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CHAPTER 1.
A M¥STERIOL'S VISITOR:

* THERE i8 3 veiled woman outside Who Wants
to see you, Mr. Brady.”

So announced Old ng Brady’s clerk, loeking
in upon the great detective,

[t was late'om & certain afternoon in the month
of May, some years ago.

v“Shww her in,” said ol King Brady, looking
up from a letier lie Woe Writing.

*i She wor’t comn in, &’

“ Won't come in?*

[t Nlmln

« What name does 8he gw/e?"

“Sie won't give an;v name. "

Tell her she muai either give lier name or
Y lier busiuess. [ doil't see people In the inall.™

And Old King Brady returned to his writing.

it was not that the detective was diaposed to
be ehurlish.

There was danger in such peculiar people.

Many criminals doring mamny years hod heen
treated to their desert® by the energy of the old
detentive,

Many bad sworn to be avenged either on their
owm account or the account of their friends.

Old King Beady did not like the idea of meet-
ing veiled women in the ball of Police Head-
quarters on Mulberny street.

Attacks upon police officiald3 had been made
before by cranks and might he again.

And yet Old l(ln% Brady did meet this partic-
ular veiled woman tive minutes later on.

“ She saye she must 3ee yon," said the clerk,
retuming a moment later,

" Tell ber that she can 8ee me hero or mo-
where," said the detective,

The clerk retired and returned, ushering in the
veiled fifure,

She was rather a smaill persen.

Her dress wae tlie deepest mourning-

Her face was wrapped in a thick black veii—a
veil so thick that It was impessible to distinguish
a fieature.

The detective arose, bowed and motioned bis
visitor to a chair.

She shook her bead.

Speaking In a low volce, strangaly monotonous
in its utteramces, she smidl:

"‘III wish to see Old King Brady, the detect-
ive."

"1 am the person.”

“1 wish to see yon sloma.™

* e are alone, miss.™

" Will you oblige me by closing the dioort?

The detective closed the door.

He half expecied to see a revolver suddenly
appear from the somber folds of her garments.

Nothing of the sort lmppenod.

* Mr, Brady, I wish to give yon infarmation of
a proposed bhank burglary,” she said, in that
same constrained veice.

“ A bank barglary?"

" Y "

“ Why not lay your information before the
police in the regular way?¥

* ] am afraid of the police.™

* Why so?*

“I.[arrm afraid they might detain me as o wit-
nesa.’

“ ] might have 70u detained as a wilmess.'

* | have confidence that you will mat.*

“ Wihy?*

u Ewms@ yoU have the Fepuiation ef being a
falr mam. "

“1 try to be™

" You are- You will listen to what I have to
say?"

" Yes; proceed.™

" To-uight—or, rather, to-morrow momrninyg,
between the hours of two and three—the wvaalh
of a promiment Wall street banker will be bur-
glarized.”

* His mame?*

" Stop a moment.
burglary.”

“ Wl

“ Will you do mrl"

“T1f 1 com—yea™

* You can—=you must,’

* Bul how can I, if you will not tell me who
the banker is?"

* You shall beinformed, providing you agree
to undertake the case.”

o l ]

" Then be at the corner of Fulton street ztd
Broadway at two o'clock to-morrow morning.
Cam you do thig?™

" Yes*

“ And you willt®

e Ym »

“You will gee a young man there who will
goide you to the tmmk.™

* Whieh cormer?”

“ By St. Paul's aliurchymrd.’™

*“ How shall 1 know him? Describe his ap-
pearance,”

** He will wear a black sack coat, double-
breasted, and a brown derby.”

“ That degcription might apply to a dozen
young men.”

“ He knows you. He will raise bis right band
and touch the top of his hat in the center. Will
that do?*

" That will do. And tlren™

* Then bhe will give you full particalars gnd
take yom to the bmmk.”

« Ja that ali?"

“Wees, all.”

“ But at least you will tell mae your wame?”

“No, I cannot. Open the doer, please. 1
trust in you, Mr. Brady, to keep your word @nd
thereby prewent this crime..”

* But pardon me. Would it noi be better to
prevent the crime by giving the name of the
banlcﬂg s0 that I might warm him of the plet?

I wish you to prevent (thhis

“®r of the burglars, so that I might bead
them off?

“ No. IIL can ouly be done in the way I have
specified.”

Now she tnraed to pass through the door,
which the detective had opened.

As she did go, the full light ot the descending
enn atruck npom the veil.

It penetrated its folds, and the sharp eyes of
the detective caught a glimpse of her Fsce.,'

It was a fate not only young but very beauti-

The detective bowed profoundly.

“ Good-afternoon, miss,” he said.

She shot a sharp glance toward him.

Did she know that he had seen her face?

Possibly—probabily.

She left Old King Brady wondering after she
had dismppeared.

The san, which had showm Old King Brady
those veiled lines o{ beauty, sank out ol &ight in
the usual way.

It 1a an old saying that nathing in this ¢hange-
able world ifl ¢ertain but death apd taxes,

Equallly certain is sunget and that midmnight
will follow iit.

Midnight came and passed.

So did the first hour of the morning.

At two o'clock Old King Brady walked down
Broadway past old St. Paul's.

The waa no one on the block in front of the
charehy but a drunken man.

Ile was holding o1 to the anclent iron nlllimg
as though it was his beBt friend, wobbling 16
aitd fro.

Old King Brady glanced at him casuallly as lie
puBsed,

It struck the detective somehow that the
drunkem man was rather overdeing the busi-
ness.

He wobhled too much emtirely.

Looking back suddenly lie saw that the fellow
bud stopped wobbling and had turned 10 look
after him.

This, of course, confirmed the detective’s sus-
picions that the mam was €ot as druck as he
Basmed.

He turmed into Fultom atreet.

There was no young man in Waiting by the
churchyard fence.

And yet it was already two o'clock.

Old King Brady walked slowly down Fulton
street. alongside the iron fence as' far as Clsarch
street.

Here lie turnedd and started back again, but
on the other side of the way.

All wag very still for a part of New York
:lvhich is scarcely ever entirely still, night or

Y.

Now the sky had become overcast, and a few
drops of rain began to fall.

“ There’s going to be a storm sure,” said Old
Kiog Brady to hiwmsell as he approached Broad.
wa!

y.

He begam to wonder if some one had been
playing a trick on Iim.

Still there was no eign of the young mam with
the brown derby.

When the detective looked sround the corner
of the fence, there was the druskem man still
holding on to the rail.

Another turo to Chureh street and then back
agsin.

Then he saw the young man with the twown
derby—saw him all al once,

He was coming across Broadway, loaking
nervously np and down.

He knew him lnatantly.

Knew him from the resemblance of his face to
that beautiiful face behind tite veil.

Old King Brady, who was half way down the
block, hurried forward.

Al the same instant be BAW a man leap over
the churckyard raiting.

Even a2 ho did 8o the drunken mam came dash-
fng arouns the corner.

No wobbling now.

" The two men flung themselves upon the hoy
with the utmost fury.

« Helpl Murder!™

Old King Brady heard the cry and ran for the
corner at the top of his speed.

CHAPTER 11
BURGLARS IN THE BARE.
" HAVE they gone!*
“\Nepn,

"‘ ‘l’halqk Heaven! You are the detective

“ Yea
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w Take this revolver then, for I have amaliher.
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And are not afrald?

« Not & bt

“ Does thia door open directly into the bank?"

* No—it opens into a cleset Bimikr to tis.”
Goodl Just what we want. Now, then, biere

0e8,”
g He had been working the rosty lock buck aud
forth gently,

Now he applied more pressure.

There was a Slight snap and the door softly
opened.

Evidently these two houses had been joined by
thiB door in years gone by.

The detective shut off his lantern to a mere
glimmer, at the same i{ime holding his Linger to
his lipe to observe silence.

This was necessary.

They could now hear the voices of the bank
barglars distinetly.

* Blaine tongh, this iron!” one said.

“ 50 on—go on! Yon must be near tirowgh
now.”

“ Pretty memn.””

* What time is lt"’ T R

# Quarter to three.” ’

* And nothing of the boy yet They s
have done him ap.”

* You bet! laawve them alone for uigd,”

* By time! I'd like {0 cut his heart oui.”
Hush? You are doing too mueh faliing.”
Yab, you don't vas vant to say gedings al-

ready,” chimed in & third voige,

This was Big Schmitz, the detective fheught.

He tutned to look at his eonvpaniai.

The glimmer from the lanteru showed him his
faes as pale as desih.

 Of course he heard,” thought the detssiine;
t‘;ﬂﬂ course he knows they are talking abeu

im,”

But It was no part of Old King Brady's plan
to atand idly listening.

He wanted to see with whom he had to desl.

He now produced a small gimlet, and gently
—very gently bored a hole through the d66r.

blmmaﬂmmﬂyn stream of light shot in wpen
them
Old King Bmdg

applied tis eye to the hole.
He could see t

e vaolt door plainly.
There were three masked men standing in
front of it. )

One was working & basd drill, boring in
under the lock.

Around the flicor burglars’ tools lay seattered.

There was the powder caa, the coil of fuse, the
jimmy. .

The dark lantern Was in the bands of the
stoatest ol the thiee.

As all were masked the detective conld mot
see their faces,

Ife wonderesl if Ben Morris knew which was
which, but it would have bean decidedlly unsafe
to ask.

Old King Brady tried the daor,

1t was not only locked but nailed op on the
other side.

Here was a diikmma.
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“To open the door without noise wa@ elearly
an immpossibility.

What was to be dome?

Old King Brady drew his compamion hack
ir:to the ottier building and proceeded to ex-
plain.

* You did not know the door was nailed?" he

~ No, indeed! What is to be dne?
“ T ghall go for help, ¥ou must stay lere.”
*“ How long will you be Zone?"

Not many minutes—perhaps ten.”

“ How far along do you think they have got?”
* Why, from the way the drill went in 1 should
thimk there was time enough. Bat I must be
off. He cautioms. Above all things, make no
noise.”

And Old King Brady retreated by the way he
had come.

After he had gone the boy for a moment or
two remained motionless.

Was he listening to the boring sounds in the
banking room beyond?

What were his thoughts?

Who can tell, since Old King Brady was now
making all possible haste toward New street.

Imust see, he murmaured, after a lhitle.
* It is no use to stand here. There can be mo
harm in my taking a lock.”

He crepi through into the vther closet.

Applying his eye to the keyhole, he peered
through.

" Great heavens! If the detective is going to
do anything, he must be quick about it,” he
thought,

The drilling was over.

The mam who had been doing the work had
just taken the drill out.

* Gimme the powder, Dntch,”he said to the
fat, man.

There was a good deal of talking in low tiones.

The powder and fuse were put in place in the
hole, and the muffiers were arranged to deaden
the sound.

Would Old King Brady never come?

This boy was no fool.

He was in a desperate frame of mind evident-
ly, but he displayed no disposition to do any-
thing rash,

He harried away now, and opening the first
door of the other building peeted out.

It was raining bard.

Not a soul was to be seen on the entire block

“ He1s too late, and that's all there is about
it,” murmumed Ben Miorris.

He returmed to the closet.

Big Schmiilz bad just lighted the fuse.

Now the three masked mem stood back and
watched it.

They little dreamed that eager eyes were
watcbing them.

Boom!

There was a maffled report.

The big door ol the vault fell outward.

“ Nana! Nznal*

A shaip cry rang out.

Ben Morris made the cry. which was echoed
by the three masked Wburglars.

For as the vault door fell out something else
fell out with it,

It was the form of & woman.

A woman in black, with a vetled face,

The woman who had called on Old King Brady
eartier in the day.

Qut of the vault the form came tumbling, and
lay at fnil length at the feet of the astonished
men,

Bang! Bang!

" Great heavens, what )8 that?' breathed tihe
burglar who had drilled the hole.

It was some one pounding furiously on the
closet door.

“NNana! Nanal*

All in a mibute the door burst open and Ben
Morris tumbied in.

* Burning blue blazes!" bawled one of the thur-
glara. * It is the boy!"

+MNana! Nanal!"

Ben Morris threw himsel across the prostrate
form.

CHAPTER 1IL
THE BEGINNING OK A STRANGE CHASE.
‘\Muwa! Nana! Speak to me, Nana!
up! Say that vos are not dead!™
 Burning blue blazes! Wil no ane choke tthat
yawping purp?” breathed the long barglar.
¥ Bovs, we've got to go to work here, or we're up
Salt Creek, fer sure.” ]
© Choke him yersalf, Parson. Gosh blame i,
1 aln’t a-doin’ yer dirt, .‘@b!!“ .
v Vy yer don' vas held ver 'plame;aw already
yot?" multered the fat burglar. “floo wmue

Look

talk—no work! Cameer reftert but dis is de vay
to do!"

And Big Schmitz, the burglar, ffung himseif
upon the boy, clutched him by the throat and
choked him till he was black in the face, in spite
of his struggles.

Them he thrust a dirty old hamdBsmdtissf in his
meuth and tied his hands behind him,

* Vork, vork, vork! Ged dot boodle!” he
hissed at the beginning of these operations.
" I'd schust like to puild a fire under you ur.d see
if dot vould stanil. yem wp.”

And the ollier two did work from that in-
stant.

vPPodfessor” Fogarty hastily examimed the
veiled woman.

* Dead, b'gosh!" he exclnimed.

* For Heaven's sake, professor, how came she
thereiin the vault?” gasped the crib-cracker, who
being the only one of the precious trio not yet
identiified, must, of necessity, have beem Nr.

Plug Moran.

t Dunno! There ain’t no lime to speculate
on it neither. Where's the bag?"

* Here!™

A big canvas bag, each as sailors use to carry
their clothes in, was bastily produced.

“ Is dat boodle dere or has it been prigged
already?" asked Big Schmitz, feelimgly.

“ It's here,” said Prof, Fogarty.

He and Plug began tumbiing bundies of bills
into the bag.

i

Plug paused and held up his baind.

“ Some one coming through the ether build-
ing. Come, boys!"

“Mmdlddis Ben boy?” asked Schmitz. * Vat
about him?”

“Goees with usl  Skipt Il do the rest.”

“ Heavens, nol” breathed I'rof. Fogany. tarn=
ing pale. “N¥ot with the gir there!™

“Yes! She's dead. 1 dunne how she came
here, and I don't care! I say yes! Skipl"

Prol. Fogarty seized the bag and made a boll
for the door.

Big Schmitz picked up poor Ben Morris as
easily as though he had been a bundie of straw
and followed.

Meanwhile Pluz Moran struck a mateh and
touched it Lo the fuse of eomething which looked
very muclih like an iren tube.

Flinging down the malch he leaped through
the door in a hurry.

Now all this was but thg work of a minute.

During that minute the noise which had at-
tracted the attentiom of these worthiies imcreased.

An instant later and faces appeared at Wlie
closet door.

Boom!

There was a filash, followed instantly by loud
reports.

“ Look out! Dynamite)™

The word wns shouted loud enough Lo be heard
aeross tive sireet.

The next instant and the banking room was
a hopeleas wreck, with the carpel ablaze in a
dozen places.

The Ramse were playing around that silent
ligure in black in & way awful to behold, when
four mea came bursting into the room.

The intruders were Old King Brady and three
police officers—all that he could muster, and all
tea late. .

= Stamp it out! Stamp it out!” ¢ried the de-
tective. * So much for delay! Gentlemen, we
are & day behind the Gair!™ .

But they had the flames eut ip 3 Mement.

* What's this? A girl? Where's yeur beyd*
demandiedi one of the officers.

" They've been through the safe alreadyl™
cried another. i )

“Heveers! Tt's a good job We Weren't in a
minute sooner, or we'd have been blown te king-
dom come,” exclaimed the third,

" She is dead—dead! I'm off. Legk (@
things here, gentlemen. The scoundisls Whe ditl
the job went this way.”

Thus exclaiming, Old King Brady belted
through the door, which but a moment hefore
had beem opened to admit the forms of Plug
Moran, Prof, Fogarty, Big Schmitz and their
respeetive burdens, .

Old King Brady felt deepiy chagrined. .

Thnt he had made a faial blunder ip IRaNing
the premises was evident.

Where was Bem Morris?

Flow did it happen that the boy had changed
into the veiled womam who had come to him
with the warning of this plot—that ilie veiled
woman lay there dead amid the wreck? .

All ihese were questions which Old King
Brady could not answer.

He had caught a glimpse of a clew even aa he
bent over the body of the veiled woman In black.

It was an absurd clew.

Yet it was a very telling one.

A piece of a man’s coat-tail had caughtt on the
door and hung there,

Somehow a rip in the lining badl caught on the
knaob.

The coat-taill was torm short off.

* That fellow was in a hurry,” Old King Brady
thought as he bolted through the door.

He rememiberedi what Ben Morris had told liim
about the scuttle.

Therefore he felt certain which way to go.

With his lantern in one hand and his revelver
in the other, be dashed up the stairs of the an-
cieni structure.

It was only the maiter of a moment before he
was standing underneatih the seattiie.

The scuttle was open.

The ladder had beem removed.

The raim beat dowm upom the detective's head
as he looked up.

" They can’t be more tham two or three min-
utes ahead of ine,” be reflected.

Bul how to get up to the roof?

The remedy suggested itself instantly te Old
King Brady's fertile brain.

Out of his multitudinous pockets came a curi-
ous looking kmife. With ihis he cut away the
plaster as one would cut a cheese,

There was no trouble in climbing up now, for
he had the laths to clutch andl to rest his feet ju
everywhere the cuts were made.

Im less tham twe minutes Old King Brady was
oo the roof,

There lay the ladder just as he had supposed,

There was, however, no lrace of the lounglars,.

It was pouring now and nothing in the way of
footprints could be expected to last a moiiienl
upon the tin.

A hasty survey gave Old King Brady the dkw
he wanted.

" Jaumeey Court!” he muttered.

Now tlie boys of to-day do nut know Jauncey
Court, but their fathers do.

It ram in from the south side of Wall street,
between Nagssau and Willlam streets,

Law office buildings, the upper floors of which
were reached by outside irom steps and baleon-
ies, lined Jawmay Court,

And what was still more peculiar, there wera
passages leading through to William street and
Exchange Place.

Taken all in all Jamacmy Court was & very
peculiar place.

Now behind the building in which Buckaloo's
bank was located was am extension leading
aroandl into Jaumsss Court.

This extemsion was connectedl with the maio
building by a narrow strip of rouffl not over ten
feet iu width.

Over this the detective hurried.

It was right here that he found another clew,

Or rather was it a piece of the same clew”

In other words, more of the coalt-tail. A rag
hanging and torm off no doubt.

) “Tey went this way,” murmuredl the detect-
ve.

He hurriied to the front of the building.

Looking down over the cormice he saw a bal-
comy just below him—say tem feet or more.

Looking further dowm ioto the court he saw
something else,

There they were.

They were crouching under the iron steps of
the butlding opposite,

Three men, a bag, and the boy, Ben.

* A traitor, by gracious!” murmured Old Kimg
Brady. “Hutt—thomier! There they gol”

Evem as he 8poke the door nnder the steps
wns seen to open, and burglars, bag and boy,
disappearsd] like a {Fiesh.

Old King Brady drew a long breath,

v@¥ course they must have a confederate in
there,” he muttered.

Flinging him=dl dowm upon the wel roof he
dropped over on the balcony.

A moment later and he had deseended the
irom steps and was in Jawncey Couit.

Here he examiimed the door under the steps.

It was fast.

The secret of the burglars chosing this wav
gnsteuﬂ of the street was no seeret to Old King

rady.

He knew that the little deor communieated
v\;ir?&“the passage leading through te William
8

0ld King Brady ran througih the court to Wall
street and hurried around to Willism,

Not amn instant was lost.

He did not even speak to the poligefan whs
had been left on guard before Buekaloo's Bank.

In & moment he was in front of a well kiewn
dining &Eloon.




OLD KENN

Beside the door of the dining saléen Was &n-
other door. X

This commauniieated With the passage leading
from Jauncey Court,

Had the borglare gone threugh it?

Old King Brady wondered a8 he sheok the

Jnas then he heard featstepe hOFFYing teward
o ' o w2 FORRIG Bp o ol Bat:
%T Ssaped rURRi 2 109 8 b s the d
o 9@@» eng 9 lig@ beat and kpew Old

ng? v%‘%&g‘s i X/‘B'B

AL g*;*g;, ek 15 s more o,

* 99 OR't §ay "
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o Wmeh way did they ged"
“ Went around the earher of Stere street et
two ninpies age.
“For Heaven's sake why didn’t you 8tep
them?” exclaimed ihe detective.
He atarted down the sireet at full speed a8 be
gpoke, the officer running with him.
ngitop themi Why, I never dreamed that
they were anything more than a parcel of drunk-
en sailors.”
*TThey'we just committed & marder, I believe.”
vHeawens! You don’t sayi™
# Yes.™
*I'm a fooll™
* And blown up the vault of Buckaloo's bank-"
v I'm an aast"
o *And came out of the passage from Jappeey
ourt.”
“Oh, I'm an Idiot—a perfeet idiet! There's
no d]loubt of thak.* bt 16 kno
*} suppose you eught te
“ Here we afe, Mr. Brady: ?h@y went thak

w

Qj'ﬂ}rg r it %‘H?@M ; m%crosw to
ay have cu across to

s&f'w

on run around by
oa run around by
i 'y go%&”

A
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As t.he detective bounded Inte Pearl streef, 8
mass of rags rose up before him.

They were living rags.

They enveloped what had onee been 8 WOMaR-

Around her head an old stecking was tled.

Beside her on the walk a baskel Hilayl With
rotten apples stood.

Old King Brady at 8 é&ﬂ@@ recogmizad the
once notorious “\Mary Geobadiy,” oF “ArPPIQ
Mary”—she went by both names—wWhe [oF

ears and years was & prominent Hgure ip the
{owar wards of New York.

* Mary, is it yoa?"

vwreah?  Bad luck Lo yes, gs.- I8 there ne
chance for an hoRest WemaR git abitof 2
8

n ll
w Do you sleep on the siep in the raind"
Yis.”
“ Why don’ you ge lnmwé'r
» Home! Ha, ha, ha

- 'fhey g&y wa 'a rew of DEQTA
!

h&!}! Yy "o they? Oll. be golleys,
gagl w ei‘

-8lone
-stone

P ey onR ghPe 4R

8 8m as sayB it would give me the

o disturbed yon last? Three men,

abo}"ﬁb}ﬂ wvbagdsturbed yon last? Three men,
a boﬁ‘ho&m'y)myms—pnmekerly ihe bag.”

¥ uygwessedPartickerly th

v %:2;3:0 wmﬂﬁa‘:;“c) edn%'/lltnte Big I know

-1 FdwNeAmdkéﬁﬁQ%rWDd&ﬂ(Pm‘-hl@f maniy @

yehﬂﬂno‘RMAnkryon'knGﬁd reso¥nhisThedn Hin

jear. Thank you! God bless yon! They wint

BRADY AND THE BLACK DOCTORS BLOT.

to Buck’s, Mistlier Brady for they weke me mp
to ax the way, 80 they

The dollar bill slipped mw Mary's hand had
done its work.

» Strangers m the city!" mutiered &he deteet:

ive. * Mary, did the boy owxml’ﬂ
* No; th?v had him i i
" Goooit-mightt™
But Mary Gobadly had already lest her iaier-

est in the matter,

The bundie of rugs dropped back beside the
bueket of roiten applea.

Many and mamy is the night in years gone by
have we seen old Mary sliting thus,

No one ever disturbed her.

Old King Brady did net disturb her Hew, but
ran on down Coenties Slip.

As he neared Water street he slackensd hi3
pace.

There was not 80 much hurry now.

The burglars once in Buck’s were likely te re-
maim there for awhile at least.

In a moment Old King Brady stcod before this
once noted resort for longshoremen,

There was the faintest glimmer of light behind
the drawm eurtains. .

Old King Brady pressed his ear against the
door and listened,

Yes, and there were people Inside, He eould
hear them talking. He could hear glasses ¢link-
iug on the bar.

"I must go in there," murmursd the detective,

Instead of doing 80, be slipped acrose the
street.

It was before the days of the little park.

Coenties Slip came np there amd was filled with
canal boats amd tugs.

Dropping behind a truck, Old King Brady
made a hasty change of toilette.

[n less tham two minutes he was transformed
into a regular longshoreman, BO far as appear-
ance went.

And his wonderful pockets supplied materials
for it all.

*yJiere, that will de. I think,” he muttered,
“\Now then, I'll tackle Buck's.”

He started, but he did net go.

Suddenly some one under the truck grasped
his legs and polled.

It was all done In an instant

Crash!

Old King Brady was sprawiing on his back be-
fore he knew ijt, .

His head struck the string-piece of the slip
with cruel force.

After that Old King Brady never meved.

* 18 he dead?”

" Reckon he Is”

" Blame good job, too!*

» Lucky e came here to change hls eheidies ™

w You ftellers don't vas know hew goed sehob
it vas already yet. Ven | uster keep doi luger
pier salotm py der Powery, I knowmﬁ 8 Wan,
und I tell you lie's a bad one.”

* Shut up, Dutch! ¥Yeou're &lWays Qh\iwlhg
Burning blue blazes! It's 8 lueky thing we
didn't go into Buek's.”

And Prrof, E‘ogangr wiped a series of erumbe
oﬁhls masiashe, which wa8 long, red and How:
"Im Bt 19 %ge peee the thg WoMd Smey
hgjﬁ" f?] the truck came Mr. Plag

om nn er tbe truck Came Mr. Plug

Maiaye’y better see whether he's dead or not,”
he'wilBferafier ee¥ onhaibty sbeicettinral nroston]:
WayiaReatibut thiteuiatect veatbtimes most al-
wamegglpqpomdmm peoissmidedsto make a Lhor-
exBhithaYiorsofp Uik dlhug tBraalgis perteon

i Readmtbatean of Old Kiug Brady s person
fromQwae butomre, young feller!” he whispered
at"ld8time oat here, young feller!" he whispered
at 4 X8, go out there when the gentleman calls
you. Y& has obheth Bitrmingn hye Plam%#n A7e chin
;mnnmmbachr&@r"hgrnmlydbm@ Eegs"'a!e 5

habtgwas e boyrBegr MMAETISP MO PR A
ankt prshetlcond,fream auder shey RBIGKs dragged
antt ‘Pakieednd Whdrgaw ihaavdBlugack.

Tiikaprofessonoemgyvedatitie gugy.

THhpoafesior rewavedSchenifzg il he squeals,”
saiil Flagt. hinNodowhen,Shabnithy ¥oih knewubim™
said Pégg’ e Now then, bub, do you know him?"

BeXasalped out the word almost like a sob.

BeThia lppehe uiath® word almost like a sob.

#TYids,"S the man?"

" Mefought so.”

"Byhﬂ\légﬁﬁrﬁmv blue blazes and so did 1!
udmﬂmppﬂmmauhfye blazes and so did I!"
exdq)ﬁyedpt’rﬁforﬁmum up! Il you don’t hold
thit RioBoriRéespyriliyni Pl shidgie goa tinheld
L%t,dvn wﬁﬁwf 963" onkY @ippet yon in the

sno.ow gd ! boy, once more.
“fsn

:L”'
never

“ Row came that girl in the vaul??

*|I don't know.”

e mm

v 1 tell you I don't kmow.”

* [ don't believe you do.”

* By the burning blue blazes, of course he
dontt” pnt iu Prof. Fogarty. *‘Amuy fool could
gee——"

v Veu I kept dot lager pier saloon py de
Poweny, ir. soxty-tree

Schmitz—Profess! Shut up, will yer? Let
me talk to ihe boy! Blast it alll Now it's too
late, for here conies the tug.”

“ Vell, val’s de madder mit talking all de vay
down?* gmnllmﬂ Schmitz. * Ven I rum de kager
pier saloow on de Powery in soxty-tree, dere vus
@ feller vot talked to anoder feller all inide al-
ready, and de oder feller died in de mornjug—by
gosh, liish, I'll pay you off for dot.”

For Pref. Fogarty, weary of the "ppeer salooti
by de Prwenyiin soxty-tree,” had brought his fist
dowm in sudden andl viclent contact Willi Big
Schmilz’s hat.

As a result, the hat, too big for its wearer
before, now dropped easily and natuwmilly over
his eyes, obliterating his bloomiog countenance
compliedly.

l At the same time a tug came steaming up the
slip.

Too—hoo! too—heoo! too—hoo—boo!

The whiBlles were from the lug.

They were low, yet sharp aod peculiat.

Puttiimg bis tﬁlgprs into his mouth, Mr. Plug
Moran whistled iu a similar manner,

Too—hoo! too—hoo! too—hoo—hoa!

 Shall we take the dotective along?" ssked
Prof. Fogarty.

" Vell, I guess not mooch, Irish!” sremthed
Schmitz. * Vat you vani mit ‘him? To sell him
to de bone boiler for a tea shillin’—bih?”

" Leave him where he is 1 dan't kpow
whether he is dead or not, und I dom't enre &

blame,” whispered Plug Moram. “Qome on,
boys. Wae're off.”

The tug had stopped outside of twe eanal
boats.

_ Clutcking Bem Morrig’ arm, Mr, Plug Moran
jumped down apom the eanall beat With the
pleasing assurance that he would eatve the liver
out of him if he dared to creak.

Big Schmitz, having rescued himsif from bis
own hat, followed with the bag.

Prof. Fogarty brought up (he rear.

They crossed thexmiulirs in safety, ard might
hawe bezn seen climbing aboard the thg if Ay
one hapjpened to be watehifg from the truels.

Wns Old King Brady watehibg thewm [fem the

track?
CHAPTER 1V,
ON TilE TRAIL OF THE TUG.
" Boss! Boss! Boss!”

This was what Old King Bﬁm heard Hrst
wheun consclousness began {6 6r88p BAEK;
Some one was shaking hia sheHIdsF

He straightened up, fGeling a8 wsala and dizzy
as possiblo,

ry Gobadlly bent ever hif;

. ullﬁr basket of rolien PR rested peh he

* Mary, is It you?”

ye;. 'Taiu't 00 ofe else. Suie, What Happsnsd

v I—I hardly kaow."”
" And } hnrdly knowed you. Y8UYe ¢iangsd

your Fig.”
Your eyea ate shafp 1o koW me &t

“-'”Yes
" Ar-r-r-gh, 46' Who & i
walked the atmm mﬁ N?‘S? %E% . fH!]&i? ﬁ’gw ¢

thig twinty years widet mﬂ &ﬁ
cul? Go along wi f
and I know What | aaiwd B%‘“&ﬁ ¥e I‘gﬁ 8%] L
hﬂt—what wag jip _
faith:

'rhey mlln@d Yoy dev{e/?"“w e ik,

" Yea. 1 seen them.”
“ The same men I Inquited forf*
" The very sgme.

Ol King Brady gave 3% 84cIaRaveh of deep

diggnat.
And which way did they g%
" Th@ﬂ mm aboard a tu?vghnt too-hooed for
'em up e sli
™ And the bag and the 58y Wers With Hems
* Euith, and they wor. v%m 1go Bver &1 ?i't
yer & drink?  Or can yon walk over yourselt? il

“ 1 don't think I
come out all Fight, 15;?35‘ Anythibe, Maky:

He st io liw f66

Th f
oo e e o Hght, e s
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He felt deeply ehagrined.

It seemed as though one blunder after another
was destined to be his lot that might.

" How long are they gone, Mary?" he asked.

" About fiive mimutes’*

“ Which way did they go?”

“ Down.”

“ Good-night again, Maryl Take this. Go
ingside somewhere. Don't stay out in the rain on
a night like this.”

She wag profuse in her thanks, this poor creat-
ure, for it was a five dollar bill that Old King
Brady slipped into her hands this lime.

The detective hurried down the slip ag Fast as
bis enfeebled condition would let him.

He knew just where he was goimg.

Down below the old flour wharves there were
tugs lyiog up, ready for hire, night or day.

It was less tham live minates after he left Mary
Gobadly when Old King Brady went oit board
one of these flugs.

A man came tumbling out of the cabin at the
gound of his step,

*1 want your Lugl” gasped the detective, all
out of breath,

* All right, boss, Where to?"

*1 am a police detective.”

* The deuce you ure¥

“] want you (o fmllow a cerfain tug, which
went out of thig slip a few minutes ago.”

" Well, I guess the skipperil do it for you, al-
ways providin’ you'll pay in advance.”

*THext'sall right.”

“Sedll I call him?*

“ Yea'

The man opened a door.

« Cap'il Jalke—Cap'n Jake!” he roared.

" Go 'way—go 'way, gol blame yer, an’ lenve
me alope!™

Such was Llie sleepy response from behind the
door.

¥ Come, tumble up, Cep’'n Jake—tumble up!
There's a job!” roured the man.

In a moment a sleepy-looking individual, with
one eye and a tiery red heaw, looked out from
behind the door.

" How long will it take you to get steam wp?”
asked the detective.

* She's up now. I go down the
bay at four o'clock.”

“|it's pretly near that oow.

w Well?*

" I'm a police detective.
a lug with some burglara aboard.
out of the slip a few uilnutes ago.”

" Well?*

“ Will you do it?"

“Tor money—of course,”

" How much?"

" Forty dollars if it aln't too far.™

“Done! Start at emce.’

I'A|\Nn.»

*“ Why mat?"

