th ing was seen of Ben. 
" I t couldn ' t be helped," said Plug, a t last. 

" We can ' t have a trai tor a rouud." 
" No, bu t " 
" He ' s yon r own flesh and blood." 
" A n d saved my life a t the risk of his own." 
" S t i l l he was a t ra i tor . " 
" A t ra i tor to what? Plug, there is bui one 

end to all th i s . " 
" S h u t up! N o croaking." 
" And that 'B the gal lows! Come, let him live 

If he 's sti l l a l ive ." 
" N o ! " 
" Y e s ! I say yes! Not a word, or " 
T h e c o u n t ' s m a n n e r was loo th rea ten ing to be 

misonders tood . 
P l u g mat te red someth ing ami returned to 

Fogar ty . 
" A h , you 've fixed me, byes!" groaned the 

old man , who lay writhing in agony upon the 
g r o u n d . 

" A n d if we haven ' t , we'll finish the job ," 
snor ted the coont- " Here, Plug, let 's have a 
look a t t b e boodle." 

Bat P i n g was already looking at it, and now 
h e d ropped t h e first package taken from the 
b a g with a yell of dismay. 

" Sold—sucked in!" he yelled. 
" W h a t ! Wha t I " cried the count 

the p a c k a g e f rom his band. 

" Queer!" he cried, 
old queer a t tha t !" 

lu his rage be fiun; 
gar ty ' s head. 

" P l u g , this is Buckaloo's work!" 
" Now for revenge! By the jumping 
have that man ' s life!" 

But Ben was not dead—not injured in any way. 
Trained from his earl iest infancy as a bur-

glar 's " k i d , " Ben Morris was jus t as sha rp and 
spry as it was possible for a young man to be. 

Moreover, Ben had the g rea t advan tage of be-
ing a splendid swimmer and diver. 

Swimming under water wus his especial forte. 
When he dove into the sa l t creek, he went 

down with the deliberate intention of pu t t ing as 
great a instance between himself and his enemies 
as possible. 

When he c a m e up it was close to the batik and 
many yards away from the point where he had 
made his perilous dive. 

But even theu nothing but his head came oui . 
It ivas among tbe flug3 und perfectly concealed 

from view. 
There for a long time he remained, holding on 

to Lhe bank and watching P lug aud Lhe COUIIL, 
whom he could see plainly. 

" I t ' s no use ta lking," he murmured, " m e n 
like llietn are bad all the way through. As LO 
g/a l i tude , why they don't know what Lhe word 
means. Nana was right. Poor Nana! I 've go t 
something lo live for now if 1 hadn ' t before ." 

It was revenge lie was th ink ing of. 
No hoy ever loveil a sisier more than Ben 

Morns loved his; and no mail or boy ever had a 
better one. 

To Naua 's good influence alone was due Ben's 
determination 10 be honest and pull himsei i up 
out of the horrible associations among which his 
life had been spent. 

Now Ben only partially comprehended the 
deep plot ill which he was mixed up. 

It was the same with the count and P lug . 
As for Prof. Fogar ty and Big Schmitz, they 

did uot know much beyond lhe fact t h a i a plot 
existed, of which the scheme ol .Mr. Buckaloo lu 
have his bank burglarized was a part . 

But ISen was destined to know more of the 
plot before very many hours had passed. 

At the end of one hour Ben found himself 
t r amping wearily over the marsh, heading for 
the Seacaucus s ta t ion on the Delaware, Lacka-
wanna and Weslern railroad. 

l i e had watched his chance, crawled ashore 
and under cover of Lhe Hags made his escape. 

Now Seacaucus s ta t ion is a t the foot of Snake 
Hill, a t the very ga le of the g rounds sur round-
ing the penetentiury aud oilier comity build-
ings. 

i t was with fear and t rembl ing that Bon stood 
on llie s ta t ion wail ing for lhe irniu. 

l ie was without a hat and his clothes wet, 
corn and plastered all over wiih mud. 

The stat ion agen t eyed him very suspiciously 
and then began to question bim. 

But Ben told a plausible st.ory which allayed 
the man ' s suspicious for the moment . 

" I'll send up to the peni tent iary for some 
one to come down and look at h im," t h o u g h t 
tbe agen i . " There'll be half an hour yet before 
lhe t ra in comes ." 

Now if th i s plan had been carried out it would 
probably have sealed Ben's fate. 

There was a wire connect ing with the peni-
tentiary for this very purpose. 

The stat ion agen t gave the call but just then 
he bad a call himself, for t he Lehigh express 
came t h u n d e r i n g ap and lo bis amazement s top-
ped at his s ta t ion—something it had not done 
before in six months. 

A hot box was the cause. 
In a moment llie lire was extinguished, an J 

the train went on its way. 
When the station agenl looked for Ben he wns 

snatching 

gone. 
Then over the wire flew a message to l loboken 

to hold the halloas boy who would arr ive by the 
Lehigh express. 

But the iiatless boy never arrived. 
Ben dropped off a t tbe tunnel . 
Two hours later he c r o w d the JerBoy City 

ferry unchallenged and with a new hat on his 
head. 

A few moments later, and he was as efiectual-
ly lost in the crowded streets of tlie grea t city 
as though he had been in the desert of Sahara . 

Ben went s t ra igh t to the house in Bedford 
s t ree t and pulled the bell. 

He lived here Willi the rest of the g a n g . Il 
wns all file home lie linil. 

He ran up ihe steps and pulled the bell. 
In a moment a fr ightened-looking woman ap-

peared III answer. 
" O h , you must g o away! You must go away!" 

she breathed. " Mother Beezee and the doc tor 
have been ar rus ied ." 

•' Ar res ted!" 
" Y e s . The police a re in ihe bouse now, and 

—here he comes! Skip, Ben—skip: 
The way Ben flew down Bedford s t ree t was a 

caut ion. 
He caugh t Bight of llie b luecoat coming 

through the hall, but he never knew whether lie 
was followed or not. 

Wheu he stopped runn ing a t las t he was 
somewhere on Hudson street . 

Here he paused, utterly diBCoaraged; ut ter ly 
a t a loss wha t t o do. 

And if he felt so then, when the shadows of 
n ight c a m e creeping over ihe g r e a t city he wns 

even worse. 
The a l ternoon had been spen t wander ing 

abou t lhe s i reets . 
He was 110 wiser in regard I.. N.ina's (ate than 

when he left llie old foundry hours before. 
Short ly after nightfal l , on the s a m e principle 

tha t the m c t h flutters back to the candle , which 
will cause Ids dealh , Ben went back lo Bedford 
s t reet . 

l ie was a lmost a s t r anger in New York. 
Only a few mon ths before this lhe e n u r e band 

had come from Chicago. 
There was i.ot a Boliiary person ill t he whole 

cilv lo whom llie boy could appeal save one. 
This was this one who Ben was a f t e r now. 
l i e did uot seek Mother Beezee's door, how-

ever. 
There was a l ight bu rn ing in the old woman 's 

window when he slipped by lhe house. 
Probably the police were still there, 
i t was no l likely tha t they knew all its secrets, 

however. 
Ben fell compara t ive ly safe when he slipped 

in by the door lower down the block, i h ruugb 
I which l t ube the R a t and Old King Brady had 
I come out . 
| Ben knew the ropes hers . 
' No one chal lenged him. 

Ill a few moments he was in the underground 
den. 

It was dark, s i lent and deserted. 
Ben lit a match and touched it lo the gas 

burne r in tho hall at lhe (not of ihe stairs . 
As lie diil so a yell rung out and someth ing 

shot pas t him. 
" You s h a n ' t ge t me!" shouted the someth ing . 
It looked like a bundle of rags s t rugg l ing in 

Ben's hands . 
Kube! l tube! don ' t vou know me?" 

" Hen!" 
" Yes . " 
" B y golly! I sneaked back here pappose , 

hoping you'd come." 
It was Rube the Rat . 
T rue to his tiutne, he had crawled back in to 

bis hole. 
But what was lhe maLter wiih the police l ha t 

those whom Old King Brady had believed to be 
closely watched had been eullered to escape. 

" I 'm here, Rube. Wliai 's ihe m a t t e r with 
everybody?" 

" Ben, ihe hull blame biz is busted." 
" Y e s ! " 
" M o t h e r Beezee was took in, PO was Dr. Bob." 
" I know." 
" T h e y hud mo a-lonfin ' round police hend-

quurters, b u t I lit out when they wasn ' t l i .okln' ." 
" A r r e s t e d too?" 
" Naw. Witness ." 
" And you skipped?" 
" Y o u bet . Oh, Ben, i t ' s dreadful aboa t Nana, 

a in ' t i t?" 
" Y e s , Rube . " 
" D e a d and buried!" 
" B u r i e d a l ready!" gasped Ben, great ly over-

come. 
" Y a i r . This morn ing . Hully gee! Dr. Bob 

run her ou t iu no t ime." 
" Where wns she buried?" asked Ben, hoarsely. 
" Evergreens Cemetery . " 
" Never heard of it. Do yoa know where it is, 

Rube?" 
" D o 1? Well, now, I jus t do ; a n d I know 

more than tha t . " 
" Wha t do you mean?" 
" Did you ever hear t h a t Mother Beezee had 

ano the r p lace ou t there?" 
" Never!" 
" Well, she lias." 
" I don ' t care. Rube, my heart Is broken I" 
" Well, ye r better mend it again b lame quick , 

for there 's someth ing else (or you to know." 
" What do you mean?" 
" Baby J i m . " 
" l tube!" 
" B a b y J im. T say. Them ns killed Nana will 

kill him, and I know something, Ben." 
" R u b e ! For Heaven ' s sake! " 
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" Naw—for t h e s a k e of a big p o t of boodle, 
Ben, they ' re going to kill Baby J im out there this 
very n igh t . " 

C H A P T E R X I I I . 

P R . SWEENEY AND DR. BOB. 

" WELL, this is some th ing like i t , " declared 
Dr. Sweeney, us he lit a fresh cigar. " We'll 
l a k e a l i t t le comfor t now, untl i t ' s near l ime, for 
I ' m about beat o u t . " 

A n d Dr. Sweeney poured out a n o t h e r glasB of 
whisky from a black bol t le which stood upon 
t h e table . 

" l l o w ' s tha t , Bob?" b e demanded of Dr. 
Greenough , who Bai upon the o ther side of the 

- t ab le bl inking a t him like an inebriated owl. 
" That ' s all r igh t if you say so, Doc." 
Dr. Bob seemed to h a r e someth ing the m a t t e r 

with the vocul chords. 
A sor t of temporary paralysis, so to speak. 

Where 's Buckaloo?" asked Dr. Sweeney, 
looking a round. 

Dunno!" 
H e was here a minu te ago." 

" He's gone—where the deuce has he g o n e 
tor 

" He must have g o n e up-atairs lo see how the 
girl is ge t t i ng on ." 

" Gnes s no t . " 
" You seem Lo know!" 
" I l a , ha ! Look! He 's gone down . " 
Bob began laughing and seemed unable lo 

s top . 
H e pointed under Lhe table. 
There lay Mr. Buckaloo all in a heap. 
" Must have slipped out of his chaiv," c h u c k -

led Bob. " Ho, ho, ho! 1 thought we could put 
him under lhe table—eh, doc?" 

" H a , ha! Bet your sweet life. Bob." 
They laughed and shook hands over it and 

had a n o t h e r dr ink ou tbe s t r eng th of ll and ac t -
ed a l toge ther abou t ua silly over i t a s d runken 
men usually do. 

But a less in tox ica ted man than Dr. Bob would 
have seen several t h ings not one of which was 
visible to lhe eyes of the young ambu lance sur -
geon. 

H e would have seen tha t Dr. Sweeny did not 
dr ink the stuff he pretended to dr ink. 

T h a t he kept his hand over the g l a s s—tha t 
there was noth ing poured o u t when lie p re leud-
ed lo pour it half full. 

And all this t i m e Dr. Sweeny waa wa tch ing 
Dr. Bob as a cat would watch a mouse. 

If he had any scheme for using t h e y o n n g man 
he had yone abou t as far as was safe. 

A dr ink or two more and Dr. Bob would sure-
ly follow Mr. Buckaloo under tho table. 

Dr. Sweeney (,aw all this and s lopped jus t in 
t ime. 

" Tha t ' s enough now. Bob," he declared, when 
Greenough p u t out his hand for ihe bolt le. 

• Not a t all. Civo m e ano the r ball ." 
" No, 1 won'l. That ' s enough, I say. We've 

gol business on hand . " 
" Not to -n ight . " 
" Yes, to-n ight ." 
" Less wait till t o -mor row." 
" No, to -n ighi . " 
" I say Ie3s wait llll to -morrow." 
" Pshaw! You ain ' t so drunk b a t what yon 

can d o i t ." 
" Drunk—nol Who saye I 'm drunk?" 
Dr. Bob made a feeble a t t empt to s t ra ighten 

himself up. 
Of course you a in ' t . Tha i ' s why 1 say to-

n igh t . " " Well, what do you w a n t me to do?" 
" We want t ha i //osl mortem—that'a what we 

wan t , " was the low-spoken reply. Drnnk though he was. Dr. Bob s ta r ted . 
•• Look here, none of tha t , you know. She 

ain ' t dead . " 
" I t makes no d i f ference ." 

. " It makes a b l ame s igh t of d i f lerence." 
" No!" 
" Yes." 
" Look out, Bob Greenough, I can break yon . " 
" By Godfrey, I 'm p r e l ' y thoroughly broken 

now!" 
' " You'll be worse If you muke an enemy of 
l me . " " D i you th rea ten?" 

" Oh, no. I only s t a t e In the mi ldes t possible 
t e rms tha t if you refuse you will lind yourself in 
S ing S ing—tha t ' s al l ." 

" Bah! You think yon a re a b ig man because 
you happen to be a coroner ," 

" My dear boy, I 'm big enough for yon. Qnile 
big enough ." 

Dr. Boti began to sober up. 
, " Look here, Sweeney, wha t ' s t be m e a n i n g of 

your sudden in teres t in this case?" he demanded. 
•' Ha, ha ! You're beginning lo wake up." 
" Blamed if I unders tand it. You and me are 

old friends, a n d when I g a v e you that lip this 
morn ing I never dreamed " 

" Of finding me mixed u p in your business." 
" Exactly s o . " 
" There are more things in heaven and earth 

than we have dreamed of in our philosophy, 
Horat io." 

" Q u i t tha t . Come out flat-footed. 1 managed 
to ge l bailed out this afternoon aud hurried out 
here to a l iend to some business of my own, I 
find you and Buckaloo here with tha i girl, and 

" Stop! S top! There 's no use going over all 
tha t . Did you once think how I happened to be 
in the Chambers Street Hospi ta l just when you 
wanted me?" 

" N o . " 
" That fact a lone ought to be enough to Show 

you tha t I know more about your business than 
you are aware of. You were d r a n k when you 
came here. Y'ou are d runker now. The best 
th ing you can possibly do is to put youraelf in 
my hands . " 

" For what!" 
" For business. You and your friends, the 

count and hia g a n g , had a nice little plan to ge l 
hold of those millions, bu t " 

Dr. Bob leaped lo his feet. 
" What do you know?" 
" You fool! What do you suppsse I'm here 

for? You're drunk . Otherwise you would not 
be so blind." 

" Y'ou k'now all?" 
" Yes, and more lhan you do." 
" Then your presence here is no accident, as 

yon claimed awhile ago?" 
• Nol a t all. Your mother could have told 

you tha t . " 
" Mother went and took a big dose of mor-

phine af ter she was nrreated, blame her! She 
tr ied to tell me something, but I could nol make 
out wha t it was." 

" S h e aDd I unders tand one another, Bob." 
" Well, out with i t—out with it!" 
" Yoii know the Couul, of course?" 
" Well, r a tha r . " 
" Y'ou know he is Nana 'a uncle?" 
" Of course." 
" H e found out by the meres l accident, Bhortly 

a f te r he located his g a n g a t your mother 's house, 
tha t Nana, Ben and tho baby Jim, son of their 
dead sister, were entitled to an es ta te worth 
more than a million." 

' Well, I know all t ha t . " 
Of course you ilo. Now hold on. All t h i s 

information came to the c o u n l through the death 
of au old lawyer who had the mat te r in cha rge 
and had been fa t tening on this property for 
years . " 

" I know, I know." 
" I t was concealed from Nana and Ben of 

course. The m a t t e r was talked over between 
Lhe count and myself a n d we came to t h e con-
clusion t ha t inasmuch DS he was the nex t heir 
a f te r these children the best thing to be done 
was to pu t tbein quietly out of the way. For 
tha t reason lie m a d e a bargain with you to " 

But r ight here Dr. Bob Interrupted by bring-
i n g Ida fisl down upon lhe table with a bang . 

" Bv thunder ! You '.lo know!" 
" Did you think I didn't?" 
" I never dreamed you knew. How did you 

lind oui?" 
" By a very simple process, my dear fellow. 

I happen to be iho doctor who was called in 
when old Simons d ied ." 

Dr. Bob looked blank. 
" Then you a re the man who beard his confes-

sion, who first gave the connt the steer?" 
" I am the identical individual ." 
" Bill t ha t don ' t give yoa any hold on lhe 

ma t t e r . The count is the ODly man who could 
get the pape r s . " 

" True." 
And lie got t hem." 

" J u s t so." 
Without the papers yon can do no th ing . " 

" Bui I have the papers . " 
" Hello!" 
" You begin to unde r s t and . " 
" The Count is in Snake Hill?" 
" Exact ly. Thai ' s more of my work ." 
" You had him sent there?" 
" I worked tha t little r a c k e l t o the queen ' s 

t a s t e . " 
" And Ihe papers?" 
" 1 persuaded him to give them up to me w h e n 

ho found tha t he wus convicted." 
•• Well—well!" 
" You have seen Ihe pape r* ' " 
" Yes; he read them lo m e . " 

" You know that Buckaloo has 10 sign lhe 
transfers, as one of lhe execu to r s ! " 

" Thunder, no!" 
" Then the Count only showed you p a r t . " 
" It begins to look so." 
" He told you about a crysoli te cross?" 
" H e said tha t such a cross would have to be 

produced before the es ta tes could be recovered, 
and that he could produce i t . " 

" He did not tell you how and wbere he ex-
pected to get it!" 

" No." 
" Then the fact is what he told you Is only a 

very small par t of the whole?" 
" And you know the rest?" 
Dr. Bob, Buckaloo and I a r e old chum9. The 

whole th ing is in onr hands, I 've g o t lhe papers , 
the couut ia in the penitentiary. P lug and Prof. 
Fogar ty only know a par t of the business, and 
not a l all enough to enable them t o a c t . " 

" Well?" 
" The cross next . We a lone know where i t 

is. The count never had it and never could have 
got it. Unless it is shown the o the r s igna ture 
necessary to obtain control of these es ta tes 
cannot be obtained." 

" Where is the croBs!" 
" Abl Now we are coming to it. T h a t same 

crysolite cross ia in the s tomach of t h a t crazy 
girl up-stairs, Dr. Bob Greenough, she swallowed 
il last night ." 

" Swallowed il! What nonsense! Great 
heavens, man, i l would have killed her long 
ago ." 

" All the same she Bwallowed it and i l didn t 
kill her." 

" But I can't believe i t ." 
" Jus t as yoa like. I t ' s in her s tomach, 

though." 
" And this is t he p e a t secre t t h a t you have 

been hinting at, This is why you a r e BO anxious 
to have me commit murder?" 

" You've lilt it. Now you know the t r u t h . " 
For a few moments there was profound si-

lence. 
Though;not BObered by lhe revelation jus t made 

to him, Dr. Bob at least acied like a sober man . 
" Then the whole business is in your hands?" 

he asked. 
" Yes, and yours t oo . " 
" Wlia—what do you mean?" 
" 1 mean jus t this. You were hired by the 

Count to dispose of Nana, of Ben and the baby." 
" G r e a t heavens! You know tha t too?" 
" Ay, and more ," breathed Dr. Sweeney, lean-

ing over the table. 
" When you found Nana in your ambulance 

yon thought you hud been saved the t rouble ." 
That ' s so ." 

"Y'ou thought she was dead, bu t yon found 
she wasn ' t , and you were horribly d isappointed 
—why?" 

" Y'ou who know BO much ougli l to know 
tha t . " 

" 1 do." 
" Well?" 
" Through yonr mother the connt hud prom-

ised you $5,000 when the g i r l died, $5,000 for 
Ben and $2,000 fr.r the baby. Therefore you gave 
Nana a dose of morphine when you found she 
was not dead in the hope of hurry ing her off." 

" B y heavens! You can' t prove i t ! You can ' l 
prove i l l " cried Dr. Greenough, sp r ing ing lo bis 

" 1 can . " 
" How?" 
" I have proof." 
Dr. Bob looked decidedly gick. H i s face was 

as white as a sheet. 
He danced nervously abou t the room as he 

asked: 
" Well, what do you want?" 
" Ah, you are ready t o come to l e rma!" 
" Yes." 
" Well, then, doctor , my modes t r eques t may 

be s tated in a lew words—I wan t t h e crysoliie 
cross." 

" In other words, yoa want me t o do m u r d e r . " 
" An ugly word." 
" Tha i ' s what it a m o u n t s to . Doctor , I 'm in 

a bad position. Mother Is in the hands of t h e 
police. The old baby f a rming bnsineaa will be 
brought n p aga ins l her, and " 

" And Bhe is pret ty Bure to be sen t u p . " 
" Almost certain, unless we can bqy her off. 

I confeBB to you that there was no bai l ing oa t in 
my case. How could there be when there was 
no examinat ion even! I USHI my pol i t ica l pul l 
and escaped—that 's al l ." 