* Cusin™

“ Ah, you want your money ln advance?

* Well, now, I rather guess yem’"

“ There it is providing yon can start ip fve
minntes,"

" Yes, and in three"

“Telke 1"

“SSimie up the engineer. Make readyl” roar-
ed Captain Jake, * Boss, just wait till I put
my panta oil and I'll be with yow.”

It was juast four minutes when the tug went
out, of the slip.

The skipper—with his pants on—Biood in the
mlot-houa and Old King Brady stood beside

m.

There was a little backing and flillingg, but not
much.

Soon they were in the river, and Old King
Brady with the captain’s night glas3 wiis leoking
about iu every direction for the other fug.

“1 think she must have gone down the bay,”
he 8aid at lask.

*“ Would you know her if you waa Lo see her?™

“ Unfortunately mat.”

“That's a bad jobb."

“Go to the right of Governot’s Islamdl (fist
and we'll have a lowk.™

“ Suppose we get the wrong twg®”

™ Suppose we get the right one? It l&'nt likely
tﬁhm‘ﬂl be very mamy tugs out at thiz esrly

our.”

v@h, you can't tell nothing at all about #.”

* Go as 1 tell you, Captain Jake.”

The captaim gave his wheel a twist, and iliey
goon rounded Castle Willimm.

Well in the distance they could see a tug mov-
ing down the bay in the direction of the kills.

“imt her?’ asked Caplnin Jake.

* We will follow (that one. We can't follow
more tham one at a Lime very well.”

“ Here, lel me have the glaes. ™

Orter be.
I want you™

I want you to chase
She went

Captain Jake scannmed the horizon.

The view was by no means am extensive one,
ad it was still raining and very dark.

“THere hain’t no other tug lu Bigght,"” he de-
clared.

“Go 0IL

* What!
guess yes!”

“ Is your tug named the Doetor?™

" Yes ™

* Odd name for a boat. Never mind IDeector,
that tug and you'll lose nothing by it."

" I'll overhaul her, bos8; never you famun.”

“Mmd I, while you are overhauling her, will
just lie down here and take a sleep, for the fact
is I'm pretty well used up.”

" Shall I wake yon when we come up with
her?”

* I wish you wouwlkd."

It was thus arranged.

Old King Brady cutled himsslif up oun the seat
and was asleep iu a moment.

This was the great detective's medicine,

Many is the blow on the head of which sleep
has cured him.

When he awoke it seemed to him that no more
tham a minute had elapsed.

Captain Jake was shaking him vigorously,

“ Hey! Hello, bossl Wake up, there!” he
was shouating.

Old King Brady started ap.

* What's the row, cap?*

* We're coming up with hem.”

" Good!™

* You had better take a look. She will pass
Bergen Point light in & moment, and you won't
have no better chance.”

Old King Brady siarted up and seized the
night glass which the captaim handed him.

It wus lighter now.

The rain had ceased, and the moom was strug-
gling to escape from a mass of enveloping
clouds.

As for the detective's feelings he woald mever
have know' that any accidents had happened.

When he took the night glass he felt ag well
as ever in aig life,

There was the tug forging ahead.

So was the Doctor.

They were evidently gaining.

Old King Brady fixed the night glass vpon
the tug and took what Captain Jake styled a
squint.

It was not easy to see anything.

In 2 moment the tug turned Bergen Point and
came abreast of the Jight.

There were several mem on the tug, but beyond
this the detective could determine mothing,

- '{yhey"are headiug for Newark Bay,” he said.

L] u

Can you overtake her?”
Tue Doctor do it? Well, now, I

" We must get through the draw when they
do, or we lose them.”

* Just s0; but looker here, Hose.™

* What is il?"

*“ Suppose we overtake them, what are we go-
ing to dot”

'I;Ir?.w of course Old King Brady had thought
of this.

What could they do?

Ot course he could not attack the tug single-
handed.

To expect Captain Jake and his crew to join
in a light was to expect the impossible,

* We won's overhaul them,” said the detect-
ive, quietly. * We'll folllow.”

v And suppose they lemd?*

¢ When they land I want to land, too.”

“@ood] enough! Hello! There they gol™

The tug had blown the whistle for the draw of
the Long Bridge to open.

But it happened that the draw was just then
opening for another lug.

Thus, when the burglars’ tug reached it, the
draw was wide open, and the tug shot right
through.

* Bad lack to them! They'll get the bulge on
us if we are Btiut olll” exclaimed Captain Jaite.

He blew his whistle furiously.

It was no use.

Precisely what Captain Jake had feared hap-
pened.

The limit for the draw to be open had already
been passed.

There was s freight train on the track wailing
for a chance to cross.

“THat gettles us,” said Old King Brady.

He sat down upom the leather.cushiomesl seat
in despair.

" Never mind,” said Captain Jake, consolingly.
“ Perhaps 1 can fix it, after allL”

'« How?”

* More steam. The old bller kin atand it, I
g8,  Here, take the wheel, and I'Il go down

and see. Hold her so—keep your eye fiixed on
that ihere light on the bridge.”

Bui Old King Brady had Bteered tags before.

There are few situatioms luto which the oid
detective has not beem thrown.

He had no difficulty In mastering this.

When Captait: Jake retwmed Old King Brady
nail just given the bell to stop.

They had arrived at the draw, and there was
uow nothing for it but lo wait uuiil it opened
again.

It was fully ten minutes before they were able
to pass through.

Old King Brady atrained his eyea to ses the
tug.

%Inlorlunmmﬂy there wero two tugs.

Both were at a considerable distance in ad-
vance.

One was heading for Newark.

The oLlier was going up the bay.

“ Bad luck take it!” cried Captain Jake; * mow
which is which?”

Uld King Brady seized the uight glass and did
his best to determine.

Bul there was nothing detinlte to go by.

He looked first at one abd then the other, de-
ciding in favor of the Newark tug at last.

" We have gol 1o decide one way or the other,
cap,” he said. ** We'll take that one. Let ber
go for all she’s worth,”

The captain gave the bell a pull and away
they (few,

v Al), if you'd only done that beforel sighed
tlie delective.

*“II may be overdoing it now. I'm bouund to
carny out my contract il [ cam, though,”

™ You fear the toiller?®

" Yes.™

" Old?*”

" Very old and patched.”

The detective passed his cigar case to Captain
Jake and them lii a weed himself.

Sealing himself, be calmly &waited the re-
sult.

" We are gaining,” reported Captain Jake
after live minutes.

We are decidedly gaining,"” he declared after
ten.

And the decided gain comtinued.

They begam to approach Newark and were
surely overhauling the tug.

Old Kiug Brady was oo his feet now and
watching the result.

Nearer and nearer they drew, but the detect-
ive's spirits did uot rise.

What troutlled him Wi to see thal while they
were making every eflort to overtake the lug,
there wag no effort whatever on the part of the
pursued to keep out of the way,

* I'm afraid we have made the fatal wiistsalke,™
said the detectiive, at Jast.

* I'm afraid so, too; but we'll soon know,"” was
{lie reply of Captain Jake.

Ten minoles more elapsed.

They were withim hailing distance now.

Captain Jake gave a shout which might have
been heard halll the lengtihh of Newark Bay.

“Tug ahoy! Aboy! m—h—o—y!*

* Ahoy there!” came the amswer.

* Who—are—you?”

* The Solomon Jores of Newark!™

* Bad!” muttered Old King Brady.
them to heave to."

* Heave—to! = We—want—to—speak — to0—
you!” bawled Captain Jake.

Immediiatsly the Berew of the Sclomom Jones
ceaed to grind.

" That settles 11, mnttered the detective.

W Yes."

" 3 ”

- ;z; got the wrong thag-

“ Too lbed.™

* Boss, 1 done my best,”

“ You did, indeed. I haven't a word of fault
to fifink”

No more was said until they reacked the tug.

It was a disappeinting eading of the trail.

But was it the end?

Old King Brady thought so then.

* What you fellers want?"” roared the skipper
of the Jones.

Old King Brady thrust his bead ont of the
pilot-house window.

" Cap, there was a tog ahead of you when you
went through the draw?”

" Yes, there was.” )

* Did you notice who wae en it?*

" Yes, I did.™

* Could you tell me What they looked lilke?*

“ Yes, I conld.™

v Blame tbe man,” muttered Captain Jake;
" he's like a hoss what puls his feet down in the
same place where ho takes them up an’ never
gits nowhere. Blame me if lie hain’t.”

“ Ask
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"EDmIit it you please,” calied the deteelive,
politely.
o was more uged 19 dealing With epch people

than Cuptain Jake.

“ Wasl, one WUz @il

Here the captain of the Jones ausfﬂ

It was an ummi eﬂw&. apparently.

Perhaps he p F breaih.

** Yes, yes "

“AD' t'ether oz st

« And the othen®’

« Waal, the ether wuz fat—them's the pagsen-
gers, boss. I hain't e-sayiv’ vethin’ abeut the
dieck

s —saaet’

« | understand. Go am.”

'W%mdl. there Wuz amsiHer.”

o w$

“pAm” ke wuzn't Rawthin’ mere'n a

~ Yes—yeal How cama you b9 netiee hem%«a
closely? Were they all on deck?”

i« Boss, they ware.”

* But_even 0, Isee by your manner Whatk
you'se got something else 6 tell.?

*: Boas, I hiaw™ .
« Oh, great snakes and little scorplopst” mmi
Captaiin Jake, In an ubderione. *

like to fling my boot at tha& fellow's m
“ rauwnw_mnm mBFmed ms de-
tectiiv .
B Woll, my friend, lot s have it he said,

hy.

= Be yon the deiectivel"

. Wﬁ- .

“l thought 80.”

“ 1 o

« ] knowed it

“cFriand, we are In & big horry. Wowld yeu
plense toll_ me what you have te say?

% Vaps.”

s\Welif

He eez to e, he sez—"

“ Who saye”

" The lonyg Mm"

* Go o

« He sez o me, he sez, ‘ boss, there’s a de-
tective alter me, inebbe in that Lh@r@ tug Whih
didm* get through the draw,” be ez, * an’ if they
ax you it you 3een ns, don’t you tsll. be 8ez,
*an’ do a big favor to an honesl working man.’ ™

¥ Yeg, yes!

« Waal, kdidn" 80y ay, yes ner ne"m

* Did yon see the name of the tag?"

* Yaas," drawled the skipper.

Poor Captain Jake could stand it no longer.

# Gol bust you, I wislit some one would build
a lire underneath you!” lie shouted.

" What's the matter With that fefler? I3 e
looney, or hez he got a lit?" dramled he of ihe
Jones,

« Go on, riend—ge on—=the name of the tugs"
demanded the detective, doing hig best 19 heed
his patience.

w Wanl, "twas the War Eagle

« And what i@ it thet yeu viam 19 tell me?*

“ Waal, it'e jest tkis, be§§ don't KRgw Hiem
fellers, an’ 1 don't waﬂ eE

“ No, of course

“ S0 | & 0 myg@l{ gs; hf?fahsr %j\,w
@o on about yer business, i |
you tell, and give up the letier o8
ovsrﬂgaala@; gws%up the letie: L@% hsr §0 %%

OF—W

“ The letter me lea hﬁ\@! e tg mail.”

-G et e S

“ Q

« Gomel Thereu%ms!mg ﬁsw&i
mattered the UeiEsive: 811 e e teier,

pd With gre sfs'w' the

mpp@r J%”' 0995' greéfﬁ@&é* 8] ‘t mr% E.
&‘?’é%‘%%@é?%ﬁy @59 W(lq "'g{?a noer

N, 'y

The |etier 782 Rarad 18 fos Bebxiang on %‘ﬁ‘;

SFH eck-hand p&sycsl topto old Ki@gg q?
e

Is that all # a?y
asked Captain Jake, Wih &n QIF of &R 4§ ‘3‘"
inatlon.
-‘TT';%%'@ T g w m&% f ol th “" °°"'
sam@m} M‘ Hl? §¥Jl's‘é’

ey o i M "”é‘z‘:&‘%ﬂng e |

: Fhep o bt %%E nﬁpar
e By ey B hor tmprees
gfgk Brndy meanwhile tore onen the letter

an

%"@ (g o et

Brady meanwhile tore open the letter
anfit rwas taddressed to ‘‘ Mrs. Q. Deezee, 892
Bedtord £teent;ebew York Gk o, Boezee, 892
Belti contends, were nadpllaey -

Its contents were as follows:

« Momser BEEzeE—The girl 18 dead. We've
got the boy. You kill the baby and the bmalea
ours. Yours in hopes, PROFESEOR *

« Stop thaf noiee and take mie back Lo New
Yorik!" roared Old King Brady.

He knew now that he had net fellowed up the
trail of the tug in vain.

CHAPTER V.

MOTHER BEEZEE,
AVYTHIFG Rewd?

[

“ Did you find ont how much monsy bad heen
taken?"”

L Y&."

“ How much?"

» Over eighty thousand deliprs '™

“ A big haual.*

o YBB.“
*“ Who was temng you?*
» Buckaloo.™

~ Does he feel cnt up by LY*

“ Not at all.™

* What did he say*"

= 3aid that held give that mueh more to knew
how the gmnl came to be in the vault."

o King Brady d l breath.

Old King Br rew & long brea

The suggestion that the girl had been gon:
cealed in tiie vault was something Rew 9 Wim-

It was morning,

Back in New York now amd non@ the werae
for his midmight adventmres, Old King BF&Q%
after getting his breakfast, had come around &
Buekaloo's bank.

It was too early for Lhe bank to be open, but
just inside the door the deteetive met one of the
policemen who came in at his call the might be-
fore.

Of course there Wus GUestioning and ergee:
questioning.

Now came this statement Which made the gid
detective open hig eyes,

« What makes you think the Weman Was ip the
vault?* lie demanded,

w@ found 8 picee of hsr dr@zs@ there 18F gRe

E'H oof ena
oiri‘”w ﬁ l tg% %Here olr. %n%’i er
18 Tevive
6’ Il %

7 Pﬁfzﬁ Y o it

was in
He'’s as slow as the cap-

ﬁ‘ 58
i 4
ain q{ﬂ%ﬁ}omﬁ;@ ! Jdifes, euiavhis Olbe K

atse

q“g e Jones,” thoufht Old Klng

”‘dbﬁ e gtill nnve’ he asked, eagerly.

. N gﬁ\'“(ﬁ N fife aEi At Lergedoreet Lios-
he died in the Chambers Street Hos-

Sa an;thmv hefore she died?”
LSg RN EYe TikeTPracire iieW'it. That's all
Ihv:WG”’ If she did, 1 don't know it. That's all
was clearly no use hanging around
BuT “’dfbo‘l&"’lﬁan‘ﬂ%byloh“eﬂse hanging around
Bugkal ehue PRAK ORY K9RESBrady meant to have
an'infel Wewh &G dMKinsucdkuldy, msavt thad)ake
ﬂchﬁ]meumn\be IMver,Buckaloo, but that, he
degjgefhrstwe Galig, 141 proceeding to Lhe near-
eati@rlitstored aﬂ]‘fpl?ew hiteeberingheo 1elepineae;
é%‘{]ﬁ{#g,ﬁtmg omplmﬂcmmself to the telephone,
cubkinga§Pylés RMB UéEs. sent to look after the
l.u"'Hh% diBedian been Bent to look after the
'cbairgs! ¢ answer was not audible.
i %Wédaﬂsdw siFe] e rededifon.

@dr»a one-sided conversation.

3'3!1 Get tbal! Newark

Xr}gwarkg Ba;' Get that! Newark
] I. n.l.’
ﬂive

\&b start in balf au hour?
e‘,o ﬂj o

(y/dfoee,half an hour?
e ﬁ[ﬁe
F??é

Uammer and o
g m‘ﬁlé' wn’beg
mg?ﬁ .
argy %&%ﬂ%? gp@% STk s
he 281 W* i Rekd)
é‘ﬁ‘ &3] E‘ ' .

Yes!
Yes'

'|
g/ §f§fF§ m &HSE U
? % gmal ward the es@@em@ went and
"My Rame i Bra@y I want to speak With
01 2 Homent, iee "
"d)hl Kmq Bm{b, Lh@ deteetive?"
Yes, sim.*
“ About what did yon wish to s
* The young lady brought in from Buckaloo's
bamk last might."
v Ah, yes, Peor thing!”
“ She 18 dead.™
* Yed. Died soon aftern.™
v Was she much disfigured?®*
“ Not at all, excepting a slight cut about the

face. Strange, too, whem there was & dymamite
explosion in the bawnk, they say.
“ Were you the party who brought her ma

“©Oh, no. I'm in charge of the
“ Who didid™
“ Dr. Gnesy h*

“ Gnn 1 see Br. Greenonghd®

Dr. Greemough was gd in from another
ot i,

He staned slightly as he saw the deteetiye.

He was & young man With tow-colored hair
angl fishy eyes,

He responded to the detective’s liwsl questions
satisfactaily enough.

They related to the call and the reeeiving of
the dead girl.

Dr. Greenough’s answers were slow Lo come,
and brief when they came.

It was the case of the tug captaim still again,
but with the difference that Dr. Greenoungh was
well educated nud very shrewd.

* And you thought this lady was dead wheun
you received her into your ambuilangs?” asked
the detective as the conversation continued.

" Yes, s

* Did you examine her in the bank?"

* Yep, sim.”™

* No signs of life then?*

* No, si.!

* When did she revive?*

v It was somewhere about Broadway and
Vesey street that 1 first heard her moan.”

* And then?"

“ Then I administered the usual remedies and
she revived.”

" What did she say?”

“SHe seemed dnzed; she kept mubterimg:
¢ Oh, that safe! Timt dreadful safel’ ™

" By which you assumed she bad been loeked
up in the bank vault before it was blown epen?”

“ Not at all. She toid me it was §6.”

* Did she say anything else?”

* Yes; she was crying out about her bredier,”

“ Anythmg else?*

* She made some indistinet allugion te &
baby.”

“ What did she aay about her brotber?™

“ She kept culling tiem."*

* The lmme?‘

we m

* 1 beg your pardem, doctor, but if yon esuid
nus':.i gwe"a conneciedl statement of what she
said——

* Well, that is about all.”

» Ami she died in the hosplm after you 166k
her from the ambulanes®

“NN, she died in the ambuldnes.”

* But 1 understood (o the cotirary.”

* 1t is a mistake, whoever told you."

"S;Jaim did not give her pame?”

L) 0

* You asked her?"

*\Wiet did she say?”
** Her mind did not see t6 De glear 4t fA¥
time. She madi: no definite @nswes”

“Whint were the circumstanees of fier dsath?”

* Sue wag silent for a few momehty. BEO'S
that she had been mumnmlmti?r Whah 1 eale €6
look I found she was gone,”

" Was there nothlnn found dpon her 8 indi-
cate who she waa?”

* I could not 8ay. Aasoon as she was b, l'.‘PE
into the hoapital I turirdl ber BYer to
Urown.”

* No, there was nothing,” sald Df. Bréowa

] ‘made the seareh mysell. Nething Wﬁ‘é
found.”

* Can I see the body?

" See the bodyl an. they teek the wody
away, Mr, Brady.”

»OGonee,” thought the deteetive; ¥ fiy friend
of the Solomon Jues ala’t in it atongside ihéié
two doetors.

* Who took the body away? h8 asked 416ud.

" There was a woman ealled aRd &laimad i

v Her mame?

# She gave the name of Bewzss.”

u When?"

* Early this rmmm'g »

v Bui the coroner?

" The coroner happened
ments before ehe apfea W@ m Iee l%ﬂﬁ fSW Eg
1]

%@Wk&. and he ﬁlg%ﬂ 3 BSE%'?&EBF

"sSmmm and very wingual.”
v So it struck me At the i)

gil:;"l?ld the Beezee wommah gwé ﬂa hame t6 thé

" She said she was hgf b
AN’ khow her NAMme. parder And that shé

* Stranger still, What address did this wem-
ah give?
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* Some number in Eighth street; you’ll find it

on the books down-stairs.
What coromer was it?

" Dr. Swmesney.™

" ! Iknow him. And this iBall™

* All I know," said Dr. Brown, Ihanlstingly.

Matters were becoming highly iinteresting.

It struck Old King Brady that Dr. Brown was
keeping something back.

He looked ateund for Dr. Greenough.

But Dr. Greenough had taken himsit off.

Dr. Brown looked around mervously.

Old King Brady, watehing him, suddenly seiz
f:el m% man by both eoal lapels and eonfidential:
y sdid:

* Now come, doctor, you Enow you hmvenm’t
told me all.’

*\Mr, Bragdy, I—[—

* Not a word, diectam.™

But [—*

* You’re a man of tumily?”

I am. Three small children and a salary
se small as to be ridiculows.”

“ Enough eaid. You shall not be draggsd in-
te the case If it is possible to avoid il

*She gave the coroner money. 1saw her slip
it into his hand,” whispered Dr. Brown, with a
nervous look around.

“ And before that he wag——* .

= Very rough with her. Afterward he signed
the permit. It's a shame, Mr. Brady.”

* Indeed, it is*

» Sweeney is a disgrace to the profession; but
he's no doctor,™

* How so?"

“ Nothing but a Harlem drug clerk who was
rushed through a Philadelphia college in order
that he might be maide coroner. That is all.”

* You don't think she told him mmythimg?*

“II'm very sure she didn't. The money was
given g0 that she wouldn't have to.”

= Enough said, What made Dr. Greenough
go off in such a hurry?

“ Lsyppose he Was Uineugh. Qo pentaps lie
bad a callL™

» 1'd like to ee® ‘him sgain for & moment De-
fore I leave,” said the detective.

But it was found npom investigatiem that Dr.
Greenough had suddemly left the hospital with-
out having had a call.

Ml

Oid King Brady wondered a8 he waiked up 19
Broadway.

In the new developments of this strange casge
he begam to recogmize sometiing more than the
work of ordinany burglars.

He recognized that mighty power in the great
metropolis—the power more mighty than meney
—the political pull.

Now everything resvlved iteelf into one burn-
ing questiomn;

" Who was this mysterious Mre. Beezee?"

The detective went over on to Chatham street.

Here In a stationery store he purchased an
envelope and with great care copied the address
and handwriting on the letter which he had re-
eeived from the eaptaim of the Solomon Jones,

He sealed the lefter then.

i Theret That will de,” he murmumedl, "™I'd
like i #ee the face of Pref. Fogarty when be
learns that Ris eawtipudly werded letter fell (6
Olu King Brady ie deliver. Ha, hal”

And the idea continued to amuse the detective
until he entersdl a Fourth avenue car.

He alightedi at Eighth street.

Ho was determined 10 try that address lisd.

Not that he thought it was the true one,

On the contrary, he felt sure that it was not,
but he wanted Lo make sure of it before going 0
Raiiford street.

And he was right.

The number In Eighth street proved to be an
old private residence, tramsformed for business
purposes.

There waa a lager beer galoom in the basement,
a fur factory on the firat floor, and a worker in
fancy feathera wp-siairs.

Each of these parties was visited and ques-
tioned.

It was certain that the mysterioas Mrs. Beezee
was not known In this bouse.

Next Old King Brady went to Bedford straet.

Here in that curious neighborhood, ke
only part of New York where the streels are far-
row and winding, he discoversdl that the wumber
Ei“ﬁ In Prol, Fogarty’s letter was attaeledl i6
lie door of an old fashioned houwe, Whieh &ar:
fied I¢a air of mystery upen iis face.

It was one of those houses one sometimes
meets with in Now York’s bystreets which bemrs
the appearance of having dropped not of another

B,
mn waa a threestony, red-painted brick house.

The blinds were as intensely green as Llie

bricks were brillianthy red, and as tightly shut a3
the ahelll of the proverbial oyster.

The whole appearance of the Bedford street
domicile indicated a determination to give moth-
ing away.

Old King Brady took a survey of the house,
waiked on past it and entered the grocery on
the corner.

Here he expected to find a German, as usual,
for he had not lookedi at the siyn.

If be had done 8o be would have seen that it
bore the name Murphy.

Once we knew of an Irish darky wLo bore the
name Patrick Murphy, but a German Murphy is
a manifest impossibility.

It was a little, dried-up specimen of the Em-
erald Isle Who greeted the detective,

“ 1'm Jooking for a Mrs. Beezee. Can you tell
me where she lives?” the detective asked.

“ Sure I can,” said Mr. Murphy, and he iindi-
cated the house.

™ Does she trade with you?*

* She used to. Heowld on.
boss.”

*~ Yes?

* ] know'd ye years ago when ye arristed Al-
dermamn McGroaty for counterfeiting-—d’ye
mind? He kipt the saloon am the corner of Cor-
nelia street.”

“a, very well.”

“ Luk at that now!
if it’s a day.”

I guess you're riight.”

“Mm’'aate ye after Mother Beezee?” imquired
_t.hl? grocer, leaning over the cuunter confident-
ially.

* I have business with lrer”

“ And I liz~e none sure—not since she tuk her
tradle to ould sourcrout on the other corner, bad
luck to him! I tell you, Mr. Brady, thim Dutch-
men ought to be huntedd out of New York, so
they owght.”

» Why, it i3 generally supposed that the Dutich
were the firs: owners of New York," laughed the
detettive.

“ Not at all. Whoever towld ye that towld a
blamed lie. Scre everywan knows that the Irish
diskivered New York in the tinth centaury before
Columbus was bern.”

“JJust so! Just so. Bat about this Mrs.
Beezee. Since you know me I'm going to ask a
favor of you."

“ Annything at ail to eblige™

“ Who is she and what is she?*

“NNow looket here; ye jist struck the right
apot for the informayiion. I knmow her like a
book.”

* What kind ol a crib does she keep?*

*“ Tell me an’ I'll tell you; but there’s many
goes in an’ few comes out.”

- Boarders?*

I know you,

An* it's twinly years ago

¢ A-r-r-h! G'long wid yel Boarders me
eyefl”

*“ What then?*

Mr. Murphy leaned farther over the counter

and put his band alongside his month,

* Murlherers more than boarders,” he whis.
pered.

** What can yoa mean?”

“ Murtherers! ' They come in carriages, oo,
some on 'em. Ob, I've seen ’em this many a
year."

* I wish you'd explain.*

* That's what I'm a-doln’,
therin’ womena ——"

* Hold o1! Is it a baby Farm?*

“ You've hit it straiight.”

it Andl it has been running a long while?”

*TEWhty years."

*' Then this Mrs, Beezee must be a womaa of
many secrets.™

Sure, these mur-

“ Saycretal Saycrets, is it! Well, now, you're
tarkim strajght!™
= Thank you! Thank yen!” said the detect-

ive.

He managed to get away soon after that and
walkesd straight up Mrs. Beezee's steps and rang
ihe bell.

A very singular looking person opened the
door.

She was a woman not over five feet high and
almost as broad as she was long.

She was old, wrinkled and hideous.

Her face was as ugly as sin itself.

“| have a Jetter here for Mrs, Q- Beeges™
sald Old King Brady. * I came from Prof. Fo-
garty.”

The womam eyed him narromily, but did not
hold out her hand for the lexter.

She seemed suspicious—afraid.

And yet the detective felt that she ¢ould
scarcaly have recogmized him.

He was but little known In this meighborhood.

In no part of New York do people live in such

quiet relirement as in this almo3t unkmomn re-
gion around the head of Bleecker street,

Moreover, Old King Brady had disposes! of the
while hat before starting on1 this errand.

“ No. She don't know me, but she's afraid on
gemerall principles,” Lie thought.

“Here's the letter, ma'am, H you are Mrs.
Beezee,"” be said, humbly.

“II am Mrs. Beezee. When did you see Prof.
Foganty?”

* Last migte?®

“Ilawst night! Yow were in the—"

She pameed suddenly and glanced behind ber
in a [rightened way.

* Ves, I was in the bank when the profezsor
and Plug Moram amd Big Schmitz cracked the
vaull,” whispered the detective, confidentially.
“ You needn’t be afraid of me.™

Mother B-ezee looked relieved,

*“ Oh. you were?*

" Ym-)‘

“ How did it come eut?*

" Bang up! We got the boodle and gave tbe
fly cops the sliip,”

“ They liig?"

" Yes.”

“ Where— —"

“ Where did they go?*

0] Y(B.."

“ L'p Newark Bay, you kmow.™

** Come in,"” said Mother Beezee. “Give me
the letter and come in. [ never seem you before
an’ you look me by sumprme. What's your
name?"

* Duffy. Friend of Prof. Fagurty."

Mrs. Beezee tore opem the letter amd hastily
readd it,

Her face tanmed deathly pale.

* You know wliat this is about?” she stam-
mered.

“ Ob, yes," replied the detective, easily, ** He
tells you that the ginl is dead amd the boy cap-
turegl, and wants you to do up the kid.*

The last remnant of suspicion vanished from
the womanm's face.

“ Come In here,” she gaid, flilnging open 2
door.

She ushered the detective into a dirty room
where there was am unmadie bed, clothes scat-
tered about and the air very close and stufTy.

v We've got to act quick or themlll be
trouble,” said Old King Bresly, ** First of all
the ginl raust be buried, you know.”

¥ She's butied slrendy.”

" No! Is tiiat so?

“Weam, I took her out of the hospital and we
ram her right out to the cemetery of the Ever-
greens and buried her this morning. I've just
got baek.”

* Where did you bury her?*

Mrs. Beezee gave the grave number In the pub-
lic plot.

* That settles her," aald the dietective.

. YM.IA

“\Now for the baby!™

* Yea; we must attend to the baby. Just wait
a minute. We'll talk it over.”

She left the room hastily.

Baut iu spite of his manifest success Old King
Brady felt wneasy,

He had succeeded too well,

He felt as though somevhing was about i8
happen.

As lie faced the dirty room his eyes chancedl 1o
rest upon a mirror which hung between the win.
dows and consequemily faced the inner doot,
through which Mother Beezee had di Fed,

Twice in ings walk be had gianced at Lbis miF-
ror, andl it reflected nothing but the contents of
tlio dirty room and the closed door,

This was the third time, andl now there sud-
denly appeared upom the mirror the Bvadew of a
man.

He was peering at the reflection of the deteet-
ive’s face through the door.

It was only for an instant that the shadow re-
maiined visible, bat before it vanished the de-
tective knew what he had to expect.

It was the face of Dr. Gi the young
ambulance surgeom, who had takem the body of
gld Iklﬂ(ing Brady's velled visilor from ilieBuckales

ank,

CHAPTER VI.
BEN ANI) THE COUNF.

Now the reader knews BAB Very IHPGF AL
point in eonmediivh with thia 1MpPeriadt Edse
that Old King Brady did not KAew:

It was that the boy, Ben Morris, insteadl of ba:
ing the traiter that the detective feared, was
actuqilly ap unwilling prisoner In the hands of
the burglars.

Fassing over the happenings of the time oceu-
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, pied In the escape from the bank and the Ly
through the Kills, we take up Bew ufter the gep:
aration of the tugs.

Still a prisoner, Ben sut upen 8 eoil 6f Fape in
the stern of the lug, watching the Selom, ensg
us that tug sheer ofl In the direction of

Prof, Fogarly had just gone inte the %Bw.
nfter bandlug the letter to the captain of
Janed.

Now he came out again, and afier pacing %B
audl dowm the narrow deck a few moments, &

- dreased himself to Mr. Plug Meran, who was i
the pilot-house with the sleergmau, siraining
bis eyes back toward the long bridge:

* 1g it shut sLil? 1 can'c see, me eyesight ig
80 blame poor,” asked the professor.