" I unders tand . You a re l iable l o be a r r e s t -
ed . " 

" At any moment . Especially It Old King 
I Brady, t h e detective, should h a p p e n to ge t h is 
I eyes on me." 
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Come, doctor , you'll 

" T h e r e ' s no danger ot t h a t . " 
" Why not?" 
" I ' ve se t t led h im." 
" No t d e a d . " 
" As g o o d as dead , 

p e r f o r m the opera t ion ." 
" Why don ' t you do it yourself , doctor?" 
" W h y , m y dea r doctor , I confess to you t h a t 

I a m no su rgeon—I am not ab le to do i t ," 
Dr , Bob looked very nervous. 
" I t you can p rove to me t h a t you have the 

p a p e r s I'll do i t , " he brea thed , " t h a t is, provid-
ed I can see s o m e sure ty of g e t t i n g my s h a r e , " 

" W h a t do you cons ider your sha re?" 
" O n e q u a r t e r of the p r o p e r t y . " 
" R i d i c u l o u s ! " 
" I t mus t be t h a t o r no th ing . " 
" But I agreed with your mothe r " 
" My m o t h e r a n d 1 a r e two different persons , 

as you will soon .3nd ou t if you have dea l ings 
with us . I t ' s a q u a r t e r or I won ' t work, doc tor . 
I l i t t le d r e a m e d th i s morn ing w h e n I gave you 
t h a t t ip we'd be s q u a b b l i n g over t housands be-
fo re—what ' s t h a t ! " 

" Noise u n d e r the t ab le—Bro the r Buckaloo 
c o m i n g to l i fe ." 

So snid Dr. Sweeney, but Dr. Bob was no t 
sat isf ied. 

H e took n p t he l a m p and looked under t he 
t a b l e for himself . 

Tb6re lay Mr. Bucka loo iu u p ro found slum-
ber . 

Yen t b e noise had been s h a r p and distinct. 
" G u e s s it d o n ' t a m o u n t to any th ing , " said 

Bob, who, t h r o u g h the in tense in teres t that had 
been a ronsed in him, had become pret ty well 
sobe red up . " I s it a go, doctor?" 

" Well, yes. I suppose I shal l h a v e to yield, 
a l t h o u g h I t h ink your demand exo rb i t an t . " 

" N o t a b i t—not a bi t!" exclaimed Dr. Bob, 
w h o b a d Bhown himself a good bargainer . 
*' Le t ' s see your p a p e r e and if you a r e agreeable 
t o my t e r m s , there is no th ing to hinder us from 
g o i n g r ight to w o r k . " 

" H o w d o yoo know I have thorn with m e ! " 
" Oh, I 'm sure yon have . " 
" Doctor , you ' re a sh rewder m a n than I g a v e 

you c r e d i t fo r . " . 
" You t h o u g h t to d r ink mo crazy . No, s i r ! 

I t c a n ' t be done . Le t ' s see the pape r s . " 
" You shall see them. We'll se t t le the busi-

ness a t once ." 
Dr. Sweeney took a small p a c k a g e from his 

p o c k e t and laid it upon the taole . 
H e was j u s t u n t y i n g t h e red t a p e which held it 

t o g e t h e r when to t h e inteoee a m a z e m e n t of 
bo th himself a n d Dr. Bob a tall fo rm suddenly 
rose u p between them, cover ing Dr. Sweeney 
with o u e revolver a n d Dr. Bob with another . 

" Gen t l emen , I'll t rouble you for those papers ! 
cried a c lea r r ing ing voice. 

" Old K iug Brady, the detect ive!" 
Dr . Sweeney and Dr. Bob pronounced the 

d r e a d n a m e s imul taneous ly . 
Both s t a r t ed b a c k and Dr. Bob lost his bal-

""orer went his cha i r backward , send ing t he 
inebr ia ted a m b u l a n c e surgeon sprawl ing. 

A t the s a m e i n s t a n t t he hand of t he detective 
closed upon the papers a n d t he l a m p was sud-
denly ex t ingu i shed . 

" G o o d - e v e n i n g , doc tors . Sorry to have 
t roubled yoa , bu t business is business . L e t me 
advise yon to d rop y o u r li t t le g a m e . " 

Spoken in t h e da rk these words sounded al-
m o s t l ike a gho9tly warn ing . 

Profound si lence followed. 
" Ne i the r doc tor fo r a m o m e n t d a r e d lo speak . 

W a s tbe de tec t ive still there? 
OThey n o more knew t h a n they knew how he 

c a m e to be In the room. 
T h e door was locked, the windows were fas-

t e " f e v e r two men felt cer ta in t h a t they were 
e n j o y i n g a p r iva ie conversa t ion these were t he 
t w o a n d yet there was t he detec t ive whom Dr 
Sweeney h a d confidently boas ted was effectually 
p u t ou t ot t he way. , 

" Doc to r ! Doctor!" b rea thed i h e coroner , a t 
l a s t . 

" Wel l ." 
" L igh t t he l a m p . " 
" L i g h t it yourse l f . " 
" Mr. Bradv, a word with you. . , 
T h e uns tead iness of Dr. Sweeney's voice showed 

how g r e a t l y be was a l a r m e d . 
T h e r e w a s n o answer . 
'• H a s be gone?" asked the coroner . 
" Blest if l e a n tell y o u . " 
" Mr. B r a d y ! " cal led t he coroner a g a i n . 
StUl no answer . . 
Now Dr . Sweeney ven tu red t o s t r ike a match . 
They were alone. . . . 
Alone, a t least , but fo r lhe p resence of t b e 

d runken b a n k e r Buckaloo, who still lay in a pro-
found sleep unde r lue table. 

Mysteriously Old Kiug Brady had a p p e a r e d 
a m o n g them, and with equal mystery he had de-
par ted , yet the doors and windows still remained 
us securely fas tened as before. 

C H A P T E R X I V . . 
THE BLACK DOCTOR UNMASKED. 

"CAN you imag ine how Old King Brady g o l 
into l he room?" asked Dr. Sweeney, a f t e r every 
square inch oT the a p a r t m e n t had been searched 
iu vain for some t r ace of the detect ive. 

No. Dr. Bob could not Imagine . 
And he so s t a t e d . 
The two doc tors s tood ' .here look ing ve ry 

b lank . 
The papers had vanished a n d with them all 

chance of the success of I heir plot a p p a r e n t l y . 
And yet ill sp i t e of all while they s lood t he r e 

ta lk ing Old K ing Brady was within h e a r i n g -
was l i s t en ing to every word. 

It was all very s imple. 
The only t rouble was tha t Dr. Bob did not 

know quite as much as his mother . 
H a d the old baby f a rmer been on h a n d she 

would have known jus t where to look. 
She would have pushed aside lhe t ab le and 

moved Mr. Buckaloo. 
Then touching a secret s p r i n g she wculd have 

revealed a t r a p r ight under t h e table. 
This would have disclosed an en t rance t o an 

unsuspected cellar beneath t he house. 
Now of all this Dr. Bob was i g n o r a n t . 
l ie , like every oue else who did not know the 

ropes, imagined the re was no cellar benea th t he 
house, because there wus no visible s ign of it 
e i ther inside or out . 

But Old K ing Brady was l iet ler pos ted than 
Bob. 

Recover ing a t last from ihe effects of the s tone , 
t he detec t ive followed on a f l e r tho p l o t l e r s as 
has been a l ready shown. 

When he c a m e in s igh t of t he house and heard 
all lhe r acke t which preceded Dr. Bob 's a p p e a r -
ance, he watched and wailed in the ca lm assur -
ance tha t he held winning c a r d s of which these 
men never dreamed. 

He knew lhe house ot old. 
Here , years before, he t r acked the ex-New 

York alderman, J a m e s McGroaty, who subse-
quent ly proved to be one of the mos t e x p e r t 
queer-shovers of ihe age. 

McGroaty was ar res ted and sent lo S ing S ing 
for a long t e rm, from which s e n t e n c e dea lh 
shor t ly b rough t release. 

A l the l ime he was believed to be very weal thy, 
bu l when a search came lo be made for his p rop -
er ty n o t race could be found of it, 

Mrs. McGroaty was jus t dead a t t h e l ime, and 
the ch i ld ren—there were two girls and a baby 
boy—were too young to have any knowledge of 
the m a l t e r . 

L a t e r a bro ther of the ex -a lde rman a p p e a r e d , 
a n d there was fu r the r Bearcli for lhe p rope r ly . 

I t resul ted in noth ing . 
Then t be b r o t h e r d isappeared and t be ch i ldren 

with him. 
Af te r t ha t t he public p rompt ly forgot the 

McGroatys . 
Even Old King Brady did no t know t h a t the 

n lde rman 'e housekeeper , h a v i n g changed her 
n a m e to Beezee, cont inued to live r ight on in 
o n e of the houses which McGroa ty was bel iered 
t o have owned . 

But now t h e memory of all these m a t t e r s c a m e 
back to the detec t ive when he discovered t h a i 
he was s t a n d i n g before t he very house which had 
figured so p rominen t ly in t he affair. 

" I r a t he r th ink I know how to g e t in he re , " 
tbe detect ive chuckled. 

He walked over to a shed in the rea r of the 
honse a n d b roke open the door. 

He re in one corner he discovered t he secre t 
t r a p which he had used years before. 

Time had c h a n g e d noth ing . 
T h e ha rmless li t t le house was a s n a r e a n d a 

delusion, being fairly riddled wilh sec re t pas-
sages . 

Only two pe r sons survived who knew these . 
Or.e waa Old King Brady, t h e detect ive, a n d 

the o ther Mother Beezee. 
The t r a p in the shed led direct ly to t be con-

cealed cel lar . , „ _ . . 
Thus when Dr. Sweeney and Dr. Bob b e g a n 

their conversa t ion they began it iu the p r e sence 
of an unseen witness. Old King Brady, t he detect ive , a s usual was 
on hand . 

H e was l is tening to them now. 
Calmly sea ted on a barrel with his e a r t o n 

skillfully a r r anged tube, which, hidden In t h e 
fireplace in t h e room above, c a u g h t every word 

tha t was spoken , ha was l is tening to thei r la lk 
and hea r ing it all a s plainly as t h o u g h h e h a d 
been in the room wilh ihe in . 

" Wha t ' s to be done?" Dr. Sweeney was a sk ing . 
But Dr. Bob d idn ' t know. 
'* Y'ou have no idea how he go t he re or where 

he went to?" 
Dr . Bob had not t he fainiest idea. 
They searched Ihe room a g a i n — w e n t all over 

the s a m e old g r o u n d , b u t they did no t find ihe 
t r ap . 

At last Dr. Sweeney s p o k e : 
" L o o k here, Bob, there ' s jus t o n e th ing Lo be 

done . I 've shown t h e pape r s . They know f have 
them. Let'B ge l t he crysol i te cross, a n d see wha t 
we can do with t h a t fellow. H e may sign with-
out d e m a n d i n g the p a p e r s a g a i n . " 

" S i g n what? Ain ' t t he d o c u m e n t to be s igned 
with ihe rest of t he p a p e r s tha t infernal detecl ive 
Stole'.*' 

" NN. H e has i t . " 
" Who is this mys te r ious he?" 
" If I told you tha t y o u would know a s much 

as I d o . " 
" But he'll g e t t he r e ahead of ua." 
" I t a in ' t su re . " 
F o r a m o m e n t Dr. Boh hes i ta ted . 
" C o m e ! I'll d o it and lake the c h a n c e s , " he 

exc la imed . " I don ' t know what to th ink a b o u t 
ihis de tec l ive bus iness . " 

" What do you mean?" 
" I mean t h a t I begin to th ink t h a t we have 

been both deceived. T h a i it wasn ' t lhe de tec t -
ive a f l e r a l l . " 

" P s h a w ! I'va known Old K ing Br..dy too 
long lor t h a t , " said Sweeney, aud they both left 
iho room. 

" N o w i h s n , " m u r m u r e d the detect ive. " I 
shall t ake o n e of those fellow and let the o ther 
go, for it is impossible for me lo h a n d l e both. 
Which shall il be?" 

He j u m p e d off his barrel and hur r i ed lo the 
f u r t h e r m o s t corner of lhe cellar. 

H e r e waa a Becret s ta i rcase l ead ing to lhe 
rooms above . 

We have menl loned a l ready t h a t t h e house was 
of pecul iar cons t ruc t ion , but we hove ye t to lell 
t h a t the walls of all the la rger r o o m s were 
double . 

Old King Brady had a l ready had a look a t 
poo r N a n a . 

The d r u g g e d gir l was s leeping quiet ly when 
he saw her in t he room directly over t h a t in 
which the conversa t ion between the two doc-
to r s had t aken p lace . 

S l ipp ing noiselesely u p the s ta i rs , t he de tec l -
ive p ressed his eye lo a careful ly a r r a n g e d peep-
bole a n d peered th rough into lhe room. 

It waa d a r k . 
He could not See Nana , but he t h o u g h t he 

could hea r her b rea the . 
But t he r e was n o t ime to inves t iga te . 
He was sorpriaed t h a t the two d o c t o r s wero 

not a l ready there ahead of him. 
Soft ly he opened t h e secre t pane l a n d s l ipped 

in unde r t he bed. 
N o r was h e a bit t oo soon. 
Almos t in t he s a m e ii iatanl a key g r a t e d in the 

lock, t h e door opened, a n d Dr. Sweeney and Dr. 
Bob stole in. 

" She Bleeps, poor t h i n g , " m u t t e r e d Bob. " I t 
does seein a shame, d o c t o r . " 

" P s h a w ! What ' s o n e life more o r less. Wai t 
till you 've p rac t i ced as long as I h a v e aud you 
will not he s i t a t e . " 

" I won ' t kill h e r — I swear I won ' t . You' l l 
have to d o t h a t . " 

" V e r y good! I'll d o il. A few morph ine 
pills will do t h e bus iness—she need never 
k n o w . " 

" She was a qu ie t th ing . I t s e e m s h a r d . " 
" Don ' t fuuk now, doctor , a t t he last mo-

m e n t . " 
" B u t h o w did s h e c o m e to fall i n to Bucka-

loo's h a n d s ? How did she come to be In t h a t -
bank vau l l? Do you who know so much know ' 
tha t?" 

" Indeed I don ' t . Here , let 's h a v e a li t t le 
l ight on t he sub j ec t . " 

" No, nol She may w a k e . " 
" No f e a r , " said Dr. Sweeney, a s tie lit l he 

gas . " Ah, t h a t inferna l de t ec l ive ! H o w I 
wish I had been less s q u e a m i t h a n d given him 
a few of these pills when I had the c h a n c e . ' ' 

He drew f rom his p o c k e t a medic ine case and 
spread it open upon t h e bnreau . 

F r o m th i s he took two or th ree s m a l l pills and 
a d v a n c e d toward the bed. 

But t he s leeper did n o t ge t t he pills. 
Suddenly two s t r o n g h a n d s c lu t ched Dr. 

Sweeney 's legs and pal led. 
A l though a fal l-f ledged New Y o r k coroner , 

daly e lected on t h e s t r a i gh t T a m m a n y t icke t , 
Dr. Sweeney WBS b u t h a m a n . 
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When hie legs were polled fo rward t o w a r d the 
b e d , t he r e was n o he lp for i t—his body had to 
g o b a c k w a r d . 

Sudden ly v io lent ly Dr. Sweeney w a s t h r o w n 
a g a i n s t t h e w u s h s i u n d , a n d t h e n c e to t h e floor. 

With a cry of t e r ro r , Dr . Bob would h a v e 
b o l t f d o u t of t h e room, b u t u n f o r t u n a t e l y Dr . 
S w e e n e y h a d bo l ted t h e door , a n d locked it a s 
well, a n d tbe key w a s even then in his pocke t . 

H o l d ! D o n ' t you d a r e move, d o c t o r ! " 
s h o u t e d t h e de tec t ive . 

l i e s e e m e d to rise a t Dr. Bob ' s very feet , and 
t h e r e was t h e revolver ready to e n f o r c e obed i -
e n c e to his c o m m a n d s . 

Dr. Sweeney, s t u n n e d by t h e fall n e v e r m o v e d . 
N o w all t h i s h a p p e n e d in an i n s t a n t . 
T h e n e x t a n d Old K ing B r a d y bad c lapped the 

b a n d c u f i s u p o n JL»r. Bob . 
" T h a t se t t l e s your p a r t In t h e case , my 

f r i e n d , " he said , qu ie t ly . 
Dr . B o b used b a d l a n g u a g e — v e r y . 
" Sit down a n d be q u i e t , " o rde red Old K i n g 

B r a d y . " We m u s t see if th is s coundre l is d e a d . " 
" N o t h e , " m u t t e r e d Bob. " H e ' s too ba rd -

h e a d e d for t h a t . " 
" I bel ieve you! Oh, you're a p rec ious p a i r . " 
Old K i n g Brady orose and s a t u r a t i n g a towe! 

w i t h bay r u m f rom a bo t t l e which s tood on t h e 
w n s h s t a m l p roceeded to app ly i t to the c o r o n e r ' s 
f o r e h e a d . 

N o w a very s i n g u l a r t h i n g h a p p e n e d . 
Dr. B o b w a t c h i n g tbo o p e r a t i o n s a w it all . 
Whereve r the wet towel touched the face of 

D r . Sweeney h i s whi t9 sk in seemed to van i sh . 
" Holy G e e ! " cried Dr. Bob , f o r g e t t i n g his 

p r o f e s s i o n a l d i g n i t y r t t he s t r a n g e s i g h t . 
N o r was Old K ing Brady less a s ton i shed . 
" F o r heaven s a k e w h a t d o c s th is m e a n ? " he 

e x c l a i m e d . 
H e g a v e Dr. Sweeney ' s f a c e a wipe d o w n w a r d 

w i t h the we t towel . 
A long s t r e a k of b lack fol lowed t h e wipe. 
" He ' s a n i g g e r ! A n i g g e r ! " bawled Dr. Bob. 

" By the l iving Cresar , th i s is g r e n t ! " 
" W h a — w h a t ' s the ma t t e r?" g a s p e d t h e co r -

o n e r , sudden ly c o m i n g to h i s s e u s e s . H y a r , you 
s t o p da t . Hi, d a r . 1 •" 

H e pansed sudden ly . 
Willi one leap he was on his feet a n d a r a z o r ' 

in his hand. 
S o s u d d e n l y h a d he leaped u p t h a t h e m a n -

a g e d to o v e r t u r n Old K i n g Brady . 
A t the s a m e t i m e Dr. Bob leaped upon t h e 

d e t e c t i v e a n d s t r u c k h i m s q u a r e l y o v e r llie t em-
ples with his m a n a c l e d hands . 

" D o n ' t — d o n ' t s l a sh h i m ! I ' ve d o n e t h e bus-
ines s ! " he b r e a t h e d . " The re ' s no u s e of cover -
i n g l l ie floor wi th b lood . " 

A n d m o s t e f fec tua l ly , il would seem, bad ho 
d o n e the bus iness , for Old K i n g Brady n e v e r 
moved . • 

I t w a s a pecu l i a r scene . 
T h e r e s tood Dr . Sweeney l ook ing like a n e g r o 

m i n s t r e l , wi th a half w a s h e d face . 
H e s t i l l c l u l c h t d l h e razoi u n d wus b r e a t h i n g 

heav i ly . 
F o r Dr. Bob , h a n d c u f f e d t h o u g h he was, had 

m a n a g e d t o se ize the d e t e c t i v e ' s revolver . 
The re w a s a n ng ly look on his face , which 

w a r n e d the c o r o n e r t o be c a l m . 
" You 'd b e t t e r p u t u p Lhat r azo r , d o c t o r , " 

s a i d the a m b u l a n c e s a r g e o n . 
" When yoa d r o p l h a t g u n m a y b e I wil l !" 

t b e c o r o n e r g r o w l e d . 
They g l a r ed a t each o the r in s i lence . 
•• P s h a w ! " e x c l a i m e d Dr. Hob. " W h a t ' s t he 

u s e of o a r q u a r r e l i n g ? N i g g e r , or n o n i g g e r , 
t h e g a m e is in o u r h a n d s . " 

Dr. Sweeney g a v e a g r e a t g u l p . 
" W h a t do yon m e a n by ca l l ing m e a n i g g e r ? " 

l ie hissed. 
" What do I mean? L o o k in t h e g l a s s . " 
Dr. Sweeney t u r n e d t o w a r d t h e m i r r o r . 
" U n m a s k e d a l las t , by t h u n d e r ! " lie b r e a t h e d . 
" Ynu a r e a n e g r o ? " b r e a t h e d Dr. Bob . 
" You see!" 
" A i e g r o — n o d n a m e d S w e e n e y ! By h e a v e n s , 

i t is g r e a t ! " 
H i s eyes w e r e u p o n t h e d o c t o r ' s ha i r . 
It w a s sho r l , b lack a n d cur ly . 
U n m i s t a k a b l y t h e wool of a n e g r o . Dr . Bob 

w o n d e r e d how he ever could h a v e been deceived. 
" W h a t does It m e a n ? " be b r e a t h e d , " I t ' s 

n o n e of my bu - lne s s , of course , h o t " 
B u t Dr . Sweeney by this t i m e had recovered 

himself . 
Black or w h i t e h e w a s a s h r e w d a n d d a n g e r -

o u s ' nan , a n d h e s h o w e d II now. 
" Y e s , I am a n e g r o , " he sa id , s lowly, a t t h e 

s a m e l i m e s h u t t i n g u p i h e r a z o r and p u t t i n g i l 
In his pocke t . " 1 a m u n e g r o . What t h e n ? " 

" W e l l , It 's n o n e of my bus iness , f s u p p o s e , " 
m u t t e r e d Bob, l e t t i ng down t h e h a m m e r of t h e 
r evo lve r . 

" E x c u s e m e ; bu t i t is your business , doc to r . " 
" A s you p l e a s e . " 
" I sha l l e x p l a i n . " 
" I a m c u r i o u s to k n o w t b e t r u t h , b a t m o r e 

t han t h a t I would like to g e t those brace le ts off 
my wr i s t s . " 

" I'll a t t e n d lo t h a t first." 
" I wish you w o u l d . " 
Si lent ly the b lack doc to r bent over Old King 

Brady. 
" H e r e a r e l h e p a p e r s , " he m u t t e r e d , ns his 

h a n d s wen t deft ly t h r o u g h t h e detec t ive ' s pock-
ets . 