“ Yed," replied Plug; ™ the bridge f& il

Has the traim gone over!™
It is just over’®

il léw Be gpening it sgm in 2 mingie
hey are opening i 0o

* Blame soed joB %fuw&nﬁs% I8 came
s iohe ool |

E;:SH'; grﬁ!’lb.’r'ne
gé%%agn el e

was

oran had produced
0
|oo mﬁ { F oufl %It glmt'?%

b
i h’wghg&e

o 3 agh®
,, F tﬁ%%‘gggjg trgtigh-
H ¥ se,‘ff
iy g i

ML D i
I me o E6ihe tins sinse 1%y frs!‘ oticed
B 1o first it had given them uneasiness,
B % g”ﬂ%%ub?éhsuﬁﬂ headis sursal n estio
ﬂLbd |5z §%fle oanﬁm paiksaitsa oLl eie
E,E]i, G§ GUFE ResirgLtrsuit of them,
G‘QWréﬂ wvelg gl shireuzh?” cried the
ro jﬁs Uz.mu%]bmhsamstbmum wnttt Bée
&ﬁsﬂf "U|Adk b wVeRdp eistavouldilbeuntil Bve
?ﬂnﬂﬁn sHU#K alifWaesabhisil imteulthebavdgergive
fﬁ&%ﬁﬁ}%\fﬁhﬂmléﬂ.fldld]mlolmlmuﬂmlnﬂaterthls
H&xM&w diafi dpibton poptofouse Liethr cabiy
mﬂmguarmmgmsemp of the little cabin
O(B‘iU‘ i ug hod e wasappeared through the
cabBif §6Bfnhmf]aviinmbPrenﬂéa;nam\tmaugmems
cabinyggor Ine'doinieebRsnf* FengdrtPlagtliafteerm
momeéAs, ShMew tketligbnbwedid Plug, after a
Mornen profesitaw auelll Bipovéehmitz held their
bréfign.professor and  Big Schmitz held thelr
breafron:g! We are oll wrong! They weren't
afterVaway'allWe are all wrong! They weren't
aftAndJRlug Moran shur.ung the night glass with
a Anape| beone rHXesn ﬂE} Fbé’guﬁﬂt 'g?l'ésé“mmﬁ
eabim T00hdgaHieLXe! !E Yon tqp of he
camrﬂo:ofhmlthe?b%e!; 19 Fards
the nx@gtmn

mebmpmmr fﬁe'Wa"?]'E ﬁ "e
dongess 0B mb o8 Fonkgl

daﬂc@mlhﬂweds%r CE
hourmer » AHELGEY FhALY %h‘
anloandhydetBameryin ROK s

Sabortsy lmgsvwes/ an s80e°
SIRMIECeEPnning on o 911
reBifidiiderary was cut short

IIS;EW‘&%'&
SUQ@Q'HYS raRing, (a0 18 gk b&}‘"{!‘mbh% ragh

gﬁm R Tl e B Gek

a lu% 1 feel o8 though I mast do some-
g B loq! Blaluss thavigivd @ootitiprofese!
é o’l.oﬁr%dpﬁ@ﬁme "af¥¥e Vg, 00Tt pagfénsd
(OONGW e e ands . wasndt dafterhas
gamdv stral ht for Newark and wasn't after us
at @l deized the hands of the astonished Fogarty
and begzadgigedn it agdithe astonished Fogart)i
ane ObgdanAagsingBe godleys bui you've ground
mé Big!tod\ o IpodelugdTigparpdt Braf: veF‘yIGDWd
tearbng tadmee o awiegr ! andald@pimgfa
toling *HWikkI§e abelya vendyoliregifly Iabo'utaftné
gtk ci¥dyl foyeakeffiave yourself? Is it after
goln g agaaudicrane’icene altogether.
Emadmarwanammmalmgether
Trey Bad berhoocthuble atait. some time hefcre
thih&at the rboyr dinrille were suibdieine before
th'PldglhébmdlDyh heglcs pitge 66l itind when Le
heBFIth#ae Matichto take pity on hiin when lie
beargaljm( I3eth. promise not to try lo escape
I'li' 8#vie You'e linod®,Misé sail. to try to escape
IIqun“lepy@mr,gbgnds he said.

i YbubiABLS®e tired of holdin' em 80.”
ni(ﬂﬁl must be tired of holdin® em so.’

i ped out his kmre and cut the corda.
(Y Thid hesh thea mdinis,
rﬁ%o @itl ififJuRecind tloskngg
ﬂg ww wonldu't he g‘?!‘,j

WOU

|m jaw and looking

o asked.
e asked.

9‘§W

" What's the matter with gelling llie count lo-
cight?” L
Plug Moran stared and thes gave hig big

thigh a slap,
* Profess, émur head l! 8 gr@ﬂi onel?

“He could get in. 8 Bhufp, 166.
might pick up a lad who woum be & blamed
sigtit worse."

“ Thai's 0. But \muld he do it

w Tel) liiin the truth ap' ke'll do it

v You wouldn't dare!” gaspe@ Fogarty. “Think
what the count would 8ay.”

All this had been spokes out right befare Ben.

Of course the boy listened curiously.

He suspectad the truth already.

Whai is more, Prof. Fogarty intended that lie
should.

" You can talk to him if you want to," said
Plug. * Come on, Duteh, and give the proieus
a chance.”

Ben sat still, with a face deathuly white,

Hig eyes were fixed on Prof, Fogarty.

The whole expression uf his face showed tthat
he waa perfectly prepared fer what was 1o
come.

“ Now, looker here, Benny," began Pref.
Fogarty, with a whine, “yyou heard what was
being said, of mnrse?"‘

« Of course."

“ What do you thmk of it

" Lam tiimkimg.™

* There ain't no use of our mmnelling-.‘*

* No, 1 don’t care to quarrel.”

1 Because Nana i3 deadi there's o use a-givin'
up in despair—is there now, Benny?"

"\No—mo use,” repeated the boy, iu that same
hard way.

* Say, Beany!™

v What is it?"

«“How do you suppose Nana came to be
there?”

“ You asked me that before, Fogary.”

* 1 know I did, but you didn't am3wer.”

v I told you 1 didn't Kknow.”

“ But you do—you musti™

v ] don't! IfIdid I wouldn't Vell you.*

@, dear, but this is bard!” grossyl Pref,
Fﬂ.unru;y sentxmentally

' Burning blue blazes, but it's very hard}
Here's a boy what I've brung up from a Kid on
Uis fat of the land, with precious Iinle of the
lean mixed with it, so to speo.k an’ Of all the
ongratefulest, tuntankerons ——"

* Dry upl Drop all that and get te M%m@%%
you long-winged snoozer!” bawied the veice of
Plug Moran, from some mjsiarious concealment
—possibly behind the cabim window.

Hen's lip curled,

" The usual spy business,” he murmured.

* Burning blue blazes! How that scared me.”
cried Fogarky. * llow I'd like to bust that
gnoozer in the smcot, an’ I'll do it, too, Bame

ayﬁ'

Ben gave a contemptucus laugh.

“Go on! Go on! If you waul me to rescue
the count, say s0.”

v 1 do, Benny. I do.”

" Aiu't you afraid to trust me?*

* Benny, [ am, Still, as Plug says, it Seems to
be the best way.”

v Ia everything arranged?

" Well, no: not quite, It waa to be next week.
That's why I don"t likeit, Still we might make
a go of it Uo-mikge.™

“ But how—how? 1 don’% know anything
about "™

“ You know the count is on Snake Hill?*

Y3 Ym

* Thewve been repairing the [panitemliuny.™

“ Well?* )

* There’s a way of getting Into hia cell.’*

“ He kmows iit]*

" M

“Tien how do you?"

~ Wo was told hy & feller who came out last

v Ahl and what is the way?"
“Th srsg a Rew seter FORRIRG Fight wodes

%H@%
mhs %F ig aseimn{% v
'l yOS: DOk elF B Alt
ifgggﬁge?y '§ una‘@r mé %Hﬂg gs I%g l§B 581
1 b b hig
SOWEF, F&ig@' the §L9Fw &Hﬂ# hsﬁ S‘EHg %9'[@§:

ap!

ity 1t ladt Fhat's it
89 iver | see.

“ Brafg@gar, il do e

“L knewed you wud. Sure an' there miver
wae nR’ niver will be a smarter lud uor you.*

"\Mnu\vo got the same old blarmey, Profes-

You're as sharp

. % The very same lad. The very same. The

Fogartys niver change. Plug, d'ye hear that?

“Go om with your work an’llet me alene '
called Plug from behind the window. * Y/@lmmg
Ben, if you try to escape itll be all day wiih
you. I don't trust yer for a cent.”

“THath all right,” said Foganhy.
you'lk jine us, won't you!”

“[[ ain't saving—{I'll Bee abont that. Has
the couat the slightest suspicion you are going
to tm rescue?”

“ Now

* Why didn't you warn htm?"
" We tried, but we could fimd no one for the

]Ob »

"Mmil having caught me you thought jon
might as well make me useful before you killed
me?

"mm’ we mightn’t kill yer at all if you'd be-
have yeraiit.”

* All right,
to sleep.”

Prof. Fogarty led him to a bunk amidships,
and told him to tum in.

" I'll wake ye whin we git there, Benny; trust
me,” he said, as Ben closed the door.

It was four o'clock when Pref. Fagarty tapped
on the door.

The War Eagle waa lying in the Hackensack
among a tiiRiK clump of bushes which almost
concealledt her smoke-stack, and fully concealed
every other pact of her,

The situation was a horribly lonely one.

Behind them trailed the muddy river,

On the right rose the crags of the old guarries
on Snake Hiil, while on the left marshes extend-
ed ag far as the eye could reach.

Prol. Fogartyy was right outside the doer when
Ben stepped out.

Plug Moram was there 0o,

So was Big Schmitz.

" You wait to be almightﬁ awck boy."”
:)vh:ispewm Plug. " We've whisl for the

ridge.

“ Bridge? What bridge?” stamimered Ben,
who was not more tham half awake yet:

" The rallroad drawbridge derass the Haeken-
sack, stupid.”

* What's that got to do with f§9*

* Why, we can't stay iere. Tain't allowed.
They’lll order uB off.”

* We're seen then?’

" Of course we are seen, We shall fiave io
start the instant the bridge whistie blowa.”

* Am 1 to leave you here?’

¥ Yes.”

v Well?"

™ See that pole stieking up there®”

" Yes

I'll do the job. Now let mo go

** That marks the entrance io the sewer—"

*“ And I'm to dive?”

" Yes.”
" ghat then?”
" Go back up the sewer. B y

{ﬁr you;“ com%hto a b{aﬁ% l& gf ?56 u VG gﬁ
@ prigon, is i§ anw W -

ished yet an’ musi Be df P s NM
*Hlminy np, for ed'ms &aké » H

Fogantty, * or we'll %3% HitgirHpied
" Tell it yourself,” gfewl

eelT Sure there’s a white stens %ﬂm BRdeF Ris
w evu ;ugm . Al?d what's (e be dena?” .
- e I'ave it all to you,

o 1t ooy L you, Benny. It you &a#'t
" Andhwhese am I to meet yeud®
* Al the old foundry. Now, Ba

lad an’ do yer beat. y'l‘ake this. By B8 & good

™ And this,” added Plug.
It was a da’k lentern from Fogaity and & fé:

volver from Plug.
i‘ Too~hgo' h’l’oo-lmo!“'
t was the whistle of the little atationar
gine which was used to turd Lhe g\‘ﬂ%?ﬂﬁ
uulklvl‘l,g nanllht.l'te r:ol K i led
ell have to Mmake a SIAF 1
do:g; the eaptain of tha War Ql%% gﬁis
" Go, Ben!” breathed Prof. Fogart:
Without a word Ben, wha hﬁ ot fﬂ-
volver and lanterh, made a @ t ?
rail and disappeared beneath m% ] W& sF
They had made no mistake in eheaamgtmﬁ BBy
for their strange erfand, theae meR

They knew exaeflly what i
They knew Lhal tﬁ’@f@ was B B%?{E%?g%%m&
and diver in the lgad.

» What i
ot are you foliows tolding o8 thers for:

On the t t th
3 On the top of the ledge & Man apYRATd with

o To0-hoo! Tooubool" waa. i While f ése
* Too-hoo!” answeted ffie ¢

And immediagdly the serew t?sga% 8 grind:
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But the prison guard was not sailsflei.
" Stop!” he shonted.
It seemed a little unreasonable,
Just now he wanted to kuow why they didn't
973
“ What in thunder ia the matter with you%*
roared the skipper.
" What was that splagh?*
" One of the boys drawed a bucket of water
to swab down the decks with—that's all.”
There was a moment’s pause.
Them the man on the rocks shouted:
“ Go om.™
4 And the War Eagle went pufting through the
raw.

As long as it was possible to sge the stake
Prof. Fogarty and Plug Moran strained their
eyes toward it

They saw nothing of Ben, howeyer:

“ Will he succeed, think?' asked Plag-

“rHaith an’ i he den't, no one 6an,"” was Bref.
Fogarty's reply. .

“Suppose they shoot Mim¥

“ Burning blue blazes} Then it will save us
the bother of doing the job.”

And the tug went on ug the Haekensank.

Now, as we mentioned before, these men made
no mistake in selecting Ben for this task,

The boy understood his danger thoroughly.

But his heart was ip his work.

It success was possible, Ben was bound te sue-
ceed.

His dive had been a beid ene.

He meant to go down almost to the bettom,
and he sueceeded.

Hle opened his eyes the instant he went wnder
the water.

He Rept them open a8 he came up,

And when be eame up It was alengside the
’}SEO wfhleh he had taken goed ecare not to lose
sight of. .

It was next to impessible to see tmgthmg.

To help matters out in this regard, Prof, Fo-
iiarty had placed the largest lanterm on the tug
iu such a positiom that it3 light would strike
dowm into the water.

It was only for & minute that it remained
thus.

But during that minute Ben found the mouth
of the sewer and passed in.

Now came the diznger.

Was there air enough for him once he passed
the point where the water was above lds head?

Prof. Fogarty had said yes.

But Ben hardly belioved it

Nor would he have cared much if it had
proved no.

Ben had loved his sister Nana with a depth of
affection which but few men feel for their wives.

Nana was dead!

Ben would just as soon have died, too.

But it was not to be then,

In 2 moment his bead came¢ out of the water
and struck against the top of the sewer, though
not hard enough to hurt him.

It was totally dark, but there was plenty of
air.

Ben put hig feet down.

Tiiey touched bottom.

He stood still and drew a long breath,

The air, penstrating through ssme openk
further back along the line of the sewer, seeme
pure and swesil Lo Ben. ) )

Yet it was but the malaria-laden air of the
Jersey manBhes after all.

» Thal’s all right," muttered the bey. * But
can the count do itt He can’t swim as well as 1
can. Oh, this dreadful lifel 8hall I never get
away from it? Projably never. I wish 10 God !
was dead!”

But with this expression of feeling hesitation
seemed to end.

Ben now produced his lantern and started
back along the sewer.

Before he had gone maay feet the water sank
below his knees.

Soon It became a mere slimy o0o0ze.

A few #epa further and he reached the month
of the new branch leading under tbe prison.

From here the main sewer continued on be-
neath the almshouse and lunatie asylam.

Ben took the brangh.

Now in a minute he knew where the light came

from.

Suddealy he came to a break where the top
was all open.

A light came streaming In through the break
hefore lie had half crossed it.

“Thundier! What'a that down the naw sewer?"
he heard a voice exclaim.

Ben caught hid breath and put his light out in
o liwrry.

His heartilzeat so vivlently that it seemed ns If

its throbs must surely be heard by those whom
he could plainly hear moving about above.

" What's that?” demanded another wvoice.

** Thought I seen a light down there.”

* Well, you don't see it now, do you?™

“\No, 1 dom't."

“Retamwv, it was only the reflection of your own
¢ Jantern on the water.”

“Heauttiiful theory, only there ain't no water
down there.”

Then the light came ffkshing down, and a
head cuuld be seen peeriug into tiie sewer.

Ben crowded against the wall and held his
breatih.

* Dunno what it is, but I don't see matihing, ™
spoke the voice,

Then the voices begam talking of other mat-
ters and presentlly died away in the distance,

Ben sprang across the break and hurried on.

He did not dare to use his lanterm for a mo-
ment or two,

“ I'll just creep along till I seme to the end
and them have a look,” he was thinking when
suddealy there was a rudh and a gasping cry:

“Nifowe! Speak! Raise your little fimger and
you are a dead man!” hissed a voice in his ear
aa two strong bhands closed upoen his throat.

But even though the voice spoke in wihispers
Ben knew it.

* Hold on, count!” he whispered.
Don’t you know me!”

“ It's Bem!

CHAPTER VIIL
OLD KING BRADY'S NNSHAP.

“ COME in and sit down. We'll talk the mat-
ter over.”

*“ We can talk it over hene™

" No, no. This room i8 all in disorder. Caome
into my sitting-room. e

Mother Beezee had come back.

Her invitatiom to the delective to come imto
the next room was most cordial.

But as it came within two minules after the
detective saw the face of Dr. Greenough wanish
from the mirrec he did not feel quite certain
what he ought to do.

There was deep treachery somewhere.

He felt perfectly confident thai lic waB fifijit-
ing against shrewd plotters.

Eighty thousand dollaf had beem stolem from
a8 well-known banker, and a mysterious f@male
found dead or dying in his office.

It was just the sort of case that Old King
Brady liked on account of its mystery, but he
felt sure some trap was set for bim il the other
room.

Thereforo he repeated:

* No, we will talk it over foere.”

Mother Beezee looked troubled.

* You are afraid of me,” She sid.

"H?amgyn madam, I @am.”

“To continue to be frank, there is somebody
else in that other room.”

The womam changedl color.

*“@uly my mephew.”

“Dr. Greenough?”

“Yea. You know bitm?”

* 1 met him this mormimg.'”

Old King Brady spoke as loud as possible.

He intended the listener should lhesr.

Ha not only heard but he came right ont into
the room,

“ How are yon?' he said, carelessly.

The detective modded.

He was ready for treachery of any sott now,

* This is & queer mesting.”

" lerm

* Of course you understand that we know you
here?”

 Crentimiimlly."

* 1 don’t know what the deuce to do. I just
happened to see your face in the glasa. Qdd,
isn't §i¥™

" Very."

“ Have a smoke.”

*“ Have one with me.”

*Hat hal You're afraid my cigars are poison-
ed.”

“ Bless my soul, man, I never thought of such
a tihiims ™

* Oh, yes, youdid! Ha, ha! Duoztidr—poison
—I gee. Weil, never mind, I don’t blame you a
bit. Well, I'll take your weed. Sit down, old
man, and let's talk it out. Mother, you get oul
of the way.”

“ No, let her stay where she i8," sald the de-
tective, sternly.

Mather Beezee sank Into a chair.

Cigars were lighted.

The detective flang himssill into one chair and

Dr. Geenon%m into another; each seemed to be
waiting for the oilier 10 begin.

It was the young ambulance surgeom who
finallyy {ook up the ball.

“Ioowk bhere, Mr. Brady, just how do we
stand?"

« My young friend, we seem to be sitting just
at present,” said the detective serenely.

*“@, say, now come. There’s no use beating
about the bush.”

“ Not a biit.™

“ Of course you know that I know you are a
detective.”

“ Why eertzinly.™

“ And an almighty smart one.™

* Thank you, thank youw.™

* If I badn't been here you'd have pulled the
wool over my motiiei’s eyes completely.”

* Mother! I understood madam to say tiat
she wasg your aunt.”

# | never said nothing of the sort. I said lhe
was my son!" snapped the old woman,

v Qh, 1 beg ppardion.™

* Well, 1 am bher son, whatever you umder-
stood,” continued Dr. Greenough, doggedly.
“Wauinme smart, but I'm lucky I happened to
coine in and calch you, and that’s just how mat-
ters stand.”

e Just 50."

“ Now, then, what do you propose?"

“ Oh, it’s for you (o propose!™

" You are open to a proposition?”

“ Why, centminly."

* Give me five minutes to talk to my mother,
will you?”

(13 lel

" ir's 4 be eash.”

" Make your jproposition.

“ Come, mitner,™

The aged baby farmer arose and walked heavily
into the other room, followed by her son,

They closed the interveming door, and their
voices could be heard in whispered comversation
behind it:

It was too much for Old King Brady.

He arose and crept softly Into the passage be-
tweem the two rooms.

Bending dowm, he was about to !ix his eye ¢o
the keyhole, when the end came,

There was a slight click.

Then to the deteclive’s horror, the lloor sank
beneath hiB feet.

Down dropped Old King Brady as easily as
possible.

Snap!

He heard the fatal trap-door close behind lilin
as he struck bottom.

The detective ground his teeth in rage.

“YWou Infernal fool!™ he muttered. ' You
migb: have known it! Will you never learn?
Oh, will you never lesrn?

It was wggravating.

Particolatly as no one knew better tham he
bhow commaom such traps are in the great clty,

But the mischiief was done now and the heet
way—the only way—was to see how it could be
undone.

And Old King Brady wasted no time In going
to work.

He was uot hurt in the least.

The fall had been to no great depth.

It could not be even said that be was badly
shaken up.

Out came the dark lantern now.

Flashing it about, nothing bat brick walls
were revealed.

The place was & circular inclosure rising to a
point, or cone, like a potier’s furnace.

“/Am old cistern,” thought the detective,
*That back room is an extension. This origin-
ally opened into the back yard.”

It was all so, but it did the detective bat Jittle
good to know the truth in bis present plight.

On account of the peculiar formation of the
walla there was no such ihlng aa climbing np te
be thought of.

A horrible thought croased the mind of the de«
tective.

Mother Beezee was a baby farmer.
| Some of Mother Betzee's babies must die some
time.

Did she drop them in this horrible pit when
they died?

The bare thought almost made Old King
Brady'a back bair rise, ag the Baying gees.

He firehed his lantern downward.

No; there was no signs that he waa right ia
tlin thought.

Then came a thorough examination.

It resulted only in proving to the detective
that unless help came from without he wmust
starve to death in this hole.

Hallf an hour passed.

Nothing Imd lhappened.

The detective was gasping like a gifl.

No fresh air penetrated hero.
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His own lungs were rapidiy using up \he 0xy:

an.

& H this state of things continged long he Mmust
sarely die,

It wa ;mn about this time that the deleetive
beard a slight noise behind bim.

1t sonnded like some one trying te Buhasp &
rusty lock from its staple.

He shat oft the lantern instantly, Waiched and
listened.

In u moment aroond trap urese eut of the
wooilen flooring, ame up came b Hrey Fed
head.

So red was it that snid head almest rivaled
the candle which came after it

« Hally Gee! What's this!" gféped 8 VRieR

Leggo! Legze, blame yen!

For Old King Ty ady had poma dewn and
canght this opexpesied lutrder big fpry

locks.

~ Come np herel Game up herel™

*\No, | won't, Reither! Yoo legge!”

v@ome op, 1 tell youl*

« Hally Geel I'll’ bust you in the eye!” bel
lowed the boy.

But he came vp just the sgame

The detective released his hair and held up &
warning band.

v Stop that noirs™

* What you wamnt?™

* What do you suppose I want¥*

The boy ehuckled.

* Holly Geel I a'pose you want 0 gel oute™

* And will make it wel mgur while if
you'll help me to do it. ’

" Yair. How did yon get im?"

Old King Brady pointed upward,

i Mother Beszeal”

h Y“ "y

wBlast her—bless her, [ mean! She mast be
nut, or my yell would have bronght her here be-
fore this..

* Yon know hen®’

* Well, nantier™

“ What's your name?*

~ They calle me Rube the Rat.™ "

“ Becausg you erawl apeut uRder grownar

« Yair. Vou've hit it™

* Five_dollars, Hobe and yeu ghe® me the

way oat.”
d unge- bees. Eome on, ot if you gimme

Psﬁ%@lem % ﬁ 9% ég% PR

ver Ied a gold piece
never |ed a gold piece

caught it on it de-

a6 e oeRettaf eife

. one

el

* J’% cet of the
i %ﬁ W

&gsem as how Yyou hain't
6 e roand trap door and
ltg"round trap door and

nsaa e below,

:,Eg sigthe boy
uhs3afe the boy
OBérﬂBut%U%meumes,

mes out SOmEtlmES
ef%ln&_ of something

of somethlng

a‘l

Cthn% e

was

W ll

; ?ps‘f‘? ¢, bose.”

o wan

“ %ﬁw mﬂ %g WI§NFodiens Was 0o
ﬂwl ur COmIﬂ
acm

to ray rescue was no

ﬂow’d you was there.”
nowd you was there."”

ik 3@ g*’%g AT B
gmdto tell."

é% 5 e W Towso

BF g‘% ought’

533

e!™ Cri ube.
uhe

mmlgn sﬁrﬁeﬂe gmg °° é !
D8 on—tell me sbank &me glrl 8 WAl
o Y‘eu’kﬁegv 'd hex?”

"

.n;::;ﬁ} NN e
Boo-hoo!

They were the gonnine, §lm9n Pare article,
l.hene tears that Robe the Rat shed.

“ And they put her in that room?” asked the
detective, kindly.

“ Yair, and tuk her out again. They tuk her
to the Evergreens, wherever that is, and iv's my
beliet Bob Greenough pizened her, and just like
us not, she hain't dead at all.”

Here were revelatione coming from a wholly
unexpected source.

Kabe!” said the detective, quletly.

* \What is it, boss?"

“ Let yon and me hurry out of here. We'll

the Evergrmms. We'll find out whether Nana

8 dead or mot.”

* Will you, boss—oh, will you?*

" Yen"

“ Come on, then.'

Old King Brady had no notion of goin? on,
however, until be had looked behind the clot
door.

He so stated hia Intention to Rube the Rat,

“ 1 don't care,"” replied the boy. ** "faim't
nuﬂnin‘ but an old lumber room, so far as I
koow.”

Old King Brady barst in the door without dif-
ficulty.

The boy’s descriptiom of the place was qguite
correct.

Old fornitare, old boxss, old champagne
hampers—ali sorts of old traps met his eyes.

Old King Brady gave a curious exciamation.

Many—in fact, most of the objects hia eyes
rested upon—were addressed to " J. WeGroaty.”

This was the ex-aldermawm of years gone by,
whom Old King Brady had eent to Sing Sing for
counterfeiting.

The saloon of the ex-aldermam had bees lo-
cated on Cornelia street.

It was always suspected that he had a zecret
den somewhere in the meighborhood.

Old King Brady began to wonder if this was
it.

He felt very certain of It after pulling over a
few of the boxes.

There were plates of ancient counterfeit bills
in one of the boxes.

Other tliings relating to the gizer-making in-
dustry were there too.

Rube the Rat watched the delective impatient-

Y:
* Say, I wouldn't hang around here if I wuz
you,” he said, impatiently.
*“ Why mot?*
* Fust thing you know some o' de gang will
be dowm.™
* Oh, there’s a gang, is there?”
e ler
* What kind ol a gang?"
* Don’t ax me what 1 don’s knmow.”
¥ Bui you must know something about Uhiem.
What do they do in this room?”
" Ax me something 1 Kknow.
come In this room, boss.”
* QOh, there are other rooms?*
(13 Yw
" And what do they do in the other rooms?*
* Drink an’ smoke an' ¢hin.”
" 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,

They mever

1 will go mow.”™

And Old King Brady followed Rube the Rat
through varions winding passages.

At last they came to a flight of stairs which
brought them to a door.

Rube listened cautiowsly at the door,

“|its all right. Slide out," he whispered.
¥ Dey’ll kill me for dis mebbe, but let "&m, I'm
bound to know whether she’s dead or winether
ghe hala't. She was always very good to me.”

1t was stilt Bedford street.

Old King Brady found himsslfl comlng out of
the basement door of a mmwile-laokmg reli=
denes a liitle below Mss, Beszes's.

He harmied to Sixtin avenue, Rube the Rat run.
ning beside him.
It was a curious pictore.
Rube waa red-headed, barebeaded!, barefooted
and, indeed, nearly naked.
He winked anil blinked in the sunlight like the
animal for which he waa named.
v Ig it far to the cemetery, boss?’ he asked.
* Miles, Rate.”
v How much is dai?*
“ Don't you krow?"
"] dunno nuffin’, boss. I lives down dere
urty mach all de time. They've starved me and
gen me till I dunmo noffin’"at all.”
* Do you know what would have become of
me, Rube, if yon hadn't helped me out?”
“@h, yair. Dey would hawe killed you and
chocked yon into the river.”

» Who, Bab?
*“Hobl N-a-ar! He hain’t got spunk emeugh

Ltokll oot

Rube expressed tremendons contempt in thig
speech.

* Who then?*

Rube shuddered.

v | dassen’t lelll”

And Old King Brady did not press him.

Inwamdlly be shuddersd 100,

“IIwe had a nammow escape,” he thought.
“Tlhis r boy must never returm there. He has
befriended me and [ will be a friend to him, 1—"

“ Look ont, boss!” breathed Rube, suddenly
breaking in upon those meditations.

" What—what is it, Robe?"

*“ Look derel Oh, don't let ’em get me!
Don'"t!"

Rube pointedi to the corner where two per-
sons, a man and a womanm, stood wailing for a

sed | Car,

But the warniug came too late.

There, staring at them with wide opem eyee,
stood Dr. Greenough and the amcient bakby farm-
er, Mother Beezee.

CHAPTER VIIIL
REN AS® THE BOODLE.
¢ BEn?
* Yes—Ben!™
* Great havetns—=mor*
" Yes—yen!"
“ But how came you here?”
™1 came to save you.”
“ To save me?”
* For that and nothing elb@ i
There was & eurious soWH
It struek Ben thﬂt the man be had addressed
as the epunt was s668

But it was enly Bas enee

h%%éﬂégﬂ?%d [&@ ¢ @ﬂ?'
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i iy % EE *iive
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al olse, aure enow
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alwa L
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Cireumstanis kh 2 g
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1 alwaya wanted
Nowr it was Ben wh@ wa& §6 iﬂG
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e Th i“
" The mhces, Chaten. | AShes n
ono of {;hgﬂm% % ﬁ)j gg b
=0t & Ea%ss 8 [°°° sialhf
b3 rem Wh&t I heard th f y It
LI;{Iogp somebody’s amll ;&mwﬁ'f%o'aﬁ? lili &"2:
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A —1
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" " o | to!d you bef@fe I'th 86 differsay trem other

Yea, y
o o{otnh:rl;o Ber. But Hever mind. We
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“One momen
“ Well, wm aaeut aaa%--' demandsd ¢hé
convict,

* Nana Is dﬂd!"
The coaui reeled,
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He bad to steady himself against the stone
wall of the sewer before he could speak.

" Dead!" he breathed. * Desd—Ben! Have
—have they killed her?”

** Some oune killed her,"” replied Ben, in a hard
voice.

* How—how did it cecur?”

“ They cracked the vauit at Buckaloo’s bank
last might.”

"~ NIO-:.

o V&E"

* Suecessfully?”

"~ They got thelr hoodle.*

“ And' where 8 it DO

* On the tg.”

« The tug which brought you Ilnere?"

"Wees."

“ Who did the job?*

* Fogarty, Plug and Big Schmiiiz."™

*“ A bad trio. Heaven help the vault door
which they tackle, Bem.*

“TiHey found somet.hmg behind that wault
door they scarcely expected, Count,” replied
Ben, in the same hard tone.

" Winat 7

*“The dead body of my sister Nana, and a9
Heaven hears me, I'll be reveuged 6ii the man
who did that foul deed.”

Ttie convict's face was deatiily pale.

It was plain to be seen that he was affected
too deeply for words.

" She was there, and she fell  out at Plug's feet
when he blew out the lock,” continwedl Ben.
“ That's the way of it, Gount—that's the way
poor Nana died.”

“fBem,"sadidl the count, eying the boy, “it
bai made an old man of you?"

w1 feel olidi™

*“ But what were  you doing there?*

* Don’t ask me.*

¥ Yon were not with the gang?”

« fgay 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."

* 1s tiiwre no danger of onr heing folllowed?"

# There's danger of our being folllowed al amy
moment, but I don’t think it likely we will be
followed umtil the gnard goes bis round again.”

" When will that be?"

* In about half an hour. Show me the way,
Benny; but there's one great big lion right
square in our path™

* What do you mean?”"

* Benny, I can't swim a stroke!™

“ Great heavens, you don't say so!" gasped
Ben.

He suddenly &to short, for they had been
walking back by the way he had come,

At the same instant & leud eheut wae heard
behind.

“ Great Cesar’s ghost! There's a hole in the
floor inLo the new sewer! The count has es-
caped!"

The cry came from & distance, but to Ben's
excited imagination it was bawied in his ears.

"Thoo late to arguo the ,yomt Doy hissed
the convict, * Ou, Ben, on!

They dashed down the SeweF together.

" There's a break op ahead mh;ke&" hreathed

Ben. * I've got to put out the
vDing-gdong! Ding=dinug! ong"
Suddenly the sound of the pns@n el Was

heard, dismallly rlngmg out upen the night.

* That's for me,” muttered the eount: ‘That
means an W

* Here's the hnesk.™

* Make a quick bolt acress it, Bem™

1 came near being caught here before ™

* Harkl They are ommg down the aewer
behind us, On,'boyt Onl*

Bangt B3

“ Hil Thore thoy gol™

Bang! Bang!

Lights fiaaied.

Shots came Fattiing down the sewer.

Just too late, mowever,

The lead ratyled against the bricks, but Ben
an@ fhe 600nt were under cover and out of sight.

'm afraid we ean'n make it, Benny," said
m@ €0URAt iR a hollow velce.
b 48 hep@ for the hest™

. “eAnd what am I to do wbon we reach the

:

* 1 can carry yom'™

* Never, Bapn!"™

*“ Yea, if you'll do precisely what 1

"Yon may rely on that. AN, the ﬁbmlb!
Tney are coming! Faster, hoy=ﬁﬁ§t§f!

Load shouts were heard behind them,”

The sounds of the running footsteps along the
gewer were plainer now.

All time for talk had passed.

It was the tinul struggle which lay before
them.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

There they go again, burn them!” breathed
the count.

* Here's the water,” whispered Ben.
out for yourself!™

“¥hat am 110 do?*

# Throw one arm around my body—so. Now
keep your mouth tight 8but and make 6 move
of any Kind, and we will rise as sure us the sun
te-morrow.”

I umderstand.”

“ Hazld on there, Coumt; you'll be dirowned.
You can’t escape us!” bellowed a voice close be-
hind them.

Now a light flasiieeid through the sewer.

* There's two of 'em!"” voared a voice.

Crack! crack!

Crack! crack!

The shots were rattling all around them.

“Jf you make one move you'll drown us
both!” whispered Befi,

“ Trust me, hoy."

** Now, then, here goes!™

There was a splash.

Ben had ilang himself fiat upon tbe water and
was swiimming.

With the grip of despair the count held on to
him,

Soon the water was all around them,

The light vanished.

The sounds were heard 419 more.

Was it moments or hours—years—cycles.

To the count it seemed as though untold ages
had elapsed between the time the water closed
over his head and that blessed moment when
Heaven's own fresh air struck against hiu face
again

Had he been umconscious?

Was he unconscious now?

* Count! Coumt!™

What is it Benny? Oh, Bemny!™

“ Look

“Qount! Couul! Brace up. Don't you let
go your hold!”

“ I—I'll do my best, Beomyy '™

Crack! Crack!

Baii¢#! Bang!

“@ut with the boats!™

* One of you gel over on the marshes!™

“|Lay dowm to the bridge there! Lay down to
the bridge, boys!*®

Lights were t!dsbhirg.

Shots whistled by them.

Voices were bawling all about ihem.

And mingling with it all, making the bhorrid
din more horrid still, was ihat jangling bell.

* Ding—dona! Ding—dong!” it rang out.

“Stumresledly has escaped!” it seemed lo say.

" “Somedbmdly has escaped! Cateh him! Km
im!"

And the count knew just enough to realize
thal the somebody fifl question was himself.

Bui even in that desperate moment, when he
gave up all thought of rescue, came the cheery
voice of the boy, Ben, in his ears:

* Brace up now! Drop fiflgt"

The count dropped.

Why, he was not in the water at all.

This was the marsh.

The tall flags were all around him.

Still tlie shots!

Still the voices!

What was all this?

Was he emmmmg. walking or fijying?

Everything seemed to be all mixed up, whcn
suddenlly a hand came upon bis forehead.

It was a cold liumd.

Somehow il seemed to the count like theband
of Death.

The drift of his thoughts may bé knowmn by tho
cry he gave.

“TRoke it off, Nana! Take it ofl!" he yelledi ™

He thought 1t was Nana.

But now when he looked it was only Ben.

The boy's face was bent down over his.

The boy’s hand was upon his forehead.

He was lying in the botteom 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 of spring.

And stranger than all the rest, it was broad
daylight.

That night of many horrors had gone, never
to return.

" Ben! Oh. Bem™

* How do you fieel now?" ngked Be!

*“I—I don't know how I feel, boy. H;n ]
been off the hooks?”

b Oh yes—for Houns!t™

olml
“ Yes.
“ Where are we”"

* Oh, we are up the marshes somewhere, 1
don't know just where we are.”

* Bat how came we here, Ben?"

By this.”

“ Bat (he boat! Speak out, boy! Did 1—did
you—-"

v+@h, I enrried \ynu—g}‘a& Intiim nod g™

“WNothing? B

“@ts, T don't know. Tbey chased me a long
time over the mamtm, bat I managed to give
tnem Llie slip al lsst.”

v Carrying me all the time?"

*@Curying you and hidiug. Doing the best I
could. Of course you know you're a pretty
heavy man to carry a long wav .at a lime,
Count.”

“[ should say I was—I—should—say—I—
was!” repeated the count, slowly. “Did you
steal 1he boeai?

“Wes."”

“ Wihere?*

* Old mill I struck back there.™
H * How far do you Imagine we are from Smake

i

“Mom‘t know, Count. I'm
bere, you know."

“ Nor L. But for that sneaking little crib 1
cracked in Jersey City, I shouldn’t be even as
well acquainted as I am. Ben, how did I be-
have?”

* What do you mezn?"

“\WHem I was under water.”

& Why, you did tinsl-mate at the ®fkatt Then
you begamn to kick and struggjle, and Llie result
was you pretty near drowned yourseif, and me,
tOO "

not aecquainted

“We had a tight squeak of it altogether,
then?"

" Very, and it ain't over ye*. They are still
after us, and are liable (o pounce down ou us at
any wsoment.”

“pamdl that’s the how of it, Ben?*

“ Count, that's @ill”

There was a certain dryness about Ben’s way
of 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 ean.”

“Ben, you are a brave fellow and that's all
there is to it,” suid the count at lasi. ** Vou
have saved my Ilfe und in saving il you have
saved your own.”

“ Why, 1 suppose they'd have killed me tco.™

“ Ywou don' understand and 1 cant wxplksim ™

“You look pale, count—are you bhungry?

» Yasa—mo—I can'i tell. Keep right on row-
ing, boy.”

They were in one of the mamy narrow water
ways which extemdl in ovory direction over the
vaat expanse of the Jersey meadows.

The count glanced down atthis convicl’s suit;
lie knew his danger well.

“Ben,* he said r.t last, " where were we to
meet them.”

“ At the old 3

“ 1 thought as m ‘

" Yes.”

* That was IaBt night, of course?*
o Crentrvimlly”

“ And there’s no telling in which direction Klie
old foundry lies, or whether we should find them
if we reached it."”

w All troe.”

« And these clothes! Oh, a man might as
well have a ball and chain to his leg as these
clothes,”

" Have courage, couny.”™

# By ihe living Cieaar! if anything would
make a fellow have courage, Ben, it’s to be willi
yon. Hold on! there's a railroad—a bridge—a
houge!”

It had all come in sight in an instant, for Ben
bad suddenly turned a bend in the siream.

“ Back! back!" breathed the ewumt.

Ben backed water,

In u few seconds the friendly reeds concealed
them again.

“Jidld up now. I have a plan, Bem.”

* What ia iLtf

™ You just keep mum. I'll have some atther
clothes in a moment. Oh, heavens! how weak I
am.”

It was with a great effort that be pulled off
the convict’s coal and trousers.

“~ Got any money, Ben?"

v A littie.™

“ How much?*

* Two or three delinng™

“ Hardly enough. Siill it may do. Let me
see—let me see. Kingsland—wasn’t that the
name?”

+ ] believe 8o,
once.”

]t was Kingsland.

Yon know I was only there
Now, then, go mivend,
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; g “H t thought of anythl 13¢ for the last | Prof. F , Mr. Plug Moran and Big Schmiiz
boy. Yon eay yes lo My y“gg, &nd 86 to MY Re two y:a‘;:?" o8 anyihing ¢lae for the “mmot%:ﬂ;yin l’t.he lll:lglght. bat wheugBen and

—that's all you have te de. .
hamg the discarded suit, he 8ung it aMORY

the 8. .
Then leaning over the side of the beat he w{}g:
ed big hands in the Water and theroughly wet
is head apd neek. . .

b %emmhile Ben rowed straight for the raiiread
19

Hﬂn&wégg. count of old to. be & mae of

i} Feaey d
’é’gfen the a;?;s p%ﬂees onfidence Eh That-

ever the coRvi §§E EMe he eon HB&} gLt ik
ina m?_mpn they were n; 9;3“ the qraw

tender’a |itde pouse npgz b ﬁ ge

Kenshck: Their

wﬁ?&fv” ‘ﬁ%ﬁ ggﬁs‘?e g { nd-
G@“ Heﬁg there, m& ghs lot” shopted e

BRE. " ,
T T
“I'ye met with e aceident ack here.”

" AR 20gidentl"

“ Yes, 1 wad in ewimmiug. | mapagey 19
wpset ray beat and part BT glgthes WDEH&E
the botiom. CoRki you supply me With a8 9
coat and 8 pair of breeehesd”

' Wall, | dup know 'bont that!"

The long, lank Jerseyman lopked very sus:
picious, nor was \hie expression ef his face lest 6
e ?l::t. i t00,” he added, wearil

o all my money 18,

" bat my friend here has a few dellars. We?h
give you what we've got il you'lli accommodate
me. Of course I can't do amy mere.”

They were at the foot of the sieps Row and
the count was about 10 land, but the mas waved
him back.

« Hold on unerel"

" What's the matter?”

» The matter ig, that there Was ap eseape
from Snake Hill 1ast night, and I believe you're
the man.”

* You're ofit Away offi" . ,

w\Nus sices.  You're the mam. Sheer oft. Bon't
you come here.”

+ DeD,"” whispered the connt,  you've gok the
revolver sLill?™”

o Ye&."

" Glve it to me.” .
| “Kor Heaven's sake, don't kill the peor fel=
ow!"”

“WNot if I cal help it, on a€6ouRt of yOUr pre:
judiices, my dear bey, afd for RO GIREF rewsen:
Give me the revolver, Bea? . .

Ben quietly slipped the weapen inte his band.
b TE@ bridge tepder saw the action guy darted
BCK- ”

p eeep ofiesh it here B “}I"E Rnled:
B e coupt whe fng of Rl
0 gil‘ﬁ?% e%gg%fvl?’ g &' éh anglseémetj
- gﬁ«% i 1 el APl he et of
o E}igyysﬁsa’ Ben sanid not see=ly' Rt
w g JvéF moved from his position in the bont,
et Cigeue’ HEMRRIY ofbdbssReyitLen sily thaskodle

aid "gié&aﬂiew cARaE evady dousdy thai he

g. T-él s S 10u@ Gatebys vz heg iron a door,
anlin&iénVifeRckRud ouicry, banging upon a door,
angolit leétenctrain thundered by.

Soow dfewr alrew thimtddtewasythe Delaware,
Lodhawotam &nd¥esteen BailrenadhthaschayFas
tontemplating& Western Railroad that he was
coAtempmeinl . later the count come bounding
dosvnrohersteps) aatill im 18 Spleralp ’_eirPunaing
doHe eneriedps, 8uitl lofokdsclotded dib¢ %.'.‘"!, :

Md'werrtiatl atheit il o8I RRGM kO 1 FBAEny 1O
chuckiad. tictt Nowv, shensiBes, 1% IORr, F0%ro
chTtiel boat shafothromgh Lhendradly BRY,QL  JhAY:
wehiteapotdtestisenhrough Ihe draw, and on tt}e¥
welittwystlesaiveedy now, and they could gee {0
a lmlgadilsﬁzicmedi/ noi/v,_nagidght'bey could see for
a Bmake Hilhseas In plai .

Thecomnli pak onpHi slgthes aod seized an
[13:Y A i
at T Hef man, Banny. 1 Sndil” d6v4F gt
ges Jo#, MFeWOFain, Benny. | shall never.fag
%M: ml, Wiy you Were'a new man sigh

-Ah! | wish you were a n ,manl si d
Belt. Shat np! Ng sentiment. Were'n bnnllgpoel.

Fategg (AZHOSE . e Tpvenall Bgem cropkp rap

[} f '
P a5 gk 185 oo Ko LR

of ‘yonsa, ¢aant,islaiesad Befere some relati
of 4y Box, rﬁ,""‘qa}F{HeGOB@n.Wﬁe“ you shishin
knomotheREDthie has come when you should

& jkhyon.
knav%;ggﬁeggé&} é{;‘,ﬁi&st recolleciion yon have

been asaocipsed Wik me and AT BarEienLye
be%f‘ﬁﬁ?@%@'ﬁ%ﬁ% thfaR Ry prrotars.”

"Did you ever stop to think why?"

“ Blast it, no! All came from Nana's getting

religion at that confounded camp-mectiug.”
» % Say nothing against Nanal®

w J—never! Far be it from e, Ben, for yoa
two are the childrem .of inv broiher—a bigger
scoundrel than 1 ever dared to be, bnt my broth-
er, still.”

Ben looked gloomy.

He had suspected thia for a long time,

There was nothing cheerful in having his sus-
picions confirmed.

“ So you are my uncle?

1 aim™

“ And yet you would have killed me, or Inave
let Prof. Fogarty or Plug do it, which amounts
to the same thing. Why was this?' .

* Why? Because you turued against us," raid
the bungllar, fiéiecedly. “ You and Nana left the
gang—you threatened to betray us.”

“ WedlY'H

* You know! But that’s all over, You bave
saved my life to-nlght. I shall save yours if you
do the right tthimg.

" Which iu your estimation js to reniain a
burglar.”

No; I don’t ask that. [simply ask that you
go away and leave us aloue.”"

“ | would have done it yesterday, but I will
not do it to-diay.”

“ Why mot?*

* | ahall never leave New York until L know
how Nana came to be in Lthal vault—undiil she is
avenged!”

Ben spoke with a fiieceness of feeling which
showed how deuply lie felt,

The count regarded him gloamily.

» | don't blame you & bit," he said, * but you
will raise new compilications i yom persist. You
must let that matter alome.”

“ You know she came ihere?*

wiit Of course uot. Haven’t I been two
months on Snake Hill? Didn't I strike it almost
ag soon as we came on from Chicage where
we’'ve beem operating for some years? Who
Knows that better tham you, boy?"

“ But you mggpect?*

“ I do?*

“tibow? Why?"

“ That | cannot tell youw,* )

" How came il that you in the penetentimcy
waB able to post the professor on the exact
money in Mr. Buckaloo’s vault—to give accuraie
directions for cracking a erib which you never
saw.”

» Who says I never saw it?*

*¢ Professor.”

“ Bah! Fogarty don't know everything. 1
did it, dido’t I?*

* You diidi*

“ Aod you, young man, I believe tried to give
the snap away. Hold on! Don't turm red—
don't demy it—don’t say nothing about it. I
don't want you to confess, and I don't want you
to lie.”

v | was going to say—"

* Don't say it. Look there!™

The Count pointed off Lo the left.

There upon tne margiesr, over near the Kings-
land hills, stood a large brick building, more
tham a mile away.

* The old foundry, by gracious!” cried Een.

* Yea™

* Do you Imtend to go there? But of course

yon do. There's no use of asking. I wish—-—"
* Winat?
*# That you would never see those fellows
again.”

The count laughed shortly.

* Now don't waste your eflonts trying to con-
vert me. IL wouldn’t be a bit of use."

* I suppose mot.™

"'A}mﬂ keep ou calling me'ccommt® like the
rest.’

" I ghall have to; &imce like all the rest 1 don't
knew your true name.”

* Don’t call me uncle—that’s what I mean,
It's all none of their business.”

" Very well. Shall we turn in here?”

“YYeen. It seems 1o lead that way. I thionk it
i8 the one we took before.”

* I don't remember, but we'll soon kmow."”

And Ben pulled aroumd into another marrow
arm of the llackensack.

In a few moments the reeds had swallowed
them up once more.

On am island in the vast stretch of muersinland
stood the old foundry.

Long since abamdonndl for the parpose for
which it was orginully built, thia minous old
structure had of late years become the resort ct
tramps and thieves.

It looked lonely and dismal encugh when

the countcame up in their boat the Bun waes
shining brightly wpom the sceme, giwikg it an
air of positive cheerfulness.

“ Go ou up there, Ben, and see how the land
lies,” said the comit. “TMHere might be Bume-
body else there, you know.”

Ben pulled the boat a little further to a place
where the reeds were still thicker.

“Suy here; [ won't be gone a minute,” he
said, jamping out.

He hurried up the bank and started over the
asghes which ocovered the ground in all directions.

He had not gone a great way whem curious
sounds were heard.

A eeries of explosions.

Then a puffing and snorting.

It suggested some unkmowm machine in ope-
ration, but when Bem looked in through the
sashless window, he saw that it was omly the
great Prof, Fogatty who was Lhe author of Lllese
strange sounds,

Stretched on the Boor were Plug Moran and
Big Schmitz, sound asleep.

Seated near them, with his back against the
wall, and his head hanging dowmn upom his
breast, was the professor, snoring lustily.

Beside him lay the canvas bag {nto which Ben
bad seem the burglars stwit the beedle stolen
from the vault in Boekalow’s bank.

The boy’s heart gave a great tound,

Although brought up among croeks of the
most crooked description, Ben had for some
time been trying to be honest,

It was getting to be am old fight between him
amel these rascals.

Was there a cliaace to score a polnt here?

Ben theught so as he Jooked.

Evidently Prof, FuFurly,, left to wateh while
the others slept, had {alien aplesp himself.

“ They shan’t have it if I ean pravedt,” mur-
mured Ben. ¥ It can returh that meney I'm
bound to do ji.”

He climbed softly in through the windew and
stole towand the sleeping man.

The sborting, putfaug and blewing esatinued.

Ben seized the bag and started fof the deer il
Lhe other side.

Ben had got the boodle; but what weuld be
1he result if one of this preeious trid showld Bap:
pen to awake?

CHAPTER IX.
THE DEAD ALIVE,

" WELL, what have you lesrned?’

“ Abselutely mothing.

* That's dissppaiintiog."

“ Yery—to me™
full;y gyou bave questioned the 6ld weman &are:
v i"worked over her for mere than nalf ak

heur:
" And the young diociord*
“ Received equal atiention.”
“ With equally unsatisfaetery resulisf

y
* Worse, it anything. ]
whatever ot of mym.-"" B Ledlld gt aoihnsy
" They are a strange pair.”
" Very.”

* They mast know something abeHt the Bisis

ness,

= It would seem g0, They managed the fipek
al; in fact, seem to have PBeR WMoal dckive 1A
the whole affair frem (hg mam&% be yoins

woman fell inte their Hznds.”
* What do you propese

LG o
lea‘;ﬂ’l@'g;XJSIt the eemetery and s8¢ whal &ff beé

" If the girl is dead and Buria ;
?ﬁo@w;téymglg, ean leath ahything W[?ﬂéﬁiagiﬁégf
* Possibly not, but 1 6aR igs; Moregyst, t san
arrange for a poat MOFtem, It RECE .
“ Yes. You cap do thal, @%I 8 Bfggk-
lyn inspector and have |t atiehdsd ?8 ? afge:
“Mbat Ican do and will. Haa ady 6he s66d
Mr. Bucialoo?”
- oot .
with‘ ﬁm”mm this morning, and bad a leng valk

“Jie h id e i i
e vault%? no iden how fie gir eame 1o B8 ih

“\Nome at all. He says he 15 Fuined By ihe
burglany, and offérs a éﬁtgs Faward i &ag! igs
moiry ean be reCOVErsd."
gi'i;l‘? Toes he koow anything at all abemt ihe

v Nt

" Yet I doabt "

e mhw'

" '
rohmmim.-" she knew all abent the Beheme to

" That's no preef,"



“Wo; tint there ia something elae.
What?"
“His bad character.™
“ah!  You know that¥”
“ Yes. | made some inquiries about the lnmk-~
or before I weut lo the meeting place last migiin
“ With whiat nesuit¥* L
w I'IE tell Jou later. His reputation ia shady
at the best. )
wmlll right. Go in apd win, Brady. Mean-
time 1'll lock Bp the ancient baby farmer and her
precious #on 0B & eharge of assauli with attempt
to kill.” .
“Good! Perhaps some confession ean be
wrung out of them. Ul 868 you seem again.*
Here the conversalion between Old Kimy
Brady and the peliee InSpesior eume to an end.
It was three o'¢logk in the afteFROen When the
detective left polige headquariars.
He left Mother Beezee and Br. Greensuygh be-
hind him.
Rube ﬁh@ Elaj was alse left 1o the iender mer-
cies of the peliee.
oid Kingpﬁrﬂdy had arrested hﬁithsr Beeseg
and the doctor gn SIXIh avgnas that emm?:
The instant Ol Kirg Erady s3% the pait he
oum upen H
P%br. Gr@@pneu&hg thtel 5%@8@‘ ggﬁggﬁgm, but wad
wickly evereom .
et 'if nggh@ hmy been 2 harb Matter bt fr
Rabe the Rai. . .
Mother Beezee flew 2t the deiective like a

“%ﬁ%i: Rube tagk hold-

1ie caught the old Wpinan aroupd the waist
una%eéa,% ye er gHY sHalS %8%8 ng%ﬂh
# 46260 BlOEkS ATAY- .

Of sourse » cfoWS gatbered 19 & MEnEnt.
i nl

s el Sl i
Later ig@g LA 3 .iig Headanariers
Wik i e
ing 1he mysiiie 8% m% Fhassitions Tle
wefe S ﬁﬂ'ﬁ : _ _

e clapk yagked af his Book:
A: 8 SHER gergﬁ?;u o erson re-

* b gvurlé Pé}e.%g Iigﬁg\% %Hg erson re-
fQF‘F‘ §uB‘t”.8F’:i9ﬁf§"ho ore named Morris
“;j E Lr you |‘nere waa no one named Morris

uried, hqresformed you at the start that I was
not 4dré binfigsmasetu at the start that | was
nogi iEidh Pradyespoke mildly.
0%’9 da i QuBragdie Brole wiikdlyrying bis best to
r

Sy {hes dhguaardd. was trying bis heal to

o, Betersbinel GHRDTAD Shou ngF s
T b Soial i M

to tell m i
Rere. %',i;n; LA RS i
P Fnere were three JORNG WOMER intevied
here early thie mwmﬁ:-- o
UL r—
I o'clock,"
" HHF the oersd- R

\ nd tho other at a quarter
tonte Hg %%lrﬂg %% HERS %n tho other at a quarter

toslemyga ajght o’clock one—who came with this

COi"gﬁ!ﬁ' eight o'clock one—who carT_\e”wiII) this
COEpq8are was an old woman with it.”
STAREE oNasefdold woman with it.
BENE ‘man ”!
§ aﬁeriaaw" o mat
u want,” mut-.
‘3‘3%8% what 300 want," mut-

) 14, e vey 388 18 iR the
JA o SOE ISR Here

Si5 - YQuye ok ¢
e e i

Egﬁrn@& ced. )
gu" il 6? a /ol w‘aﬂg 18 know3" he asked, is a
E&!@&H& 8?@?:2%% &%Fg?i mme fanasal.”
" Yol o W o, or | ahall make it wy
bugkn;;gg,gs gee that you are arrested inside o

an K.

Grumbliogly (be clerit pulled over a bex ef
papers.

Of course he fonnil the permit.

Equallly. of course, he had been bribed to hold
his tomgue.

He handed the paper out to the deteetive, whe
studied it carefully. .

The name was put down Hannah MerFis.

The permit was not signed by;Dr. Gresneugh,
ag thie detective had expeeted to see if.

To his great surprise the signature was that
of Dr. Sweeney, the well-known eorener and
politician,

"I wanl to go to the grave,™ the detestive
said, folding up ihe paper and putting it in his
pocket.

“Hiere, I want that!”

“$o do 1.”

1 Biu_(_T_'!

" You can’t have it, my frieandl”

" But 1 must, I shall lese my plice.” )

“Yon euw't have it. 1 wadt 8 g6 t6 (his
grave,”

*She's not buried in a grave.”

" Receiving weull®”

" Ym""

* 1 want to go to the reeeiving vaut.”

“Yom ean't.”

Y muost.”

“ You sihen’td”

1wl

The clerk was farious,

The detective was flim,

What was to be done?

He could not take the f¢llow by the neek and
ring the truth out of him.

Moreover lie was oil his own ground new and
could not arrest him without running (ke Fisk ot
trouble.

For a moment Old King Brady aud the efanky
clerk Btood staring at each othef,

Then the clerk suddemlly maae a dart inte @i
inside office and slammed the deeor. .

“ What's that mean?” mutteted the deisetivs

Iln slipped through Lhe door and glided around
the buillding. .

* This must he the window of thai reem,” e
muttered], pausing before a pait of elosed Hifnds:

Tie could hear the murmur of voiges behingd
the blinds.

Crouching down 8o that not even his shadew
should be seen, he crept under the window.

Evidently the window was open at the tep, feF
he could hear the voices with perfeet plainness.

One was the clerk's voice: the other was a
voice which, to the detective, seemed very fa:
miliar,

" He won't go away. I've got lo do sema:
thing,” the clerk said. )

™ You want to be very eareful with that meq,”
murmured! the other voiea,

* Do you know lim®”

" Ym_”’

“ Who is lhe?”

“ Old King Brady, the distectivg!*

“ The dewce?”

"* 1 knew him as soon 48 he spoie.”

** What's to be done®”

“WEait—let me think., If we'd omly haet &n-
other hour..”

" We must do something quiek. He's wii-
ing outside there.” .

“ Yes, indeed he is,” mattered the dsteslive,
“ They ljttle dream how mewr.”

Still he lstenad, ‘

He knew the other veiee REW.

It wag Dr. Sweeney, the @«wgﬂéf.-
d’l;lhe plot. had taken a dew and wholly ynexpast:
ad tarn.

The detective was uttetly at a logs to a6eouRt
for the coroner’s presence there.

There was no apparent reason why he sheuld
follow up a woman who was dead and buried
that Old King Brady could see.

Then came the voices mgain. "

“ Look here-—decide quick! He s wetiis”
the clerk was heard to say.

“dCan't you give him the wrong steeyr—1igke
him to some other grave?"

" N“--,.

* You must,
don't.”

" And you?" )

" I'm going through this window—you'll litnd
me at the vaule.”

** You mean Jo take her owt®"

* Yes, siree! They say she swallowed It, gnd
I mean lo know the trodh.”

“ Well, I'll do my tewv.”

Immediatoly the shutters opened.

Old King Brady hat bacely time to erawi

We'll all be in the jag if yow

around the corner of the building when a man
leaped out.

Had he been seen?

The detective did oot know.

He saw Dr. Sweeney, however,

It wes the Hatlem eoroBer and ine 6ne &l§6
who went hurrying off dewn the path.

Old King Brady'slipped inte & thiek elump of
buslies and atole after kim.

Beyond tlie bushes was a hedge.

Old King Brady crouched down and Fan flong
the hedge. )

He could tell by the ‘doctor’s feotsteps just
how fast to ge. ) )

** Wonder if the clerk thinhid I've given wp i
disgust and got out?" he thought,
_But whatever the clerk thought he made #e
sign.

Meanwhile Dr. Sweeney kept straight on.

Soon he turned into a cross-path and Old Kiing
Brady had to stop, for the hedge slopped.

lie now found himself put to it to keep in the
shadow and not be seen.

Still he managed it.
i Through wany winding paths the esrener ded

im.

They were approaching tho Ridgeweed end of
the cemetery,

Here graves were searee and (rees plaaty.

At last Old King Brady eaw ihe 8aroner piwss
before a very newslegking feeeivmgzva@ﬂl{ R6¢
far from the publie plet. . )

The detective placed himself behind a big trea
and watehed him,

It requirest no telescope to Ond out what ¥
Sweeney was doing, ]

lie sat dowa upon a big block of sloue and Jit
a ciirar,

“ Ne's waiting fer somebody,” theught Old
King Brady, .

Iie was glad of the moment to rest and think.

Of course to attempt to fathom the dostor's
motive was to indulge in the purest sUFMIse.

One fact, however, stood out in bold relief
from all the theories.

Miss Morris had swallowed something which
Dr. Sweeney wamted.

To get that something Dr, Sweeney propesed
to perform an autopsy.

There could tie no doubt of that.

But what was ihe mysterious semeihing?

gho mﬁs Dr.lSweenay wﬁltn]mg_{gaf?

of® the mystery eame in N94in.

Tired of walting al jast, @iegﬁms Brady began
Slowly ei-@mlmghg‘iﬁf ihe grass, NOT veALHMNG 39
mken as te lift his head.

In tliis way he continued to get around be*
hind the vsult,

Here he made a discovery on his owa aceount.

The bank against which this and the eilier
vaults—for there was a row of them—ywas H8ing
built, had been dug away ill order te givaniy
workmen a heller chanee to operate.

It was intended to fill in over Lhe newly con-
structed vault.

Not only bad this not yet been dene but the
stone work of the vault was still nneompleted,

There was a wide open space in the wall over
which a thick piece of canvas had hung te Keep
out the rain of the niglu before, ) )

Wondering If Dr. Sweeney knew thig Old KSis)\
Bx]:ldy softly loosened the canvas and pushed |
aside.

The way lay open to him now.

Feeling pretty cerlain the door must be Josk:
ed or the coroner would have gone in, Ol¢ Kig
Brady erept into the vault.

It was pretty dark here, .

Still there was light enough to show Old Kim
Brady that only one coffia was iu plaee ip 1
niches. o

He knew that it must be the goffin containing
the body of Lhe unfortunate girl,

What was to be doie? . )

While Old King Brady stoed pondering. it
seemed to him that he heard & eurious Fusting
sound in the niche whieh eontained the eotin.

Wag it faney?

At tirat lie thought so, then all at onee &imé
another sound which told him that it was net;

Proceeding unmistakaibly from the eotfin c3ing
a low moau. .

It brought ghastly thoughts to Old King
Brady.

But it also aroused him to Instant setiei.

Was (he dead alive?

Did that cotlln contain a living instead of a dead
body?

Old King Brady seized hold of it and dragged
it Softly out. .

All doubt vanished on the iinstant. .

Again came (he m@ﬂnmg Bownd, and tee dis-
tinetlly to tie miikumderstoad.

It required moie strength tham the sverses



16 OLD KING

BRADY AND

THE BLAEK DEETORS BLEY.

mnm possesses Lo get that coffin down upen (e

WL ©ld King Brady did jast thie.

Clutehiceg one end of ity e gr@w it gently out
of the nicbe and allow
down the wsli opon hie kee

In this way be managey 59 lsmr it to the fiapr
of the vault.

?ﬁll it was not secomplished Without seme
neoise,

At lost the coffin slipped and fell a few inches.

Oid King Brady listened breathissaly.

Had the coroner meard?

It so he had not heeded.

Again the moaniug acund, louder RoW and far
more distimct.

Ready for instant sction in gase of BUFPFige,
Old King Brady drupped dswn veside the eeftin.

Out caine & 56TeF dFive

In & moment the eoffin ue wae rajsed.

» Heaven help this peer ereaturel’” murmured
the detectiive.

There was the mysterious Womas \R black lw—
ing before him—he knew her at 8 glanee.

The eyes were opem and Staring, ot the light
in them was the light of madness.

Buried alive)

What more horribie it

Strong men have besm driven mad by faF leas

@I ng Brady b-ht dewn 3pd Faised her

“ Great § ?gy & 3 'F

Sual«!awly me vsyi; ooF m Hgﬂ gpen letting
in 8 foed of &6
\ ‘meri §i99d oFener Sweepey and 2 il map
D B1ag!

The sight which met their smm&h&@ %m
was the deteeiive kneeling beside th

He had partly raised the reeumb&m mrm and
bad one arm around her while the oiher grasped

a cocked revelver. "
“Sanll back! Let ne ope interferel™ he

shomtedl. * I propese to save the life of thig
poor gird or perish in the attempt!®

CHAPTER X.
STARTMNO DEVELOPMENTS.

“ qu.m?*
“Tam}

i ;'JB“ ¥ BE@H gone o Hhundering while
mg g‘gsrﬂgwas ﬁo ngeg Onealtg“'w%l‘}ti;@ been

h] at have you been
0

mnde some trivisl exeuse.

It seemed to satigfy the conmt, however
That noted Chicago burglar was iu & mmeﬂ-
larly pliant mood just now.
“ Are they there?"
* Yes, and a8
“ All bande?

“\Aeeg. "

w The eem is glear, thenl™
“ Qv‘v; u p:f” the beat in 2MORg the reeds here
The esgum leeg@a‘ ot and began o dray the
boat up 8n the "
“1 vge IQMGB that,” gmﬂ Bsn carelewly.
w u § 8 hene gst
The eonpt laaked gt } @l;eg %ﬂ%BBSIéHSLL
‘Whyiﬁsn oW pale you sref. he aai
" W‘Y I'ye lissn Pareﬂgﬁ' EngHEh | mage me

feel 98 pate
" Soba ﬁge » wplecling wrerch ) am nol
%8 %\YES I’Ib@gfi at out of Lhe water altogether

i n&?ﬂ eHb phddig water altogether
1Eﬁp f}v Iépﬁﬂé it‘&rf@&dﬁp the bank.

ont

wrel
wre

ydod fife Bunlible.
°§ A4k ‘hfg‘b%dJEﬁéfBéumdlbla
&E@ia‘ﬁ ripi#dhed the count.
vu i

“&ptnpus, but I'll give him a
a grampus, but I'll give him a

row the revolver which Ben had given
%{? eriféﬁlh?ﬁd"(wré‘e Ben had given

tﬁé%’d&ﬁn%’é@nﬁd@nd a scrambling

¥°l ggg the snoring ceased and a scrambling
ning hige blazes! Ia it you!" ealled

'mﬁ' ”'Bﬂélgbfh‘l"l)yb Shrinds Ht Whe?sashléad

eariug at tbe sashlesa

W'“ old pro%essor of the art of bnr-

wlary, Oﬁ Pakve, "arérietl e

66 L V‘W aﬂf‘/&ol Br2P) g Dirghrthe
é’o ﬁn@%rD“tCh

Fo arLy.

Ees we Fogarty.

le mnn' eried

pgn?" cried

“ m i?%?&%\@@m

g‘% %i?a

m@- emer eny 19" glive.

“ Count!” gasped Plug. * Well, by Gosh!*

* Where's the bag! Where’s the bag!” rear:
ed§-Fogarty, running wildly ahout the imcie-
sure.

« Vat de deuce! You don’d ves ge {mmphmg
apout like a_chicken midont no head for med-
nigs,” cried Big Sehmitz,

But tbe quicker Plug save a,groan of dismay.

« You long nosed Mick! Dou't you dare tell
me the boodle is gowne! Don't yom dare!” he
roaredl,

e Burnmg blue blazes!

8l e
L E‘aﬁlﬁ Fh %vlé%ﬁ "
u@y *hs ﬁwsn 't beep asleep 3t iy

|

gsﬁ %H' ﬁw&%@s; Jret Eh% W;Mw i
W WOmEnS t Lsr& Wi “&em%ls

&99%) sgsr elopped 19 inguire how the eount
} Was nemmg but bag=hoodie and besdie=

earwhile Ben sank down in 8 £ rnﬁr ap4l lay
msrelks one il beaten oot 88 indesq he agiy:

rotesied by all thal Was geed
@Bhgd HG\Y@F gl9§ g% %;,@ §
he eeunt Be dly eontraiy
" He was 8ROFiRg lullk@ 8 Blﬁ
%hsn me and Benny same up the Hs 'asm&

« Then there wae every chanee for same fel-
ler to eueak in and grad the bag," Plug de-
clared

They went at it hammer and tongs.