H e t h r u s t t h e p a p e r s iu t h e loose pocket of 
his coa l , a n d in a m o m e n t s t r a i g h t e n e d u p with 
Lhe de lec l iveV bunch of keys iu his bauds . 

Dr. Bob was free in a few seconds . 
" Is he dead?" he b r e a t h e d . 
" I t h i n k he is?" sa id the black d o c t o r , a f t e r 

a brief e x a m i n a t i o n . 
" But we c a n ' t t a k e a n y chances . We m u s t 

fiuish h i m . " 
" Here , tbi3 will s e t t l e h im." 
Dr . Sweeney ' s hand t r embled as he did i t . 
H e seized t h e med ic ine case , opened it, took 

o u t a bo t l l e , opened t h e bo t t l e and forccd half u 
dozen capsu l e s in to t h e de tec t ive ' s m o u i h . 

" W h a t is it?" 
" F ive g r a i n s of na jend ie . " 
" T h a t will se t t l e h im if there ' s a n y life left, 

but " 
" W h a t ? " 
" We c a n ' t t a k e a n y c h a n c e s . " 
" No t a c h a n c e . " 
" We m u s t d i spose of him so t h a t he will never 

c o m e t o <lie s u r f a c e a g a i n . " 
" W h a t do yon p ropose? ' 
" T h e r e i s t h e well in t h e y a r d , " 
" Deep?" 
" Y es, i n d e e d . " 
" We'll do i t ! We'll ta lk when i t ' s d o n e . " 
Dr . Sweeney then u n l o c k e d the door , and to-

g e t h e r t hey raised t h e unconsc ious de t ec t i ve and 
car r ied h im f rom t h e room. 

IL was fully len m i n u t e s before they re tu rned . 
Dr. Sweeney locked t h e door and d ropped into 

a chai r . 
" Stil l s l e e p i n g , " he m u r m u r e d , l ook ing at the 

girl . 
1 Yes, W e h a v e i l a l l ou r own w a y n o w . " 
' All o u r own way if you decide to slick to 

ine ." 
" I shal l d o I t . " 
" You will n o t b e t r a y me?" 
" I h a v e all I can d o lo mind my own busi-

ness. I sha l l n o t In t e r fe re with y o u r s . " 
" G o o d ! You will no t r e g r e t i t . Conlound 

my c a r e l e s s n e s s ! It'B all my own fau l t . I.ook 
h e r e . " 

H e went to t h e w a s h s l a n d , and, t a k i n g up lhe 
bay r a m bo'.lle, s a t u r a t e d the towel Willi i ts 
c o n t e n t s a n d washed his face. 

Now m o s t t h o r o u g h l y was the mask r e m o v e d . 
" W h a t is it?" a sked Dr. Bob. 
" A s c c r c t p r e p a r a t i o n , l h e i n g r e d i e n t s of 

which a r e known only t o myself ." 
" And which you w o n ' t tell me?" 
" E x c u s e m e — n o . " 
" S o l u b l e in a lcohol , b u t n o t in wa te r ? " 
" T h a t ' s it. Doctor , I h a v e worn t h a i m a s k 

success fu l ly for l ld r ty y e a r s . " 
" But h o w — - " 
" How did I come t o a d o p t II? I t ' s a l ong 

s to ry . I was the body s e r v a n t of a m o s t skil lful 
chemis t in R i c h m o n d , Vi rg in ia , a s a boy. H e 
t a u g h l m e my bus iness , and t h r o u g h him 1 
learned t b e sec re t . I k n e w my color would s t a n d 
a g a i n s t m e a lways , a n d I d e t e r m i n e d lo be a 
wh i t e m a n . H o w well I b a v e succeeded , y o u 
k n o w . " 

" I t s e e m s inc r ed ib l e . " 
" I t ' s t rue , t h o u g h . Wi th t h a t face I went 

t h r o u g h the medical col lege. I h a v e figured in 
all s o n s of public pos i t ions , bu t neve r o n c e was 
I b e t r a y e d unt i l now." 

" Yel y o u r speech j u s t now " 
" O n c e in awhi le when I am exc i t ed 1 fo rge t 

myself, b u t uo t of ten . E n o u g h ! To -n igh t I am 
the b lack doctor , f l is well, for w e a r e abou t lo 
do a b lack deed. H a , ha! I 'm r a t h e r g l ad than 
o the rwi se t h a t s o m e o n e k n o w s the t r u t h , for II 
is a relief to he n a t u r a l j u s t once . " 

" I s u p p o s e so. Shal l we go at it?" 
" Yes ." 
" N o w ? " 
" T h e sooner lhe be t t e r . With t h e gi r l Gussie 

d r a g g e d . B ucka loo d e a d d r u n k and t h e de tec t ive 
al tiie b o t t o m ot llie well, it Is no l l ikely t h a i we 
shal l be in te r fered wi th n o w . " 

They removed thei r coa t s and p r e p a r e d for 
bus iness . 

Dr. Sweeney p roduced a ease of i n s t rumen t s , 
and s p r e a d t h e m o a t upon t h e bu reau . 

I wonde r wha t his n a m e real ly i s , " l l i o u g h l 

Dr . Bob, a s he eyed these p r e p a r a t i o n s . " B e s s 
my soul! the re never w a s a i r u e r s a y i n g t h a n 
t h a t one half of the wor ld d o n ' t k n o w h o w i h e 
o the r half lives." .. . , 

" T h e r e you are , d o c t o r , " baid t h e co roner . 
" Ready?" fa l iered Bob. 
" Yea." 
" Ain ' t you g o i n g to g ive her t h e ' m o r p h i u e 

firsi?" 
" How much h a s she had?" 
" S i n c e morn ing when I g a v e h e r t h e first 

dose about four g r a in s . " 
" How inuch t h e l a s t dose?" 
" Half a g r a in . " . 
" She sleeps sound . I d o u b t if s h e needs i t . 
" Still you be t t e r do i t . G ive lier a c o n p l e of 

gra ins , and we'll wai t fifteen m i n u t e s fo r It t o 
ac t . There ' l l be no d a n g e r of t h e poor t h i n g 
suffer ing any a f t e r t h a t . " 

" Weil, all r ight , if you say s o , " a s s e n t e d 
Sweeney. 

A n d the black doc to r took four c a p s u l e s and 
forced them between t h e l ips of t h e s l e e p i n g gi r l . 

" it was as Dr. Bob had Baid—a black deed, 
Biire enough. 

And a s if H e a v e n itself f r o w n e d u p o n s u c h 
evil doings , a t l h e s a m e i n s t a n t a heavy c l a p of 
t h u n d e r was heard wi thout . 

I t rolled and ra t i l ed , c a u s i n g t h e fra i l s t r u c t -
ure to t remble a s i t r u m b l e d a w a y o v e r t h e c i ty 
o f i h e dead. 

C H A P T E R X V . 
THE GHOST IN TI IE W E L L . 

" SAV, Ben, i t ' s g e t t i n g t e r r ib l e d a r k . " M 
" So it is. Rube , b u t w e m u s t be a l m o s t t h e r e . 
" Mebbe you took de w r o n g p a t h . " 
" Balsam avenue wns wha t t h e m a n said , b u t 

I d o n ' t see the b i g iron ba l l . " „ 
" No, nor ther m a r b l e baby in d e g lass case . 
" Let 's see, we' l l c o m e to a sigr. s o o n . " 
A n d the two boys hur r i ed o n a l o n g t h e n a r r o w 

pa th . 
Soon they c a m e to one of t h e i ron s igns which 
t h e Eve rg reen c e m e t e r y lel l t h e n a m e s of '.he 

pa ths . 
I t was no t Balaam avenue . 
" A miatake, s u r e e u o u g h , " e x c l a i m e d Ben 

M.irris, for it is no o n e less t h a n o a r h e r o uud 
Untie the R a t ot whom we a re s p e a k i n g now. 

H o u r s had passed s ince Ben fo r t h e s e c o n d 
t ime wen t to Bedford s t r ee t . 

Fol lowing MB fixed d e t e r m i n a t i o n he m a d e 
Rube guide hi in t o the c e m e t e r y . 

They ar r ived a t t h e g r e a t g a t e j u s t in t i m e lo 
see il close for t h e n igh t a n d to be to ld t h a t 
they could nol come in. 

Ben waB in despa i r . 
H e was so h u n g r y and s o l i red a n d s o op-

pressed by all t h a t had o c c u r r e d , l h a t Rube , if 
be h a d b u t known it, was nea re r d e a l i n g wi th a n 
i n s a n o person t h a n he w a s a w a r e . 

O n e fixed idea seemed to h a v e token posses-
sion of the young man, and t h a t w a s lo ses his 
s is ter ' s grave. 

W h a t was to be done now! 
T o g o b a c k was someth ing Ben u t t e r ly re lused 

to cons ide r . 
H e could c l imb the fence easy e n o u g h , b u t 

how to lind the g r a v e when it wns done? 
N o w rigli l he re f o r t u n e favored him, for out of 

the cemetery c a m e t w o g rave -d igge r s , l ook ing 
no t a t all like the fa r - famed g r a v e - d i g g e r in 
H a m l e t , b a l very much l ike t w o newly -a r r ived 
de lega te s f rom t h e E m e r a l d Isle. 

Ben tackled the g rave-d iggers . 
H e unders tood j u s t how to h a n d l e t h e m . 
H e took t h e m in to t h e n e a r e s t beer sa loon , 

and '.hose who know the lay of t h e land a r o u n d 
t h e g a t e of lhe E v e r g r e e n s need n o t be to ld t h a t 
he did not have t o g o far . 

When they c a m e ou t of t b e b e e r sa loon Ben 
knew, or t h o u g h t lie knew, j u s t w h e r e t h e new 
receiving-vaulL was located . Tor, a s i l h a p p e n e d , 
t hese two g r ave -d igge r s were t h e v e r y o n e s who 
had pu t poor Nana '* cofllr, in. 

T e n m i n u t e s l a t e r Ben a n d R u b e w e r e in t h e 
cemete ry . 

N o closed g a t e could k e e p t h e m out . 
T h e y had been very ca r e fu l lo follow t h e di-

rec t ions given them by t h e g r a v e - d i g g e r s . 
They were to follow a c e r t a i n p a t h s o lar , t h e n 

tu rn Into a n o t h e r ce r t a in p a t h , a n d fellow t h a t 
so much fu r t he r . 

Af t e r t h a t they were t o c o n . e t o a c e r t a i n 
a r m y officer 's m o n u m e n t , wi th a h u g e iron bal l 
on t o p of It, a n d b e y o u d t h a t t h e s t a t u e of a 
baby unde r g l a s s . 

I t was all very plain when t h e y hea rd i t , b u t 
i t all seemed very m u c h mudd led now. 

A s R u b e t h e H a l p la in t ive ly s t a t e d t h e y could 
no t find i lie cut iuon ball n o r t h e m a r b l e b a b y in 
t h e g lass cuse. 
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Balaam avennea l so seemed to evade them. 
There was flr aveuue, larch beach, oak and 

c h s s t n n t avenue3—everything bnt balsam, aud 
t h a t waa n o t t o be discovered anywhere . 

By this t ime it was qui te da re , and a ga ther-
ing s to rm m a d e It even da rke r . 

Jus t then they suddeuly c a m e to the end of 
the cemetery . 

Before them waa the fence and beyond the 
fence the ra i l road, aud beyond the railroad, away 
off in the d is tance , the li t t le country sent of 
Mother Beezee. 

" G r e a t co l ly !" cried Rube, " t h e r e ' s the 
ranch!" 

" Wha t do yon mean?" demanded Ben. 
Then Rube explained tha t Mother Beezee, 

bothered by the police in her baby farming busi-
neaa in Bedford street, had for some years been 
conduc t ing it in the house now before them. 

" You've been there often?" asked Ben. 
" Many a t ime. Blame funny house i t is, 

t o o . " 
" How?" 
Rube gave a s t r ange chuckle, but would not 

tell what he mean t . 
Afler t ha t they spent over an hour looking for 

t h e receiving vault . 
At las t Ben gave it up. 
Ei ther they bad been directed wrong, or he 

was excessively s tupid . 
I t waa perfectly evident tha t they were lost 

a m o n g the tombs. 
J u s t abou t t be t ime they arrived a t this con-

clusion, they suddenly found themselves at the 
fence again , in abou t the place where they had 
been before. 

" By golly I here we a re again!" exclaimed 
Rube. 

He peered t h r o u g h the pallnga and kept r ight 
on ta lk ing abou t the baby farm. 

Suddenly i t occurred to him tha t Ben waa not 
answer ing . 

He looked a round . 
Ben was lying on the g r a s s stretched out a t 

full length upon his face. 
Hope hav ing given p lace to despair Ben had 

suddenly collapsed. 
He had fainted dead away. 
Bu t i t was only for a few moments—mo-

m e n t s which seemed like hours to the despair ing 
Rube. 

Af t e r t h a t Ben was Ben again , hut he was 
very much shaken, and sa t the re upou the bank 
t h e very pic ture of despair . 

" Say ," sugges ted Rube, " let 's go over to the 
house. There ain ' t nobody there but Gussie. 
She'll g ive us some grub and you can go to Bleep 

- fo r a little while." 
And Ihey went. 
I t had begun to rain when they entered the 

ya rd . 
A s h a r p l ightning flash, followed by a c lap of 

t h u n d e r , told the na ture of the ga ther ing s torm 
Ban had revived somewhat , but was still feeling 

" Hello, friend! Will you pall me out?' 
" Who are you?" demanded Ben, much mys-

tified. 
" A fellow crea ture iu distress. F o r the love 

of Heaven pull me out !" 
" Horo, Rube! There's a man down there. 

He must have tumbled into the well. We must 
puli him oa t ! " declared Ben. 

He seemed suddenly to have become as well as 
ever. 

H e only needed someth ing to a rouse him from 
the despair into which he had fallen. 

Kube responded, aud they went to work on 
the windlass together. 

In a moment a man's head and shoulders ap-
peared above the well curb. 

" Old King Brady, ihe detect ive!" 
Ben nearly let go the rope iu hia a m a z e m e n t 

as he gasped Out these words. 
" Hold on! Hold on, Ben Morris!" sa id the 

detective. " Don't you let me drop!" 
Ben held on, aud the old deteclive, a s spry us 

ever, leaped out of t he well. 
" Boy, g ive an account ot yourself!" he ex-

claimed. " How—heavens! Why, here's my 
old friend. Rube the Ra t ! He has saved my life 
again." 

but 
" I don ' t know how you escaped, you 
it I 'm glad you did." 

rascal , 
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pre t ty sick. 
The house was dark , save tor a solitary l ight 

bu rn ing in the window which Rube declared was 
t h e window of Mother Beezee's own room. 

" I don't think we had bet ter g o in here ," said 
Ben. " I'd ra the r go back to the c i ty ." 

" But where shall we go?" asked Rube, dole-
fully. 

H e r e was t b e rah . 
It seemed lolly to think of going back to Bed-

ford s t reet . Where should they go, sure enough? 
The boys leaned aga ins t the c u r b of lhe well 

aud ta lked i t over , b u t could come to no conclu-
s ion. 

M«anwhile, t he rain had s lopped again bn t 
the thunder and l ightning continued. 

" Pshaw I Let ' s g o in!" exclaimed Robe a t 
last . " I t Ia nobody but Guss ie and you won't 
mir.d her , " 

Wall, p e r h a p s we'd b e t t e r ; bu l I 'm awrul 
dry, Rube. Let ' s ge t a dr ink of water ou t of 
th i s well if there 's any in i t . " 

" It used to be dty , but there might be watfir 
in i t now." 

There waB a bucket and windlass a t tached to 
t h e well and the boys let it down. 

But ins tead ol s t r ik ing water the bucket was 
suddenly seized by some unseen power and the 
r o p e violently ag i t a t ed . 

A t the s a m e lime a deep voice was heard 
cal l ing f rom the bot tom of the well. 

" Hello, up there! Hello!" 
" Good golly! Ghosts !" gasped Rube, l e t t ing 

g o t h e rope and s t a r t i ng back. 
" N o n s e n s e ! There 's aome one in the well!" 

exc la imed Ben. Bu t R u b e would no t come near. 
Ben leaned over the cu rb of the well and 

culled down. The answer c a m e p rompt ly : 

" A.VD is that your s to ry!" 
" That 's my s tory ." 
" Boy, I have wronged you—give me yonr 

hand!" 
That is what Old King Brady said to Ben 

Morria live minutes af ler lhe detect ive came out 
of lhe well. 

For Ben had relaled in a genera l way the hap -
penings or the last few hours. 

One impor t an t point he omitted ent i re ly , how-
ever. 

This waa all mention ot Snake Hill a n d a cer -
tain individual called the count . 

And there was the old detect ive looking down 
upon liiin as calmly as though the re were no 
such things iu life as handcuffs and morph ine 
pills. 

Orcourae Old King Brady knew all abou t the 
blow from the handcuffs. 

Bui if the hundculls were hard the detect ive 's 
head was harder. 

Aa for lhe morphine pills, Old King Brady 
knew no th ing about them. 

Could he have known the ac tua l t ru th , lie 
would have known tha t lhe black doctor , in the 
exci tement o( the moment , had made a mis take 
and administered the wrong capsules. 

Doctors often make mistakes. 
Generally the mis takes of doctors d o harm, 

bul In this instance il waa jus t the oil ier way. 
The capsules administered by Dr. " Sweeney " 

to the detective were perlectly harmless, for the 
excellent reason that they had noth ing in them 
bu l air—Ihey were wait ing to bo tilled. 

Now it waa enough to breed black deapair i t 
the hear t of any man to lind himaelf in the sit-
uat ion t h a t Old King Brady found himself in 
when consciousness re tu rned to him a l t he bot -
tom of the well. 

Bui it was nol to be for long. 
Twice lhe detective had tried to cl imb up, 

falling bnck each t ime, when ho heard tbe voices 
of the boys ta lk ing at ttie well carl) . 

Wlint happened af te r tha t the reader knows. 
Once more, by a combinat ion of even t s which 

seemed a lmos t miraculous, the detect ive 's life 
had been saved. 

Now, then, I have someth ing to tell you, 
Ben Morris, which will open your eyes," eaid the 
detective, kindly, as tbey s tood under the Utile 
shed behind lhe hoase watching the rain, which 
hail again began to descend. 

" What is il?" Ben asked. 
" You say the young lady who called npon me 

is^your sister?" 
" She was." 
" You believe her to be dead and bur ied?" 
11 Why, 1 know she la dead, Mr. Brady , and 

" You are wrong. She is not d e a d — a t least, 
I hope not. She Is in the hands of t w o black 
scoundrels in tha t house ." 

" What!" 
Bel) made one bound, and would have run ont 

of tho shed had not the detective caugh t him. 
" W a i t , young m a n ; has te will accomplish 

nothing. We must save yonr aiBter, b a t In o rder 
to do it we mus t bo ca lm." 

" What shall we do—whst shall we d o ! " 
" You and I will go into lhe house a n d do our 

best. Rube!" 
" Yes, boas." 

Ra t s can crawl troo small holes, boss ." 
" Do you know this neighborhood?" 
" Like a book ." 
" Run down to Broadway. Near Moffat s t reet 

you will lind a livery s iable . Hire a coach and 
let them drive you lo the corner of Fil l ing s t ree t 
and Bushwick avenue. There wait till I come." 

" Grea t gosh! No one won ' t be fool enough 
to hire me no coach!" 

" Y'es thev will when you pay in a d v a n c e -
here . " 

And the de lec t ive slipped a bill in to lhe boy's 
haini. 

Rube was off like a Hush. 
Olu King B iady had already searched his 

pcckela . 
He had two other revolvers beside the one Dr. 

Bob had taken and he knew they were bulb 
aafe. 

He g a v e one to Ben ami open ing the door of 
an outhouse connec led with lhe shed, motioned 
to the boy to enter . 

Now in this outhouse was the hidden t r ap -
door which communica ted with the secret cellar. 

The re was no th ing to prevent Old King Brady 
from going s t r a igh t back l o t h e room from which 
he had been removed, ( 

Meanwhile m a t t e r s in the room had advanced 
slowly. 

The dose given Nana had been from the same 
box which suppl ied Old King Brady. 

Of course it did the girl no harm, ami as the 
effects of the morph ine previously given had now 
nearly spen t itself, no worse oppor tun i ty for the 
opera t ion could have been selected. 

The ten minutes were increased to twenty. 
Still Nanu did not b rea the lo sui t t h e doctors . 
Hence their Hesitation. 
" W h a t in t ime is ihe ma t t e r ? " mu t t e r ed Dr. 

Bob, af ler an examina t ion . " H e r hear t bea t s 
s t r o n g e r every minute. She actB Tor all ihe world 
like a peraon who was waking u p . " 

" I t cau ' l tie," pers is ted lhe black doctor. 
" Sure yonr pills are fresh?" asked Bob. 
" 1 never m a k e mistakes, doctor !" declared 

Sweeney, "Vith n grout show of insulted dignity. 
" Well, just examine her heart for yourself ." 
Dr. Sweeney bent over the pat ient , and was in 

the mids t of his examina t ion , when suddenly to 
Dr. Bob's in tense as ton i shment ho tumbled over 
backward . 

" He lp—murder ! Some one 's go t my legs!" , 
he yelled, as a fearful thunderc lap shook the 
house. 

Dr. Bob Bprnng to lhe rescue. 
B a n g ! went the back of t h e black doctor ' s 

head upon the tloor. 
" Move a n d you a re a dead m a n ! " called a 

voice from under t h e bed. 
" Holy Gee!" roared Dr. Bob, sp r ing ing back 

In spi te of the injunct ion. 
For t h e r e under lhe bed were t w o faces peer-

ing a t him, and the g leaming bar re l s ot two re-
volvers pointed directly a t his h e a d . 

All ttiis iu a second. 
Then ou t leaped Old King Brady and Ben. 
" Cover h im, boy!" brea thed the deteclive. 

indicat ing the black doctor, who not a s badly 
s funned as before was t ry ing to rise. 

Ben j u m p e d upon the black doctor . 
Lilerally s i t t i n g down npon him he pressed 

lhe revolver aga ins t hi* head. 
By this l ime ihe detect ive had Dr . Bob by the 

th roa t . 
" Old King Brady! Grea t heavens , wlial is 

this?" gasped Sweeney. 
B u t the detect ive 's answer was to seize the 

handcuffs trom the bureau where Dr. Bob had 
tossed them when Sweeney took lliem oil. 

They were snapped in their old place in a 
second. 

" Gent lemen ," said the deteclive, " l a m here 
again . The least t ronble yon m a k e me t h e 
less yoa will have yourselves. Ben , take care of 
this fellow. I 'll t a k e your man now." 

The black doctor waa completely cowed. 
" For heaven sake , Brady, be merciful!" he 

whined ; " only tor me you'd be a dead man 
n o w . " 

" B a h ! W h a t n o n s e r . s e . Get np!" 
Dr. Sweeney a rose heavily. 
The detect ive proceeded to tie his hands be-

hind him. 
l ie then searched both men thoroughly . 
Of course lhe pape r s came back in lo his p o s s e -

sion then. 
Not n word waa apoken. 
Old King Brady would not linve It, 
He (ell lha t t he re had been talk enough . 
•• Get over there!" he said, roughly push ing 

the black doctor toward the window so that Ben 
could keep him covered wilh lhe oilier hand. 
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" M a y I apeak a w o r d r asked Dr. Bob, who 
bad been twice told to hold bis tongue. 

" W h a t do you want? Speak quick!" 
" I'll turn State s evidence against tha t black 

scoundrel . The j ig is u p ; i t ' s every man for 
himself," 

" What 's t ha t ? Let me get a t him!" sud-
denly bawled tbe black doctor, 

He leaped up. 
Naturally Ben sprang in front of him. 
But the coroner, instead of leaping forward, 

suddenly turned, f lung up the window and leapeJ 
out before e i ther of his enemies could raise a 
liucd to prevent . 

Bang! Bang! 
Both Ben and Old King Brady fired. 
Both missed. 
The black doctor 's bold move had succeeded. 
He was gone. 
Perhaps Old King Brady might have leaped 

a f t e r him, but a t the same instant Nana sa t up-
r ight on the bed. 

" B e n ! Ben!" she screamed. " S a v e me, 
Ben!" 

And who could blame Ben Morris from hurry-
i n s lo his s is ter 's Bide? 

Not Old King Brady certainly. 
Tins made it necessary for bim to givn his a t -

tention to Dr. Bob. 
And tbe result was that when the detective 

did get down into the yard below tbe black doc-
tor had disappeared in tbe darkness and storm. 

But Old King Brady did not care. 
He knew well that Dr. Sweeney's political in-

fluence was grea t . 
Once he restored his mask and brought his 

political pull to bear it would certainly be a 
dangerous business to a t t empt to unmask him. 

" Perhaps I can get a long without it, and 
s t r ike him later when I have made sure of the 
McGroaty million," thought Old King Brady us 
he returned to the room above. 

He had tied Dr. Bob to a chair and there he 
found lilin upon entering. 

Ben held N a n a in his a rms and was talking to 
her in low tones. 

" S h e ' s all r ight , Mr. Brady!" he cxclaimcd, ns 
the detective entered. " She is not mad, a s you 
said." 

" You poor child!" said t h e old man, stroking 
her forehead. " How you have suflered! Don't 
try to say a word now. We will leave this place 
aa soon us the rain Is over ." 

And he loft tho brother and sister alono to-
gether . 

Picking Dr. Bob and the chair up bodily, he 
carried them out into Che hall und Bhut the 
door. 

Here he carefully questioned the ambulance 
surgeon. 

The replies received were aullen and unsntis 
factory. 

One thing was settled, however. 
The detective's belief tha t Dr. Bob knew next 

to nothing about the business was confirmed. 
Half an hour after tha t there was not a cloud 

in the sky, the storm having vanished in the 
north-east . 

Traveling over tbe ties of tbe Mathat tan Beach 
Railroad a singular procession could have beeu 
seen moving. 

There was Dr. Bob and Old King Brady, arm 
in a rm. 

Following them came Ben, with Nana leaning 
heavily agains t him, while br inging up the rear 
was a sleepy-looking girl, with something 
wrapped In a shawl cuddled in her arms. 

Tbe girl answered to tbe name of Gussio when 
the detective spoke to her. 

As she pressed the baby aga ins t her breas t she 
called it J i m m y . " 

Ben and N a n a knew it a s their dead s is ter ' s 
child, who, aa tbey supposed, had been placed 
with a respectable wet nurse upon their arrival 
in the city. 

Great was thei r enrprise when Old King Erady 
brought it into tbe room in bis arms, followed 
by the blinking Gnssie. who was so heavy with 
ber dragged sleep tha t the detect ive had all be 
wanted to do to arouse her. 

Such was the procession which appeared a t 
the corner of Basbwlck avenue and Pill ing 
s t reet . 

" Hello! here they come ," ehoatei! a ragged 
urchin, r ann log down the bill, which occupied 
tha t corner in those days. 

Of course It was Robe the Rat. 
" De coach Is all ready for you, boss ," he de-

clared. " I t ' s r igh t down here ." 
H e led the way down Pilling street. 
There stood t be back, wblcb bad ventured no 

farther on accoant of tbe bad condition of the 
street. 

Old King Brady opened the door aud helped 
his charges to enter. 

Firs t Nana und Ben, then Gussie and the 
baby. 

For Dr. Bob and himself to squeeze in was 
impossible, and then there was Kube to be 
thought of besides. 

Ben, you take care of them," said Old King 
Brady. " Rube c.an g o on the box with the 
u river, and I'll take this fellow along with me 
by tne cars. 

Oh, yes ; don't bother about me, I beg," said 
Bob. " Anything goes for me to-night . I'm 
ready to walk across tbe ferry if you wish, hut 
for Heaven 's sake lake me some place where I 
can get a drink. ' ' 

" That ' s all right, Mr. Brady," said Ben, 
only there's one thing in the way. Where are 

we to go?" 
' I 'm coming to tha t . You have money?" 
' Less than nvo dollars." 
' Here are len. Go to the Astor House and 

present my card. Do no t leave the hoiel till you 
hear from me." 

He slammed the door of the coach and they 
were driven down Pilling street lo Broadway, 
around which corner Ihey soon disappeared. 

' Did I hear you remark lha t you wanted a 
drink?" asked Old King Brady, turning to Bob. 

Now Bob was close to the detective, and for 
au excellent reason. 

Not only wns he handcuffed, bu t he wus also 
fastened to the detective's arm. 

' Well, yes, I don't mind, seeing it 's yon," re-
plied Bob, who looked very forlorn. 

" P e r h a p s we'll s t r ike something a l the ferry." 
" What ferry?" 
"Wi l l i amsburg . " 
" A r e you going t h a t way?' 
" I t ' s t h e shortest ." 
" Where are you taking me?" 
" Well, really, I'll not trouble myself to tell 

you, bnt there are a few things I'd like to have 
you tell me, young man ." 

" O h , 1 must answer all yoor questions, and 
yon are to answer none of mine." 

' You unders tand the s i tuat ion." 
1 I know that you can't make me talk unless 

I choose. What 's to hinder me from being as 
dumb as old Buckaloo, who you left d runk under 
the table back there in the house? ' 

" Nothing. I can ' t make you talk. You are 
quite r ight about tha t , " replied tbe detective, 
quietly. 

" But I will talk if you will promise to let me 
turn Stale 's evidence." whined Bob. 

" I'll do my best to a r range ic so ." 
" Fire away then. What do yoa want to 

know?" 
" O n e ihing above all others. Who is the parly 

tha t haB to sign the release of the McGroaty 
estates?" 

" Hu—hal Now you've go t ine. You mean 
the mysterious ' he?' " 

" I mean the mysterious ' h e l ' " 
" I don ' t know. Sweeney wouldn't tell me." 
" You have no idea who he may be?" 
" Not the least." 
" Do yoa Buppose your mother k n o w s ' " 
" Sho may, ba t I doubt i t . I surely do not ." 
" Do you wanl 10 make a confession to me?" 
" You a re said to be a fair man, Mr. Brady. 

I'm in trouble. Show your fairness to me. What 
is your advice?" 

" I advise you not to do i t ." 
" I'll follow your advice and won't . Now is 

tha t a l l? ' 
" Yes." 
" I 'm going to ask yon a question or two. 

Of course you'll answer or not as you please." 
" Well?" 
" I t ' s only from curiosity I want to know, for 

It has bothered me." 
" Well?" 
" How did lhat girl come to be shut up in 

Buckaloo's bank vault? You bad a long talk 
with her. I suppose she told you?" 

" S h e did. You have no righ^B in the mat ter 
whatever, but as there is no part icular reason 
for keeping it secret, 1 will anewer. She was 
pot there by Buckaloo himself." 

•* Ah! How?" 
" You see, the poor thing wus trying to sepa-

rate her brother from the burglars, with whom 
ibeir lives had been spent ," 

" Yes, I know." 
" S h e called on me and gave me warning of 

the proposed robbery." 
" Is lha t so?" 
" Yes. She thonght she wag most secret in 

her movements, but for all t ha t she was followed 
by a wretch named Fogarty—one of the gang . " 

• " All! I know him." 
I " He frightened tbe poor thing into telling 

what she had done, and an a t tempt was m a d e 
to kill the brother a t lhe place where he was to 
meet me—the a t t empt fai led," 

" But about the liank?" 
I'm coming to that ." 

" Without tbe consent of this girl 's uncle, 
who Is, 1 believe, in the penelentiary on Snakp 
Hill, New Jersev, Fogarty did not dure to in jure 
tbe girl, so after thoroughly friglitenii^g her, he 
lei her go." 

" Ah, 1 see! Aod she went to Buckaloo." 
" Yes, with a vew of heading off tho burglary 

she did. I t was a bold action—a brave one. 
She little dreamed, however, tha t Buckaloo waa 
one of the gang who were plott ing to defraud 
her or her rights." 

" Well, it was so." 
" I know it." 
" It you know il, blest if I see why you lef t 

him back there." 
" Bless my soul, man, I couldn't carry him on 

my back, could I? He'll sleep awhile j c l . H e 
may find that he has company provided h e don ' t 
wake too soon." 

" Wefl, well. Go on." 
" Well, llie girl was received by Buckaloo in 

his private office. I t was late in the day—tbey 
were alone. Suddenly he pounced upon her and 
demauded the crysoliie cross you were so anxious 
to get." 

" A h ! " 
" There was a struggle for the possession of 

the cross. The girl called for help, but none 
came. As a ruse she made him believe tha t she 
had swallowed i t . " 

" W h a t ! She didn't!" 
" No, she didn' t ." 
" Great Scott? You know this?" 
" Positively yes." 
" Then if 1 " 
Dr. Bob paused with a shudder. 
A useless crime seemed more terrible lo biin 

than one which would have accomplished his 
ends. 

" If you had cut her np you would not have 
found the cross." 

" I've been lied to—fooled." 
" No, no! When Buckaloo came lo you- " 
" How did you know that?" 
" Guessed it, I see I guessed r ight ." 
" He claimed he didn'l know how she came to 

be ill the vault ." 
" He lied, for he chloroformed her and no 

donbl put her there himself." 
" Ah! She don't remember that par t of it?'' 
" N o . She remembers nothing from the mo-

ment he sprang upon her wiih tbe sa tura ted 
handkerchief until she came to her senses iu 
your ambulance. So lhal'B the way tha i the 
mat ter s tands." 

I'll be blamed il I understand il fully ye t . " 
Nor I ; but I suspect Buckaloo had a reason 

for not daring to interfere with the operat ions 
of the burglars if lie knew they were coming, 
which I am satisfied he did, or else be was <ie-
laiueil and was not able lo get there on time." 

" I knew nothing of all l ha t . " 
" Nc, but your friend, the black doctor did. 

I t is my belief that Buckaloo went for him, bu t 
it all worked difl'erently from what they expect-
ed Bui enough of this. I Bball tell no more. 
Will that car never come?" 

They had been s tanding on the corner or Pill-
ing street and Broadway wailing for the surface 
car, for this was before the days of the elevated 
railroad in that par i of Brooklyn. 

•' It's coming now 1 think," said Bob, looking 
•jp tho street, and indeed the Jingle of bells could 
be heard. 

I t was a lonely neighborhood there a t the cor-
ner of Pilling street and Broadway—very. 

There was not a aoul in aight. 
Behind them wus a fence, pa r t of the remains 

of a little blacksmith shop, which has long Blnce 
disappeared-

Tired of s tanding a t the corner the detective 
drew back, and tbey leaned aguinst the fence, 
tor lhe car was still some dis tance away. 

Again Dr. Bob brought up the question of his 
being allowed to turn State 's evidence. 

But the delective would say nothing defi-
nite. 

H e could not. 
" When will yon know?" asked Dr. Bon. 

" Who'll d e c i d e r 
But Old King Brady never answered the ques-

tion. 
Whack! Whack! Whack! 
Suddenly an arm reached down from the top 

of the fence. 
The arm clutched a short c lab which was 

brooght down three times wiih crushing force 
upon Old King Brady's head. 
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" G r e a t S c o t t , look o u t ! " roared Dr. Boh. 
who e x p e c t e d to ge t a dose too. 

B a t the w a r n i n g c a m e too laLe. 
Old K i n g Brady d ropped like a s tone. 
Ol course lie pulled Dr. Bob down with h i m . 
" T h a t ' s b u s i n n s s l " c r i ed a man, l eap ing 

down f r j m t h e fence, c lub in hand . 
" Merciful heaver,a, t b e Coun t ! " g a s p e d Dr. 

Boh f rom t h e a r o u n d . 
" Yea, t h e Coun t , you c u r ! " hiasod the m a n . 
" B u r n i n g b l u e b l a z a s ! G ive it to h im!" called 

another m a n , sudden ly a p p e a r i n g on top of the 
fence. 

It was P ro f . F o g a r t y . 
Behind, o r r a t he r , beside h im cow, c a m e into 

view t b e u g l y f e a t u r e s of Mr. P l u g Moran. 
" Bea t his head r i gh t off, Coun t—bea t it offl" 

he hiased. " S t a t e ' s evidence, ia it? Don ' t you 
leave a bit of b r e a t h in his body! Let him h a v e 
it r i g h t n o w ! " 

The c o u n t , s e i z ing Dr. B o b by t h e th roa t , 
ra ised t b e c l u b above bis head . 

C H A P T E R X V I I . 
THE BLACK DOCTOR AG UN', 

" N o w , whi le ihese f resh misfor tunes were 
h a p p e n i n g t o Old K i n g Brady, the coach, with 
ita c u r i o u s load, was r a t t l i n g down Broadway. 

A t the p r e s e n t w r i t i n g Broadway is o n e of 
Brooklyn ' s chief t ho roughfa res , but a t t h e l ime 
of which we wri te It w a s a Btreet badly paved , 
worse l i gh t ed a n d of i n t e r m i n a b l e length , with a 
few a io r e s here and there , and handsome coun-
t ry houaes bui l t in the mids t of t rees and flower 
g a r d e n s s c a t t e r e d a long its l eng th for more than 
t h r ee miles . — — — 

F o r q u i t e a d i s t a n c e eve ry th ing inside t h e 
coach went swimming ly . 

N a n a and Ben told each o t h e r their r e spec t ive 
s tor ies , a u d a g e n e r a l c o m p a r i n g of notes was 
bud . 

Meanwhi le N a n a had token b a b y J i m in 
charge , leaving t h e girl Gass le to go t o s leep in 
t be corner , which she uld inataut ly . 

" I have g r e a t hopes, Ben, g r e a t hopes , " mur -
mured t h e b rave gi r l . " If Mr. Brady can only 
succeed in h i s plr.ns, you a n d I will n o t only be 
f ree f rom the g a n g forever, b u t will find our-
selves very rich besides ." 

" I t ' s too good to be t rue , s i s t e r , " was Ben's 
reply . " I t was all a m i s t ake o a r coming lo 
N e w York wi th t h e coun t , We oui'hr, to h a v e 
r e m a i n e d In Chicago, where we had f r i e n d s . " 

" A h ! bu t how could we? H e would have 
killed u s . " 

" H e lina tried to kill us now. H e is a t r each-
c rona and d e s p e r a t e m a n . I h a t e t o th ink of him 
a s mv uncle, b u t I suppose we mus t do II ." 

" I suppose so ; b u t " 
" B u t what , Nana?" 
" T h a t ia the one p a r t of t h e s tory which I 

find ha rd t o believe. Mr. B r a d y baa g o n e over 
t h e whole m a t t e r with me. H e says we ore the 
ch i ld reu of the count ' s b ro ther , a man named 
McGroa ty , who was a N e w York a l d e r m a n " 

" I know. Arres ted for counte r fe i t ing and all 
t h e res t . I 've heard the s tory , too ." 

" W h o told you , Ben?" 
" Prof . F o g a r t y . " 
" Did he seem to believe i t?" 
" H e d i d . " 
" I s u p p o s e it m u s t be t r u e , bnt I find it so ! 

very ha rd t o believe i t . I h a v e been t h i n k i n g -
why, Ben, w h a t is this?" 

Sudden ly the c a r r i a g e had t u r n e d i n t o p r i v a t e 
groundB. 

Ben peered t h r o u g h the w indow. 
They were whirl ing up a t ree-l ined avenne . 
" Surely s o m e t h i n g m a s t be w r o n g , " the boy 

t h o u g h t . 
He d ropped t h e window a n d shouted to the 

dr iver to know where they were go ing . 
But there was no answer . 
E v e n Kube was s i lent . 
" What i s t h e ma t t e r ? " a s k e d poor Nana , 

p r e s s ing b a b y Ji in a g a i n s t her breas i . 
A t the s a m e i n s t a n t t h e c a r r i a g e s topped , and 

a shrill whis t le s o u n d e d . 
Fol lowing t h e whist le c a m e a rush and a 

s c r a m b l e , then t h e loud bny iog of b loodhounds . 
By the t i m e Ben g o t the d o o r o p e n — a n d he 

opened it a s fas t as poss ib le—up ru shed four 
> u s e Siber ian b loodhounds , a s big a s ca lves , 
b u r k i n g a r o u n d t h e ca r r i age . 

Ben s h u t t h e door iu a hu r ry . 
N a n a s c r e a m e d , the baby began bawl ing , and 

even Guss ie joined In the cho rus , sudden ly wak-
ing u p and a d d i n g her s h a r e to the r acke t in t h e 
s h a p e of a success ion of s t a r t l i n g yells. 

Down f r o m t h e box j u m p e d t h e dr iver , b u t n o 
Rube the R a t a p p e a r e d . 

N o w Ben had hardly looked a t the dr iver when 
they en te red the vehicle. 

Nnr had OUI K ing Brady, excep t to no t ice t h a t 
he was a colored man . 

l iul Ben looked f h a r p a t him now, a s he t h r u s t 
his head in uL the h a c k window. 

" Y'oung people, th is is my coun t ry m a n s i o n ! " 
he said. •* Walk iii! Make yourse lves a t bon.u! 
We shall go no f u r t h e r t o - n i g h t . " 

Then Ben knew him. 
" Dr. Sweeney!" lie g a s p e i . 
" Ay, the black doc to r ! Your f r i e n d Brady 

l i t t le d r e a m e d t h a t I l ive two iives. H e n e v e r 
guessed t h a t the livery s tab le where he sent for 
the coach be longs to me. Walk in, y o u n g Ben-
j a m i n ! Walk in, my dear , a n d b r ing liie baby 
with you—my little g a m e has been sl ightly up-
s»l, it. is t rue , b u t i l is n o t lost , by a n y m a n n e r 
of means . " 

If tbe sudden t r a n s f o r m a t i o n of a h a r m l e s s 
hack d r ive r into t h a t d e s p e r a t e scoundre l , the 
black doctor , was a s u r p r i s e t o Ben a n d Nana , 
equal ly surpr ised m u s t Old K i n g Brady have 
been when he c a m e to his senses ly ing upou the 
cold g r o u n d . 

He was no t a lone. 
Netir him he could d i s t inguish in d i m out l ine , 

for it was very da rk , l he forms of seve ra l men 
sealed benea th the old shed which a l so covered 
h im. 

i t was imposs ib le to m a k e ou t the i r faces, b u t 
the de tec l ive could hea r w h a t was be ing said, 
and he soon recognized t h e voice of Dr. I lnb 
Beezee—the n a m e Greenough was one t o which 
the a m b u l a n c e su rgeon had no poss ib le r i g h t — 
a m o n g the res t . 

" Tr ipped a g a i n 1 " t h o u g h t the detec t ive . 
" Too b a d ! A shame! I a m af ra id t h i s is a bad 
box a n d one which I shal l find it ha rd to ge t o u t 
of ." 

He was a lmost in despa i r when lie found t h a t 
his h a n d s were lied a n d his legs in thu ea ine c o n -
di l ion . 

But t h e detec l ive had been in s imi la r p l igh t s 
too m a n y t imes to despa i r of finding a way out . 

" H a v e they been l l i rungh me? I s u p p o s e tliey 
have . " he was th ink ing , when a s if iu answer he 
heard Dr. Bob s a y : 

" Y e s ; those a re all t he p a p e r s I k n o w any-
t h i n g abou t , bnt he o u g h t to h a v e t h e crysol i te 
c ross somewhere , and if you e x p e c t lo succeed 
with this myster ious ' H e ' you o u g h t to have 
tha t , you k n o w . " 

" B u r n i n g blue b lazes ! I say he h a i n ' t g o t i t ! " 
snapped the voice of ou r oid fr iend, I ' rof. F o g a r -
ty, which was no l recognized by the de tec t ive , 
s ince he had not the p l ea su re of tha t g e n t l e m a n ' s 
a c q u a i n t a n c e . 