One tliing Bem niviiced.

The count made no mentioa of his having been
there alone beforo they came up t@gether.

Now exciting a8 all this was—| it Was nene
the less exciting to Bem lham the others, tired
Nature proved too mueh for the boy.

He found himsglf dropping oif twice, and by a
mighty eflort roused up again,

But there came a third lime Wher he did net
rouse up.

Although he knew his life was in the greatest
danger Ben went fast agleep.

He never knew how long he had elept, but
what awakened him liually was some one shak-
ing his arm.

» Ben—oh, Ben!" bresthed a veice in his ear.

Ben startedl up all in a tremble.

There was Prof. Fogarty bending over them.

The others were nowhere te be seen.

« Say, Benny, I want to speak to you. Wake
up. my bey!"

e onhemv.

M m

w Ah! I am in the old foundry stilll 1 dream-
e —

“ Well, welll What did you dream, Bemny?
What did you dream, tad? That you lound me
boodle bag?

Ben gave a start.

‘¢ No, I didn’t dream ihat.”

* 1 was in hopes you did.”

* No, Idreamed Nana was aliwe, ™

v« Ah, poor Nanal A fine girrul! A
girrul, me byel™

Ben staggered to hig feet.

* Where is the count and the reat?*

* Sure the count and FluYj is tarking over in
wan of thim little aheds outside there,”

* And Datch?

“ He's gone furder up de island to see if anmy-
body’s coming. We are all alone, me bye=—all
alone. That's why I waked yoa wp,”

* Because yon wanted to talk to me?”

“ You're right I dot™

* ILknow by your face, professor. I eam dl-
ways tell when you've somuhmg on vour mind.”

“ Well, I've got a bl% something new, lid.
Something as big an’ no igger than a bag, will
$%0000 boodle into it. Dam what*a de maiter
wid me.”

Ben waB silent.

He began pacing the iy,

" Benny—Benny, lag!™

* What io it?*

“1'm golng to do you a big fewsr,”

o ‘WE "

“ They are plotting agin yon."”

" The eount?*

“A\n’ Plug."”

" That's an old sttery.”

“ Ah, but they mane to make it a few wan
failth—they mane to do you up now."

* No! Not the couny?

It was here a minake

amﬂ hefy iﬁ

fiime

" Yes, just the connmt.™

» Bat 1 have just saved his life.”

* Bah! What does he care for thai? Yeu
don’t know him as I do, Benny."

v Well, I guess I cught to.”

* Come with me and listen and see if you do.

“ Where?*

Fotartw pointed through the opem door to a
little'brick shed In the rear of the toundry.

vz Tmm .'l

* Are they there”™

“ They are.”

* Come omn.”

* Now it'a a big favot I'm doing yon, Benny.

" What?"

“ To put you on to this™

v And?

* | expect you to do as much for me in re-
torn.”

* I don't see how I can do yon any favor.

" Arrah! an' the time may come when ye can,
lad. The time may come.”

Ben looked aa he felt, very much troubled.

He followed Prof. Fogumy out of the buiiding,
howewer.

* Did you find the bag?" he asked, iumocently,
as they crossed the opem space which lay be-
tween the foundry und the little shed.

* No, Benny, 1did oot fimd the hag.”

«) heard you talking about ir as I fell G&lm

“Y¥es; [ believe I did mentiom it,” said
Fogarby, dryly. “NNot another word now.”

He led the way round the shed,

Aa he walked on tip-ioe Ben followed his ex-
amplle.

Now came a similar discovery to that of Qld
King Brady’s at the receiving vault,

The wall was all crumilling away.

Holding up his finger, Fogarty Look his pesi-
tion under the break.

* Listent Listenl" he breathed.

* 1 tell you we've got to do him up!” said the
voies. of Plug Moran,

4 Who says 207" asked the Coom, smeeringly.

* 1 suy sal*

* And I say mot™

“ But Bnckaloo says ‘yes.’”

Here was a revelation to Ben,

Mr. Buckaloo, the plundered bawiiwr, on intl:
mate terms with tlie gang!

lie wag amazed.

The intimagiom he first had of the robbery
came from visiting tlie premises ope merm i
short time previous in the epinpuhy o PioL. Fe-

a;‘ty and Plug.
here they had met the janiter ef the build-
mg In Jaunisee Couft throush Which they escap:

This man was Fogarty’s cousin.

He seemed to have the ram of the buildings 6n
the Court, and took the butglars dewh inie
Buckaloo's bank by way 6f (16 £88f.

Now this visit accounts for the kaowiedge Ben
possessed of the plot,

The Jamey Court janii:er poIRtdA out ihe
closel. door commumicaling With {he pext Bullﬁ

ing, and gave them a key of the autar desr 8

said building, to lig'usel) iy ease efr ﬁ'i. eméfgéﬂév
Plug took the key,

Next day it was missing,

He never dreamsdl that Ben, who hag been his
pupil 1o the art of picking poe \m% hag taken it.

Yet such was the faet, andl the hae e made af
it the reader kBaws,

Thus, having assisted [n all e eldborate
brised Lo hear Plag spean i LBk B Uk
loo had known Nilg 2 h?%ﬁm £%% k. Bcka

And while somelllllng of thesd theuphis were

flashing mm Ben’s mingd, tl % convéraation
behind the wall wugs going stFight 6
“WEdll, it strikes me I oHEHT (o Em 86 8:

thing to say about thiﬁ;" iii the eouht.
boy is my nnp'hw I gdeas,”
* Guess he is’"

¥he

“/ks he to b i i

conls e o be slaughtered witheut my being
“8Blaughteredl What do veu waht te use

;:?:t & word for? He'y Be ﬁ%"e up hice and
~ | object,”

“ He betrayed g

“Viou don't know it;
admission, you don’t kh&?ordiﬂg 1o your 6wn
“ We have every reashn {8 Baligve "

:‘2, r;my be trueJQLill'ﬁé‘é fﬂg @ﬁ -
“And you are ane 6f us:. Y6k AV %B ]
obey the orders of the heas;

“1 don’t know whether I will oF net. HeW
came Nana in the vauii?®
te‘l Bleat if 1 know., Buekaleo ean provably

“It'sa atrnnge buginass ¥
“ Very.”



o LDKIKGNBRADY AND

THE BLACK DOCTOR'S PLOT.

* Where's the bhalyy*

* In the hands of Mother Bwewme

“TTwen all is arranged?

™ All arranged to wipe out that branch of tihe
family at one sweep. You're to put in your ¢laim
and scoop in the [moyppentty.™

* And divide a million with the gang. It's
hard!"

" Hard! What in Whunder!™

: 1t's mine anyhow when they're all dead, aim’t
it?

“ Count, you're the strangest feller in tihe
world. Yon wouldn't have known nothing at all
about it if Buckaloo hadn’t looked it up for
you.”

*“ Well—well. Never mind. When is Buekaloo
to be here?

* Oli, along toward noon, Thunder! There'll
be a row when he fimds the boodle’s gone.”

* Strange about that busiwess™”

Nothing strange about it!" hissed Plug. <1
could explain it blameu quick.”
“ Hiow?*

“ The professor!™

“ What! Yoa don't think be took it?"

“ I'm blamed sure he did. The row he kigked
up was all put 0. He never went to sleep at
all, but he did Lidle the bag while I was snooz-
ing, worse lweck.”

And all this came into the ears of Ben and
Prof. Fogarty as plainly as into those of the
count.

Ben could fesl Fogarty’s grip upom his arm.

He could almost hear the professor thimkimg
“urmiing blue blazes. ™

v\Neary well, Plug,” said the count, after a few
moments’ silence. It will hase to be as you
say.”

“1 tell you there's no help for iit”

“Nome. The boy must. die.”

“Hut what's to be done about tills boodle?
Buckaloo will be here, and ——*

Ben heard no more afler that.

Proff, Fogarty pulled him away then.

He never spoke, hut hurried Ben acress the
open space back to the old fouudry and around
behind it where, unless there should be a tegular
search made for iliem, they were not likeiy to
be observed.

Ben wondered what wad comimynext.

He found oul a8 86on a§ Fogarty mﬁped,

« Benny, did you hear’" breathed the profes:
sor.

n le’h

" Have Fdone you a big faver, er haven't I

* You Inzve.™ .

* You and me was alwafa firemds, Beomy,*

» Always got aleng well enough, professer™

" D'ye think I'd be after letting them de ye
up, bye?

Ben was sillent . .

;Let me tell you the Ceunt i8 yeur ungie,
an —Al

“ 1 know all that."™

“ He towld you?"

“ Yes."

“Iv's a shame! You're a brave lad. Where
would he find another what wud ge up @muy
sewer at the risk of his life to save him from g
]llg?" \

“ Tnere are_ aijhers.” ) ,

“qTeet him find 'em! Let him Gnd ‘em, | say!
But they shan’t kill yer, bye. We must wemdk."

“ I'm nrendy.”™ . X

Prof. Fogarty’s voice dropped inte & FHine.

“ Say, Benny, 1 did yer @ big laver: N I'm
39”1' ) %; wan of you."

« It was vou who ik that bag’*
i gp»

“ Yes; 1 know yer. 1've not been Walchi
your face for nothing. Give it up te me, that
a good lad. Give 1t up and we'll divide”
o For a momert Ben looked steadaly at the Pre-

380T.

“ Come!” he said at Irs "

“ Sure an' 1 will, Ceme op. Come opl*

Without speaking, Ben led the way doRR 't\ﬁ
banik to the reed growa channel behind Hhe 8
foundry.

_Prof. Fogarty was trembling With expeeia:
tion. L

From the start it hed been his h{lé{éqff&’ﬂ )
sieal the bag if & good eppertimity gkerey.

Was such an opportunity sloge at hand.

“ Where is it! 1 don't 8ee nathing of it hie
breathed, as they neared ihe hgqf%-. ,

“ Brofessor, I did take it. ] o8 QB%BH G
and 1 walked off with the B&g,. g i&f q-. ou

"] kpowed W That wasH't the Rh HMe Y24
8 P there.”

“ Where is 1t?  Where i8 it, g%

*“ Hold on! 1 took it because I am trying to
be hnimest, 11—

¢ Honest me eye! The bug, bye! The lneg!™

“Hieanse 1 was determmiimedi to {ake tack the
plunder to Mr. Buckaloo——"

“NMadfl® Yer niad! Buckaloo is wan of ws!
That job waa all amranged.”

1 know il now, and knowing it don't care
who has the ‘hoodle.™

“Then give it to me. I'll take good care of iit.
Burning blue blazes! I'll build seventeenr hun-
dred and fifty churches and live honest till the
day of judgmeat, so I will, if yit'll only give me
that bag.”

* You shall have it. 1 want nothing more to
do with it, I found the bag in your charge aud
1 give i§ back imto your atfamge.”

* Warruds! Wurruds! Too many wurrudf.
When the count eddicayted you it wasa bad job.

Gimme the bag and no more tark now. I want
the bag!”

Ben sighed and led Ube way back ameng the
Lall fHegs.

There waa no sense in his risking life to take
the plunder from one member of the gang and
give it to another.

“Thsare iL is, professor,” he said, peinting to
the boodte bag which had j'.st come into view
lying iil a slight depression in the marshy
ground.

Prof. Fogarty pounced upon it.

“ Arrali, you darlint!” lie cried. * Sure, 1
have you now. Benny, lad, sneak aroumd there
and get the boat if ye can. We'll light out
while there’s time, andt—— Och, murther! Oh,
Lire thafe—oh, the Uinfe of the warrald!

" What's the matter?” demanded Ben.

For Prof. Fogarty, opening the bag while
speaking, suddenly gave a cry of dismay as he
held up one of Lne packages of bills.

“Matter! Why, it's no money—it's gueer!”

“ Queer?*

*“ Ay, queer, lad! We've been fialt—sueked
in—deluded, so we hawe! It's alot of Jnmaey
MeGroaty's ould queer, what hain't seem Die
light of day this ten years.”

And Prof, Fogarly just laid dowm om the
ground and howled.

But he quickly rocovered himself.

The howling process was too dangerous.

Hastilly he examinedi the contents of the bag
as lie had not thought to do ou the previous
night.

It was penrlfectly evident that a trick had been
played upon them.

Instead of good memey the bag was stuffed
with counterfeits.

Al least 50 Prof. Fogarty declared.

The burglar was farious in his rage.

He seemed to he suddemly peized with the
idea that Ben was responsiivle for i,

" Yatt little snoozer!” he yelled, turning swd-
denly upon the boy and 6eizing him by the
threat.

It was a serious business.

Fogarty’s long (fimgess were choking him.

Ben yelled murder.

Then suddenly the bushes parted and there
stood Plug and the ¢ount,

* Help! Help!” bawled Ben.

“Let go, you fool!™ hissed the Coumt.
" We've been watching you. Let go and we'll
settle it. Now’s as good a time as amy to Kill
this boy.™

And thus speaking, Ulie Count drew Ben’s own
revalver and ihrust it in the poor boy's face.

CHAPTER XI.
“* MAD, MY LORDS! wnaml*
o Bacid™
ek k—kill him!  Kill him.eor hell kil
us!"
»Hock! Back, or I fire,"” regmated Old King
Brady.

With one arm still around the moaming girl,
the detective thrust his revolver toward Dr.
Sweeney and his zempanion.

It was a desperate situation,

Sweeney had drawn a pistol even as lie burst
jnto the vault. i

Three times lie snapped it at the deteetive,
hawling out every sort of vile imprecation apoh
him ag'he did so, but for the excellent reasen
thmt the bold coroner had neglected: to pi ear-
tridges into the chamiers, Live revolver declined
te ko off. i

The detective could have shot him a dezen
times if lie had wanted to.

But Old King Brady wes net that kind of &
mam.

He wanted to save life now, and this Was his
enly thought.

Get hack!” chimed in the tall man.
pisioll of yours is no good.”

Tins was at the very start.

As the detective drew his revolver the man
ran out of the receiving vault.

Bnt Dr. Sweeney held on and tried it again.

Them it was thati the detective shouted.

“ Blame you! I'll get square, Brady!” tiawled
the coroner.

He filung the useless revolver at Old Kimg
Brady‘s head, and bolted through the vault door.

Slam, bang went the door.

Dr. Sweeney could be heard locking it.

Did lie know how the detective managed lo
effect an entrance?

Evidentlly he did not. (or tirem Old Kir.g Brady,
lifitimg the groariug girl from the coffin, pushed
aside the canvas and stepped out, neither the
coroner nor his companion were there,

" Oh! oh! Save mel"” moaned the girl.

She did tt#l Beem to be more tham half con-
scious,

When Old King Brady spoke soothingly 10 her,
she kept right on calling lor him to save her,

What waa 10 be done?

To returm by way of the cemetery gale was
only to court trouble.

With the girll il his arms, Old King Brady
plunged into the wood8 bekindi the vauli,

No sign of Dr. Sweeasy or the tull mam yet,

But before Old King Brady had gohe far, te
mystery of Uleir silence waa explained.

Boo—ivoo—woot"

Suddenly a hoarse barking was heard.

There wus a rustle among the underbrush be-
hind him.

* Sweeny’s bloodhound
murmuredi Old King Brady.

{le had knowmn Dr. Sweeny slightly for some
years.

Now it suddenlly Hashed over hia memory that
ihe doctor was a noted lover ol dogs: that he
had exhibited a magnificent Siberian blood«
hound in ihe dog show the year ljefare,

Was this dog wiih him now?

Again came the haying, as if in answer.

Something must be done insitantly.

Old King Brady Biw that.

He laid the girl down upom the jrass, and,
drawing his revolver, stood wuiling.

The harking comie again.

So did the biloou-limum],

Theri* was a deep bay and a sudden rush.

Out of the bushes Lre dog came bursting.

He stood as Mgh as a calf as he twewnded
towards Old Kiiig Brady, liu. he lay as law as
ever a dog lay a moment later on,

Bang!

Stiaiigtitt, af, the bloodhounds eye the deteet-
ive’s aim was directed.

The dog gave one wild yell and leaped high in
the sir, dropping dead al the detective's feet.

v Great Scort! He has Killed the dog!” shiout-
ed n voice back among the trees.

*1 may as ivell make a clean sweep of ikt
multwered the detective. * 1 can't and 1 won’t
be chased by those two men.”

He dashed back in the direction of the voice,
firingz a8 lie went.

He could hear them rnnnine, but somehow did
not manage to get a sight of them.

in a moment ne was In sight of the receivimg
vault asain.

Dr. Sweeney amd his compamion were not
there.

“Thesy'we lit out,” thought Old King Brady.
“ ]t was enough for them ithat the dog gol a
dose of cola "lead. They didn't care for one
themselves.”

He hurried back now in the direction from
which he had ceme.

The girt was silll there.

She was sitting upon the grass looking wildly
aroumd.

“Hhusii!™ ehe whispered, holding up her fin-
ger. “ Hush!

Old King Brady stopped.

* Do you hear 'tlhem?" he whispered.

“1 Lear a million voices!™

She spoke in low, aweet toues, but strangely
tinged with sadness.;

*1 hear a million voices; they are wiiisyperii
all aroundl me! The air is full of them. 'l'hng
Boy: ‘Nama! Napa! Why didn’t you stay in the
grave?”

* Mad!” murmured Old King Brady,

She caught the word.

Staggering to her feet she faced him and be-
gan gesiicula‘'ing dramatically.

v Aye! mad, my lords! Mad as the hare in
March! Call in the chef. Letthehmrethe kiil-
gd? Let us nil feaRt upna the bores.”

* There, there! You #ire nervous!” wilispperied

“That

Mage, by thumder!”
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BRAPY AND THE BLASK DOEFOR'S BLEr:

the detecilve trying to take her aim. Ceme
with mel”

But Nana drew away. i

vs Boness!!" she shrieked. “hones! A wilder:
ness of bones lies all about us. Let \em be
bolled and given tolthe dogs. Ha, ha! The seven
wise men call me. I must go.” .

" Yes. Don't you hear'them hellering ¢
therei™ aaid the deteetive. “Cune, 1A d@af
Come! I the seven Wige mea want ns it WAUld
be very impolite for us to refuse te ge-*

She assented to this, .

Taking her arm the deteclive burvied her
through the wooul in the %am@ring ghadews.

What had bccome of thelr pursuers?

He could neither hear nor see thei, yet sgme:-
how he felt certain Lhat they were pursuing bim
alill, ]

“ Don't_yon remember me? Den't you kRew
who I am? he asked \he girl as they hurried on.

“ You are the knight ef the gsl £R Raldeid;
you rescued me from the temb." .

“ You had & hard time there, my peer child:™

« Hard timel No. The 8e¥en Wise Men came
and told me steries.” . N

«Hte, theral Bon't exeite yourselk”

« Never! 1 am awfully and herrﬁi%. calm,
Each one sat op his eeffin and told hie oA
siory. " .

“"Were th@yvinm%%&i Ll ,

“ No, dry. Very dry. Oh {!eaﬂ, “‘W’%J geefh
able to walk amy more, uRd I can't 1§ s

“ Yeu are weak. Here, let gy ST

« That is Fight. The true knight @ EF %?Fg
his faire layde. Ha! ¥ou are rather gig Hr
knight, anid your nese 13 alw seLher 100 19ng-
No, yon are Aot hardsome.

&H{‘ insane
persons, sleep seemed t9 some UPOR Her iy:

might d8: . )
Hhoe sne went 19 sleep Vhile the deiseiive
HUHBE Rg- pot gone far before he came to the
iHf (BRCe NRHi&IPNSurkjuiafotadie cemetény tiod
ﬁi@h 6P foelil 60 Lhler RiURGwothE sidemetery of
150 CyasTngR npah v RGP oDe Sidkere was no
ate W6 hel88ei! to climb, und ihere was no
g dOKfmgeBrady placed his burden on the
gradd dpadwaitdto workdtoliee buinen conld the
@doars, and went to work to see what coutd be
doThere wonld have been no trouble in his climb-
Ingrdve faneemlan® been no trouble in his climb-
inBuhetforigeta fdige Ma girl over was noother

Pr0 4 ho Pudiad pliie WhGrdTnetbe e

lel:’g rolgen, pd with some little trouble
®’ 8] qmw_here_ olne of ihe
Tabe, HEiadd i Sgme e
Wfdwie lbﬂre@gh blinfdlt 86tryait, through
7 ohl “‘ 5o 0e iMoo try it.
0 g'%f < 'Es e olahuge stone flang by
ﬁg ] T peilay R BBK RO
he dlg "ete ilvdg £$10 Se o thd bbb 1ASh e Yoot
nm:‘g&g'%%ﬂ?d'rlfob{f’,a'k‘ol-%&{‘ﬁeif"ﬁ?:

8t al}

8he speke drowigly- Aa With M
SO o1 King Brady Jified her 1p e aFme he
m’é ﬁrepp@aﬁp&&%e §L8b‘|' er }H?ﬁ 8 2@‘."5{3

0
oot By
andf’ .
Sweeneys auddenlyeomiag into flew fram amang
theet . sudde I)i com&nﬂ into view from among
th&hecball manr}o lowe: 'im.'

Hie face was w;amizhﬁhﬁ"umph-

Hik told: yoss Irnamal dgidh. triumph.

« Ansldl yidotcboliew yoo:

* Ryel donritts biaipecd9ad? -

* I'lle tébhyau imsjuet @agominnte,” raid Dr.
Sweeteyiedietydin o yor thonboyinhtbe dalrcti.
Svidenmp disca disrple) @XRBIDSAL0B 8 deeponites!
thitetmdetectivefwna aotideetbn, and reported
that filee ieteaiw estannadi”dw@dsaid. * You did
youH work walk” stunned,” he said. " You did
your At 4siable to revive at any minute.”

“ Xp4, iBlede undeliovcnst fresh romuever. 1

pow diimngfald. arfhoheatawithestinadivesenin'y

Qo lorigetie Old KimgcBrady) thndelisetiveili't
1U it Flpw 6ty (1! dvéing b real puthe tizifethiroall.

ig NERM 1§3Edai thidw gmeo ot mbdél thiwd Uigir
§£ Uginfa Mdndes caboan dyowrd revolvert-
mt@ StRel talPHRger about yoar revolver!

M el

MRS I thought Iloaded it and
ull. T thou

‘!n ht I loaded It and

¢ unfortunate.”

ot B H[unate.”
A

'i-obnbg1 the same revolver in his
0 1@}; 56% Jiu WNE dariement ingdis
ot S SACated Whidnay gt wer,”ago.
--E‘ﬂ 8 Emmeamﬁ. Do yowwiate to kill
e were both scared. Do yoa want to Kill

bims,
=29, Ipdeed?’

* [ thought’ mot.™ .

* Suppowe you try t—murder ia mere iR your
line than mine.” . .

* Thank you for the compliment,” replied the
doctor, dryly. *Imay have sent & few pest
wretches over the greai divide s my time With
the wrong medicine, bat it was done wilhent
knowing il. . I'm Dot a professional murderer, i
you please.” ,

* He ought to be put eut of the way. He's
mixed ap in our matters.”

* You can do it. I'll hold my tengue’™”

“Ha! No. Not much, doc. I'm not feel
enough lo pat mysell in your power. [ know
you too well.” )

They talked fnriher, but neither of them weuld
take the. respomsivility of killing ihe detective:

As & comprowise tbey carrried him baek
auiong the bushes and there Hung him dewa.

Old King Brady never meved.

“Iit wae a bad blow,” mutiered the deetor.

v I wouldn’t wonder if after all he died. But
come, we've fooled with him long enough. We
must get back to the girl.”

And they hurried off through the woods.

When ihey came to the place where Old King
Bradly had ieft Nana, they found her lying upon
the grownd fasi asleap.

Titis, however, they did not understand at all.

‘They Believed at ihe staftt and ihey believed
gtilt that the girl was dead.

“(ome, let's carey her on te the bupsee-
quick!” mutiered the doctor.

He seized her by the shouiders, but drepped
her before his companion coufd take her feel.

¥ Great Scott, man! she's alive!™

¥ You dou'i mean it!"

The tall man staggered back.

i Shie ie™

* Gonfound the lueik!*

» She's only asleep," chuckied the doeisF, Whe
seemed to see something very funhy ip the sug-
prise.

¥ It can’t be’*

e 1 is, vbough.”

-—lﬁu];__ "

« Blast it, mae! There's ng but abeut it: The
irl is simply alive, Don'l you euppeae 1 kagw?"

v Alive or dead, the job bas got te be deng.
Here, help me, Jim!*

Dr. Sweeney caught the shoulders 2nd held en
this time,

The tall man took the feet.

Together they carmied the npipftUmate girl
througih the break iu the fence, and found them-
selves alongside the tracks of the Mumhattan
Beaeh railroad. -

» How far are we from Mother Beeseq'al"

It was ihe stramger whe put the questien.

Dr. Sweeney laughed.

¥ Only a little wuzy.”

" Down the treck?™

" ‘Ym_" .,

=] shall be glad when We Bet there—sghe's
thundering heavy. Come on.”

* You expect to limd Mother Beezee at her
country seat wailing for uwa® .,

* Well, I expeet to tind her there—yea.”

* Yoa wom't.” . ,

* Why not? She promised——" .

* Mother Beezee was arrested thid morning.
She ia now in the Tombs."

" Arrested!”

¥ You heard me.”

By wiiom?”

% Old King Bredy.”

¥« Blagt that wan.”

‘ He did i.” .

“ Well, Dr. Greenough will be there ready te
lend as a hand.”

* No, indeed, he wan't,”

* Why won't he?”

* Because he was arresied, teo. Hold onl
Don’t you let her fall.* _

h“ Well, well, welll And how did you know all
ihas?"

“TBdlegram came to the cemetery from Bob."

® Bad joth™

¥ Yes.

“@ki King Brady must . have come out right
away after he arrested them.”

v 1t looks so.”

»|It's a pity we dido't fimish bim up while we
had ihe chance. Yoa can say whal you like,
but Old King Brady is a very dangerous man.”

There was silence for a few moments.

Meanwhile the two men kept steadiily on over
the ruilroad ties.

“ Where's the house?” asked the tall stranger
at laat.

Dr. Sweeney nodded his head In the direc-
tion of a smalll cottage which stood alone near
the track, at no very great distnnge nway,

¥ That bolongs lo Mother Beezes.”

" Yw."

The stranger shuddered.

" A vile business. I hate to have to use sucih
dirty tools,” he said.

¥ You vefer to her baby farming?

" Yes, of conrse.”

“\Mamy is the child she's starwed to death.
There's one particular one we wish was starved
just abont pow.”

* It has got to be removed by some mesms.
I depended on the old woman or Bob.”

v« And I depended particularly on Bob,"” said
the doctor, " bat there ain't either one of lliem
gmailable. I'm sare I don't know what we ahull

0'"

They bad reached the house by thia time.

* There's some one in there,” eaid the doetor.
% Don’t you gee the light burniog wp-stairs!”

¢+ Yes. I suppose the old hag keeps help lo>
look after thinga when she is 1o the eity.”

“II supjwite she does. Look out for dogs.
Great Scott! I'd like to have got back om that
old sconndrel for shooting poor Miae! No sosh
dog in America. Never was—never will be!”

" Nonsense!” growled the siranger, pasiiing
open the gate. *TItm woods are full of em
South. [I've helped hunt down Mmany & wigger
with 'em in my time.”

¥ No, sir! No such dog as mive.”

" Why in the mischief dida't you take your
revenge by doing ap the deteetive thea? You
had every chance and I shouldn't wender a bit if
he had come to by this time and was foNwing
us now.”

They laid Lie girl down npon the steep as Dr.
Sweeny gromled out seme nninlelll%ihla aAswer;
and at the same time pulled the bell,

After a brief wait a window was heard 6qu-
tiously opening overhead.

" Who's there?” called a female voige through
the closed blinds.

"“We were to meet Mis. Beezee here. We
want to come in,” called back Dr, Sweendy, it
guandied tone,

" Mra. Beezee ain’t here.”

v We know tilkiet,™

"Siw's been arrested.”

*We know that, too. Let ns in.”

v Thegpemt.”

¥ Who are you?"

" Gussie.”

" Who ihe mischief 1s Quesic? growled die
ewanger. “ Burst in the doer, Jirh-. We €uit'
stay here ou the steps with thiz gifl.”

“Glussie, you know me, My goed girl,” said
the coroner persuasively.

“ No, I diew't,”

“Hiddar] YeR, you do.”

_“\What in the world, Sweeney! Yeu spéak
like a nigger!” mattied the &rEnger.

" When one talks (6 misaers 08 Beia Ll?éﬁéﬂé-'
ing like them.” replied L €arensr qhickly:

“\Nigmer, be blowed! Why, ihe GiFl's red:
headed. I can see her plain eRGugh."

[ gay she's a nigger,”

ing. g‘&?ml‘gay yoa don't kiew what yeu're {alk

“QOn, d ! Let! P ing i
here=naw'§€ g:g Let's desp if. ' geibg iR

%g;. Sweemy begah beatieg furigualy Gl he
There was no resalt foF a feW M. i, L
Alter that the gif sif H%Ey %ﬁ@%ﬁg ; Behind

m?'%l)ﬂd'ﬁ iﬁlﬁiﬂ ¥ . .
herorn sy Mgy, Yar! Y6u shab't eofe i

v Bug t 68 i We
%liegli]é_a:ly [+ W%G‘Eﬁeﬁ"l%mi%ﬁ m%tj%o tgﬁl
ﬁé;‘:'Yloa shan't eeme id, I'll a6t e d6gs A yoa

* They shall 56 if. OpRE I
b %ﬁ ‘EQE‘&%%‘?% a%%ﬁi-g% 8&%‘9@%"0‘&% ﬁrg?ﬂ
R s g s

%i'l & sOfty

& Ah?d Indeed the new-¢8imar prewe
He waa all In rags a8 I8gked Yary A

from th

G SRS B
* Open ihat doer, giFl, 8f ¥aiik lli?g]E
t” h [,

Sateh o, Torthey srobrikalh, N ezsﬁ"’ i

Great heaveds, ROV pasped (He
* ¥Yes, Buckalow, cops,” chuckied Beb, whe

seemed Lo be drunk

“ Hush! For Heaven’ ) oo
that namel” breathed m:s,;';'fi‘ggi?ﬂt meption

i 3,
the (1’102,“!\3, hal We're afraid, are we? lgughed

;-.Mgﬂégtegéﬂgd‘ Buekales,” ehuekied Bop—
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“Niadl, my lords—mad!” shrieked a volge at
treir (eel, and poor Nana, coming out of her
trance, or Bwoon, or whatever her &0ii-
dition might have been, rose up before thein.

‘* Great Scott! This won’t do!” gasped Bob.

He put his shoulder to the door, and would
have burst it open.

But, as it happened, Gussie turned the key at
that very moment.

“ Don't—don’'t make any noise!” pleaded M.
Buckaloo.

Then, at that very instant, the door flew open.

It let Bob in with it, bringing him in sudden
and violent contact with Gussie.
fDown went Gnssie with a yell and Bob on top
of her.

Bob in his fall made a grab at the doctor,
who went sprawling on top of him.

Alas! for Mr. Buckaloo’s desire for quiet.

“ Mad, my lords! Mad!” shrieked the gjirl.

She would have rushed off down the stoop but
Mr. Buckaloo seized her.

Gmesie and Bob were making a terrible clztter
when Mr. Buckaloo dragged the mad girl iuside
and slammed the door.

For a moment the noise continued; then all
was silent.

A moment after that and a tall fjgure rose out
of the ditch on the other side of the railread.

It was Old King Brady,

Like a man haif blind he staggered ucross the
track and approacisd the house.

Heavens, what a gang!” he murmured.
*Ttmy'we pretty near finishatl me. Can I stand
np against them? We shall sem"

CHAPTER XII.,
BEN NIORRIS MEETS A FRIEND.
SrLasa!
“ Thunderation? He's @E@WHQ&! himaeit™
"Ilwk out! Helll rise again
“sShoot him—sheet him a9 §esn 29 he %\\em
his nose! There's no safety for U8 HOW While Iie

lives.”
And Mr. Ping Moran bent over the Water

while the Count, revolver ready, stood Wlehing

for Ben to rise.

A sudden dash, a rash &hrengh she reﬁdg nd
a plunge into the narroW arm el
#mck, which slet ‘i’nr arggnd ;Lw lintle island laqsaeu
which the ruined foundry steed

This i3 what ha ws@dy immeala&@iy after the
attack on Ben an

But before it took plsse swe 5 0t8 were fved.
One misted Ben; the other 100K the professor

in th
n‘l‘h: gnfuewﬂ whish feltewed the yells of 'zn

goanm burglar gave Ben the ehanee Which
Biug aﬁ&%s egunt rush ?ﬁ fler ﬁ""

9\‘15 Eﬁﬂ
(ke o ;gla.ﬁ W

vV
%&Q@?@m "anaried the sount
Ur59 Q eaven
4IrSe O eaven
Wl hﬁ@m@ B 9”

th p@rmr 3?% é%é%}“% 2pon

“HQEI§W§§ _E 2, at last,
" Wéeajé‘mwgs\f "°§ . 8 s

Al g;(-wnr ewnIi ?jﬂ ﬁi}gﬂf’ggdq his own.”

nnla e,
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wnr
'1 I e nerﬁ% B lﬁ@mnﬂ' to be

S
?hafﬁnégd ner was 00 threatenlng to be
re

sometbiog and returned to

mattere something ami returnelij t.to
F"@!h\{ you've fixed me, byes!” groaned the
old Anhany wlive lafjxaiirithing b;llaslgogi'oé‘rp&? the

grbumdn, who lay writhing in on _{ha
gréuAand if we haven't, we'll lﬂg :thmsa
Bnopted tie w@ﬂﬂ&’\‘en +Heggy PIpg elg job,"

ﬁ)&mﬂ% il?tinﬂﬁnbm

one

ere i3 bus
one

ere Is bul

ll_ve

ome: et live

ome,

84 thadeodin .
LQ : [Bg ren ; e taken from the
5! Y qang at it, and now
Hg‘g‘dgg‘- e{-y lﬁf" Ckauat.taken from the
bog % t? @4 the count snatching
th mg F‘Qd baggelled.
e ge atl™ cried the count

the package from his band.

* Queer!” he eried, * Queer, by thunder! and
old gueer at shat!™

lu his rage he flion; the package at Prof. Fo-
garty’s head.

“Ming, this is Bueckaloo's work!" he hissed.
" Now for revenge! By the jumping Judas, I'll
have that man’s life!”

But Ben was not dead—net injured i any way.

Trained from bis earliest infaney as a Wuf:
glar's “Kiidl,” Ben Morris was just as sharp and
spry ag it was possible for a young mam (e be:

Mioreover, Ben had the great advantage of he:
inga splendid swimmer and diver,

Swimming under water wig his espeeiall forte;

When he dove into the salt ereek, he wént
down with the deliberate intentien of putting 4§
great a instance betweem himsadlt and his enemiss
as possible.

When he came up it was close to the batik and
many yards away from the point where he had
made his perilous dive.

But even then nothing but his head eame ui.

It ias among the flugd und perfestly eoncealad
from view,

There for a long time he remaimed, holdin
to Lie bank and watching Plug aud Live
whom he could see plainly.

“Iit's no use talking,” he murmuwiedl, < men
like tlietn are bad all the way through. As k9
glalitude, why they don't know what Lbe word
means. Nana was right. Poor Nana! |'ve ‘gQE
something (o live for now if 1 hadn't befsire.’

It was revenge lie was-thinking of.

No hoy ever loveil a sisier mere tham Ben
Morns loved hie; and no maik or boy ever had a
better one.

To Naua's good inflaence alone was due Ben's
determimatiion 40 be honest and pull himseii up
out of the horrible associations among whienh his
life had been spent.

ik,

she breathed. ‘ Mother Beezee and the de&ior
have been @rrusied.”

*t Arresied!”

“Wes. The police are in ihe house new, @nd
—here he comes! Skip, Ben—sikip;

The way Ben flew down Bedfer EIF%%E was &
caution,

He caught Bight of tlie blueseat @0&9!?%
through the hall, but he never khew wheihetr
was followed or ret.

Wheu he stopped rubning at last he was
somewhere on Hudson #tresi.

Here he paused, utterly digcoernged; witerly
at a loss what te do.

And if he felt so then, when the shadows gf
night came ereeping over ihe great éity he Wis
even worse,

The altermoon had been spent ww@Adering
about lhe sireets,

He was ii§ wiser in regatdl 1., N.ina's (2ie (han
when he left ilie old foundey hours before;

Shortly after nightfall, on the same pringiple
that the mcth ffutterss back to the candlle, whigh
will cause Ids dealh, Ben went back io Bedford
street.

lle was almost a stramger jn New Yori,

Only a few months before this lhe entre band
had come from Chicago.

There was i.ot a Boliuary Jleﬁoi\ itl the wihels
cily to whom ilie boy could appeal save one;

This was this one who Ben was afier new:

He did uvot seek Mother Beezee's deer, hew:
ever.

There was a light burning in the eld wEWaN'S
window when he slipped by ihe Hhewse.

Probably the police were siill ghera,

it was nol likely that they knew all its secrsts;
howewer.

Ben felt comparativwelly safe when he shipped
in by the door lower down the bleek, ihryugh

Now Ben ooly partially comprehended the | which ltube the Rat and Old King Brady Had

deep plot il which he was mixed wp.

It was the same with the count and Plug.

As for Prof. Fogarty and Big Sehmitz, they
did uot know much beyond ihe fact thai a plot
existedt, of which the scheme ol M¥. Buekalo® 1y
have his bank burglarized was & part.

But I15en was destined to know more of the
plot before very many hours had passed.

At the end of one hour Ben found himself
tramping wearily over the marsh, heading for
the Seacaucus statiom on the Delaware, lLacka-
wanna and Weslern railroad,

1le had watched his chamee, crawled ashore
and under cover of Uhe tiags made his escape,

Now Seacaucus station i3 at the foot of Smake
Hill, at the very gate of the grounds surround-
ing the penetemtiiany aud otlier comity build-
ings.

It was with fear and trembling that Bon stood
on llie statiom wailing for the irniu.

lle was without a hat and his clothes wet,
corn and plastered all over wiih mud.

The station agent eyed him very suspiciously
and then began to questiom bim,

But Ben told a plausible story which allayed
the man’s suspicious for the moment.

" I'll send up to the penitentiary for soie
one to come down and look at him,” thowght
the agent. ™ Therell be half am hour yet before
the train comes.”

Now if this plan had been carried out it would
probably have sealed Ben's fate.

There was a wire connecting with the peni-
tentiary for this very purpose.

The statior agent gave the call but just then
he had a call himseif, for the Lehigh express
came thundering ap and Lo bis amazement s{op-
ped at his station—something it had net dene
before in &lx months.

A het box was the gduse.

In a_mement tlie lire was extinguwished, and
the traih went en its way.

When the station agent looked for Ben he wns

one.

g Then over the wire flew a message to Iloboken
to hold the hatleas boy who would arrive by the
Lehigh express.

But the liatless boy never arrived.

Ben droppeud off at the tannel.

Two hours later he cresasul the Jemoy City
ferry unchaflenged and with a new hat on his
head.

A few moments later, and he was as efietiaal
ly lost in the crowded streeis of tlie great ity
as though he had been in the desert of 3ahara.

Ben went straight to the house in Bedferd
street and pulled the bell,

He lived here willi the rest of the gang. I
wasg all file home lie bimil.

He ran up the steps and pulied the bell.

In a moment a frightened-looking women ap-
peared iti answer,

“@ih, you must go away! You must go away!"

come oul.

Ben knew the ropes liers.

No one chatlenged Him,

4 It a few moments he was In the widerground
en.

It was darl, silent and desertad.

Ben lit a match and touehed it lg the gas
burner in the hall at ihe (not of ihe stairs.

As lie diil s0 a yell rung out and sOmENIng
shot past him.

" You shan't get me!” shouted tha SoMmelniag,

It looked like a bundle of rage etrugaling i
Ben’s Ihands.

Kube! HRube! don't you know me?

" mn.m

) Ym ”

“By golly! T sneaked baek hefe Pappese,
hoping you'd eome.”

It was Rube the Raf.

True to his tiatne, he had erawled bagk jnig
his hole.

But what was ihe malter wiily the peliee (hat
those whom Old King Brady had Beligve! S 5
closely watehed fiad been slilieredt {9 &s&

“I'm here, Rube. Whai's ihe mmef wﬁﬂ
everybody?”

* Ben, ibe hull blame biz is Hustied.”

IIYW

“\Muother Beezee was took in, Fo was DF. BoR.”

I know,”

“THey hud me a-lontin' round peliee herd:
quurters, but I Jit out when they wasa'y kWir."

“yreadiedl 1007

" Naw. Witiness!

“ And you skipped

“Youw bet. Ob, Ben, it's dreadful abeat Nana,
ain't it?

"Wea\, Rube.”

“[Drexil and buried!”
cam?mm already!” gasped Ben, prealtly ovéH:

“Waiir. This morning. Hully geel B
run her out it ne Gime." & o Bab

" Where wns she burled?" asked Bei, fessasly.

“ Evergreens Caijet
Dve ¥6a kRew whars it is;

R ';NEVGI‘ heard of .

"Do 1? Well, now, I just de; and | knew
more than that.”

" What do you mean?"

*“Did you ever hear that Mether Beezes Kad
another place out there?’

" MC

“ Well, she 1] ::: Sug

“I don't care. Rube, my heart is brokem

“Well, yer better mend it again blame quiah
for there's something elae (oF you (o knew."

“ What do you rmesnt”

" Baby Jiim.”

" Rube!r”

“ifaity Jim, Taay. Them A& kman Nana will
kill him, and | know scm@thm&.

“ Rube! Fer Heaven's sake! - »
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* Naw—for the sake of a big pot of boedle,
Ben, the{'re goIng to kill Baby Jim aut there thid
vory might

CHAPTER XIII.
PR. SWEENEY AND DR. BOB.

* WELL, this i3 something M@ m @ §
Dr. Sweeney, ug he lit a fresh €

demand
gt @rg q!
tedl,

take a little egmlert- ROW, uRd M sar HH%@:
I'm about beat o
And DF. 5W ssnsy Esgr@@ Ut another glage 9{
whisky from a binek beitle whis E%B ¥ ﬂBBH
the table. ,
“ nows that, Eeb*‘ 3* %
Gr . Whe Eﬂ b % &
h g4
Br Beb !9 har@ Jms%m he matter
"“Ah sbehet 'e?st%l o BFAT) RO ¥Q 19 peak
F
“j!%sim?wg&r ﬁ%&% %wssﬂﬁel
look igs }a;fegh
He was here 8 minnie
« He's yonre=Where shs%esuee hag ke gowe
* He must h&vq gene up-ataire 48 868 ROW Hhe
glrl ig gpm&

“ You i
“ Iig ha? £'3 ggne nTA."
Bel begen auymng QHg 8Eeme WHHQMS 8

§WMW%§Wﬁ

in 2
mwﬂ@%ﬂﬂy%%mwﬁi
him under th

b VOuF Sweel life. Boh
laugvhé‘ 8 % §H i hang 93 F l[- %HH
hnd ﬂ.n@m Fink on % ¢ BLTEREL a ‘i
ed altogether assm o8 8illy e¥EF |t 99 ranken
men usuaily de.

But o less intoxigated man thah BE: gb weuld
have seen everuk &ngs et BRE teh Was
visible to the eyes of the Yanng &M ce 2Uf=

eon.
g He would have ssem thal Br Sweeny did net
drink the stuff he prete, B drink.
That he kept hie hand evsr !hs s\a%%:kha&
there was nothing poursd oul When Nhe preieud:
ed to pour it haif full,

And all this time Br. Sweeny waa Vakehing
Dr. Bob as a cat would watch & faeuse.

H he had any scheme oF u8ing the JORRE Man
he had yone about as faf as was é 2.

A drink or \Wo more and Br 99 eum ayre:
ly follow Mr. Buckaloe URder t

Dr. Sweeney vaw all this and stspp@—@ just in
time.

 That's enough oW, B@b N h@ SSIQF Wﬁ%ﬂ
Greenough put out his han

+Not at all. Give me aﬂefh

* No, 1 won't. Thab’s eR8ugH:
got business on nand."

* Not to-miggts*

“ Yes, to~migin." ,

v Less wait till to-monmow.™

* No, te-mgHi™

“ ] say less wait

- vshaw m AIFE 80 SHIRE BE{' That §

Eéﬂ o 89 s I'm drunk?
% Blé2 leﬂipt‘f!'o@’trniwhten

llHEel ﬁ ma e eble attempt to straighten

'@?9' olifse you aint. That's why I say to-

m&m vourse you ain't. Thai's wh 1say to-
mgh%gn, whas do you want We | é% what we

%g i J} 1)!0! em— a What we
LE A gﬁ A sl
u Look, Jers: Rore of %H&P- you Yosw: st

2“} It mnkes no difienence
i mam » blame eight of difer

99 t, EB r um rea yon.
N PR
he worse Il you muke an enemy of
be worse If you muke an enemy of

! ﬁ

g‘ggy ourself in

me''D

méghg

ou are a blg man because

on & g.® a big man because
Yok s%ﬂrtﬂo Pr&%@ﬂhougb foryon. Qnite
b| dﬁmﬂgm"boy I'm big enough foryon. Qnile
h'SDE.ﬂBbi!)hbégnn to sober up.
DiL.oaii lieres n3toeonieyy what's tbe meaning of

Look here, Sweeney, what's tbe meaning of

§gy Wm

nce,”,
nce."

me."YOU'

eml ?!l 088

your sudden interest in this case?” he M%Hdeﬂ

v Ha, ha! You're beginning 16 wake up."

* Blamed if T understand it. You and e are
old friends, and when | gave you that iip thig
morning I never dreamed-—"

w Of fiindiimg me mixed up in your twasiness ™

» Exactly so."

“ There are more thlngi in heaven apd earth
than we Lhave dreamed of In our philesophy,
Horatio.”

w@Quiit that. Come out Haudoered. 1 managed
to gel bailed out this afternoon and hanried out
here to aliend to some business of my own, |
find you and Buckaloo here with thal girl, and

" Stop! Stop! There's no use going over all
that. Did you once think how I happened to be
in the Ghambers Street Hospital just when you
wanted me?”

m,\m L

“ That fact alone ought to be enough to Ghow
you that I know more about your business than
you are aware of. You were dramk whem you
came here. You are drunker now. The hest
thing you can possibly do is to put yoursall in
my hands.”

“ For what!®

“ Eor business, You ahd your friends, the
count and hia gamg, had a nice little plan to get
hold of those millions, but——"

Dr. Bob leaped (0 his feet.

* What do you kmow?"

* You fwoll What do you suppese I'm here
for? You're drunk. Otherwise you would mot
be so biimd."

" You kirow all¥*

“ Yes, and more than you do.*

" Then your presence here is no accident, as
yon claimed awhiile ago?”

» Not at all. Your mother could have teld
you tinat.™

« Mother went and took a big dose of mer-
phine after she was narreated, blame her! She
tried to tell me sometlhnm\g, but I could nol make
out what it was.”

“sHe abd I understand one another, Bob.”

« Well, out with it=——6ut with it"

* Yoti know the €ouul, of course?™

“ Well, notdvar.™

" You know e s Nana's uncle?"

" Of cowmnse™

* He found out by the merest accident, sty
after he located his gang at your mother’s house,
that Nana, Ben and the baby Jim, son of their
dead sister, were entitled to an estate worth
more than a million."

' Well, 1 know all that.'

Of course you ilo. Now hold on, All tinis
information came to the count through the death
of au old lawyer who had the matter [n charge
and had been fattening on this property for
years,”

* I know, T kmow.”

"It was concealed from Nana and Ben of
course. The matter was talked over between
tlbe count and myssif and we came to the con-
clusion that inasmuch ©6he was the next heir
after these childrem the best thing to be done
was 1o put thein quietly out of the way. For
that reason lie made a bargaim with you to ——"

But right here Dr. Bob interrupted by bring:
ing lda fisl down ugon \he table With & bang.

* By thunder! o know!™

* Did you think 1 dikhw¢?*

» I nover dreamed you knew.
lind out?"

™ By a very simple process, my dear lellow.
1 happen to be tho doctor who was called in
when old Simons died.™

Dr. Bob looked blank.

* Then you are the man who beard his confes-
sion, who first gave the connt the steer?"

“ 1 am the identical imdivitaal

* Biit that don't give yom any hold on Uhe
matter. The count is the adly mam who could
get the paper!

“ True.”

And lie got them,*

“ Just 80."*

Without the papers yon can do motkimg.*

* Bul 1 have the papers.’

» Hello!

* You begm to nmitkretemdl’

* The Count i3 in Snake Hill?"

« Exactly. Thal's more of my wank.*

“ You had him gent there?”

* 1 worked that little rackel to the gueen's
taste.”

* And the papers?*

* L persuaded him to give them up to me when
he-found that he wua convicted.”

o Welll—well"™”

* Yoo have seen Ihe Eal

How did you

* Yes; he read them (o me.”

*“ You know that Buckaloo has 0 sign Ube
tramsfers, as one of the executorsl”

* Thander, no!™

“ Then the Count only showed you part.™

“ It begins to l0ok 8o,

* He told you aboat a crysolite cross?”

* He said that such a cross would have to be
produced before the estates could be recovered,
and that he could produce it."

v He did not tell you how and where he ex-
pected to get it!?”

[ nmln

“ Then the fact is what he told you Is only a
very small part of the whole?™

" And you know the rest?*

Dr. Bob, Buckaloo and I are old chum3. The
whole t.lung is in onr hands, I've got Lhe papers,
the count 18 in the penitentiary. Plug and Prof.
Fogarty only know a part of the business, and
not a&&ll enough to enable them to ace.”

" l

" The cross next. We alone know where it
is. The count never had it and never could have
got it. Unless it is shown the other sigm=ture
necessary 10 obmin contipl of theme estates
cannot be obtained.”

* Where is the crois”

" Abl Now we are comlng te jt, That ®ame
crysolite crosa ia in the stomach of that erazy
girl up-gtairs, Dr, Bob Geesnough, she swallowed
it last night,”

" Swallowed ! What noisensel Grest
heavens, man, il would bave killed het leng
ago."

" All the same she Bwillowed it and il didn’s
Kill her.”

*“ But I can’t believe itt”

“Just a8 yoa like. It's ifi her élomaeh,

though.”
* And this is the greut aeeret that you Wave
been hinting at. This is w anxieds

r’ ¥ou are
to have me commit murdes®’
“ You've hit it. Now you kiew the truth.”
lenFogr a few moments there was prefound si-
Thougihynot Blkered by Lhe revelation just made
to him, Dr. Bob at least asted like a seBer man.
ne“ 'I;?edn the whole busifiess is i yGHF E&ﬂdé?'

* Yes, and yours tee."
" Whia—what do yeu wmesn®”
Count o distons of Nana: o8 By et 1es S3i00
ose of Nana, of Beh and ihe
“direat heavens! You know that t6g?" ¥

" Ay, and more,” breathed D, Sw ;
ing over the table. + Bwestey, teat-

“ When you found Nana in dvsuf ERBHIENGE
yon _trk:]m:gm you bud been saved the irgubie.”
at's
“Xou Lhauaht she was dead, but yon feund
ghe filvyg,gln’f-, and you were horribly dissppointed

—w
* Yeu who know ¥ mueh edglil i6 Knew

that.”
L diw."
‘.‘ \¥dl?'
“ Through your mother the GOEﬂE BHd prom-
i8ed you §5,000 when the girl died, 5,000 for
Ben and $2,000 fcr the baby,” Theratore you gave
ahin & dose of morghine wihen you found  ahe
Was not dead in the Dope of NuFEYiAg Der off.”
“iBy heavens! You can't prove iil Yeu canl
prove il" cried Dr. Greeneugh, BpriRgIng te His
- ll
“ How?'
1 have proof.”

Br. Bob lacked deci
35 Whie a8 B sheet, dedly sick, His face was

He danced nervously abti thé foom as he

agked,
e “q What do you want?”
!;GH 8Fe Feady to come to Uarmsd™

bm Ine 10w wotanL P e max
b In other worda ;aa wait me t6 d6 marder”

”~ A
LT e, e

" That's wlm it nmountﬁ
& bad position. i*
Hii%ﬁ Will

police, The old bab l%ﬂﬁ
brought ap agmstﬁ
“ And dhe 16 protty Bm t8 BB
“ Almost certmn illess

1 conBizB to ou tha % Y Eﬁ
my cage,
no examiwﬂmh Eﬁjﬂ % §
and eacapsd—} ai*% &l

d" I understand. Yeu ars 1iable (0 B8 grrést-

s BT SRR B B
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“Meere’s no danger of that.”

» Why Dot?*

" I've settled Hims.™

* Not dexd.™

 As good as dead.
petform the operation.”

" Why don't you do it yourself, doctor?*

* Why ,my dear doctor, I confess to you tinstt
I am pno surgeon—I am Dot able to do it,”

Dr. Bob looked very mervous.

* If you can prove to me that you have tie
papers I'll do it,” he breathed, ™ that is, provid-
ed [ can see some surety of gelting my share,”

“ What do you consider your sihare?”

" Qne quatter of the property.™

"R stlows!”

* It must be that or metding.™

* But I agreed with your mother —"

» My mother and 1 are two diffierent persens,
as you will soon .4nd out Iif you have dealings
with us. 1t's a quarter or I won't work, doctor.
I little dreamed this morning when I gave you
that tip we'd be squabbling over thousands be-
fore—what's that!”

* Noise under the table—Brother Buckaleo
coming to life.”

So snid Dr. Sweeney, but Dr, Bob was net
satistied.

He took np the lamp acd looked under the
table for bimself,

Thére lay Mr. Buckaloy iu v prefound slam:
ber,

Yes the noise had bees sharp and distinet:

"“Curess it don’t amount to anything,” said
Bob, who, through the intense interest that had
been aromsed in him, had become pretty weii
gobered up. " Is it a go, doctor?

* Well, yes. I suppose I shall have to Yield,
although I think your demand exorbitant.”

« Not a bit—net & bitl" exclaimed Br. Beb,
who had shown himsell 8 good Bargaingr.
“ Let's see your papers. and if you are agreeable
to my terms, there is Pething to hinder us frem
going right to work.” . ”

* How do you know I have them with ma!™

» Ob, I'm sure yon have™

» Dogtor, you're a 8hrewder man than I gave
you credit for." . .

* You thought to drink me erazy. Ne, &t
It can't be done. Let's see the m%@ﬂ!-." )

# You shall see them, We'll seitle the bysi-
ness at once.”

Dr. Sweenef took a small package frem hig
pocket and laid it upen the tagle. .

He was just untyingthe red tape which held E}
together. when to_ the |an§‘ gﬂmw&mgg& F
both himeeM and Dr. Beb & tall 1orm &8 eni
rose up between them, €9¥ering BF. Bieene
with one revolver and Dr. Bab with anether.

« Gentlomen, I'll trauble you foF those papuss

eried & g|ear FE‘%!E’ 016

o ey @ggﬂ g; T Wonaoners e
"Bt earied bsek 3hd Dr: Beb loee hle Bk

?.!.’.i,mwlem s shair Fpeskw%;% li@#ging the
inebri MDRIaH N

A% the same WMALRRE | g HB@P? 4 8%&%"@““8
4 the famp wae whd-

Come, doctor, you'll

closed upen the g&p@!’? ap Was
e entaae, doctars.  Sorry 1g bave
L3} 3 - 0
troubled yea.ﬁf bl ,|§B e Esﬁ%‘é
advise yoR 19 4r9 %E?HF e ﬁ;&
Spokes In the dgrk mess Fi8 " sgunded 4l
most like 8 ghodt rRine.

Profound sueneg fol R
Neither docter fof & ,mg{w@n; dared 19 apesk.
Was the detective still there?
OThey no r;:lorz knew thap they kpew how he
b the room.
eﬂ%:otgooer vnvas locked, the windows Were fas-

ten .

F twe men felt certain that they were
&ﬂiie?i?e i private conversation these were the
LWo %l yet ihere was the detective Whem BF
Swedtey had eonfidently boasted was efiesiually
pu""' %3&2‘92?' lsvogc%or!" breathed the €oreRer, at
last.

* Well.™ !

* Light the lnmp.™

* Light it yourselt™

* Mr. Brady, & word With yog. . we

The unsteadiness of DF. SWeeARY'8 ¥0i¢8 LITE
how greatly be was alarmed.

There was no answer.

'« Has he o?" asked the cor@Rer.

# Blest if Teccam tell you.”

b Mln Brady!” called the coroner agdin.

Sty Ae abawer }

g::’ Dr. Sweeney vontared 19 strike 8 maich:

were alone.
Alone, at least, but for the presepce 9f the

drunken banker Buckaloo, who still 1ay In a pro-
found sleep under tue table,

Mysteriously Old Kiug Brady had appeared
among them, and with equal mystery he had de-
partedl, yet the doors and windows still remained
us securely fastened as before,

CHAPTER XI1V. .
THE BLACK DOCTOR UNMUWASKED,

" you imagine how Old King Brady gol
into the room?” asked Dr. Sweeney, after every
square inch of the apartment had been searched
iu vain for some trace of the detective.

No. Dr. Bob could not fimagine.

And he s0 stated.

The two doctors stood ‘here looking very
blank.

The papers had vanished and with them all
chance of the success of 1leir pliot agpperemtily..

And yet il spite of all while they slood there
talking Old King Brady was within hemrhige-
was listening to every word,

It was all very simple,

The only troublé was that Dr. Bob did mot
know quite as much as his mother.

Had the old baby farmer beem on hand she
would have known just where to Jook,

She would have pushed aside the table and
moved Mr. Buckaloo.

Then touching a secret spring she wculd have
revealed a trap right under the table.

This would have disclosed am entrance to an
unsuspected cellar beneath the house.

Now of all thig Dr. Bob was ignorant.

lie, like every oue else who did not know the
ropes, imagined there was no cellar beneath the
house, because there wus no visible sign of it
either inside or out.

But Old King Brady Was lhietler posted than
Bob.

Recovering at last fromn 1he eflects of the stone,
the detective followed on afler the plotters as
has been already 8hown.

When he came in sight of the house and heard
all the racket which preceded Dr. Bob’s appear-
ance, he watched and walled in the calm assur.
ance that he held winning cards of which these
men never dreamed.

He knew the house of eld.

Here, years before, he tracked the ex-New
York aldermam, james McGroaty, who subse-
quently proved to be one of the most expert
queer-shovers of ihe age,

McGroaty was arresied and sent 1o Sing Sing
for a long term, from which sentence death
shortly brought release.

Al the lime he was believed te be very wealthy,
but when a search came \e be made for his prop-
erty no trace conld be found of it,

Mrs. McGroaty was just dead at the Lime, and
the children—there were two giris and a baby
hoy—were too young to have aby knowledge of
the malter.

Later a brother of the ex-alderman appeared,
amd there was further gxarch for \he property.

It resulted in pothing.

Then the brother disappeared and tbe ¢hildren
with biim. )

After that the public prompuly forget the
McGroatys.

Even Old King Brady did pet kpnow that the
alderman’s housekeeper, having ehanged her
name to Beezee, continued to live right om in
one of the houses which McGroaty was beliered
to have owned.

But now the memeory of all these matiers came
back to the deteciive Whew he discovered thai
he was standing before the very house which had
figuedd so prominently in the affair,

] rather think I krow how to get in bere”
the detective chuckled. .

He walked over to a shed in the rear ef the
honge and broke open the deer.

Here In one corner he discovered the seeret
trap which he had vsed years befere.

Time had changes nothing.

The harmless litile house Was & spare BRd &
delusion, being fairly riodied with sgeFet pas:
sages. .

Ouly two persons surgived who knew these.

Ore was OId King Brady, the detective, and
the other Mother E@m@‘: . o con

The ;ré 1R the ehed Ted difectly 0 (B2 ¢SK:
ee ,ﬁ';“ 2 Dr. Sweeney and Dr. Bob began

i Eotivtaatior kg Bz andt i LiRopresence
g?e,{h(iﬂ{h‘b%ifaﬁi?ﬂeég?y began it iu the presence
of 3l REFE"BHAGPSSthe detective, 98 Heps! WAl

on Irand.
He was liatening to them now:

1 ted on 8 barrel. With hie est 1o
akitonly arrangad \abe. WhICh: Wésn ;Hr ﬁ}ﬂ
firaplace in the Foem BHOYS, CAIGNE EVET word

that was spoken, he was listening to their talk
and hearing it all as plainly as though he Mhad
been in the room with thein.

" What's to be done?" Dr. Sweeney was asking.,

But Dr. Bob dido’t know.

* You have no idea how he got here or where
he went to??

Dr. Bob had not the fainiest ides.

They searched 1he room again—went all over
the same old ground, but they did not tind ihe
trap.

At last Dr. Sweeney spoke:

"ok here, Bob, there's just one thing Lo be
done. I've showm the papers. They know [ have
them. LetB® gel the crysolite cross, and see whst
we can do with that fellow. He may sign with-
out demanding the papers sgain.”

“Sigm what? Ain't the document to be signed
with the rest of the papers that infernal deteclive
Stole::®

* Nw. He has i”

" Whe i3 this mysterious he?*

“ M I,Eold you that you would know as much
a8 .

“ But he'll get there ahead of um™

Y Jt ain't sure*

For a moment Dr. Bob hesiitated.

“ Come! I'll do it and take the chances,” ihe
exclaimed. 1 don’t know what to think about
ibis deteclive business.”

*“ What do you imen?"

™ 1 mean that I begin to think that we NWeve
been both deceived. That it wasn’t (he detects
ive after all”

* Pahaw! I'va known Old King Br.dy tee
long for that,” said Sweeney, aud they beth leff
the room.

“NNow  then,” murmwred] the deteelive, 1
shall take one of those fellow and et the other
go, for it is impossible for me lo handie WBHeth,
Which shalll il be?

He jumped! off his bamel and hurried to the
Farthermost corner of the cellar,

Here was a Excret staircase leading to (Uhe
rooms above,

We have menllonedl alreadly that the house ws
of peculiar constraction, but we have yet (o lell
that the walls of all the larger rooms were
double.

Ola King Brady had already had a look at
poor Nana.

The dragged girl was sleeping quietly when
he saw her in the room directly over that in
which the conversatiion betweem the two dog¢-
tors had takem place.

Slipping noiselesely up the stairs, the detect-
ive pressed his eye lo a carefully arranged peep-
hole and peered through into Lhe reom,

It was dark.

He could not See Nama, but he thought he
could hear her breathe.

But there was no time to imvestigate,

He was senpriged that the two doctors wera
not alreadly there ahead of bim.

Softly he opened the secret pamel and slipped
in under the bed.

Nor was he a bit too soon.

Almost in the same inisgant a key grated in the
lock, the door epesedl, and Dr. Sweeney and Dr,
Bob stole in.

* She #liseps, poor thing,” muttered Bob. *‘It
does seein a shame, doctor.”

* Pashaw! What's one life more or less. Wigiit
till you've practiced as long as I have awd you
will pot lhesitate,”

“II won't kill her—]I swear I won't, Yeu'll
have to do that.”

" Very good! I'll do it. A few morphine
pills will do the busivess—she need mever
know,"”

* She was a quiet thing. It seems Inord.”

*“ Don’t fuok now, doctor, ai the last me-
ment.”

“[But how did she come to fall into Bucka.
loo’s hands? How did she come to be In that
bank vault? Do you who know 50 mueh know
that?”

" Indeed I don't.
light on the subject.”

* No, nol $he may wnke.™"

* No fear,” said Dr. Sweeney, as lie lit Ue

as. " Ah, that Infernal detective! Hew 1
wish I had been less squeamish and given him
a few of these pills when I had the chsnes.”

He drew from his pocket a medicine case snd
spread it open upon the bmreau.

From this he took two or three small pills s5d
advanced toward the bed.

But the sleeper did not get the pills.

Suddemly two strong hands clutehed Dr.
Sweeney’s lags and palled.

Although a fall-Bedged New York eereack,
daly elected on the straight Tamwaby tiket,
Dr. Sweeney WS but haman.

Here, let's have a little



22 OLD KING

BRADY AND THE BLACK DOCTORS PBLOT.

When hie legs were polied forward towsard the
bed, there was no help for it—his bedy had ke
go backward.

Suddenly violently Dr, Sweeney wWas thrown
against the woshsiand, and thence to the fuwr.

With a cry of terrer, Dr. Beb Would have
bolttd out of the room, bui unfortungiely Dr.
Sweeney had bolted the door, and locked It as
well, and the key was even then in his pocket.

Hold? Don't yom dare meve, doeteri?
shouted the detsctive.

e seemed to rise at Dr, Bob's very feet, and
there was the revolver ready to enforee obedi-
ence to his commands,

Dr. Sweemsy, stunned by the fall never meved.

Now all this happened in an instant.

The next and Old Kiny Brady bad elappeyl the
bandluufls upon % Bob.

“ That settles your part In the ease, my
friend,” he said, quietly.

Dr. Bob used bad labhguage—very. ..

* Sjit down and be quiet,” erdered Old h(lmg

Brady. * We mast see if this scouhebal 13 dead.
ot he,” muttered Bob, “Hiies toe bard-

headed for that.” . L

*I believe you! O©Oh, you're & preeious pai."

Old King Brady orose apd satGrating a tewel
with bay rum from a bottle which siood en the
washstanil proceeded to apply it to the eorener's
forehead.

Now a very singular thing happened.

Dr. Bob watching the operation saw it all:

Wherever the wet towel tonched the face of
Dr. Sweeney his whits skin seemed to vahish,

« Holy Geel” cried Dr. Beb, fosgeiting his
professional dignity rt the strange sight.

Nor was Old King Brady less astenighed.

» For heaven sake what does this mean?" e
exclaimed. .

He gave Dr. Sweeney's face 8 Wipe downward
with the wet towel. .

A long streak of black follewied the wipe:

“ He's a nigger! A niggert” bawled Br. Bob.
*¢ By the living Crsar, this ig wreat!™

«"Wha—what’s the matier?” gasped the eof-
oner, saddenily coming to hisgansss.  Hyar, you
stop dat. Hi, dar, I—*

He pansed suddenly.