Bul he did recognize t h e voice of P l u g Moran 
as t h a t of one of the hank burg la r s . 

" 1 say lie ha in ' t g o l it uhou t l inn, I looked 
t o o , " said P lug . 

" G e n t l e m e n , " apoke t h e Count , whose voice 
lhe de tec l ive oT course had never hea rd , " the re 
Is no use in ou r s q u a b b l i n g over lhe cross . We 
s imply c a n ' i find it. Good luck t h r e w u s in t h e 
way of our friend the doctor , aud we w a n t lo 
m a k e Lhe bes". of il. R e m e m b e r we have ou r 
r e v e n g e a g a i n s t t h a t scoundrel of a Bucka loo (o 
t h ink of, and we have the es ta tes which p roved 
so prof i table to my la te b r o t h e r , t he a l d e r m a n , 
a n d which lie look such e x t r a o r d i n a r y pa ins to 
conceal . Now then , the ques t ion is wha t shall 
w e do?" 

T h a t Old K ing Brady was all a t t e n t i o n a f t e r 
th is speech need scarcely he sa id . 

" Now look here ," Raid Dr. Bob. " I 've been 
w o r k i n g In t h e d a r k t ry ing to he lp you in th i s 
bus in i s s , Count , and I s u g g e s t mildlv, b a t firm-
ly t h a i hav ing g o l myself Into a h lg ' l o t of t rnu-
ble by d o i n g so, I won ' t do nno the r b l a m e t h i n g 
unleBs you tell me t h e whole s t o r y . " 

" H a ! In order t h a t you m a y t a r n S ta t e ' s 
evidence, dea r boy!" d rawled the coun t . 

" P s h a w l Yon J u m p at. conc lus ions . Yon 
only ove rhea rd pa r t of w h a t I s a i d . " 

" Burning blue b lazes! It w a s e n o u g h ! " cried 
F o g a r t y . " Don't you t r u s t h im, c o u n t . " 

" Bah! I'd sooner t r u s t him than von any dny. 
I ' v e passed over t h a t l i t t le s l u m p of vours a b o u t 
t h e boo lie, professor , b u t I h u v e u ' t fo rgo t ten 
by any means?" 

" No. We hain ' t l o rgo t t en no l by n o m e a n s , " i 
p u t in Pinsr. 

" Hold your j a w , " brea thed the c o u n t . " We 
c a n ' t qua r r e l now. The professor a n d I will se t -
t le t h a t m a t t e r later . We coine o u t he re to th is 
G o d - f o r s a k e n region h o p i n g lo ge t o a r p a w s on 
Buckaloo. We couldn ' t find Mother Beezee's 
r a n c h , bu t we did find Bob and lie h a s promised 
to t a k e us where we can find Bucka loo . I s a y let 
us t r n s l Bob, bu t if he goes hack on us why, 
then » 

H e r e the count m a d e a pecu l i a r g u r g l i n g 

sound, as t h o u g h s o m e one were hav ing the i r 
Lliroal cut . 

Il imi-l have m a d e Dr. Bob feel decidedly un-
comfor t ab l e , for he has t ened to swea r e t e r n a l 
fidelity in the m o s t e m p h a t i c l a n g u a g e , which 
t h e c o u n t rece ived only by a c o n t e m p t u o u s 
g r u n t . 

T h a t ' s all r i g h l , " he added . " Now t h e n , 
you s a y you k n o w where B u c k a l o o is a t t he 
p r e s e n t m o m e n t . " 

" I d o . " 
" And a c c o r d i n g to you is j u s t aa likely t o he 

found t he r e a u hour f rom now a s a t t he p r e s e n t 
momen t?" 

" Yes ." 
" Well, t h e n , he re g o e s ; I shal l tell you a b o u t 

t h e s e es lu les , for we a re all In the s a m e boat 
now. If we a r e to meet wilh success we have 
g o t lo s t r ike one sha rp , sudden blow a n d win, 
o the rwi se we a i n ' t in it, and t h a t ' s & fac t . " 

" I 'm all a t t e n t i o n , c o u n t . " 
" Y'ou h a v e hea rd of my b r o t h e r , e x - A l d e r -

man McGroaty , of c o u r s e . " 
" Well, r a t h e r . My m o t h e r was his house -

k e e p e r . " 
" J u s t so. n e w a s c a p t u r e d a n d sent to bis 

doom by t h a t long-nosed scoundre l o v e r i l i o r e ; 
h i s bus ines s was b r o k e n up , a n d iu c o u r s e o( 
t ime he d ied ." 

" I know all t h a t . " 
" Y'ou know all t h a t ; well, hold on l o it. P e r -

h a p s you a lso know t h a t a l t h o u g h supposed to 
be ti very r ich m a n , my b r o t h e r left no pa r t i cu -
la r p r o p e r t y t h a t any o n e could ever find." 

" I know t h a t , t o o , " 
" Good e n o u g h . " 
" l i e did leave i h r ee l i t t le ch i ld ren—two g i r l s 

and one bov." 
" T h a t I know, a l s o . " 
" B u r n i n g b lue b lazes! If he k n o w s so much 

wha t ' s lhe use t e l l ing him any m o r e ! " g rowled 
tho p ro fes so r . 

" S h u t up ! " h issed tho coun t . " Le t me a lone 
lo lell my own s tory in my own way. Bob!" 

" W h a t is it?" 
" Y'ou, in c o m m o n wilh the res t of the world, 

believed those ch i ld ren lo be my b r o t h e r ' s . " 
" Well, I a l w a y s heard so . Mother told m e 

s o . " 
" Well, ihey a r e n o t . " 
" W h a t ! They a re not?" c r ied t h e p rofessor 

and P l u g in one b r e a t h . 
" Will you two dry up? No, they a re n o t . 

They were t h e ch i ld ren of my b r o t h e r ' s old bus i -
ness p a r t n e r , a man named Well, no m a i -
le r what his n a m e was. H e died sudden ly 
m a n y yea r s a g o . " 

" Tliia is ail news lo me!" exc la imed Bob. 
" Aa it waa to m c until qu i t e recent ly , B u c k a -

loo g a v e m e lhe s teer . The whole s lo ry is n o t 
Known to me, bu t t h e u p s h o t of il is, t he f a t h e r 
of t hese chi ldreu hud c o m m i t t e d a mys te r ious 
c r i m e iu E n g l a n d , l i e c a m e here ; be m o d " 
money. H e left a million In New York re.d 
e s t a t e and c l a ims to more t han a million in E n g -
land . Af t e r his d e t t h my b ro the r , who w a s 
real ly a bachelor , conspired wi th Bncka loo to • 
concea l the p r o p e r t y . They f a t t ened on il for 
severa l yea rs . They deceived even m e . I be-
lieved my b r o t h e r ' s s to ry of a sec re t m a r r i a g e 
and t h a i these were his ch i ld ren . I believed the 
p r o p e r t y was his a n d tr ied to ge t it when lie 
died. I foiled. F o r years a f t e r w a r d these chil-
dren were iu my c h a r g e . T h e y grew u p a m c n g 
us, b u t they were mos t empha t i ca l ly n n o t h e r 
b reed of c m s . W e could no t m a k e a b u r g l a r 
o u t of Ben, n o r a n y t h i n g b u t a s a i n t o u t of N a n a , 
As for Ju l ia , t he sis ter , she mar r i ed a n d died, 
leavina: the b a b y behind he r . " 

" B u r n i n g ' d u e b lazes ! H o w long-winded you 
a r e ! " g rowled F o g a r t y . 

B u l the c o u n l , wi'.lioul h e e d i n g the i n t e r r u p -
t ion, w e n t s t r a i g h t on . 

" Then wo c a m e here and I took the m a t t e r in 
hand ngnin. I suspec ted t h e t r n t b and went Tor 
Bucka loo . I m a d e a c o m p r o m i s e with linn, 
l i e had long ac ted as the a g e n t for my b a u d , 
h a n d l i n g b a n d s anil s tolen secur i t i es for u s . I 
went t o him and a r r a n c e d for h i m t o g ive n p Ills . 
b a n k i n g bus ines s which no longe r pa id , and join 
us o u t r i g h t . H e agreed to th i s a n d it w a s by 
his own s u g g e s t i o n a n d t h a t of a f r iend of hiB, 
one Dr. Sweeney, t h a t t h e b a n k b u r g l a r y was 
a r r a n g e d . " 

" D r . Sweeney! A h ! Sweeney!" b lu r t ed Bob in 
t o n e s of deep con 1 c m pi. 

" Wha t ' s t he m a t t e r ? " d e m a n d e d lhe c o u n t . 
• Dr. Sweeney!" 
" Well, w h a t a b o u t Dr. Sweeney? D o n ' t s i t 

t h e r e r e p e a t i n g his n a m e l ike s o m e b las ted pol l 
p a r r o t . " 

" You never d r e a m e d when you wore d e a l i n g 
with Dr. Sweeney t h a t you w e r e d e a l i n g wi th a 
n i cge r , 1 suppose?" 
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" N i g g e r ! N o n s e n s e ! " 
" N i g s e r , s o m e sense—in every s e n s e ! " 
" B a b ! Y o u ' r e d r u n k ! " 
" No, s i r ! I t ' s a f a c t . " 
" D o n ' t g i v e m e n o such g h o s t 9 lory . T h e 

w h o l e a m o u n t of i t Is, Bob, to b r i n g my s to ry t o 
a n end , Sweeney a n d B u c k a l o o p layed m e fo r a 
s u c k e r . They had t h e pape r s , and they a l o n e 
k n o w who the mys t e r ious a g e n t of t l . is E n g l i s h 
p r o p e r t y is. A s for the A m e r i c a n million, t h a t 
i s con t ro l led by the s a m e pe r son . These t w o 
men have g r o w n rich ou t of the i n c o m e of th i s 
e s t a t e , p l u n d e r i n g t h e s e ch i ld ren , a u d , if they 
tel l t h e t r u t h , dece iv ing this a g e n t . W h a t we 
w a u t is to g e t hold of th is a g e n t — t h i s mys te r i -
o u s ' H e ' — a n d p r e s e n t o u r proofs of t h e d e a t h 
of t h e ch i ldren . T h e n , a c c o r d i n g t o the t e r m s 
Of the i r f a t h e r ' s will, t h e A m e r i c a n e s t a t e soeB 
t o t h e heirs of m y b ro the r , who, a s I said before , 
w a s his old bus ines s p a r t n e r . I a m the only heir 
lef t l h a t I know a n y t h i n g a b o u t . C o n s e q u e n c e 
is, t h e whole bus iness will c o m e to m e . " 

T h e C o u n t p a u s e d . 
" Is t h a t a l l ! " a sked Dr. Bob . 
" I t i s . " 

" T h e n t h e w h o l e bus iness boiled down a m o u n t s 
t o j u s t th i s . If you c a n p u t y o u r l inger on t h e 
m y s t e r i o u s ' lie, ' p r o d u c e t h e m p a p e r s , t h e c ry a -
o l i l e c ros s a n d p roo f s of t h e c h i l d r e n ' s d e a t h , you 
g e t ihla b i g bood le . " 

" T h a t ' s i t . " 
' A u d y o u say Bucka loo a n d Dr. S w e e n e y a l o n e 

know who th i s m y s t e r i o u s ' H e ' is, und where 
he c u n be f o u n d ? " 

" T h a t ' s i t . " 
" A n d I k n o w w h e r e B u c k a l o o i s . " 
" S o you s a y . " 
" 1 do. I c a n p r o v e i t . " 
" Well?" 
" I t s e e m s t o m e , " sa id Dr. Bob, with a half 

chuck l e , " t h a t t h e g a m e is k i n d e r in m y own 
b u n d s . " 

" Don ' t b r a g ! Do tbe s q u a r e t h i u g . " 
" Wha t ' l l you g ive?" 
" I t ' s s h a r e a n d s h a r e a l i ke . " 

How much does i t all a m o u n t to?"' 
" Whu l ' s the use of t a l k i n g ? " 
" I 'd l ike to k n o w . " 
" T h e p a p e r s te l l ." 
" Yes . Dr . S w e e n e y r ead o i l a lo t of s tuf f iu 

t b e s h a p e of a n i n v e n t o r y . " 
" J u s t look 'em o v e r a n d s e e , " sa id B o b . 
T h e c o n n t a t l a s t c o n s e n t e d , t h o u g h n o t u n t i l 

cons ide rab l e f u r t h e r a r g u m e n t wus h a d . 
H e p r o d u c e d a d a r k l an t e rn a n d l i gh t ed i t . 
T h e n he took o u t the p u p e r s he l iad t a k e n 

f r o m Old K i n g B r a d y ' s pocke t . 
I t w a s quiLe a Sizeable p a c k a g e . 
A r o u n d i t w a s w r a p p e d a s h e e t of p a p e r yel -

low a u d Lime w o r u . 
Upon t h i s p a p e r t h e r e w a s w r i t i n g over which 

t h e c o u n t p l a c e d his hand a s he u n t i e d t h e red 
t a p a 

Bob w a s all a t t e n t i o n . 
Prof . F o g a r t y a n d even t h e i m p e r t u r b a b l e 

Pli>g d r e w near . 
But t h e c o u n t when he pul led off the p a p e r 

g a v e an e x c l a m a t i o n of r a g e and d i smay . 
" T r i c k e d ! Foo led by t h a t rasca l ly de t ec t i ve ! " 

be b a w l e d . 
T h e p a c k a g e w a s m a d e u p of n o t h i n g b u t a 

lo t of old n e w s p a p e r s . 
" If t h a t s n o o z e r is still a l ive , by H e a v e n I'll 

c u t h i s h e a r t o u t ! " cr ied the c o u n t , s p r i n g i n g up. 
" T h e r e m u s t h a v e been o n e ot his p o c k e t s we 
m i s s e d . " 

H e se ized t h e l a n t e r n a n d hur r i ed t o tbe s p o t 
where t hey had laid Old K i n g B r a d y . 

" G o n e ! " he b r e a t h e d . 
" B u r n i n g b l u e b lazes! S u r e h e w a s n e v e r 

dead a t all at a l l ! " echoed P r o f . F o g a r t y . 
E v i d e n t l y P r o f . F o g a r t y was r igh t , f o r Old 

K i n g B r a d y had d i s a p p e a r e d , l eav ing t h e c a r e -
fully t ied co rds b e h i n d him in a l i t t l e pile. 

They t h o u g h t t h e n i b a t t b e d e t e c t i v e had been 
p l ay ing ' p o s s u m f r o m t h e s t a r t . 

They fel t t h n t if they had left t h e old mar. Ins 
w e a p o n s he wou ld p r o b a b l y h a v e m a d e t h i n g s 
lively for ' .hem. 

They were s u r e of all th is w h e n half a n h o u r 
l a t e r , g u i d e d by B o b , t h e y e n t e r e d Moihor 
Beezee'a d e s e r t e d r a n c h . 

For Mr. Bucka loo bad van i shed , a n d ly ing up -
on t h e t a b l e w a s a shee t of p a p e r u p o n which 
t h e s e words were s c r a w l e d : 

" N o t t h i s e v e n i n g , g e n t l e m e n . IIu, ha t Oh, 
no ! " 

Did Old K i n g Brady l e a v e the p a p e r on the 
t a b l e ? 

T b e c o u n t t h o u g h t so. 
H e w a s r i g h t . 
I t w a s not o f t en t h a t t h e de tec t ive indu lged in 

s u c h p l e a s a n t r y , b u t on t h i s occa s ion he d id i t . 

T h e r e w a s s o m e s t o r m i n g on t h e p a r t of the 
bu rg l a r s . 

Then , s ee iug the g a m e lost , t hey s t a r t e d to 
ret i re . 

The c o u n t opened t h e door and s t e p p e d out . 
To his hor ro r , t h e r e s tood Old K i n g Brady 

and a dozen m e m b e r s ol t he Brooklyn police 
force in full u n i f o r m . 

" B u r n f n g blue blaze9!" g a s p e d P r o f . F o g a r t y 
who was r i gh t behind the c o u n t . 

' " G e n t l e m e n , I sha l l h a v e to t r o u b l e you t o 
t a k e a l i t t le walk wi th us down 10 t h e s t a i iou -
house , " sa id t h e de t ec t i ve , c o v e r i n g the coun t 
with a revolver . " You a re wan ted t h e r e ou im-
p o r t a n t bus iness . C o u n t , let me adv i se you next 
t ime you s ea r ch a m a n ' s pocke t s , lo sea rch 
t h o r o u g h l y , a u d when you tie kno t s , t o t ie them 
t igh t . " 

C H A P T E R X V I I I . 
FOILED By BABY JIM. 

" WHAT'S this?" g a s p e d poor N a n a , a t t h e sud-
den a n n o u n c e m e n t m a d e by Ihe Black Doctor 
when the c a r r i a g e s t o p p e d before t h e old t ree-
hidden m a n s i o n in B r o a d w a y . I 

" T r e a c h e r y ! " cr ied Ben. 
H e would have s p r u n g a t t h e B l a c k Doctor ' s 

tb rou t if h e had been given t h e c h a n c e . 
Bu t he w a s n ' t . 
T h e r e were the eve r - r eady r e v o l v e r s — t w o of 

t hem th i s t ime. 
There a l s o were t h o dogs b a r k i n g fu r ious ly— 

half a dozen of tbeui i t s e e m e d t o Ben . 
Nana , moreove r , c a u g h t her b r o t h e r ' s a r m and 

held him back , whi le G u s s i e yel led in t e r ro r a t 
s igh t of t h e dogs , a n d Baby J i m , s h a k e n up by 
the g e n e r a l e x c i l e m a n t , g a v e fo r th a ser ies of 
p r o l o n g e d and d i smal howls . 

" C o m e bow, no n o n s e n s e ! " said Dr. Sweeney, 
whose f a c e was n o w as b lack a s the ace of 
spades . " Y'ou c a n s a v e a b ig lot of t roub le al l 
a r o u n d by g e t t i n g o u t of the c a r r i a g e qu i e t l y . " 

Hen Saw n o t h i n g for i t bu t to yie ld . 
H e g o t ou t h imself , and helped N a n a and G u s -

sie t o a l i g h t . 
Meanwhi le , Dr. Sweeney o r d e r e d b a c k t h e 

dogs . 
" G e t d o w n off t l iu t ! " he s h o u t e d t o R u b e t h e 

R a t , who sa t quiet ly on t h e box. 
" C a n ' t ! " said R u b e . 
" Oh, I forgot l ' vo l ied y o u . " 
" Y a i r . " 
Ben g lanced a t R u b e suspiciously. 
H a d be al lowed himself to be t ied? 
H a d he known all a b o u t i t f rom Lhe first? 
A n d indeed it b e g a n t o look very m u c h t h a t 

w t y . 
I t was R u b e who w a s s e n a f t e r t h e ca r r i age . 
H e had c o m e back with t h e Black Doc tor . 
H e m u s t h a v e k i iowu. 
Ben ref lec ted. 
B u i wiih two women a n d a buby re ly ing upon 

him for p ro tec t ion , Ben foui.d himself perfect ly 
helpless. 

The re w a s n o t h i n g for It bu t t o s u b m i t . 
" Up the re ! " o r d e r e d the Black Doc to r , po in t -

i ng to the pinxza. 
Ben took his s i s t e r ' s a rm a n d helped her n p 

the s t eps . 
G u s s i e and the b a b y fo l lowed; R n b e , whose 

leas had been re leased , b r o u y h t u p t h e rear . 
Dr. Sweeney opened t h e h o u s e door with a 

laicli key and ushered them into t h e d a r k hull, 
" Who dar? Who dar?" cal led a shrill voice 

over the ban i s te r s . 
" I t ' s only me, D e b h y , " repl ied t h e Black 

Doc to r , meekly . 
" O n ' y y o u ! L a n ' o ' g o o d n e s s ! S h o u l d t ' ink 

d a r w a s fo' hunren a n ' fo' t} fo' o b j o ' . A r e you 
d r u n k a g i ' n , rile m a n ? " 

I t was humi l i a t i ng—very . 
Ev iden t ly th is was M a d a m e Sweeney . 
I t needed no e l e c t r i c l ight t o tell Ben wha t 

the s p e a k e r ' s color was . 
" Now, my d e a r , y o ' jes go r i gh t b a c k t o b e d " 

cal led t h e doc to r . " I'll see you l a t e r o n . " 
" W o n ' t do niiffln ob d e s o r t ! Who you no 

dar? Who 7011 b r i n g home in k e r r i d g e s nt mid-
n igh t? Didn ' t I h e a r a b a h y s q u e a k i n ' ? Tell 
yo ' w h a t ' tis. I'll t e a r yo' wool ou t , ole m a n ! " 

" H e l p us! I fe lp us t o ge t a w a y f rom this 
wicked m a n ! " called N a n a . " Whoeve r you are , 
he lp us, and t h e Lord will r epay y o u . " 

T h e mischief was d o n e . 
Confus ion worse con founded w a s the r e su l t of 

Nann ' s p ious appea l . 
" Ho ld your t o n g u e , g i r l ! " hissed t h e doc to r . 

" Deb, you g o back t o bed o r I'll kill y o u ! " 
He s t r u c k a m a t c h and lit t h e hall g a s . 
Then Ben Sprang u p o n him a n d Willi o n e blow 

felled him to l h e i lo i r . 
" Fly, N a n a , fly!" lie cal led. 
" N o t w i thon t y o n , Ben!" 

Fa t a l he s i t a t i on ! 
Beu could 1101 go. 
The b lack doc to r , t h o u g h fa l len , c lu tched a t 

Ben anil pu l l ed t h e boy a l i e r h im. 
A t the s a m e i n s t a u t a s t o u t co lored w o m a n , 

dressed only in her n igh t g o w n , c a m e r u s h i n g 
down-s ta i r s . 

While G u s s i e yelled m u r d e r und Baby J i m 
roared , s h e joined in lhe fight. 

Woman- l ike , she took the s ide of her h u s b a n d , 
whom she had th rea t ened b u t a m o m e n l before . 