Willi one leap he Wad on his feet ang 8 razer |

in his hand.

So suddenly had he leaped up that he man-
aged to overtorn Gld King Brady.

At the same time Dr. Bub leaped upen lhe
detective and struek him sguaraly oVer |he -
ples with his mansgiled hands.

« Don't—don’t slagh himl 1've done the hus:
inesst” he breathed. * There's RO Use 8f cover-
ing tlie floor with bloed.”

And most effeetuaily, it wonld seem, bad he
done the bugsiness, for Old King Brady never
moved. .

It was a peculiar seene. . .

There siood Dr. Sweeney looking like 8 negre
mimstrsl, with a half washed tee. )

He still clutched the razel upd ®og breathing
heawilly.

For Dr. Bob, handanfled though he was, had
managed to seize the detective’s 1evelver.

There was am ngly look en hi§ fage, Whieh
warmed the coroner 10 be calm. .

“ You'd better put up that Fazer Qe
said the ambuianee BAFZEVR. -

* When you drop that gup maybe T wily*
the coroner growled. .

They glared at each other in silenee.

w Pshaw!” exclaimed Dr. Hab. * What's ths
use of onr quarzeling! Nigger, oF RO WYL
the game is in oor hands.™

Dr. Sweeney gave a great gulp- . .

« What do yen meaR by salling me 3 niggerd:
lie higged. . "

“ What do | mean? Look in the g?h%%%. g

Dr, Sweeney turned toWard the '5,\\‘ rgr-

“ Unmasked at last, by thow g gmmq-.

“ ¥nu are 8 negro?” breathed Br. Bob:

* ¥ou seel™
" " A;'é 9—hod named Sweeneyl By heavent

5;?@  Tere e %ge gerors haik

a8 ehort. place and el
n ahl e W I| negro. Bcl’. ﬁol
LTI ﬁaul w || 13%8 68[] i Q
wen & HoX i@\wr A\ 5 € la F ECIVERT
s S
fis oy resavered

i3 'F-§msm By g
@#re_m’ 2pd danger:

hismaalf.

Black or White he ¥
o858 'pan, apd he shoped It NOR-

“Xes, | 8 & Regry.” He gaa’a.elqm + 4 the
same Lime shutting up the Fa76r 4pd HH&.?
h ket amunsgr@; H%% gnd-

]
-y

4

=

Wies, | 8

“Weall, It's pene of my Buéiness, | auppese,”
gmgﬁvm Beb, letting fmm %Hé”ﬁmm@ﬁﬁ ‘5&%
SYOIYer.

~ Excuse me; but it is your business, dioctor.™

“Ma you please.”

# | ghall explain.™

“ ] am curious to know the truth, bat more
than that I would like to get those bracelets off
my wrigts. "

* 1'll attend lo that tifats™”

T wish you woultl™

Silently tke black doctor bent over Old King
Brady.

* Here are the papers,” he muttered, as hig
hands went deftly througih the detective’s pock-
ets.

He thrust the papers in the loose pocket of
his coat, and in 8 moment straightened up with
Live detectivels bumch of keys iu his hands.

Dr. Bob was free in a few seconds.

* Is he dead?’ he breathed.

# I think he i3?" said the black doetor, after
& brief examination.

* But we can't take any chances. We must
fluissh Him.*

» Here, thid will settle Irim.*

Dr. Sweeney’s hand tremibiled as he did it.

He seized the medicine case, opened it, took
out a botlk, openedl the bottle ansl forced half o
dozem capaules into the detective’s mouih.

v« What 8 it?

" Five grains of majemdie.™

" That will settle him if there’'s any life left,
bat—-"

v Wit ?"

" We can't take any chances.”

" Not a chonee.”™

* \We must dispose of him 8o that he wlll mever
come to K¢ surface again.”

“ What do yon propose?™

v There is the well in the yard.”

" Deep?”

" Yes, imteead™

" We'll do it! We'll talk when it's done.”

Dr. Sweeney them unilocked the door, and to-
gether they raised the unconscious detective and
carried him from the room.

It was fully len minutes before they returned,

Dr. Sweeney locked the door and drepped into
a ¢hair.

* Still sleeping,” he murmured, looking at the
icl.

b Yes, We have it all our own way mow.™

* All our own way If you decide to stick to

v 1 shall do in™

" You will not betray me?"

v 1 have all I can do 1o mind my own ihusi-

ness. I shalll not Interfere with yours.”

“ondl!  You will not regret it, Confound
my carelessness! It® all my owan fault. Look
here.”

He went to the washslamdl, and, taking up ihe
bay ram bo'.lle, saturated the towel Wiilli its
contents and washed his face.

Now most thoroughly was the mask remaoved.

" What is it?" asked Dr. Bob.

"/ sccrct preparatiiom. (he ingredients of
which are knowm only te myself.”

" Apd which you won't tell me?*

“ERoeuse me—no.

vBdlublle in alcohol, but not. in water?

“ That's it. Doctor, I have worn thai mask
successfully for tldrty years.”

“ But yow—"

* How did I come to adopt 1? It's &l
story. I was the body servamt of & most skillfy
chemist in Richmaond, Virginia, as a bey, Ha
taught me my business, and through hifm §
learned the secret. I knew my eolor wowuld stand
against me always, and I determined (6 he 2
lv;mh.e mon. How well I bave sueceeded, yod

now."”

" It seems imerediible.

*“1t's true, though, WIth that faee I went
through the medical college. I have ifisgrast i
all sons of public positions, but Aever ehe: Was
I betrayed until now."

**Yel your speech just now——"

* Once in awhile when I am exeited L forgst
myself, but uot often. Ennn%llh!! Teo-night 1 4
the black doctor. fl is well, foF we afe ABRUE 52
do a black deed. Ha, ha! 1'; rather glad WA
otherwige that some 8ne knews ile ti-u%hv, faF
le a relief to be natwrall just onee.?

" l\( supposge so. Shall we go at it

L m“

'"M.

“flHe sooner the better, With the girl Gussie
d{utgg_mgl,tll!ucka:ol? daadull a,rtu;m'k ahl@l‘ hﬁi d({ 86tV8
al tiie bottom of lie well, it |3 A
shall be interfered with Aew." o 1y thih we

They remowed their coats and prepard foF
busginezs,

Dr. Sweeney produeed & ease 6f ifétruments;

and spread thera oat upon the HurFead:
I ' wonder what his name really is,” dhiowshl

Dr. Bob, as he eyed these prepanutons. ¢ Bless
my soul! there never was a Lruer saying than
that one balf of the world don't kmew how ihe
other hallf lives.” P

*THere you are, doctor,” paid the coroner,

* Ready?" faliered Bob.

vs Yem."

NTAin't you going to give her the ‘murpliive
firs?”

*How much has she had?"

“SJince morning when I gave her the iffst
dose about four grains.”

* Heow inuch the last dose?"

v+ Hallf a grain.” .

*: She sleeps sound. I doubt if she needs it,

** Still you better do it. Give lier a conple of
graiins, and we'tl wait fiifteen minutes for it to
act. Therelll be no danger of the poor thing
suffering any after that.”

v Well, all right, it you say 8o,” assented
Sweeney.

And the black doctor took four capsules and
forced them between (he lips of the sleeping gikl.

*¢it was as Dr. Bob had Baid—a blaek deed,
Siire enough.

And as if Heaven itsdlf frowned upowm such
evil doings, at the same Instant a heavy elap of
thunder was heard without.

It rolled end ratiled, causing the frail structs
ure to tremible as it rumbkd away oYer the éity
ofithe dead.

CHAPTER XV.
THE GHOST IN THE WELL.

“8av, Ben, it's getting terrible dark.” M

* 5o it is, Rube, but we must be Almoat there.”

** Mebbe you teok de wreng padh.”

“ Balsam avenue was what the hah said, bat
I don't see the big iron ball,* »

* No, nor ther marble Baby in d8 glass éase.”

" Let's see, we'tl eamie {6 a aier: éf&ﬂ;""
m&nﬂ the two boys hurried of alehg the HarFew

Soom they came te one of the iroh sighs whieh
" ttll;: Evergreen eemetory lell ifie Rames of he

It was not Balsam avenue.

* A mistake, sure euough,” exelaimed Ben
M-IFFiS, foF it i8 no ome less tham oar heto sud
Brie the Rat of whom we are speaking #oW.

. Hours had passed since Bem for the seeond
time Went to Bedford street,

Foliowing M8 fixed delefininatioh he made
Rube guide hiin :@Ul:he Géi?été{g; CiR )

They arvived at the g4 jat i Hihe i8
see il close for the Right 3
they could net eem® ifl; H& & EB% %iﬁ ?ﬁl E

gen wais in i:léﬁﬂﬂlf-;

& Was 59 hungry and so lired and so op-
Brm@d by edl that had ocourved, Lhai Rute, (
be had but known it, was nearer dealing With a6
1RG8AS persom tham he was AwWare.

. BRe tixed idea seemed to have mmlri. gesm-
0 BES

$i8R of the :
sister’s gmg‘ :_““x man, and that Was his

What was to be dene AgW!
w%‘; 8 ge d!‘vg&k o8 something Ben uttwrly refused

He could elimb the fence en , but
HH§ e %HEF the grave when |t wngyﬂ%@?a%%g*b.

&% Fight here fortune tavored hif, 16F eut of
the cemetery come two gravendigdiis 196KING
E‘BP E;L all like the fangﬂ?ﬁea g’{?ﬁiﬁz feoer in

amlet, bal very much like twe Réwly.arrived
felegates from the Emorald 15ig,
Ben tackled the grave-diggers;

© URderatood jost how to handle £HEM:

2 199K them inlo the nearest beer saleon,
e g e o T 8 S
: ﬁ% i e rergraeny hes i be (o it

£8Me out of th
KREW: OF hought lie knew, ﬁs&gﬁf “‘%%‘2 ?53
g@n&mu wais located, &iﬁ a8 iﬁ&ﬁl éﬂ%§+
grave-diguers w

pot poor Nm%a;:i‘“h ?g%i. B Very Shes i

“ﬁ%@‘wpm later Ben and Rube wete in the

Elosed gate could keep them g4t
g hgﬂfybm very careful lo fallew the di-
F& Ie $ given them by the grave-diggers:
mm% ‘ggjgomuew a certaim mv%"a? \ﬁi-s ifien
uoﬁmmh! further, cortaih path, 84 feliow <riat
teF that they were to com® to & &8Faif
&FFH% Bfficer's monument, with g all
6R top of I it
on v of T and by Jhat i o

Tt e i by b i

?.ﬁqbs the Hal plamntively stated they &q4ld
{!& gm e Cutinon ball ver ihe Wrtiﬁl% ﬁ%ﬁ@ i
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Balaam avaonealiso seemed to evade them.

There was fir aveuus, lareh beaeh, 6ak and
chestnnt avemusd—everything bt balsaw, aud
that waa not to be diseoveredl anywhere.

By this time it was quite dar&, and a gather-
ing storm made It even darker.

Just then they suddeuly came to the end of
the cemetery.

Before them waas the fence and beyond the
fence the railroad, aud beyond the railroad, away
oft in the distance, the little country sent of
Mother Beezee.

“@ireat golly!” cried Rube, "“tHmme's the
ranch!"

“ What do yon mean?” demanded Ben.

Then Rube explained that Mother Beezee,
botbered by the police in her baby farming busi-
neza in Bedford street, had for some years been
conducting it in the house now before them.

* You’ve been there often?” asked Benm. )

“ Many a time. Blame funny house It is,
too,”

1l H@wgv

Rube gave a strange chuckle, but would not
tell what he meant. .

After that they spent over an hour looking for
the receiving vault.

At last Ben gawe it up.

Either they bad been directed wrong. or he
was excessively stupid.

It waa perfectly evident that they were lost
among the tombs.

Just about the lime they arrived at this con-
clusion, they suddenly found themselves at the
fence again, in about the place where they had
been before. . .

“ By gollyl here we are again!" exelaimed

be.

ul

He peered through the pailnga and kept right
on talking about the baby farm,

Suddenly it occurred to him that Ben Wag not
ampwerin

He looked around.

Ben was lying on the grass streiched out at
full length upon his face. .

Hope having given place to despair Ben had
suddenly collapsed.

He had fainted dead away.

But it was only for & few moments—meo-
ments which seemed like hours to the despairing
Rube, .

After that Ben was Ben again, hut he Was
very much shaken, and sat there upeu the Bahk
the very picture of despair.

= Say,” suggested Rube, * let's go ever t9 4e
house. There ain't nebedy there bui @lgsl@:
She'll give us some gruy and you €a# g6 10 BRRP
for a little winile.”

And they went.

It had hyegun to rain whem they entered the

yard.
A sharp lightning fiash, fellewed by 2 elap of
hunder, told the nature of the gaibering Riorm
: Ban had revived someWhat, But wa§ wﬁ&slmg
pretty sick. . .
The house was dark, §aye (gF 2 8giitary Yight
burning ip the WiRHEW WHIGH,&HQ@ Gpgé'jéfgﬁ' %‘3’3
the window of Mether Beezee's Q)R 'F%BH!: .
«|I don't think we had belier u;‘ EFe, eaid
Ben, *I'd rather go back 19 } 9§ﬁ gu 0. dolo-
 But where ehall we §93- a%E uge,’ ole:

m%%rg ae E 8 T3b thi oing back to Bed-
i %ég;ﬁg o gk
9935"& b

819p- . eain but
¥ ratn had sjopped again bo

E:'zf e il doteheed. g bR
g y e IHrCY¢NdiRed Rube at

g, P :ﬁw o4y Yt Guseielaagdydio wond
Lg y or @ 12N0D0 § but Gussie and you won't
r-‘gﬂﬁl’ ‘perhaps we'd better; bul 'm awful

ry, Xd E.Beﬂmgww dipikerofbwatem oawrol
gﬁlgﬂ RaPaf (Hep's @Rty dndiitk of water out of
this peeflsilithe e driyy buti thiere might be water
in it Wowsed to be dty, but there might be watfir
in Théf@"wne o bucket and windlass attached to
thé éR #AR cheusées mtditmioaiass attached to
thgytelhsrehdhol dovkileg watemthe bucket was
guBuénlstgeized by Bomg wazeenipowetiond whe
fupdenibientizedzitntedoe unseen power and the
rope vintepimeagitaeeh deap volce was heurd
calinghirommhe lbostam ddddievmied- was heard
cakbi piplfop mptbhebet tobielp the welh cting
" Gebd, gqﬂyuerthmgg’og;sped ube, letting
Lo tigovapg aingd stariaygs o Asped Rube, letting
go*tibonsenseld Therme §aMe one in tﬁ:)e welll
“G}'\?L %é{]r@%?&uﬂlhg&scoﬁgﬂ%@m in the well!
exé@h Biffo denotheornurtncef the weil and
cafad dpwaed over the curb of the well and

cuffie gnamer came BIAMRHY:

* Hello, friend! Will you pall me oat?
ﬂ"'dWho are you?" demanded Ben, mueh mys:
titied.

“ A fellow creature iu distress. For the love
of Heaven pull me out!”

“ Hore, Rube! There's & man dewn €here.
He must have tumbled into the well. We must
pulli him oat!” deelared Ben.

He seemed suddealy to have become as well 4§
ever,

He only needed somethieg to arouse him frem
the despair into whi¢h he had fallen,

Rube respondied, aud they went to work 6R
the windlasa together.

In a moment a man’s head andl shoulders ap:
peared above the well curb,

* 0ld Ring Brady, ihe detective?

Ben nearlly let go the rope ju his amazement
ag he gasped Gut these words.

“ Hold on! Hold on, Ben Morris!” said the
detective. " Don't you let me drop!”

Ben held on, aud the old detective, as spry ug
ever, leaped out of the well.

* Boy, give an account of yourself!"” he ex-

claimed. "™ How—heavens! Why, here's my
old friend, Rube the Rat! He has saved my lifa
again.”

CHAPTER XVI.
KESCUE AND CAPTURE.

“ AND is that your story?"
" That’s my story.™
" Boy, 1 have wronged you—give me yonr

hand!”

That is what Old King Brady said to Ben
Morria live minutes afler the deteetive eame out
of the well.

For Ben had related in a genevall way the hap-
penings of the last few hours.

One important point he omitted entirely, how-
ever.

This was all mention of Snake Hill and a ger=
taim individual called the count.

And there was the old detective looking dewn
upon liiin as calmly as though thete were i
such things in life as handcuils and morphing

iklg.
y Ofcourse Old King Brady knew all about ths
blow from the handcuffs. .

Bui if the hundculls were hard the deteetive's
head was harder. _

As for the morphine pills, Old King Brady
knew nothing about them. .

Could he have known ' the actual tiuth, }ig
would have known: that the black deeter, i ¢he
excitement of the moment, had made a mistake
and admimistered the wrong capsules.

Doctors often make mistakes,

Generally the mistakes of deeters de Warm,
but In this instanee it was just the etlier way.

The capsules administersd! by Dr. © Sweenky
to the detective were perfectly harmliess, foF £18
excellent reasom that they had nething in them
bul air—they were walting te be fillsd. o

Now it was enough Lo breed blaek despair it
the heart of amy mam to lind himaellf in the sifs
uation that Old King Brady feund hvmrdft in
when consciousness returned to hif al the 66t:
tom of the well.

But it waa nol to be for leng, .

Twiee Lhe deteetive had tried i elimb %B;
falling brek eaeh iifie, whem e haard t8e vaices
of the beya ialking at the well ear,

Wiidt appened after that ihe ;eaa%i- KH%W :
Ohed Mpie, by & coMDIRALYD oY R¥aILS W l
BOBMRG AlMeSE mirdcuiows, the dBlBELNGS HIe

had baen Aaved.

Now, them, I have something to tell you,
Ben Morris, which will open your eyes,” eaid tis
detective, kindly, as they stood under the lkittile
shed behind Lhe hoase watehing the raim, whish
hail agaim begam to deseend.

¥« What is 117" Ben asked.

¥ You say the young lady who ealled tpen mie
Ia]yeur sister?”

‘e 8he we.”

" You believe her to be dead and buried?”

#Why, 1 know she I3 dead, Mr. Brady, and

“You are wrong. Sheis not dead—at lemst,

I hope not. 8he I8 in the hands of two black
scoundrels in that house.”
v Wiiheat

Bet) made one bound, and would have run ont
of the shed had not the detective caught him,

“Waiit, young man; haste will accomplish
nothing. We must save yonr aigter, bat Ip order
to do it we must be calm.” )

» What shall we do—whst shail we dol™

* You and I will go inte the house and do ewr
best. Rube!”

" Yes, boss.”

* 1 don’t know how you eseaped, you raseal,
but I'm glad you dig.”
Rats can crawll troo small heles, Hess.”
“ Do you kng: thia weiteithorhioad?”

" Like & bowk™
* Run down to Broadway. Near Meéffiat ﬁg%%{

you will find a livary silable. Hife a_ e8aeh
let them drive you e the earner et Fiﬁl?g streg
and Bushwiek avenue. There walt (Ml [ comEr
" Great gosh! No one won't be fesl ensugh
to hire me no ¢oaeh!” .
\ ™ Yes thev will when yeu pay ji @dwares:
ere.”
And the detective slipped a bill inte the bey's
annd.
Rube was off like a Hush, .
Olu King Biady had already searehed his
pockelas, .
He had two other revelvers besida the one B[-
?a‘%g had takem and he kiew Lhey Were UIB
He gave one to Ben ami opening the deer BJ
an outhouse connecirdl with Lbhe shed, metions
to the boy Lo enter. .

Now in this outhowse was the hidden tﬁ?:
door whieh eormmunicaindl With (he seerel csaF
There was nothing te piexent Old King Brad
from going straight baek Lethe Fedm from WhiE

he had been remowadl,
Meanwhile matters in the reem had advaneed
slowly.

The dose given Nana had been frefm thie s3Mme
box which supplied Old King Brady.

Of course it did the gidl he habtih, amd as the
effects of the morphine previously given fad n%w
nearly spent itself, no Worso OpRRFLiLIY 16F (N8
operation could have been selecied.

The tem minutes were inereased (o Ewegw-

Still Nana did not breathe Lo suit the dBELers:

Hence their iriastiatian,

“Wheit in time s ithe Matier? mwtie) ;
Bob, afler an examimfiion. ‘A he%ﬁ 64 g
sironger every minute. She 2618 fgF all the Wor
like a peraon whe wak wakm% .

* 1t eau'l tie,” persisted (1B B %e& of

" Sure yonr pills are frash™ asked BoN.

“ pever make Mislakes, 6%&%&!1" eelared
Sweeney, S A grout shew oF INIER dISALY.

v Wall, just exdWine HF REAFL i&{t YOUFSHIf

DF. Bweeney Beit 8ver (he patisht, 4 ﬁ§
the midst of Nis examinaiiti, W %n‘ s 031 ;
Dr. Bab's ifitense astonizhmeht NO tURYRY Sver
baek\ward. o 8 W gl s

" Help—murder! Seme 6ne's e i,
R&ﬁé““"* s a fearful Lhuﬂ%i-el% §H‘€Lﬂ% dit3

Dr. Bob Bprang to the rescue, ,

Bang! went l%é baek o inhe Blaek d8&i8Fs
headl upoa ihe fe6F.

" Move and you afe a dead man!” ealled &
voice from undet the bed. o

“ Holy Gee!" roared Dr. Bob, springing gk
in spite of the injunction,

For there under the bed were two fages peer:
ing at him, and the gleaming barris of iwo 1g:
volvers pointed directly at his head.

All thiis iu a second.

Then out leaped Old King Brady and Ben.

" Cover him, boy!" breathed the deté !WF:
indlcating the black doelor, whe Ast as Badly
sfunned as before was tiyiAg i@ rise.

Bem jjumiped upen the black d6eisf.

Literallly sitting down Bpon NI he pressed
ihe revelver against his head.
mnymmu lime the detective had Dr. Bob by fhe

roat.

*Old King Brady! Great heavens, whal i§
this?” gaspedl Sweeney. .

But the detective's answer was to seize Ehg
handoutfs from the burean where Dk Beb R
tossed them when Sweendy took Liew oif;

They were snapped in theif ald placs in &
second, .

* Gentlemen,” aaid the deteelive, "lagh Herg
agaim. The least tronble you maka M éng
less yom will have youwisiNes. Beh, iake £ae 6
this fellow. Il take your Mah new."

The blagk doetor waa compieily eews?; .

¥ For heaven Bake, Brady, Ba msge& 1% R
whined; *aaly fof Me yeu'd bs & Head Mma
ROW.

“EBoh! Whatnnosserse. Get ip!"

Dr. Sweeney arose heavily,.

The deteetive proeseded to tie Nis andy Be:
hindt him.

lie then searched both men theraughly,

Of course the papers came back 166 113 foxss:
sion then,

Not n word waa spoken.

Old King Brady would net linve ft,

He (elt (hat there nad been ialk & fugﬁ; )

* Got over there!™ he said, l’-f? bé 0
the black deetor towaid the w“ﬂ 0% § i}
could keep him eoveredt wilh Lhe stk Hapd:
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voMuy 1 apeak a word?’' asked Dr. Beb, whe
bad been twice told to hold bis tengue.

“What do you want? Spesk quiek!?

“I'll tarn State's evidence agalAst that biuck
scoundrel. The jig Is up; it's every man foF
himself,”

“ What's that? Let me get at him!" sugd-
denly bawled the black doetor,

He leaped ap. .

Naturallly Ben sprang In front of him.

But the coroner, instead of leaping ferward
suddenlly turned, flung up the window and leg J
out before either of his enemies couid Faise a
liacd to prevent.

Bang! Bang!

Both Ben and Old King Brady Oneds

Both missed.

The black doctor’s bold meve had sueeeeded.

He was gone. .

Perhaps Old King Brady might have leaped
after him, but at the same instunt Naps 88t up:
right on the bed.

“tRen! Ben!” she screamed. “'So¥e me,
Ben!”

And who could blame Ben Morris from hurry-
ing Lo his sister's gide?

Not Old King Brady c¢ertainly. . .

Tins made it pecessary for bim to give his at-
tention to Dr. Bob. .

And the result was that When the deteetive
did get down inte the yard belew tbe blaek dve-
tor had disappearsd in the darkness apd storm.

But Old King Brady did not eare.

He knew well that Dr. Sweeney’s political in-
fluewes was great.

Once he restored his mask and brought his
political pull to bear it would certainly be a
dangerous business to attempt to unmask_ him:

" Perhaps I can get along without it, and
gtrike him later when I have made sure @i the
McGroaty million,” thought Old King Brady o8
he retarned to the room above.

He had tied Dr, Bob to a chair and there he
found lilin upon entering. .

Ben held Nana in bis armse and was talking te
her in low tones. .

“She's all right, Mr, Brady!” he exciaimed, 3
the detective entered. * She is not mad, 88 yon
said.”

“You poor child!" said the eld Waf, i
her forehead. ** How you have sg @vemaﬁ
try tosay o word now. We will leave this plage
aa 8000 us the raim I8 A

QVRE.
And he lofi the browber and sisier aless te- | 9

gether. . X
Picking Dr. Bob and the ehair up bedily, ae
carried them oot into Ge hall upd Bhutb the

door.
Here he carefully questioned the ambulanee

SUFgeon: .
The replies received were auliep ang wREntie

Wy o

to as?ffghag *’%gﬁéi@l%%ﬁ”%? wig gg F& :uti

’Hﬁ@ ka% ?ﬁ@ Qfﬂfm ha ﬁ{g vggf eﬁéin ﬁe
b

ROftn-e o Q. j athatrtan Beac
e %’fﬁ%ﬁéﬁ%‘ﬁi@ L Vs Al
?Eﬁgﬁ .

' . S ay.
jo hRgie was Br- Egg gg(‘i‘ 8“11 lK(mE glr.:d)y, arm
in . . o
Ao SR e i e et
ey o E gt ibr.inghm Ul diib@LITAR
W ﬂﬁ;éﬁdd dlin Wéfharngmmething
wh %éﬁa Q! fhedninmieeot Gassle when
orbdtidd b0 iBe, name of Gussio when

th vé Y@Eg?ﬁié‘bahﬁngainst her breast she
L

the baby against her breast she

& nd Nibiknew it as their dead sister's
chia) Mg,'\h%nﬁhbyewpﬁom,mmn desan gibtoets
cﬁt ‘a \Wepettableywaipporeal upen ten Heical
itthé gitgpectable wet nurse upon their aéri\ﬁal
in Gireatityns their snrprise when Old Kinz“:n y
brouglt vits ititeirtberpersa i dHEOHIMRENTP1IOY g
byouwwblinkiitgcﬂnﬂslaadhh%m APmieafy|
Digrt iy jgeidi akpeapn tbist theodatestiseriad it
wamded pedosteepromse ther.detective had all be
wihtet twa® therpreeession which appeared a
théucbrners of hBaswdekioavernen anthe FUlng
steeetorner of Basbwlick avenue and PiIIing
streeHello! here they come,” shouted o rogge
uréhlig | Fah bhig tHews e, bilbhwibth sceagyed
A6 iBerbwr ip ghobevdmyse bill, which occupied
th @f e il wascRdmesthe Rat. Y

Of Do eisech iwadl RendythiprRyou, boss,” ke de-
claré coadn'drnghtabown flvergdl, boss,” he de-
clfledled the 'wayodewn vRillimgeatreet.

Telelstbedvetye thack,Puhich tmdeventured no
fuifthee aioadcommtbet kbentidb eordidenrel the
#arébtr on accoant of tbe bad condition of the
street.

Old King Brady opemed the doer aud helped
his charges to enter.

First Nana und Ben, then Gussie apd t‘he
baby.

For Dr. Bob and himssilf to squeeze In was
impossible, and them there was Rube to be
thought of besides. .

Ben, you take care of them,” said Old King
Brady. * Rube can go on the bex wiith the
uriver, 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 H you Wish, hat
for Heaven's sake lake me some place where |
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 that. You have money?”

* Less than two Jolllars.™

' Here are len. Go to the Astor House and
present my card. Do not leave the hoiel till you
hear from me.”

He slammad the door of the coach and they
were driven dowm Pilling street o Broadway,
around which corner ihey soon digappeared.

' Did 1 hear you remark ihat you wanted a
drink?” asked Old King Brady, turning to Hab.

Now Bob was close to the dstective, and for
au excellent reason.

Not only wns he hamdianffed, but he wus alse
fastened to the detective's arm.

* Well, yes, 1 don't mind, seeing it's yon," re-
plied Bob, who looked very foriorn,

*Ratayps we'll strike something al the ferry.”

" What Ferry?”

“Wiilliamsburg. '

Mo you golag that way?

VIt the shortest.”

 WWhere dare you taking me?*

v Well, really, I'll not trouble myself to tell
yau, bAt there are a few things I'd like to have
yeu tell me, young man,” )

@, L must answer il yoor questions, snd
yon are to answer none of mine.”

' You understamd the sittmtion.™

' 1 know that you can't make me talk whless
1 choose. What's to hinder me frem beiRg a8
dumb as old Buckaloo, who you left drumk uuder
the table back there in the howse?'

“ Nothing. 1 can't make you talk. Veu 3¢
quite right about that,” replied the deiestive,

vietly. . X )
~ But I will talk if you will prefise tg et e
turn Stale’s evidenee.” whined Beb.
* 11l do my best to arrange it 80."
" Fire away then. What do yem Want 8
know?”
“@me thing above all others. Whe is sh% parly
that haB to sign the reiease of the roaty
Now

estates?”
on you've gob ie: ¥ou meaR
the mysterious * he?'

* Hu—bal

*[I meam the mysterious “hel'™

1 don’t know. Sweeney wouldn't tell me”

" You have no idea who he may be?”

" Not the leestt™ O

* Do yon Buppose your mother knpows'’ ,

“ She may, bat I doubt it. 1 surely do nen™

* Do you wanl U0 make u eonfessiop to mel”

" You are said to be a fair man, Xr. Brady.
I'm in trouble. Show your fairness to me. What
is your advice? ,

1 advise you not to do iit’" R

& 1l follow your advice and won't. Now i3
that ali?’

Ve Yﬁ-"

“I'm going to a¥k yom & (Uestion er tWe.
Of course you'll answer or net as you please.”

o Well?*

* It's only from curiosity I want to knew, for
it has bothered me."”

" \hglll?”

« How did that girl come to be 8shut up in
Buckaloo's bank vaolt? Yeu bad a long talk
with her. I suppose she told you?"

wSie did. You have no rigins in the matier
whatever, bat as there is ne particular reasen
for keeping it secret, 1 will anewer. She was
pat there by Buckaioo himself.”

* Ab!  HFow?”

" You see, the poor thing woe trying to sepa-
rate her brother from the burglars, with whom
ibeir lives had been spent,"

v Yes, 1 kmow.”

v$Fhe called on me and gave me Warning of
the proposed robbery.”

g that so?*

" Yes. She thonght szhe wag most secret in
her movements, but for all that she was followed
by a wretch names Fogarty—one of the gang.”

" AN! 1 know him.*

~ He frightened the poor thing into telling

what she had done, and an attempt wus made
to kill the brother at Lhe place where he was to
meet me—the attempt failed,”

* But about the Lmmk?"

I'm coming to that.”

* Without the consent of this girl's uncle,
who Is, L believe, in the penelentiary on Spnake
Hill, New Jorsew, Fogarty did not dure to injure
the gir, so after thoroughly friglitening her, he
lei her go.”

“ Ah, 1see! Aad she went to Buckaloo.”

“ Yes, with a vew of heading off the hurglary
she did. It waa a bold action—a brave one.
She little drearned, however, that Buckaloo waa
one of the gang who were plotting to defraud
her of ber rights.”

v Well, it was s0."”

¥ 1 know ii.”

" It you know it, blest if I see why you leftt
bim back there.”

" Bless my soul, man, 1 couldn't carry him on
my back, could [? Hefl sleep awhile jeh, He
mey find that he has compamny provided he don’t
wake too soom.”

" Wefl, well. Go on.”

" Well, ilie girl was received by Buckaloo in
his private office. It was late in the day—they
were alone. Suddeally he pounced upon her and
demaudied the erysolile cross you were 80 anxious
w0 E/gﬁﬂ!"

“ There was a struggle for the ?onmian of
the cross. The girl catled for help, but nene
came. As a ruse she made hiw beliave that she
had swallowed it,”

VWit She didn't!”

* No, she dhidhirit,”” .

“ Great Seotl? You kaew this?

¥ Pogitively yes.”

¥ Thea jf L—"

Dr. Bob paused with a shudder.

A ugeless crime seemed more terridie te hiin
thx(aln one which would have aeeompliahedl his
enas,

" If you had cut her np you would net have
found the cross.”

™ I'va been lied to—fooled,™

““ No, no! When Buekaloo ¢ame (6 you=—"

* How did you know that?”

™ Guessed i, I see I guessed right.”

* He claimed he didn’t knew hiew she eame te
be itl the vagi.”

“He lied, for he chlorefermed her apd B
donbt put her there himself.”

" Ahl She don't remember that part of it?”

“No. She remembers nothing fem the mo-
ment he sprang upon her Wilh the saturated
handianatlics? until she eame 9 HeF spRags il
your ambulance. So (hak® the way that the
matter stands.”