S h e seized poor Ben, rol led him over , a n d 
pounded him till he was a lmos t insensible . 

Nor could R u b e render a c y as s i s t ance , for h'13 
h a n d s were t ied behind h im. 

Tbe in te r fe rence or his wife b r o u g h t v ic tory t o 
l h e doc to r . , 

H e was on hiB fee t in a n i n s t a n t , and b e g a n 
flourishing a round with his revolver a g a i n . 

" I n Lhere! lu there, e v e r y o n e of you ! " lie 
roa red , a s he flung open a d o o r a longs ide of 
t h e m . 

There was n o t h i n g for i t b u t to go in—al l b u t 
Ben, who was down . 

T h e doc to r fol lowed a n d l i t t h e g a s . 
Debby, meanwhi le , held Ben. 
Has t i ly locking a door a t t h e o ther end of t h e 

r o o m , Dr. Sweeney se ized R u b e by t h e c o l l a r 
and d ragged h im o u t aga in , and lock ing N a n a , 
Guss i e and t h e baby in. 

" Hold him, m o t h e r ! H o l d him till I c a n t i e 
h im!" 

" I 'm a -ho ld ing on, 30' b e t ! " c r ied Debby , 
" ' c ause l ' se on yo ' Bide when dere ' s a fight, o le 
m a n , bu t somebuddy ' s g o t to exp la in d i s yere 
b a b y bizness, o r dere be d e debbi l ' s own row be-
tween yo ' and m e . " 

The Black Doctor m a d e no answer . 
H e knew t b e w o m a n ' s j e a l o u s d i spos i t ion b a t 

too well. 
T y i n g Ben ' s h a n d s beh ind h im with a s t r o n g 

co rd , he took the boya by the i r respec t ive col -
lars , and ran l l iem down-s ta i r s in io a da rk cel lar . 

" Now, then, you s t ay here til l I g e t ready t o 
p u t yoa s o m e w h e r e e lse ," he growled, a n d in a 
m o m e n t was gone . 

Ben l is tened to his r e l r e a t i o g foo ts teps with a 
s ink ing hear t . 

" W e l l , th'.s i3 a n ice bus iness !" he e x c l a i m e d . 
" O h , Rube ! I d idn ' t ih ink this ol you ! " 

" T h i n k what?" 
" T h a t you would b e t r a y UB." 
" I d idn ' t . " 
" Wha t ' s t he reason y o a d idn ' t?" 
" Ben, I wouldn ' t d o such a t h i n g ! " 
" Do you m e a n to tell me t h a t you d idn ' t k n o w 

t h a t m a n was Dr . Sweeney?" 
" N o . " 
" I don ' t believe i t . " 
P o o r Rube bet ian l o b lubber . 
" N o w , looker here, Ben . Y o a and m e w e r e 

a lways f r ienda. I w o u l d n ' t g o b a c k on y o a , " h e 
dec la red . 

" T h e n you were fooled, too , I s u p p o s e ? " 
" G o s h , yea!" 
" Was the doc to r in t h e livery s t ab le when y o u 

g o t there?" 
•' I s u p p o s e he m a s t e r b e e n . " 
" What happened?" 
" When I g o t 10 t h e s t ab le?" 
" Yee, of c o u r s e . " 
" Wul, I w e n t In." 
" O h , p h s a w ! G o o n . " 
" I axed t h e man (or a c a r r i a g e . " 
" T o l d him Old K i n g Brady sen t you?" 
" Yair. He told m e to told b im d a t . " 
" (Viiui did he Bay?" 
" W h o ? " 
" T h e livery man , s t u p i d . " 
" H e axed m e over a g a i n . " 
" Well!" 
" D e u he said wou ldn ' t il be b e t t e r to d r i v e 

r i g h t u p t o Mother Beezee 's?" 
" O h ! H e aeemed to k n o w Mother Beezee . " 
11 Yes ." 

W h a t did y o a tell h i m ? " 
" T o l d him t h a t I n lways obeyed orders , even 

il I b roke owners , a n ' w e m u s t g o r i g h t 10 d e 
co rne r o l Bushwick a v n e r a n d P i l l ing s t r e e t , an i l 
nowhere e lse ." 

" Then w h a t did h e do?" 
" S n i i l I conld have tho hack i( I pa id for i t . " 
" Widen y o a did?" 
" Which I d i d . " 
" And then?" 
" T h e n he went a n d g o t the c a r r i a g e a n u t h i s 

m a n wn3 o n t o i t and by gosh , Ben, t h a t ' s all 1 
know a b o u l t h e bus iness , s o he lp m e g r a c i o u s . " 

" I t 's e n o u g h , " g r o a n e d Ben. " 1 Buppose t ie 
a t t a c k e d you j u s t before we g o t t o llie houso 
he re !" 

" Ya i r . Co tched m e by de t r o a t and held o n 
l ike g r im d e a t h tiil he'd tied my h a n d s . " 

" Which r e m i n d s m e , " s ighed Ben, t h a that mine 
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are tied a t the present moment. 1 was so anx-
ious about it all that I never thought ." 

•'Goal), Ben! You speak just as though you 
could untie them if yon wanted to." 

" Why, ao X can I I 'd be ashamed of mysslf if 
I couldn' t ." 

" B u t how?" 
" Yon ahail do it. Rube . " 
" Mel Why, mine are tied, too!" 
" All the s a m e yon ahall untie mine. Here." 
Ben got hold of Rube'a shoulders and felt for 

the knots. 
Then he tackled said knots wilh teeth which 

had engaged in tha t kind of business before. 
Of course he succeeded. 
But it took time. 
Fifteen minutes at least. 
" Hooray! you've done it!" cried Rube, as the 

cords fell away. 
" Hush!" whispered Ben. 
" What 's the matter?" 
" That noise—t thought I heard it again." 
I t was a curious sound—something like a cat 

scratching—that they had heard before. 
Now they listened. 
All waa perfectly still. 
" Guess we was mistaken," said Rube. " Don't 

think it amounts to nothing." 
" Probnbly some rat in the cellar," said Ben. 

" Now, then, young fellow, there's u knife iu my 
pocket, you know what to do." 

" Yea, you bet ." 
And Rabe did it. 
H e cut tbe corda about Ben's wrists and the 

boys were free. 
Meanwhile tbe racket overhead had quieted 

down. 
All through the beginning of it the voices of 

Dr. Sweeuey aud his colored wife had been heard 
quarrel ing in tbe hall. 

While this lasted Ben felt safe on Nairn's ac-
count, but nnw that i t was over be found all his 
former anxiety returning. 

" Rabe, we mus t get into tha t room np-staira 
—we must get to Nana!" he declared. 

" Hadn ' t we better waitV 
" Not a minute." 
" Yon hain't go t a match?" 
" No." 
" Nor me, which is too blamed bad, 'coz why, 

this bere cellar may be full of niggers all a-lis-
teniu' to aa, for anything we know." 
. " Let's tackle the stairs," said Ben. " C o m e 

But where were the stairs? 
The boys had become so turned about that 

they could not find them. 
Meanwhile, as they wandered about in the 

darkness they lost each other . 
" Rube, Rube! Whero are yon, Rube?" called 

Ben. 
At the same instant came a scuffling sound— 

then a sha rp cry—then the s lamming of a door. 
" Rube! Rube!" called Ben. 
No answer. 
All was aa still as death. 
Fea r ing the worst • guessing what waa true, 

that he had been separated from his companion, 
Ben made a dash forward. 

H e WUB close to the stairs and did not know it. 
H e struck violently aga ins t them and fell 

headlong on the stepa. 
Meanwhile, what became of Rube? 
Ben was right. 
Hands in the darkness had suddenly seized 

poor Rube. 
They took bim by the th roa t . 
A handkerchief went into his month before he 

knew i t and he was dragged forward. 
Rube tried to cry out, but made poor success 

of it. 
Then tbe door slammed and tbe boy found 

himself fac ing Dr. Sweeney in a dimly lighted 
room. 

" Ha, ha l " chuckled the Black Doctor. " I 
thought I bad made no mistake. I knew I had 
caught the right boy." 

He whipped the handkerchief out of Rnbe's 
mouth and still clutching his throat held him off 
a t a rm's length. 

" Well, my son! Well, well!" he chuckled. 
" H a i n ' t your soul Don't call me tha t ! No 

Digger is my father, gosh blame you!" snarled 
tbe s t ruggl ing Rube. " Keep cool! Keep cool!" 

Bnt Rube stormed, atruggled snd used very 
naughty words. I t took a show of the coroner 's pistol to calm 
bim down. 

" You're a fool!" hissed the black doctor. 
" Do yon want to make ten dollars instead of 
fighting me? Because if you do, now ia ycur 
c h a n c e . " 

" What d o you mean?" demanded Rube. 

" T e n dollars!" 
" For what?" 
" To light out and never show up a g a i n . " 
Rube's eyes sparkled. 
Ten dollars! 
Il waa more money than he had ever had in 

bis whole life. 
" Better say juat what you want me to do, 

boss." 
" O h , it 's plaiu enough. I want you to g i t . " 
" For ten dollars?" 
" Yes." 
" Well!" 
" And never show up again. You're a nui-

aatce—you bother me—see!" 
i " Yair-" 

" And you'll do it?" 
" You bet." 
" Now mind. I 'll send you to Sing Sing for 

life if you cross my path again ." 
" Won't never do it, s'iielp me!" said Rube, 

drawing hia finger significantly acrosa his 
throal. 

" Then the cheapest th ing for me to do is to 
pay yoa and get rid of you," said the Black Doc-
tor." 

He pulled out his pocket-book and handed 
Rube two five-dollar hilla. 

•' They're good, boss?" 
" Why of coursc. Come." 
He led the way up-atairs, opened the hall door 

and pushed Rube out into the darkness. 
" G i l now! Git before the dogs catch you!" 

be chuckled. 
Aud Robe vanished. 
Was the boy treacherous? 
Had he been bribed? 
The black doctor thought so as he shut tho 

door and returned to the back of the house. 
" Now to tie up young Ben aga in , " he mat-

tered. "T l i e r a sca l l Good I happened to think 
of listening to thein. I'll go down the regular 
way this t ime instead of the kitchen stairs ." 

There were two flights of stairs leading down 
to the black doctor's cellar. 

Oue from the kitchen, the other from the hall. 
I t was the hall s tairs that had been used to 

take the boys down by, and the door connect ing 
with them waa the door Dr. Sweeney opened 
now. 

Never, in the whole course of hia long and 
myaterioua career, had the black doctor made 
a bigger mistake. 

He had disposed of his wife before this. 
Lighting a lantern, be unlocked the cellar 

door. 
Whack! 
Thud! 
Something struck the black doctor. 
Something very much in the ahape and size of 

Ben. 
The black doctor went down. 
The lamp fell crashing to the door, and shiv-

ered into a thousand pieces. 
It was a wonder tha t it did not se t the bouae 

afire. 
Tbe oil ran over the lloor, but the blazing 

wick did not happen to strike It. 
Inatead, it sputtered and went out . 
But before the last gl immer of light vanished, 

Ben's knees were upon the block doctor's chest, 
and his hand upon t h a t desperate villain's 
throat . 

" Surrender!" 
" You young skunk! Ab, how I would like 

to " 
" But you can't. Surrender!" 
" Yes—yes!" 
" I am armed! Be careful. Move and you 

are a dead man." 
This wua n fiction. 
The Black Doctor thought so a t the time, but 

he could not feel sure. 
He never moved. 
Then Ben began tho hand tying operation. 
With the cord which had been used upon the 

Rube's feet he tied his hands securely. 
Right here was where Ben's mis take was 

made—where the results of hia inexperieuce 
came In. 

H e did not even search for the coroner 's re-
vol ver. 

In the first pocket he tonched was a bunch o! 
keys. 

This was what Ben was looking for. 
He seized them eagerly and groped his way to 

the rocm in which Nana was confined. 
The only precaution he took wns to thrust the 

doctor's own handkerchief In his mouth to pre-
vent him from raising the alarm. 

Opening lbe door he called Nana's name 
softly. 

There was no answer. 
" Nana! Nana!" Ben repeated. 

Then as silence still reigned he struck a 
match. 

The room waa untenanted. 
The open window told the atory. 
Nana and Gussie hod flown. 
But when? 
Had they been gone long? 
Ben sp rang toward the window. 
Even as he made the move he heard tho ne-

gress coming down the siairs. 
She had heard the noise and waa ahoutmg for 

her husband. 
Inatant action was needed now. 
Ben jumped out of the window. 
At the same moment the wail of a child was 

heard out on the grounde. 
I t waa baby J im, of course. 
Poor baby J im! 
His plaintive cry foiled Nana 's plan of escape. 
Boo! Woo! Woo! 
In an inatant all the dogs were barking. 
One sprang upon Ben. 
Nana 's screams, and Gussie's wild yells of ter-

ror told the Black Doctor just what t s do. 
For freed by his wife the rascally coroner now 

came dashiug through the window. 
" You young wretch, you'll die for this!" he ' 

hissed, as he thrus t the revolver almost down 
Beu's throat . 

CHAPTER XIX. 
MR. B U C K A L O O M A K E S I l l s LASR S T R I K E . 

" AND you have the papers?" 
" Yea." 
" I mean the originals ." 
" Yes." 
" I want no copies such as you sought to palm 

oil apon Dr. Sweeney." 
" No; I unders tand." 
" If I will take yoa to your office in Wall 

street, will you give them up?" 
" No." 
" Now, don ' t play with me. I mean cold busi-

ness." 
" So do I ." 
" But you said " 
" 1 said I bad the papers and that 1 would 

give lliem up. They are not in my office, how-
ever ." 

" Ah! Now wa begin to unders tand each 
other." 

" Might have before if you hadn't been so 
thick." 

" Never mind abont paying compliments . 
Thal 'a time thrown away. You will put the pa-
pers into my hands if I permi t you to turn 
State 's evidence?" 

" Thal'a i t . " 
" I have rejected one offer of tha t sort this 

evening,"mused the detective, " a n d 1 am not 
sure whether I ought to accept yours or not ." 

" You will suit yourself." 
" Well, I usually try to. The question is how 

much you know about the plot of the black doc-
tor ." 

" I know it all." 
" T h a t being ihe case I shall probably bo able 

to a r range mutters, Mr. Buckaloo." 
" Very well." 
" Always providing tho papers prove to be 

the originals." 
" I tell you Ihey are the or ig inals ." 
" A n i l I was about to add : • Yon will take 

me where I can put my finger on lhe mysterious 
' H e . " " 

" Ha, ha , ba! You may find it difficult to d o 
tha t , even though I give you the proper s leer ." 

" What do you mean?" 
" Mr. Brady, you are a very smar t man." 
" Don't Halter. I told you not to flatter." 
" But srnarl as you are you are not sharp 

enough to put your linger upon a man after he is 
dead." 

" Do you mean to say " 
" O h , nol I don't mean to say any th ing . " 
" But yoa " 
" Pardon me. I didn' t ." 
" Stop this nonsense! Speak out, man. Say 

what you do mean?" 
' I mean that the last time I saw the myster-

ious ' He,' as you call him, tha t aged and penu-
rious individual was lying at the point of d e a t h . " 

" Hello! When was IhisJ" 
" Several days ago." 
• ' And he may be dead now?" 
" He may." 
" His name?" 
" N o , sir! Thnt's my sironghnld Makeyour 

bargnin with me, Mr. Brady, and then, and no; 
until then, will I reveal the name ot the myster-
ious ' H e . ' " 

And Buckaloo, the banker, leaned back upon 
the old settee in tbe Bush wick avenue stat ion 
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b o u s e , l ook ing a s pos i t ive a n d d e t e r m i n e d a s 
on ly a d r u n k e n m a n can look when he w a n t s to 
a s s u m e t h a t d i g n i t y which whisky h a s t a k e n 
a w a y , 

Oli, t h a t ' s i t , is it?" said t h e de t ec t i ve . 
" Yes . " 
" A n d these p a p e r s a r e in t h e h a n d s of a f r iend 

of m i n e . " 
" To w h o m y o u will t a k e m e ? " 
" On y o u r p r o m i s e t o let m e t u r n S t a t e ' s evi-

d e n c e . " 
" I t ' s not for m e t o decide t h a t . I p r o m i s e 

you I will do t h e bes t 1 can lo br ing it a b o u t . " 
" What a coward ly lo t of c u r s a r e c o n n e c t e d 

wi th th is c a s e , " he t h o u g h t . 
" I 'll be sa t iaf led wiih t h a t , " dec la red B u c k -

a loo . 
" Shal l we go now then?" 
" If you p l ease . " 
" B a t where d o we go? Where is your f r i end ' s 

p lace?" 
" Sou th s t r e e t n e a r P e c k S l ip . " 
" We'll h a r d l y a n d him t h e r e a t th is h o u r . " 
«' What ' a t h e r eason we won ' t?" 
" I t ' s so l a t e . " 

, " Bah! H e never c loses . " 
" O h ! H e ke ' jpa a sa loon! I see!" 
" Yes." 
" T h e n we'll g o . " 
A n d they w e n t . 
T h i s conve r sa t i on took p l a c e a f t e r Old K i n g 

B r a d y and the officers b r o u g h t in ihe c o u n t a n d 
b i s g a n g . 

F i r s t Old K i n g Brady d r a g g e d llie d r n n k e n 
b a n k e r o u t of t h e room where t h e Black D o c t o r 
bad left. him, and then wi th Ilia off icers lay in 
wa i t for t h e c o u n t a n d the res t . 

I t was n o t unt i l t he c o u n t , P ro f . F o g a r t y , 
P l u g and Dr . B o b were safe ly p laced t h a t t h e 
d e t e c t i v e t r ied t o ques t ion Mr. Buckaloo . 

I t took t ime to s t r a i gh t en t h e mau up. 
A t las t , however , he succeeded, a n d hie ques -

t i o n i n g met with t h e a b o v e resu l t . 
N o w the cells in t h e Bushwick A v e n n e s t a t ion 

h o u s e were bu t c r u d e af la i rs , and wi th in h e a r i n g 
of where OW K i n g Brady and t h e b a n k e r Bat. 

A s the de t ec t i ve s t a r t e d wi th B u c k a l o o a g e n -
era l howl of d i s m a y w e n t up, 

" Hey! S a y ! I ' l l t u rn S ta t e ' s evidence. Don ' t 
fo rge t your p r o m i s e ! " cal led Dr . Bob, p u t t i n g his 
n o s e betweeD t h e b a r s . 

" B u r n i n g b lue b lazes! W h a t does he know?" 
called Prof . F o g a r t y , wi th bis nose a l i t t le fur-

, t h e r p ro jec ted . " W h i s t , now, Brady! Whis t ! 
! If yo w a n t Lhe i leg in t S t a t e ' s ev idence i t ' s mesilf 

ve'll t ake , a u d d o n ' t f o r g e t t h a t s a m e . " 
They were, a s the de lec l ive bad sa id , an un-

nsnai ly c o w a r d l y lot, t he se men . 
He heeded n o n e of them o l course . 
H n r r y m g Mr. B u c k a l o o over to Broadway , he 

t ook t h e f i rs t c a r for t h e ferry. 
H e had been g o n e b u t a few m o m e n t s when 

t h e door of lhe s t a t i on h o u s e opened , a n d a 
r a g g e d , f r i g h t e n e d - l o o k i n g boy looked in. 

I t w a s R u b e t h e R a l . 
" I s old Mr. K i n g Brady here, boss?" he a3ked 

of Hie s e r g e a n t . 
T h e s e r g e a n t s c a n n e d the s t r a n g e f igure n a r -

rowly . 
• ' J u s t g o n e , t o y . W h a t did yon w a n t ? " 
" T o see h i m , " 
" Y o u ' r e t o o l a t e . " 
" W h e r e did he go?" 
" To New "York." 
R u b e looked h o r r i b l y d i s appo in t ed . 
H e w a s a f ra id of t h e police. 
H e dirt n o t d a r e to tell t he s e r g e a n t w h a t he 

wan t ed to t e l l — w h a t he o u ^ h t t o have to ld , for 
f ea r t h a t he w o a l d be locked up . 

The re fo re when he found t h a t t h e d e t e c t i v e 
w a s n o t on h a n d R o b e m a d e a bolt ou t of t h e 
d o o r a n d v a n i s h e d , while t h e s e r g e a n t w a s tell-
i n g h im to r e m a i n . 

Nor did they c a t c h h im , a l t h o u g h t w o off icers 
were s e n t a f t e r him in a h u r r y , a s t h e s e r g e a n t 
fel t t h a t he m i g h t p r o v e t o be a n i m p o r t a n t wi t -
ness in the case . 

B u t R u b e r a n a c r o s s low, a n d a f t e r l e a d i n g 
t h e m a p re t ty c h a s e wns lost in l h e d a r k n e s s . 

All of which d id n o t look ve ry much a s t h o u g h 
j R u b e the R a t h a d been very bad ly b r ibed wi th 

•' Die Black Doc to r ' s two l ive-dol lar bills. 
. Meanwhile , Old K i n g B r a d y an.l Mr. Bucka loo 

w e r e s lowly j o g g i n g d o w n B r o a d w a y in a r a m -
s h a c k l e horse c a r , which m a d e a no i se l ike a 
t h r e s h i n g m a c h i n e in full o p e r a t i o n . 

A s Mr. B n c k a l o o seemed drowsy , Old K i n g 
Brady let h im s n o o z e a w a y in one co rne r . 

A t last t hey r eached the fe r ry , a n d in d u e 
t i m e were l anded in New Y o r k . 

All t h e w a y Mr . Bucka loo ' s d r o w s i n e s s con-
t inued . 

H e c la imed t h a t he bad been d r u g g e d . 

This of course , was possible , h u t Old K i n g 
Brady scarce ly believed i t . 

H e suspec t ed t h e b a n k e r of course , b u t he did 
n i t d r e a m of a c t u a l d a n g e r f rom a pr i soner 
whom he had so well in hand . 

" Now, then, where is the p lace?" he d e m a n d -
ed, a s they s t a r t e d down Sou th s t r ee t . 

" N e a r P e c k Sl ip a s 1 told yon. Oh, heavens , 
Mr. Brady , how s t r ange ly I feel ." 

" H o w do you m e a n ! " 
" I t s e e m s as t h o u g h Lhe whole t o p of my head 

was c o m i n g o d . " 
" T h a t ' s because you have go t w h a t is com-

monly cal led a ' h e a d ' on, a i n ' l i t?" 
•• No, n o t a t all . I 've been d r a g g e d — t h a t ' s 

w h a t ' s t h e m a n e r — d r u g g e d ! " 
" Who d r u g g e d you?" 
" Mus t h a v e been Dr . Sweeney . H e robbed 

m e of t h e copies of those p a p e r s . " 
" T h e Black Doc to r , eh?" 
" Why d o you call him tha t ? " 
Banke r Bucka loo looked pe r fec t ly innocen t . 
I t could do no h a r m , and j u s t for bis own sa t -

i s fac t ion Old K i n g Brady d e t e r m i n e d to revea i 
the t r u t h . 

H e w a n t e d t o see h o w t h e b a n k e r wou ld t a k e 
i t . 

To k n o w how successfu l the c o r o n e r iiad been 
in c o n c e a l i n g his s ec re t a m o n g t h o s e w h o m he 
c la imed a s Ins f r i ends . 

" You a n d Dr. Sweeney h a v e been p r e t t y 
t h i c k , " he Baid, care less ly . 

" We k n o w each o t h e r well, of c o u r s e , " 
" Then 1 c a n ' l see why you shou ld w o n d e r a t 

my ca l l i ng him t h e Black D o c t o r . " 
" W h a t d o you m e a n ? " 
" C a n ' t you guess?" 
" N o . " 
" S u p p o s e I shou ld lell you t h a t Sweeney was 

no I r i s h m a n , bu t a n e g r o . " 
" N o n s e n s e ! You ' r e c r azy ! " 
B a n k e r Bucka loo ' s s u r p r i s e was t o o g e n u i n e 

to be m i s c o n s t r u e d . 
" I t is a f a c t . " 
" I m p o s s i b l e . I d o n ' t u n d e r s t a n d why yoa 

say so . " 
" N o . Well , you'll find ou t l a t e r t h a t I am 

r ight . Bu t y o a seem b e l t e r n o w . " 
" N o l a t ail . Only you 've s h a k e n a li l t le life 

iu lo me, by your a s t o u n d i n g s t a t e m e n t . " 
" Which , aB I s a id before is t r u e . " 
" I c a n ' t believe it. I have k n o w n S w e e n e y 

in t ima te ly for years , a n d — b u t he re we a re , Mr. 
Brady . T h i s is the p l ace . " 

Thev w e r e n e a r t be c o r n e r of Son th s t r ee t a n d 
Peck Slip. 

L ike all pa r t s of t h o w a l e r f r o n t of t h e g r e a t 
city th is wus a d a n g e r o u s po in t in t h e early 
m o r n i n g hou r s . 

J u s t n o w the re was n o one in s i gh t . 
Mr. B uc ka loo o p e n e d the s ide or houBe door 

a d j o i n i n g a no to r ious l o n g s h o r e m e n ' s d e n . 
T h e p lace w a s os tens ib ly c losed. 
A f a i m l i g h t B e e n a b o v e the d r a w n shade , how-

ever, s eemed to i n d i c a t e t h a t i he r e w a s some 
one on hand Inside. 

" We g o in here , " sa id Bnckaloo, a s Old K i n g 
Brady seemed inc l ined to hold b a c k . 

" Is this the p l a c e r ' 
" Yes . " 
" E x c u s e me. I t ' s ha rd ly to be e x p e c t e d 

t h a t I shou ld v e n t u r e a l o n e wi th you i n t o such a 
p lace a t t h i s hou r . " 

The b a n k e r s h r u g g e d his shou lde r s . 
" H o w a m I t o g e l t h e p a p e r s if I d o n ' t go In!" 

he a sked . 
" T h a t ' s t r ne a l so . I can s u g g e s t a c o m p r o m -

ise ." 
" S u g g e s t i t ." 
" The officer on t h e b e a t shal l go in with n s , " 
" But t h a t will spoil t he whole b u s i n e s s . " 
" N o t necessa r i ly . " 
" 1 tell you il will. Barney will l igh t shy of 

us a l l . " 
" M e a n i n g the p r o p r i e t o r here?" 
" M e a n i n g the b a r t e n d e r In whose h a n d s I 

p laced those p a p e r s for safe k e e p i n g . " 
" Bless my soul, m a n , if he k n o w s yon and 

you g a v e h i m llie p a p e r s , w h a t — h e l l o ! I t ' s set-
tled n o w . " 

Old K ing Brady m e a n t t h e d i s c u s s i o n . 
And m o s t empha t i ca l ly wae th i s Betlled by the 

sudden o p e n i n g of the doo r . 
The face of a m a n was t h r u s t o u t a n d then 

j u s t as sudden ly d r a w n back a g a i n . 
The man was the very person they had been 

d iscuss ing , t h e officer on the bes t . 
" C a u g h t , by t h u n d e r ! Neve r m i n d . It will 

work juBt a s wel l ," m u r m u r e d Old K i n g Brady . 
"Of f i ce r , I am Detec t ive Brady of t h e Cen t r a l 

Office. O p e n t h a t door p iea3e ," he a d d e d a loud. 
The door w a s o p e n e d . 
T h e po l iceman had a l ready recognized Old 

K i n g Brady . 

H o knew t h a t i t was useless for h im lo a t t e m p t 
to h ide his ident i ty . 

" I hea rd a row inside dere, an ' I went in t o 
see what Lhe m a t t e r was , " he dec la red . 

" Yes, I know. A word with y o u , " sa id t b e 
de tec t ive . " M r . Bucka loo , y o u will not m o v e if 
you know when you a r e well off ." 

Mr. Bucka loo was be tween t w o fires. 
H e m a d e n o e f fo r t to m o v e a s the d e t e c t i v e 

d r e w the pol iceman a l i t t le t o o n e s ide. 
" W h a t ' s a b o u t th i s p lace?" asked the d e t e c t -

ive. 
" N o t h i n g pe r t i ce r l e r . " 
" Do you know the b a r t e n d e r ? " 
" No ." 
"Off ice r , I w a n t you to u n d e r s t a n d o n e t h i n g 

—1 a m a m a n who minds his own business , a n d 
h a v e no t i m e t o look a f t e r my n e i g h b o r s ' a f fa i r s . 
H e l p me out , if you c a n , by a n s w e r i n g m e 
t r u l y . " 

" Sure , Mr. Brady, I wou ldn ' t a n s w e r you 
fa lse ." 

" A b o u t th is ba r t ende r?" 
" He 's a qu ie t fe l low." 
" You j a s t le f t him?" 
" Y e s . " 
" Do yon know t h e man with rne?" 
" N o . " 
" H e w a n t s m e t o g o in t h e r e with h i m . " 
" Well?" 
" I t seoms i m p o r t a n t to the success of my c a s e 

t h a t I should g o . Is i t safe, t h i n k ? " 
" Why, su re ! No d a n g e r a t a l l . " 
" Still, 1 wan t t o be on t h e sa fe Bide, for i t 

would be a ve ry Berious af la i r if t h i s m a n shou ld 
e s c a p e . " 

" A n y t h i n g y o u say I'll do , Mr. B rady . " 
" J u s t g u a r d the door . In case I a m n o t o u t 

in t en minu te s come in . " 
" All r igh t , s i r ; it sha l l be d o n e , " repl ied t h e 

off icer . 
N o w usual ly th i s w a s qu i t e suff ic ient . 
I t woald h a v e been r.ow b u t fo r one th ing . 
T h i s po l iceman was for m a n y y e a r s Mr. B u c k -

a loo ' s c o a c h m a n . 
li was t h e b a n k e r who p u t h im on the force . 
I t was t h e b lack d o c t o r ' s " p u l l " w h i c h had 

p u t him on this beat . 
" Well, a re you ready now?" snee red Mr. 

Buckaloo, a s Old K i n g B r a d y r e t u r n e d to h i s 
s ide. 

" Yea ; I am ready n o w . " 
" Glad of It. We'll finish th is j o b u p . I feel 

s i cke r than ever and wan t to g e t s o m e w h e r e I 
can lie down . " 

H e led the wny in lo t h e b a r r o o m . 
T h e r e were a dozen or m o r e loafers inside. 
Old King Brady wonde red why they k e p t so 

qu ie t . 
l l a d he bu l k n o w n t h a t the p l a c e was h e a d -

q u a r t e r s for a g a n g of n o t o r i o u s r iver th ieves 
he would h a v e unde r s tood t h e whole t h ing . 

" Let m e do the t a l k i n g , " wbigpered Bucka loo . -
" I t will Bave t i m e and b o t h e r . " 

H e nodded to the ba r t ende r . 
" B a r n e y , a word with you . " 
B a r n e y was a t t h e end or t h e bar In a mo-

m e n t . 
" W h a t Is it, Mr. Buckaloo?" he aslted, iu t o n e s 

of deep respec t . 
A n d well he m i g h t be r e spec t fu l . 
B u c k a l o o not only owned the bui lding b u t the 

bus iness . 
" B. F a g a n , " the n a m e over t h e door, was a 

m e r e fake. 
" I w a n t t h o s e p a p e r s o u t of t h e sa fe . " 
" I 'm a f ra id I c a n ' t open the safe . The b o s s 

a i n ' t in ." 
Old King Brady c a u g h t t h e w i n k which pas sed 

be tween t h e m . 
" I n or ou t I shal l h a v e t o h a v e the p a p e r s , -

Mr. Bncka loo ," he very e m p h a t i c a l l y said. 
" T r y my key, B a r n e y . I k n o w t h e safe c a m e 

f rom the s a m e s h o p where I b o u g h t m i n e . " 
T h e key was p r o d u c e d . 
Of cou r se i t opened the safe. 
Old K i n g Brady had n e v e r e x p e c t e d a n y o t h e r " 

resu l t . 
" These a r e t h e p a p e r s , " aaid Mr. Bucka loo . 

" Sha l l we g o in t h e back room and e x a m i n e 
t hem?" 

" N o . " said t h e de tec t ive . " We'l l e x a m i n e 
them here . " 

A n d ho did so, u s i n g t h e end of t h e b a r fo r a 
t ab l e upon which t o s p r e a d t h e m ou t . 

These were ev ident ly t h e o r ig ina l d o c u m e n t s . 
They referred to the p r iva t e m a t t e r s ot t he l a t e 

e x - A l d e r m a n McGroa ty . 
N o n e were da ted l a te r t h a n t h e c o m m i t m e n t 

or A lde rman McGroa ty to S ing Sing . 
T h e r e was his will, a s chedu le of bis p r o p e r l y 

and o ther d o c u m e n t s . 
T h e n c a m e the will of i h e dead bus ines s p a r t -

ner . 
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It all seemed as " s traight as a string," as the 
saying goes. 

" How do you find them—all r i sh t l " asked 
Buckaloo, as the detective folded up the papers 
and put them in his pocket. 

" All r ight!" 
" Have a drink, then, and we'll ge t ou t . " 
" N o ; we'll get out without the drink. Come." 
" All r igh t ! I Oh, beg pardon! There's 

one point I want to show you." 
" About what!" 
" Jus t pull the papers out and I'll explain." 
Here was the fatal blunder. 
As Old King Brady thrust his hand into his 

coat pocket a heavy sandbag descended. 
Every man in the den knew Bnckaloo, 
A wink had been sufficient and the deed was 

done, for Old King Brady fell to the floor like a 
log. 

Consternation was on the face of Barney. 
" For heaven's sake let's get him out of here, 

boss," he breathed. 
" At once," hissed Buckaloo. " Got a bag?" 
" Yair ." 
" F e t c h It ." 
The bag was now fetched. 
It was a big one. 
So perfectly did Old King Brady's body fill it, 

tha t one might have suspected that Lhe bag was 
made for the express purpose of drowning da-
tectlves. 

Meanwhile, Buckaloo had re-possessed himself 
of the papers. 

H e did not pnt them back in tho safe, how-
ever. 

Instead, be concealed them upon his person. 
Jus t then the policeman dashed in. 
Mr. Buckaloo simply held up his hand. 
Tnen the policeman looked out and was seen 

no more. 
" Barney, this is my last strike," breathed the 

banker. 
" Yes, boss." 
" You know who this man SB?" 
" Y e s . Old King Brady the detect ive." 
" He arrested me, Barney," 
" Well?" 
" You know." 
" Yes." 
" All r ight . I'm half dead. I'm going np-

Btairs to He down and thunder! How did 
that boy get in here?" 

There was a ragged dirty boy seated on one of 
tbe barrels. 

No one knew him—no one bad seen him 
some in. 

" Where'd yoa come from?" demanded the 
fellow with the sand-bag seizing the boy and 
j iving him a violent shake. 

The boy began to blubber. 
" I was asleep down dere behind de bar'l, 

30ss," be whined. 
" Who are yoa?" 
" I hain' t nobody." 
" Rats!" 
" Dat's i t ." 
" What?" 
" Rata." 
" Do you mean yonr name is Rats?" 
" Yet ." 
" How long yoa been here?" 
Rats scratched his fiery head. 
" Guess it was about four o'clock when I come 

n, boss." 
" Oh, Are bim out—fire him out!" cried Buck-

iloo. " We have no time to fool with a boy like 
.hat." 

Then Rats was fired by Barney. 
Seizing tbe boy by the back of the neck, be 

an him through the ball and kicked him into the 
itreet. 

" He's only some dock ra t o r ano ther , " he de-
ilared, when be came back. 

" You're sure?" asked Buckaloo, anxiously. 
" Certain. How could he have go t in with 

Jr. Mularky a t tbe door." 
Now this was an unanswerable argument . 
Bnt for al! tha t tbe boy bad slipped in behind 

he said Mularky. 
Moreover, be had hidden in the hall M that 

'Uardian of the peace bad retired. 
' Once in the atreet he glided acroas to a pile of 
lork barrels near the New Haven pier and 
Touched down. 

His eye never left the side door of Fagan 's s i -
oon once. 

Presently he saw four men emerge, carrying a 
leavy load between them. 

It was the hag. 
Old King Brady waa In it. — . . . n , - .. \ I . . a r ot 

And Rats, from behind the pork barrels, saw 
it all. 

But Rats did not atav behind tbe pork bar-
rels. 

When they carried the bag down to the end of 
the then uncovered pier he was ciose behind 
them. 

Splash! 
Over went the bag. 
Weighted as it was with a heavy atone, even 

Rats could not have plunged In and saved the 
detective, aa the reader no doubt expectB bim to 
do. 

Had Mr Buckaloo's last strike then succeeded? 
Here was a fine ending for the detective s hard 

fork. 

I t waa just four o'clock when the door of the 
Oak alreel station opened, and a tall man and a 
ragged, red-hendod boy entered. 

The sleepy sergeant roused np immediately. 
" What in the world! Old King Brady!" he 

exclaimed. 
" Yes." 
" And looking like a drowned ra t . " 
" No—no! Here's the drowned r a t . Ho, ho!" 
And Old King Brady put his band almOBt af-

fectionately upon the shoulders ol the boy beside 
bim. 

" Tho long and short of it is, sergeant , this 
boy has throe Limes saved my life," he said. 

" So?" said tbe sergeant. 
" Yes. Once from starvation, once from the 

bottom of a well, aud——" 
" And once out of a bag which gol caught onto 

a spike down at the end of the Peck Slip pier, 
chimed in Rube, who under no circumstances 
could keep quiet long. 

Brave Rube! 
His was an important part in this case. 
A few momenta of explanation followed. 
Then while Old King Brady was telegraphing 

Bushwick on the old priming machine which 
preceded lhe telephone lhe Bergeaul waB busy 
inside lhe station. 

In a moment a Utile squad of officers hurried-
ly left. 

Raid the old mansion in Broadway near 
Gates avenue," the detective waa spelling out aa 
they passed from the station. 

Yea, Rnbe the Hal had done it. 
Rube came over in tbe uext ferryboat af ter 

Old King Brady and Mr. Buckaloo. 
The brief parley a t the door of Fagan ' s den 

just gave him time to see the detective enter. 
Aa for the rest, Rabe saw the bag hanging to 

tbe hook. 
It would have been all up with Old Kin; 

bul for this particular Rat. 
Half an hour later tl ere was a g r ea t commo-

tion in the Oak street station. 
Buckaloo, the banker, very drunk, was being 

dragged in. 
Behind him came Barney, the bartender. 
" This is—a—hie—a outrage!" gurgled Buck-

aloo, who could scarcely stand. 
" I'm a banker—a respectable banker. I am 

a Wall street—I—hie—I'm a friend of Doc Swee-
ney's. I'll break every man in this blamed es-
tablishment, by thunder! Yes, I will." 

" K e e p quiet ," said the sergeant. " What's 
your name?" 

" Moses Brown." 
Tbe sergeant wrote in hia big register . 
" What 's your name?" be asked of the trem-

bling bartender. 
" Barney Fagan." 
" You're the proprietor of the saloon on South 

s t ree t !" 
" Me name is on de license, but i t 's not a dol-

lar I have in it, bosB." 
" Who then?" 
" Him!" ' 
He pointed to the banker. 
" Liar!" bawled the banker. 
" Mr. Buckaloo, tbal will do!" tbe sergeant 

said. 
" Who says my name is Buckaloo? I told yoa 

Browa." 
" I have entered it Buckaloo on my regis ter ." 
" Who says so? Who says so?" 
" I say so ." 
A tall lorm stepped suddenly in f ron t ot the 

banker. 
" Old King Brady! Great heavens!" 
" Y e s . Old King Brady!" 
" Not dead?" 
" No. I'll trouble you for those papers, Mr. 

Buckaloo. Your lost s tr ike has failed." 

; Brady 

CHAPTER XX. 
THE MYSTERIOUS " HE." 

" Is Dr. Sweeney in?" 
The speaker was an aged man, ben t double, 

to all appearance with years and infirmity. 

He was dressed in a suit of rusty black, his 
long, while beard reached a lmost to bis knees, 
his whole appearance waa SLrikiug to a de-
gree. 

It waa nearly noon on the day following t h e 
happenings detailed in Lhe laat few chapters . 

The old man waa addreasing the corouer 's 
clerk, who presided over the outer office in t h e 
coroner's palatial residence on West Fifth s t ree t 
near Fifth avenue. 

Here Dr. Sweeney lived and attended to an 
extensive office practice. 

Of late years the doctor had refused to g o out 
and visit pat ients , out each day aaw a heavy 
business done a t his house, 

" The docior is noL receiving to-day," said the 
clerk, shortly. " He is not well." 

" I think he will receive me," replied the old 
man, in mild tones. 

" I think no t , " 
" J u s t say to him tha t I am from Mr. Mullion." 
" Mullion?" 
" Yes." 
Grumblingly the clerk took iu the message. 
Somewhat to his surprise he was ordered to 

show the visitor in. 
Dr. Sweeney's face had resumed its customary 

whiteness. 
l i e sat at his desk in an easy att i tude, looking 

like a man who was a t peace wilh himself aud 
the world. 

And why nol? 
The black doctor felt happy. 
He had left Ben, Nana and the baby prison-

ers in the lonely old mansion where he lived wilb 
his colored wife and family, in Broadway, Brook-
lyn. 

This woman had no more idea that her hus-
band, who ruled her with a rod of iron, was Dr. 
Sweeney, than the doctor's pa t ien ts had t h a t he 
was a negro. 

That she would keep the prisoners safe the 
doctor felt well assured. 

As for Old King Brady, the coroner did not 
tear him. 

HIB political pull was enormom. H e had al-
ready a r ranged to have the detective arrested on 
a false charge as soon aa lit) appeared. 

Now such a proceeding would be impossible. 
But we are speaking of many years . n o . 
" Ah, Ambrose! You came from Mr. Mullion?" 

asked the black doctor. 
" Yes, doctor. He has received your letter." 
" Ah!" 
" l i e wishes to Bee you." 
" So? I will call in course ot the day." 
" He wishes to see you al once, lie" directed 

me to say lha t he has thought over your proposi-
t ion." 

" I thought he would." 
" Tha t he iB an old man and cannot much 

longer enjoy the proper ty ." 
" Much lie ever enjoyed it ." 
" He enjoys Its possession?" 
" Yes. Well? H e says he will assign to the 

children without tbe exhibiiiou of the ciysolite 
cross belonging to the girl Nana as provided by 
her father, Lhe son ot the late Earl of Banksdale, 
known in this country as John Scarborough." 

" Good!" cried the black doctor, spr inging 
from his seat. 

He bad never a doubt ot the genuineness of the 
messenger, for here was mention made of mat-
ters which he believed known to himselt aud 
Buckaloo, the banker, alone. 

" I'll go," he said. 
" I have a carr iage wailing for you outside. 

You must come now. Mr. Mullion is very weak 
to-day. He is liable to drop off a t any mo-
ineoL" 

" No t ime like the present ," said the doctor. 
" We will g o now." 

Had the black doctor 's plot succeeded? 
I t looked very much l i k e ' t then. 
Waa Mr. Mullion the mysterioua " H e " hinted 

a t in the different conversations overheard by ' 
Old King Brady? 

It looked very much like that, too. 
The black doctor waa in a very comfortable 

f rame of mind when he entered the wailing car-
riage, and, in company wilh Mr. Mulllon's mes-
senger , was whirled away down-town. 

No wonder. 
He thought his plot bad succeeded. 
Long a confederate ot Mr. Buckaloo in varions 

crooked operations, he t a d become possessed of 
the secret ot the missing McGroaty millions, 
which never were the property ot that once 
noted counterfeiter. 

Mr. Buckaloo never dreamed t h a t Mullion was 
the doctor's patient. 

Such, however, was the case. 
Now Mallion was a miaer. 
Few knew him. 



30 
O L D K I N G B R A D Y A N D T H E B L A C K D O C T O R ' S P L O T . 

Not one of the fen begun to possess the influ-
ence over him thai. Dr. Sweeney had. 

Moreover, Dr. Sweeney had been admitted to 
Mullion's room by the aged a t tendant , who was 
a l bis side a hundred times. 

Why then should he feel other lhan well satis-
fied with himself when tbe carr iage stopped be-
fore an ancient brick s t ruc ture on Bedford street, 

^ nol a stone's throw from the house which Mc-
Groaty, Mother Beezee, and later the count and 
bis gang bad made their headquarters? 

The ancient alighted ahead of him and opened 
the door with a key. 

It was dark in the big front room. 
But it was always dark there. 
" S i t down," said the ancient. 
The black doc t e r s a t down. 
" Come in when I call ," *aid the uncienl. 
He !s very low to-day." 
Thereupon llie ancient departed, leaving the 

black doctor alone in the darkened room. 
" He's always low—always jus t going to die," 

mutlered the man of myslery. " Such as he 
never die. Bah! The fool! If I had my clutches 
on these millions years ago, the world would have 
been at my feet. With Ibis money I might have 
run for governor, even for president of the 
United States. Jus t fancy it! A nigger—ah, 
whai satisfaction—a nigger president, I 
What was that?" 

He paused iu the midst of his soliloquy, for it 
seemed to him lha t out from one of lhe dark 
corners of the room came a souud very much 
like a chuckle. 

But no—it could not be. 
He had been in Ihia room only the day before. 

He had been in the habit of coming here for 
years, for the mysterious " He " was a good pay-
ing pat ient und one of the Tew thai Dr. Sweeney 
still went out to visit. 

Still Ibe souod worried Mm. 
He walked to the corner and looked about 

behind chairs and a sofa, but could see nothing 
suspicious. 

" I'll light tbe gas ." he mut tered . " How in-
fernally dark it ia! I Hellol Ambrose— 
ready?'' 

Tbe old man known to him under the name 
Ambrose entered suddenly. 

" Y e s , he will see you," he slowly said. 
" S a y , Ambrose, ia anybody here?" 
" Yes." 
" Flames and furies—who? What? Is thia a 

trick?" 
" What la the matter? You are here—I am 

here." 
" P s h a w ! ge t oa t of the way. I 'll go in and 

see your muster. I'll fix i t up wich him ibis 
time, Ambrose ,and you. my good fellow, shall 
know no different than though he waB alive." 

And he believed in bia ability to do it. 
The loss of the papers did not t rouble bim a 

bit once he found that he bad escaped from the 
deteclive'8 clutches. 

And for an excellent reason. 
Copies of the original, stolen from Mr. Bucka-

loo. were still in his possession. 
The copies he had made the year before, when 

his plot bad been in a very different shape. 

Tha t plan failed. 
H e still kept the copies. 
He meant to uae them now. 
" Well, how do you feel to-day?" 
The black doctor, rubbing his hands, bunt 

over a bed upon which lay the form of a man, 
even older and more patr iarchal looking than 
Ambrose himsolf. 

Nothing bul the head was visible. 
11 was a snow white head—it was the head of 

the old miser, Moses Muilion. 
I t was also a head which Dr. Sweeney had 

seen many limes before. Yet i l Beemeil t o him 
tha t somhow he had never seen it looking so 
white as now. 

" M r . Muilion—Mr. Muilion!" he called. 
There lay lhe mysterious " H e . " 
Why was lliere no answer? 
The black doctor was really a good deal of a 

physician. He began 10 suspect the truth. 
Out went his hand. 
It touched the white head. 
" Dead! Great Heavens! Dead!" 
He s tar ted back with a suppressed cry. 
Even as he did so sMie one threw open the 

window blind and let a flood of light into the 
darkened chamber. 

Had it been possible for the black doctor's 
plastered face to turn white it would have done 
s« then. 

The room was full of people. 
There was Ben Morris. 
Also Nana Morris, with the crysolite cross 

suspended about lier neck. 
Dit to Ihe baby. 
Likewise Ambrose in the very act of removing 

a white wig and beard. 
" Old King Brady, the detective!" gaspod t h e 

black doctor, as two policemen appeared a t the 
parlor door. 

His hand went back, bu t Old Iving Brady's 
went forward. 

" Don't do it, doctor," he said, thrust ing a 
cocked revolver under his nose. " The game 
is up. Y'our plot lias failed!" 

Yes, the black doctor 's plot had failed!" 
Tru th told, it had never been anywhere near 

success. 
Mr. Muilion was already dead, when Old King 

Brady, act ing upon information received from 
lhe banker, Bucka'oo, had entered the bouse 
earlier in the day. 

Buckaloo, captured dead drunk in Mother 
Beezee'a ranch by the detective, had upon being 
laken to the stat ion bouse made a full confes-
sion, as we have said. 

I t involved few details not already touched 
upon. 

Sufficient to Bay that it gave Old King Brady 
the name of the mysterious " He " and the key 
lo the whole si tuation, as we know. 

The detective's sadden appearance a t the old 
baby farmer 's ranch waa very simple. 

He had managed to draw his hands oat of the 
bonds and creep away. 

There waa then a police station on Bushwick 
avenue. 

Here lie went and was given plenty of help. 

With the police he went to Mother Beezee's, 
with the result already described. 

Nor was there any mystery about the appear-
ance of Ben, Nana and the baby. 

The black doctor thought he had bribed Rube 
the Rat to light out, and give him a chance to 
carry on his infamous schemes. 

Rube took tho money bul did not light out. 
Feeling that these yonng folks would be better 

off in a private house than a hotel, Old King 
Brady sent them to Mrs. Beezee's in Bedford 
street npon their rescue from the Black Doctor's 
house. 

Why not? 
The baby farmer and her precious son were in 

the Toinbs. 
Then, because he loved the dramatic , Old 

King Brady had them in a t the finish tha t they 
might have the true story of their parentage. 

He had interviewed Ambrose, and knew that 
Mr. Muilion was dead. 

Bul the best part of it was Miser Muilion left 
a full written confession in the hands of Am-
brose, who ga"e it to Old King Brady. 

It told the story and did the work. 
Determined to back his counterplot against 

the Black Doctor's plot, Old King Brady laid his 
plans nnd made up like Ambrose. 

It worked. 
The Black Doctor bit. 
Tho bite sent him to Sing Sing, with his true 

character exposed, for in the examination cer-
tain criminal charges came up. 

These served to convict him. 
He is in Sing Sing to-day. 
Awful was the rage of Tammany at finding 

that a negro by the name of Sweeney had suc-
cessfully imposed upon Lhem for years. 

Sing Sing was a good place for the black doc-
tor. 

It would not have been safe tor him to appear 
on ibe streets. 

Mr. Buckaloo is there also. 
The count is there. 
Plug Moran is ihere. Bat Prof. Fogar ty and 

Big Schmitz are not there. 
Big Schmitz was never captuted. 
Prof. Fogarty developed a hage pull. 
The Governor of tbe Sla te ot New York par-

doned him. 
Why, no one ever knew, and when Fogar ty is 

asked—for he keeps a respectable saloon now— 
he alwayB answers: 

" Burning Blue Blazes! none of your blame 
business. I'm as honest as the rest of you!" 

Prof. Fogarty's largest t rads is omoug the 
politicians. 

Did he tell the truth? 
Ben Morris and Nana do not live in America 

—neither does Baby J im or Gussie, nor Rube the 
Rat. Ben and Nana have changed their name. 

The are very rich now. 
They belong to the nobility. 
Ben is Earl ot Banksdale, a peer of the realm. 
He owes it all to Old King Brady the detect-

ive, whom be bus richly rewarded for bis persist-
ent work in the great case known in Yew l 'o rk 
po l i ce a n n a l s a s THE BLACK DOCTOR'S PLOT, 
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Detectives by Robert Maynard 

474 The James Boy» in Dead wood; or, The Game 
Pair of Dakota by D. W. Stevens 

475 Jerry Owens and the Whi te Caps; or. Pinker-
ton's Little Detective on a New Trail 

by Robert Maynard 
476 Dauntless Dan, the Boy Detective; or, The 

Mysterious House in tne Hollow 
by Old Cap Darrell 

477 Jeq;y Owens Among the Moonshiners; or, 
Pinkerton's Little Detective in Tennessee. 

by Robert Maynard 
478 The Haunted Hack; or. Old King Brady and 

the Mystery of the Midnight Train 
by A New York Detective 

479 Captain Clint, the Inspector's Right Bower; 
or, The Dives and Dens of New York 

by Police Captain Howard 
480 Ned Kelly and His Bushmen. A Story of 

Robber Life in Austral ia . .by A U. S. Detective 
481 Old Ferret, the Detective; or, The Mystery 

a t Derby's Mills by R. T. Emmet 
482 The American Vidocq; or, The Life and Ad-

ventures of a Famous Detective 
by Police Captain Howard 

483 The Electric Light Detective; or. Solving the 
Mysteries of an Old Graveyard 

by Alexander Douglas 
484 The James Boys' Blunder ; or. The Fatal 

Mistake at Northfleld by D. W. Stevens 
485 " T h e King of Clubs;" or, The Black Stran-

glers of New York by Robert Maynard 
486 Humpty Dumpty Dick ; or, The Harlequin 

Detective by C. Little 
487 Young Sleuth, the Keen Detective, and the 

Outlaws of New York, by Police Capt. Howard 
488 A Miser's Millions; or. Old King Brady and 

the Mystery of the Leaden Trunk 
by A New York Detective 

489 Young Sleuth and the Counterfeiters 
by Police Captain Howard 

490 Old Lynx Eye, the River Detective 
by Hoger Starbuck 

491 Pinkerton's Boy Detectives; or. Trying to 
Capture the James Boys by D. W. Stevens 

492 Young Sleuth and the James Boys; or, The 
Keen Detective in the West..by D. W. Stevens 

493 Keen Kavanaugh, the Australian Detective. 
by Alexander Douglas 

494 The Great Rothschild's Case; or, An Irish 
Detective's Great Fight, by Alexander Douglas 

495 Old Ferret Defied; or, The League of Skulls. 
by R. T. Emmet 

496 The James Boys on the Road; or, The Ban 
dit Kings in a New Field by D. W. Stevens 

497 Laura Keen, the Queen of Detectives 
by C. Little 

498 Young Sleuth's Lightning W o r k ; or, The 
Keen Detective Under Many Masks 

by Police Captain Howard 
499 The James Boys Battled; or, A Detective's 

Game of Bluff by D. W. Stevens 
500 Jean Voljean; or, Lights and Shadows of a 

Strange Career by A. F. Hill 
501 A Great Team; or, Young Sleuth and Old 

King Brady a t Work on a Dangerous Case. 
by A New York Detective 

502 Bats in the Wal l ; or, The Mystery of Trinity 
Church-yard by P. T. Raymond 

503 Volume V I I I . : or, The Beggars of Misery 
HaU by A. F. Hill 

501 The James Boys' Shadows; or. The Nemesis 
of the Bandits by 1). W. Stevens 

505 The James Boys in the Saddle; or, The High-
waymen ana the Haunted Mill 

by D. W . Stevens 
506 The James Boys' Band of Ten; or, The Red 

Light on the Bluff by D. W. Stevens 
507 The Battered Lock ; or, Old Cap Ruggles' 

Wonderful Chase by Allan Arnold 
508 The James Boys' League; or, Battled by a 

Keen Detective by D. W. Stevens 
509 The Queen of the " Q u e e r ; " or. Old King 

Brady and the Brick Place Tragedy 
by A New York Detective 

510 The Black Ring by Paul Braddon 
511 The James Boys in Arkansas; or. After Con-

federate Gold by D. W. Stevens 
512 Jesse James Avenged; or , The Death of Bob 

Ford by D. W . Stevens 
513 Old King Brady a t the North Pole: or, The 

Great Arctic Treasure. . .by A N. Y. Detective 
514 Quantrell 's Old Guard; or, The James Boys 

in Missouri by D. W. Stevens 
515 Old King Brady and the Hidden Head ; or, 

The Mystery of a Missing Millionaire 
by A N. Y. Detective 

516 Monte & Mulford. Detectives; or, The Mys-
tery of a Black Box 

by Police Captain Howard 
517 Old King Brady and the Silver Skull; or. The 

Mysterious Case of Burney the B a n k e r — 
by A N. Y. Detective 

518 The James Boys' Knights of the Road; or, 
The Masked Men of Missouri.by D. W. Stevens 

519 The Two Twos; or, A Young Detective's 
Mysterious Case by Robert Maynard 

520 The James Boys' Mistake; or, Carl Greene 
the Detective's Clever Ruse..by D. W. Stevens 

521 Old King Brady and the Opium Prince; or, 
Scheming for Millions... by A N. Y. Detective 

522 Jesse James, the Midnight Horseman: or, The 
Silent Rider of the Ozark. . . by D. W. Steven' 

630 

531 

532 

533 

534 
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536 
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538 
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540 

541 

542 
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544 
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Old King Brady and the Pirates' Treasure; 
or, The Secret of the Golden Ducat 

by A New York Detective 
Jerry Owens and the Williams Brothers; or, 

Chased From Shore to Shore 
by Robert Maynard 

Old King Brady in the Wild Wes t ; or, The 
Wreckers of the Golden Chief Mine 

by A New York Detective 
The James Boys in Danger; or, Carl Greene. 

the Detective's Cunning Scheme 
by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys' Island; or, Routed by a 
Game Detective by D. W. Stevem 

Old King Brady and the Fakirs of New York; 
or, The Matter of the Old Miser's Millions. 

by A New York Detective 
The James Boys' Boldest Raid; or. Foiled by 

a Brave Detective by D. W. Stevens 
The James Boys Jailed; or, Carl Greene the 

Detective's Clever Capture . by D. W. Stevens 
The James Boys' Signal Lights: or. The Cav-

ern of Mystery by D. W. Stevens 
Old King Brady and the Six Spanish Spies; 

or, The Secret Band of the Old Mill / 
by A New York Detect . I 

The James Boys' Longest Run; or, Chased a \ 
Thousand Miles by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys' Last F l ight ; or, Carl 
Greene's Greatest Victory .. .by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys' Treasure H u n t ; or, A 
Thirty Days' Race Wi th Detectives 

by D. W. Stevens 
The James Boys Run to Ear th ; or, A Detect-

ive's Desperate Game by D. W. Stevens 
Old King Brady and the Green Diamond; or, 

The Mystery of a Millionaire 
by A New York Detecting 

The James Boys' Reckless Raid; or. Sheriff-
Timberlake's Blind Trap by D. W. StevenE 

The James Boys and the Dwarf; or, Carl 
Greene's Midget Detective.. .by D. WJ Stevens 

The James Boys' Ride For Life; or, Chased 
By Five Detectives by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys in a Trap; or, Carl Greene's 
Neatest Trick by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys' Fight For Millions; or, Carl 
Greene the Detective's Richest Case 

by D. W. Stevens 
The James Boys' Dead-Shot Legion; or, The 

Running Fight on the Border, by D. VV. Stevens 
The James Boys' Bold Move; or, The Game 

That Was Blocked by a Keen Detect ive. . . . 
by I). W . S t e v e n 

The James Boys as Brigands;or. The Bandits 
of the Big Blue by D. W. Stevens 

The James Boys' Dash for Life or Death: or. 
The Detective's Secret Snare.by D. VV. Stevens 

Old King Brady and the James Boys Among 
the Black Hills; or, Working the Diamond 
Trail by A New York Detective 

The James Boys in Peril; or, Carl Greene the 
Detective's Oath by D. VV. Stevens. 

The James Boys and the Box of Diamond*; 
or, Scheming for Millions.... by D. W. Stevens 

Old King Brady and the Black Doctor's Plot; 
or, The True Story of the Great Bucknloo 
Bank Robbery by A New York Del et Live 

The Only True and Original Stories of THE GREAT JAMES BOYS 
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312 Chasing the James Boys; or, A Detective's 
Dangerous Case. 

348 The James Boys and the Detectives. 
356 The James Boys; or. The Bandit King's Last 

Shot. 
358 Sam Sixkiller. the Cherokee Detective; or, The 

James Bovs Most Dangerous Foe. 
359 Old King Brady and the James Boys. 

by a New York Detective 
364 The Man From Nowhere and His Adventures 

With the James Boys. A Story of a Detect-
ive's Shrewdest Work. 

368 The James Boys as Guerrillas and the Train 
Robbers. 

373 Old Saddle-Bags, the Preacher Detective; or, 
The James Boys in a Fix. 

377 The James Boys in New York; or, Fighting 
Old King Brady. 

382 The Double Shadow; or, The James Boys Baf-
fled. 

386 Jesse James and Siroc; or, a Detective s Chase 
for a Horse. ^ 

387 The James Boys in Boston: or, Old King Brady 
and the Car of Gold, by a N. Y. Detective 

389 The James Boys in Texas; or, A Detective's 
Thrilling Adventures in the Lone Star State. 

393 The James Boys and the Vigilantes and the 
James Boys and the Ku Klux. 

396 The James Boys and Pinkerton; or, Frank and 
Jesse as Detectives. 

400 The James Boys Losfc er, The Detective's Curi-
ous Case. • 

404 Jesse James ' Last Shot; or, Tracked by the 
Ford Boys. 

409 The Last of the Band; or, The Surrender of 
Frank James. 

410 The James Boys Captured; or, A Young De-
tective's Thrilling Chase. 

413 The James Boys Tricked; or, A Detect ives 
Cunning Game. 

419 The James Boys in Mexico and the James Boys 
in California. ^ „ T I 1 J . 

421 The James Boys Afloat; or. The Wild Adven-
tures of a Detective on the Mississippi. 

425 Thirty Days with the James Boys; or, A Detect-
ive's Wild Chase in Kentucky. 

426 The James Boys' Cave, and the James Boys as 
Train Wreckers. 

428 The James Boys a t Bay; or, Sheriff Timber-
lake's Triumph. 

430 The James Boys in Court and the James Boys 
Longest Chase. , _ 

433 After the James Boys; or. Chased Through 
Three Suites by Day and by Night. 

438 The James Boys in No M a n s Land; or, I he 
Bandit King's Last Ride. 

442 Mysterious Ike; or, The Masked Unknown. 
446 The James Boys in Minnesota, and the James 

Boys and Timberla ke. 
453 Jesse James' Pledge; or, The Bandit King s 

Last Ride. 
461 The James Boys' Trip Aronnd the WTorld; or, 

Carl Greene, the Detective's Longest Chase. 
464 The James Boys in New Orleans; or, Wild Ad-

ventures in the South. 
466 The Life and Death of Jesse James and Lives 

of the Ford Boys. 
467 Frank James, the Avenger, and His Surrender. 
470 The Man on the Black Horee; or, The James 

Boys' First Ride in Missouri. 
474 The James Boys in Dead wood; or, The Game 

Pair of Dakota. 
484 The James Boys' Blunder; or, The Fatal Mis-

take a t Northfleld. 
491 Pinkerton's Boy Detectives; or, Trying to 

Capture the James Boys. 
492 Young Sleuth and the James Boys; or, The 

Keen Detective in the West. 
496 The James Boys on the Road; or, The Bandit 

Kings in a New Field. 
499 The James Boys Battled ; or, A Detective's 

Game of Bluff. 
504 The James Boys' Shadows; or. The Nemesis of 

the Bandits. 
505 The James Boys in the Saddle; or, The High-

waymen and the Haunted Mill. 
506 The James Boys' Band of Ten; or, The Red 

Light on the Bluff. 
508 The James Boys' League; or. Baffled by a Keen 

Detective. 
511 The James Boys in Arkansas; or. After Con-

federate Gold. 
512 Jesse James Avenged; or. The Death of Bob 

Ford. 
514 Quantrell 's Old Guard; or. The James Boys in 

Missouri. 

518 The James Boys' Knights of the Road; or, The 
Masked Men of Missouri. 

520 The James Boys' Mistake; or, Carl Greene the. 
Detective's Clever Ruse. 

522 Jesse James, the Midnight Horseman; or, The 
Silent Rider of the Ozark. 

526 The James Boys in Danger; or, Carl Greene 
the Detective's Cunning Scheme. 

527 The James Boys' Island; or, Routed by a Game . 
Detective. 

529 The James Boys' Boldest Raid; or. Foiled by a 
Brave Deteetive. 

530 The James Boys Jai led; or, Carl Greene the 
Detective's Clever Capture. 

531 The James Boys' Signal Lights; or, The Cavern 
of Mystery. 

533 The James Boys' Longest Run; or, Chased a 
Thousand Miles. 

534 The James Boys' Last Flight; or, Carl Greene's 
Greatest Victory. 

535 The James Boys' Treasure Hunt ; or, A Tbir t i 
Days' Race With Detectives. 

536 The James Boys Run to Ear th ; or, A Detect-
ive's Desperate Game. 

538 The James Boys* Reckless R a i d ; or, Sheriff 
Timberlake's Blind Trap. 

539 The James Boys and the D w a r f ; or, Carl 
Greene's Midget Detective. 

540 The James Boys' Ride For Life; or, Chased By 
Five Detectives. 

541 The James Boys "in a Trap; or, Carl Greene's 
Neatest Trick. 

642 The James Boys' Fight For Millions; or, Carl 
Greene the Detective's Richest Case. 

543 The James Boys' Dead Shot Legion; or, The 
Running Fight on the Border. 

544 The James Boys' Bold Move; or, The Game 
That Was Blocked by a Keen Detective. 

|I5 The James Boya as Brigands; or, The Bandits 
of the Big Blue. 

546 The James Boys' Dash For Life or Death; or. 
The Detective's Secret Snare. 

547 Old King Brady and the James Boys Among 
the Black Hills; or, Working the Diamond 

_ Trail by A New York Detective 
518 The James Boys in Peril; or, Carl Greene the 

Detect ives Oath. 
519 The James Boys and the Box of Diamonds; or, 

Scheming for Millions. 
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