I'll be blamed it I understand il fully yei.”

Nor I; but I suspeet Buekaloe had a Feasen
for not daring to interfare with the epersiions
of the burglara it lie knew they were coming,
which I am satistied he did, of olse he waa ﬁg:
taisid and was not able 1o get there 6 (ime."

""I{q knegv nothlng‘ofl ﬂ‘ljl dliﬁitle w id

" Nc, but your friend, the black deeter did.
It 1a my belief that Buokale® weat foF ﬁm-qﬂi t
it all worked diffavently from what they £ SE‘L
ed. Bui enough of this. { Bball tell U6 HoFe:
Will that ear never eome?’

_ They had been standing on the gerpef oY Pill:

Sak. o this W oetors e ok 01 et
» ’y w b

railtoad in that part ot Bresklyn. Sate

_»It's coming now L think,” said Beb, li@@lﬁ

%ip tho street, and indeed the Jingle of batls ee&ﬂﬁ

be beard.

It was a lonely neighborthood the| B
per of Pilling street Eud Bfﬁdwnyzvaetfg?  eof
'gh;li'edwan: not a soufl in @ight, " .

ehind them wus a fence, paft
ot a ile blackamith $hop, \Qmeﬁséﬁ%ﬁémé
sappeaied-

Tired of standiog at the eorier Ehe AsLeclive
drew back, and they leaned aguinsi ihe [6RES;
for Lhe car was still some distabed AWRY:

Again Dr. Bob brought up the qums%fa of his
being allowed to turn State's evidanee.

] :ut the ‘delective would say neihing defi:
oute.

He could noll..

* When will yon know?" ask 2 ;
" Who'll disvide?t W BF. Ba.

But Old King Brady never anwweied the ques:

tion.
Whack! Whack! Whaek!

Suddeully an arm reached dewi ff
of the fence. o ife {op

The arm clutched a short eclab which was

broaght down three times wiih erushi &6
upongom King Brady's head. iog fof



25

“ Great Scott, look out!” roared Dr. Boh.
who expected to get a dose too.

Bat the warning came too Jate,

Old King Brady dropped like a stone.

Ol course lie pulled Dr. Bob down with bim.

* That's businnssl” cried a man, lesping
down frjym the fence, club in hand.

“ Merciful beavers, the Count!" gasped Dr.
Bab from the ground,

** Yea, the Count, you cur!” hissed the man,

" Burning blueblagas! Give il to him!” ealled
;a:other man, suddenly appearing on top of the

nce.

It was Praf. Fogarty.

Behind, or rather, beside him cow, came imto
view the ngly features of Mr. Plug Mlmmn

'* Beat his head right off, Count—beat it offi*"
he hissed. *« State's evidencs, is it? Don’t you
leave a bit of breath in his body! Let him have
it right mow?”

The count, seizing Dr. Bob by the throat,
raiged the club above his head.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE BLACK DOCTOR AGAIN,

“Nvow, Wil lhm fresh misforiunes were
happening 6 Old K %Bfﬁ dy, the eeaeh, with
ita eurious load, was Fatthing dewh Broadway.:

At the present writing Broadway is one of
Brooklyn’s chief thoroughfares, but at the time
of which we write It was a ®ireet badly paved,
worse lighted and of interminable length, with &
few giores here and there, and handsome coun-
try houses built in the midst of trees and flower
gardens seatyered along its length for more than
three miles. ——

For quite a distance everything inside khe
coach went swimmingly.

Nana and Ber told each other their respeetive
storles. and a general comparing of hotes Was

Mennwhile Nana had teken baby Jim n
charge, leaving the girl Gassie to g0 to sleep in
the cormer, which she uld instautly.

“|I have great hopes, Ben, ﬁr@m Hepes,” mup:
mured the brave ginl, “H Brady ean @nly
succeed in his plcns, you and 1 will et eply be
frea from the ganmg forever, bat will lind our:
selves very rich .

“il's too Hood te be true. sister,” Wae E%H@
reply. ikt was @l & mistake v e8mIA
New York with the count. We ou mr H ’a%
remained In Chicage, where We had e

el but hew comd wed He woutd

Bt )
a3 bried 18 kil “§ fow. He 13 a treach-
erom0 aﬁé?segw Hat ﬁfﬁf 'Er Pl
38 H? Ivi:] 'b'?g.we m
; suppe&*& lu?
~-=ﬂm msens B the atory which
find hard 10 gsnw Wr i é?gﬁ{éao%gﬂ,
the whole fé'lr L ng 5.’ S ]o.{g b&
gl b A
e A Arrested B ool Hsﬂs i Qéﬂﬂs} g
the rest. Ivs hes §{9F' 08:
2 e b
“ gna dl?le A *fe ueusvs igB!
“i guppose it B 9& g LFye, BHH‘? |t 88
very' hard 19 belley ,,, ? have besh GihRite G-

|8
o "y i cihiee g toraed o private
r eered through the window.
?ggy%wm \thlpliuggg uhen trieerbined avenne.
IRy ratyraomathing mnsttrbe-mougavenhee boy
thGugmeely something mast be wrong," the boy
th@ghdropped the window and shouted to the
drister tocopew Where thesvwWerd Eeighted to the
driBat theraomasvner&tAB®EIwere going.
Eventiuberwamnsilapbwer. _
pWihatule W Hetier?” asked poor Nana,

ressimg tbabyfun Aganst e RERIsLoor  Nana
b1kt e 58 mﬁna hivhe Farriggs stopped, snd
a ghirith & bish he carriage st%gﬁed Sn

a a?nuomngu@h@ouwwle came o T
scRutibleindennthe jaud | baying of, blaedbognds,
scidynthe, time fhen| &Rt ihe dook aheRaraRd die
upBlyethattﬁﬂlefﬂB'erﬂsgidlosH! AoolIPohushed , Joyr
opeyee dStbPTEANT a 41l QA W@ﬂﬂ-e—ﬂﬂjﬂ" udfe £01 788,
hmrkén@umumld%wrgg&s
buBeim gharbo U T Hh i
Namaseranmedo bl Bﬂh’&'rpﬁg““ b‘“’““” and
avoin (aussie daloed {nelhm GhoRuS 88 ﬂtde
tngnup ouikadding hemgbzgﬁggge e fy"!N
Bhapepof md suLepsg o 08 1§ ket in the
sh Exoewaf h'ounthesmxoi}lmﬁr'rﬂe)ﬁmger but Do
eanel d thed but
R NowBon aarbandniooked af 116 dFfseP nds
they en Barednthie treltigl@ooked at the driver when
they entered the vehicle.

Nor had QUt King Brady, exeept ie netiee that
he was a coloted man,

l3ut Ben looked £harp at him now, as he thrysi
his head in ub the hack window.

" Young people, this is my eountey imansiont”
he said. + Walk iii! Make yourselves at hom,u!
We shall go no further to-misgit,”

Then Ben kuew him,

" Dr. Sweeney!” lie gasped,

* Ay, the black docior! Yeur friend Brady
little dreamed, that I live two [ives. He R8VEF
guessedl that the livery stablie where he sent foF
the coach belongs to me. Walk in, yeung Bah-
jamin! Walk in, my dear, and bﬂﬂ% tiie Baby
with you~—my litile game has been Slightly up:
sel, it is trae, but it I8 not lest, by amy WIANeF
of weens.”

If the suddem transformatiom of a hardless
hack driver into that desperate scoundill, tha
black doctor, was a surprise to Ben and Nﬁnm
equally surprised must Old King Brady have
been when he came to his genses lylng upow the
cold ground.

He was not alone,

as big as calves,

Netir him he could distinguiish in dim outline,
for it was very dark, the forms of several men
sealed beneath the old shed which also covered
him.

it was impaessibile to make out their faces, but
the detective could hear what was being sald,
and he soon recogmized the voice of Dr. Hab
Beezee—the name Greenough was one to whieh
the ambulance surgeon had no possible right—=
among Lhe rest.

» Tripped again'* thought the detestive.
v Too bad! A shame! I am afraid this is a Had
box and one which I shall find it hardi to get out
of.”

He was almost in despair when lie found that
his hands were tied and his legs in the eaine ¢on-
dilion,

But the detective had beem in similar plights
too mamy times to despair of fiinding & way out.

“Hiwswe they beem Llirungh me? I suppose tliey
have.” he was thinking, when as it lu answer ha
heard Dr. Bob say:

"“Wes; those are all the papers I kmow any-
thing ahoum bnt he ought to have the ¢rysolite
cross somewtiare, and if you expect 1o sueeeed
with this mysterious ‘tfle” you ought to have
that, you know.”

™ Burning blue blazes! I say he hain‘t got fig?
snappwdl the voice of our oid friend, Prof, Fogar-
ty, which was not recogmizadl by the deteetive‘
since he had not the pleasure of that gentleman's
acquaintange.

But he did recognize the voica of Plug Moran
as that of one of the hamk burglars,

* Lgay lie hain't gol it ubout hinn, I lowked
too,” said Plug.

“ Gentlemen,” spoke the Count, whose vgige
the deteclive of course had never heard, ' ghefe
13 no use in our squabbling over Lhe cross, We
simply can't find it. Good luck threw us In the
way of our friend the doctor, aud we want in
make Llie best of il, Remember we have 6ur
revenge against that scoundied] of a Buekalleo (8
think of, and we have the estates whieh praved
so profitable to my late brother, the alderman,
and which lia look such Pxtraordinaby PAINS (4
coneeall. Now then, the question ig What shall

we do?

That Old King Brady was all atwendion after
this speech need scaresly he sai

* Now look here,” Reid D, Bob, i 've Hg
working In the dark teying ta hel l\?‘% 1) ms
businizs, Count, and [ augeest inj bat Fﬁ‘?:
ly that having got myselfT 1ate a hig |pt ot
bla by deing 8o, I won't de ARGIRGF BIaM® ¢ 1H9
unleigs you tell me the whola sigey.

“ Ha! In order that (you ay m% Siaie's
evidence, dear boy!" drawied the &SuRL.

v Pshawl Yon Jump at eenelusiens. ¥an
only overheard part of what | 5aid."

* Burning blue blazes! It wag éﬂéu&h”‘ éried
Fogantyr, ™ Don't you trust him, é9uni;

* Bah! 1'd sooner trust him than veb afny @ay.
I've passed over that little slump of veurs sboli
the boaile, professor, but I huven't forgstien
hy any mieanar”

™ No. We hain't lorgotten nol by ne means;”
put In Pinar.

" Hold your jaw,” breathed the count. * We
ean’t quamed now. The professor and I will sef-
tle that matter later. We caine out here te this
God-foraaken region hoping o get oar paws ap
Buekalon. We eeuldn't find Mether Beezae's
Faneh, but we did find Beb and lie has proftised
to take us where we ean find Buekakoo. | 6aX Jei
s trast Beb, but if he gees hack oR us Wiy,

them ——»
Here the count made a pecullar gurgling

sound, as though some one wefe having gheif
Ulisal eut.

It imii have made De. Bob feel dewidedly was
comfortaitil, for he hastened 1o Swear eié nql

fideltyy in the most emphatie Ian Wwhieh
the count recelved only By A& COMSMPLHSHS
grunt,

That’s all righl,” he addesdl. " New tiien,

you say you know where Buckalloo is at {fis
present moment.,”

v 1 do.”

* And according to you is just as likely te e
found there au hour from now as at the preseit
mom

w YQ&“

* Well, then, here goes; I shall tell you @ihews
thege eslaless, for we aree alll In the same boat
now. I we are to meet wilh aweeess we Have
got Lo strike one sharp, sudden blow and win,
otherwiige we ain't in it, and that's & feet.”

“ I'm all attentign, mumm v

“ You have heard of my brothes, €x-Alder:
mam McGroany, of conrse.”

“ Well, rather. My mother was his lhowses
keeper.”
* Just so. He was captured and sent te bis

doom by that long-nosed seoundial ever iliere;
his business was breken up, aRd iy eOUFER 6
time he died.”

* I know all thast.”

*¢ You know all that; well, hold en 18 it. Péf-
haps you also know that although suppwd) (8
be ti very rieh mam, My Drother lefi HB PﬂFElEH-
lar propetty that any oG eauldl R¥er uﬂ'ﬂb

"1 knew thay, t06.”"

" Good @ncugih.

“ He did leave ihree little ehildren=twe gifls
and one bov.”

*“ That 1 know, alss.™

“ Burning blue blazes! If he knews s mueh
what’s Lthe use telling him amy mor!™ growled
the professor.

“ Shut up!” hissed the gount. * Let e flgne
lo lell my owm story in my owh way. Beb!"

" What is iit?*

“ You, in common wiih the rest af the werld,
believed those children Lo be my Brethes's.”

" Well, | always heard 20. Meather teld me
80."

" Well, ihey are mot.™

Wt They are not?” cried the profasser
and Plug in one breath,

" Will you two dry up? Ne, they are #ef.
They were the children of my brother's old his|-
ness pariner, a man pamedl——  Well, N mais
ter what his name was. He died suqdenly
mamy years ago.”

* This is ail news lo me!” exelaimed Bab.

" Ag it was (0 me until guite féeem'l &FE#@
loo gave me Lhe slaes. The whele § %3% H
Known to me, but the upshet of it is, ihe fAL&F
of thege ehildren hud eommiticd a m Hﬂga
erime In Englandl. 1o eame heiw: % m&u
money. He lefi A millien In N ‘éb EF
estate and elaifs p MOFa (haM A i% ﬂ g:
landh  AfieF his detih my Bi%ﬁ o Was
really a mw% E%igf | Wlt B%K'?: 8 14
coneeal (he pro H Al gh It 18k
several years. Th*. a%e %E‘. E?al%i. - BE:
lieved mY- PEOLIGE's RIOP 8‘! E R34
Add that these wm |§ 3 f \

A 1 e
v rfm?sa E‘Ri- s %4 Il
E’li’%’h W%i‘% Iy % §

W ”am %F
?}: s gr
B ?}rh?le(l and Etf‘

B‘GW» ihé )Pnn(l ler

* Burning e blazes! Hw long-winded you
are!” prowled Fogarty.

Bul the count, wi‘lmut heeding the interrap-
tiom, went straight on.

*Then we came here and I took the matter in
hand ngnin. I suspected the trath and weat Tor
Buckaloo. | made a compromise with binn,
lle had long acted as the agemt for my baud,
handling bands and stolen securities for ws. |
went to him and arramged for him to give np lils
banking business which no longer paid, and joia
us outright. He agreed to this and (it was %y
his own sugeestion and that of a friend of hi

| one Dr. Sweeney, that the bamk burgdlars was

arraneed.”

"), Sweeney! Aht Sweeney!™ blurted Bob in
tones of deep comlempi.

" What's the matter?” demanded the count,

¢ Dr. Sweeney!™ )

" Well, what about Dr. Sweeney? Don't sif
there repeating his name |ike some blasted poli
parrot.*

* You never dreamed when you wore dealing
with Dr. Sweensy that you wete dealing Wwith A
niggar, 1 suppose?”

.
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BRADY AND THE BLAEK B@E‘F@B-@jb@'ﬂ

* Niggerl Nomsengel™" "

« Nigzer, 80me Sepse—ip eyery senael™

“cBadi! You're drunk!*

* No, 8irl Ivs a fagt™

* Don't give me he such %h_egs suevgis The
whole ameant. of it Is, Bob, to bring Wy 8tory te
an end, Sweeney and Buckaloe played me for 3
sucker. They had the papers, and they algng
know who the mysterious ugent of tl.l¥ Engligh
ptoperty is. As for the American million, thak
is contreliled by the same person. - These (We
men have growm rich out of the ingeme 6f thig
eslate, plundering these children, aud, if they
tell the truth, deceiving this agent, hat we
waut is to get bold of this agent—this My3LeFi-
ug 'Fle’—amdl present our proofs of the deakh
of the ehildren. Them, according to the terws
of their father’s will, the Americam estaie 2668
ie the heirs of my brother, who, as I said before,
WaB hia old business partner. I am the only heir
{eft Ihat I kpow anything about. Consequence
{5, the whole business will come to me.”

The Count paused.

¢ 1§ Ehat allt” asked Dr. Bob.

g il

» Then the whole business beiled dgwh MALHIE
to just this. I yom cam put your inger 6p ihe
mysterious ' lie,"” produce them Pepers, the efya:
olile cross and proofs of the children’s death, you
get. ihla big boodle.™

% That's itt™

« Aud you say Buekalee and BF. §W@@H§§' alone
knooy who this mysterious * He ' 1§, upd  There
he cun be found?”

“ That's it.* L

= And I know where Buckaleo i&™

“$o you say.”

*«]1do. Ican prove iv™

v Well”*

«(Iit seems to we,"” said Br. Bub, with & half
chuckle, * that the game is kinder IR My QWA
hends.” "

* Don't brag! De tbe square Wing ™

* What'll you give?

* [v's share and share alike.”

How much does it all ameant to¥

* Whal's the use of talking?"

v I'd like to kmow.™

* The papers tell.”

 Yes. gr. Swesn% vead off & lob of euff T
the shape of af IHRRRQLY. - .o

Jnyg look ‘e ver Jﬁd see. %rﬂw%%'zp .

The connt at 1nst consepted, thoush ROE uRH|
considerable further rEUMSnt ngﬁ O

He produced 8 dark [aRiern Spd )18 F@J:‘ it

Then he 9ok _out Hhe g&g&»“é he“lad taken
trom Old King Brady's peckey:

It was gsLe o 8Bizeakie pae gge—.

Acound 1t was wrapped o heet of paper Vel
low aud Lime WOFD. "

Upon this paper there was Writing gyer whie
the ggum placed his hand 98 he npusd the 'F‘e‘:]

w%%b was all attention. .
Prof. Fogarly and even the imperturbable
Pleg drew heaf:

ew :
But the eount when he BIIS §§m§ RaRer
i*%%p@ﬁgi*ﬁ_f*’i%‘g?’ég t 5%@?@'@"

e bawle etectivel”
i@ puckage mas made F
gl

IBI’,B lgfgnf‘% 2 /58 sull ahve, by Heaven ['ll
cut Hishaarenaereriedtibe count springies il
U ere) 1 ABY hVec tieentbae oo thigp piogk e vpe
midseds” must have been one ot his pockets we
miffe Gdized the lantern snd hurried to the spot
wiibgesthoyd hade laizh Grd Biwg Brots to the spot
whe @Gdief’ bedbratioxh King Brady.

i BAPSIng cbhi6 2 Ylages! Sare he was Dever
endEdt A1 G AlYE dihoes! Prols Faganigs never
egyidfentiyt PHOL. edogdrbyowas caughty for Old

jng RO idisdppected wlea Vi (hi caves

%ﬂ % Héad¥opad wehandehimed inabittbe mie.care-
? b
Bl

of nothing bata
of nothing but a

ech sRene thedt thaltivheideledtike pind been
tp@Egli frdmi thet Beadbtective had been
'a@% g6 st fitorneshhadtbets the old mar his
wehiohs che thdluld tpriotiubly dia vee mradenbhings
li¥éROlor feyould probably have made things
livgijefotwefeBure of all Lhis when ball an hour
lateieygtitdedsuby oBebl thisey hentrred a Motber
Béegeelpudesertdy randh. they entered Moihor
BePore Mrd eBanledlonahod. vaniahed, and lying up-
orFahavinlBackason sheeyan(smapermPOR Mg
tieseh svnrtddewwre actawded st paper upon wh(iﬁh
thesNabdisesenlagagenslemen. 1Ia, bal Ol,
no!”Not this evening, gentlemen. Ilu, hat an
noDid Old King Brady leave the paper on e
talpf old King Brady leave the paper on the
taf¥ae count thought s0.
He: weamighbught so. . R
HemaaNoigften that the detective indulged in
surthwplearnaTyenbia Onhid ide 020500 NG QY ifs

such pleasantry, but on this occasion he did it.

There was some storming on the pari of the
burglars.

Then, seelug the game lost, they staried te
retire.

The count opened the door and stepped out:

To his horror, there stood Old King Brady
and a dozem members of the Brookiyn pelice
force in full uniform.

* Burnfng blue blazes!" gasped Prof, Fogarty
who was right bebind the count.

“Gentlmen, I shall bhave to trouble you &0
take a little walk with us dowm 10 the Statiou-
house,” said the detective, covering the eount
with a revelver. “ You are wanted there ou im-
portant business. Count, let me advise you mext
time you search a man’s pockets, Lo search
thoroughly, aud when you tie knots, to tie them
tight.”

CHAPTER XVIIl.

C WHATS J11 BAapeg Bo5¢ A, a) thg s

o WAL [Ri3f 933080 POBE NARa, af the sud:

B ARNSURreihent m%%s gns Blagk Hactor

el the LaFHAge %8&@%41 8

[G98R MAKKIOH 1R BFOAAWAY.

“TFeemtieany?™ cried Bem.

He would have sprung at the Black Doeter's
throut if he had been given the chanee.

But he wagn't.

There were the ever-ready revelvers—tie of
them this time,

There also were the degs barkipg hirieusly—
hedf & dozen of thewn 1t seomed to Beh,

Nana, moreover, canght her brother's arm and
held him back, While Gussie yelled ip teFror ot
sight of the dogs, and Baby Jim, shaken o Bby
the genersl excilemant, gave furth 8 series of
prolenged and dismal hewis.

“Eome BeW, RO RORSERSS!” 88id BF: 3teeney.
whose face Wus now 88 hlack 88 the gg@ {
epades.  * You cap 8aye 8 Big |ot of Lraude @
around by geLLing BFP of the £arr 9'3 ey,

ben sa hophI for It b el

i yletd.
_Ho gob out himeslf, and helped Raps ang Gud
gie Mw?ms . the
Meanmhte: Br- Sweeney grdered Back e
9"?5. et(gown off thut!” he shouted to Rube the
at, GG ANkt ubn the Ywauted to Rube the
ke ol’patggﬁlqﬂybgp the box.
Y BT forét jed you.”
i %E;,L%%%m ¥ ied you.”
Bet ‘fa"nce at Rube suspiciously.
] é‘ et !B
E%%A%‘S Eﬁs&agh'nj' fﬂg@%‘&) ngﬂe f.‘ﬁg h;{i‘itiz
ﬁ |n9eeg§w|§ §=§§n yo Ioo?(\ I\?gr r#uch.tt%%%

D

W~ .
a8 Bybe who wos sect after the carriage.
(R R e RS
P iy e Wl
. HF m%ﬁ* 1e wemen aud 2 pa '84,)""" unon
i i s ot SR
Fe Was nothing for It RHE 19 submit
in |T§%H§siiﬁe QBH?E%E‘E the Bél‘l‘égg %BE 8;,' PRk
%sn ;99& Iis eister's arm ond helpsd her 9B
the steps.
Gussie and the baby fellowed: Robe. whole
leas had been released, brobsht Bp the resk
Br. 5w gpencd the hops bgsr_vw 9
lateh key snd ushered them inio the dank i,
“Who dar? Who dart" called & hrill wojge
over the banigters. .
“It's only me, Debhy," replied the Blagk
Doctor, meekly. .
“d'yypou!  Lan’ o' goodnesel Shewld tink
dar was fo' hunrent an’ fo'ty fo' ob j&'s Are you
drunk agi’m, rile man?"
It was hamiliabimg— very.
Evidentiy this was Madame Sweeney.
It needed no electric light to tell Ben wiat
the speaket's color was.
» Now, my dear, yo’ jes go right back to bed™
called the dactor. " I'll see you later on.”
*Woou't do niiffin ob de sort! Who you 2o
dar? Who 704 bring home in kerridges at mid-
nlght? Didn't I hear a bahy squeakim? Tell
yo' what 'tis, I'll tear yo’ wool out, ole man!*
* Help us! Ifelp us to get away Mom thig
wicked mam!"” called Nana. ** Whoever you are,
help us, and the Lord will repay you.”
The mischied was done.
Gonfusion worge confounded was the resmit of
Nanoa's pious sppeal.
* Hold your tongue, girl!" hissed the docieF.
* Deb, you go back to bed or I'll kill youl™*
He struck a match and lit the hall gas.
Them Ben 8prang upon him and Willi one blow
felledl him to the Nir.
* Fly, Nana, fiiy?* lie called.
* Not withont yon, Ban'*

6f6 the 8id Ef@éih

Fanmal hesitstion]

Beu could 1oL go.

The black doctor, though fallen, cluiched at
Ben anil pulled the boy afier him.

At the same instaot a stout colored woman,
dressed only in her night gown, came rashimg
dowm-stairs.

While Gussie yelled murder and Baby Jim
roaved], she joined in the fifdit.

Woman-like, she took the side of her husband,
whom she had threatened but a moment before.

She seized poor Ben, rolled bim over, and
poumded him till he was almost insensible.

Nor coald Rube render aey assistance, for his
hands were tied behind him.

The interference of his wife brought victory to
the doctor.

He was on hiB feet in an instams, and began
flowritishing around with his revolver again.

“IJn trere! lu there, every ome of you!™ hie
r:amﬂl. as he flung opem a door alongside of
them.

There was nothing for it but to go in—alll but
Ben, who was down.

The docter followed and lit the gas,

Debby, meamwihile, held Ben,

Hasuily locking a door at the other end of ¢he
room, Dr., Sweeney seized Rube by the éshias
and dragged him out agaim, and leeking Nana,
Gussie and the baby in.
b W’}-lold him, mother! Hold him tlll I ean tig

imf"

“I'm a-holding on, $0’ bet!” eried DeWby,
*cause 1'se on yo' dide when dere’s 4 fight, olke
mam, but somebuddy’s got to explain dis yere
baby bizness, or dere be de debbil’s 6wn fo\w Be:
tween yo" and me.”

The Black Doctor made ne answer,

He knew the woman’s jealous dispesition Bdt
too well.

Tying Ben's hands behind bhim with a stir
cord, he took the boya by their respeetive €6l-
lars, and ram tliem down-gtairs inio a davk cellsf.

* Now, them, you stay here till I get ready U6
put yoa somewhere else,” he growled, and in =
moment was gone.

Ben listened to his retreatiog footsteps with &
sinking lbeart,

“WedJl, ths i8 a nice businest!” he exelFimed;
*aDh, Rube! I didn't ihink this el yeu!'

ik wihat?”

“Tat you would betray b

Y1 diidin'e,”

* What’s the reason yoa dlitin'{®"

" Bben. I wouldn’t d(l:lsuehhﬂ itk é”d -

" Do you mean to tell e that y8u di W
thn.t'\bf&a_n was Dr. Sweeney?’ y L

=1 don't believe iit"

Ppor Rube betian to blubbes;

“NNow, looker here, Ben. Yeu ARd mMe Wérs
always friends. [ wouldn't go bagk 85 Y68, hé
declared.

*THen w g

, 3 );'oél;!" ere fooled, too, I sWpposeY

* Was the doetor in the five
g0t thee Fy stablg wieh ysu

' suppose he master been.”

" What theppened ?”

“ When 1 got 10 the stable?"

* Yes, of course.™

" Wul, 1 went iin™*

“@}, phsaw! Goon.”

1 axed the man for a earrifgs,”

*TRald bim Old King Brady s6nt you#s

. g‘:i;’.ﬁ dl?iehtold me to told Rim JRL~

¢ Wind did he 4

ll!“ I[WP' W

“The 'l'ivery man, stapid.”
* He axed me over sgsin.”
e Wl

“Den he said wouldn’t it il
right up to Mether Es@zse'ﬁ?f'% Bedtsr 16 &V

1&{?& .JIE"Ie seemed to know Mother Bsszes.”

BT

" m that I always gbe ’

it I broke owners, an'mymuéiﬁ% Bﬁﬁ%‘i‘%, i%vs
coraer ol Bushwick aver abd P'i'l%ﬂ& E%i%%i', &Hﬁ

nowhete glse.’

'Qen[what did he @e?*
»%iidl I conld have the i j i
e Sonid hax haek if T paid for it

* Which 1 didl”

= Then hg went and got (b

“ Then he went and got (e eaFriaes anh i
man wna onto it and b% g?iih Rep, 1 ﬁ%’%%wi
know about the BusiRess, a8 Relp Mb JIAEIONS

“ It's enough,” areaned Ben. ¢ 1 %‘9{)8&6 fig
ggﬁw you just Before we got (e §488
" Yair. Cotched me by do treat and feld o
like grim death tiil he'd Eied my Hswds.”
“ Which reminds me,” sighed Ben, that mine
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are tied at the present moment. 1 was 50 anx-
ious about it all that I never thoaght.”

v@Gndd, Ben! You speak just as though you
could untie them if yon wanted to.”

* Why, 80 Kool | [Nt biee anivamestl offrnpessiif iff
I couldim’t.™

“EBut how?”

“ Yon ahail do it, Rube.”

* Me! Why, mine are tied, too"

* All the same you shall untie mine. Here.”

Ben got hold ot Rube's shoulders and felt for
the knots.

Then he tackled said knots wilh teeth which
had engaged in that 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 nv::g_.

“ Hush!" whispered Bexn.

Y What's the mwtter?” .

" That neise—t thought 1 heard it again.”

It was a edrious soubd—something like a eat
seratehing—that they had heavd before.

Now they listened.

AN waa perteetly still.

*“ Guess we was mistaken,” said Rube. ** Dom't
think it amounts to mothing.”

'* Probnbly some rat in the cellar,” sald Ben.
* Now, then, young fellow, there's u knife iu my
pocket, you know what to do.”

" Yes, you lvet.”

And Rabe did it.

He cut the corda about Ben's wrists and the
boys were free.

Meanwhile the racket overheag had quieted
down.

All through the begiuning of it the voiees of
Dr. Sweeuey aud his colored wife had been heard
quarreling in the hall.

While this lasted Ben felt safe en Nain'y ag-
count, but nnw that it was over be feund all hig
former anxiety returning. )

* Rabe, we must get into that room mp-akaira
—we must get to Nanat” he deelared.

* Hadn’t we better wat/

* Not a smiunte.”

¥ Yon hain’t got a mmatch?*

¥ No'”

» Nor me, which is too blamed bad, "e9z Why,
this bere cellar may be full of niggers all a-lié:
teniu’ to aa, for anything we knew.

 Let's tackle the stairs,” said Ben. *“Cemie

But where were the stairs?
The boys had become 56 torned abeut that

they could not find them.
u’enn:rnnile. as they wandered abeut 1B the

darkness they lost each other. )
« Rube, Rube! Wherg are yoR; Rubel" called

Bep. . ;
At the 6ame jns| Mg anad—
oo e G e 1

Al s B il 28 ot
H et i t]
(ST s T
Bea m dash r:

6 b U3 . .

olose ang didinot i
X %g‘i‘fy@& vgléjgzv P Y e
oenginie. what bacame of Rube?

:18
Fabds 10 000 darkpese hod suddemly sosed

B E S i throat.
¥ gg%%@ggfﬂg%,%ﬁ! peere b
E JF an, 2 @ e

s ' Yoy Bt AATBoor succon
Of'I"l;on the door slammed and lhg boy'(ound
biftisel! foeitgoDrs| SWeeReYain o gimip Jighted

; o a,flimb, g
pomtin, Bal” bhackiad “he Black Bockor e

thought Hkﬂdﬁm efio H‘Fé"@l%%k bkpgsy. 1 bag
::g;%mgﬁg,hfe.%gm;msx obd 87 "RbEY
mmbv,mgﬁp ehatalingcoie thronk beld bim,ed
o ﬁiizﬂgz@%:wl,he;efgﬁsa okl
[ 'll,' g f C
DiggeE if M Jﬁﬁ‘? uﬁ”%oo%“?%‘ﬁ qg‘;e‘? ﬁﬁ?ﬂﬁqﬁ%
ﬂ?g g8 :‘;%o%olkg,bame you!" snarled
tbgs ipspaggiled and used very
naBghty werdtormed, atrléggkeed:'ﬁsn?smulsgg c\:lnflrﬁ/

namgsskwﬁew of the egroner.d pIiI 1o Gim
bim down.

%

)
W You' foolr* hissed the black deector.
et ook dbIAS piER) O
fightgz me? Because if you do: AW 1§ YRUF

shﬁnsﬁ;“ do you mean?” demanded RaBe:

Y“Tiam dollars!”

" For wihat?"

** To light out and never show up agaim."

Rube's eyes sparkled.

Ten dollars!

IL waa more meney tham he had ever had in
big whole life.
b v B.etter say juat what you want me to do,
084,”

“@H, it's plain enough. I want you to git.”

** For ten @ollars?"

" Yes*

Vel

* And pever show up again, You're 4 mui-

| aatme—you bother me—see!”

" Yair"'

** And you'll do it

" You thet.” .

“ Now mind. I'll send you to Sing Sing fer
life if you cross my path again.”

* Won't never do it, s'lielp me!” sald Rube,
drawing hia fiimger siguoiticantly acress his
throal.

“ Then the cheapest thing for me to do i§ fo
pay yoa aad get rid of you,” said the Blagk Dogs
tor.”

He pulled out his pocket-book and handed
Rube two ffive-dollar billa.

* They're good, boss?”

** Why of course. Came.”™

He led the way up-stairs, opened the hall desr
and pushed Rube out into the darkness.

“@iit now! Git hefore the dogs eateh yeu!”
be chuckled.

Aud Robe vanighed,

Was the boy treacherous?

Had he been bribed?

The black doctor thought so as he shut the
door and returmed to the back of the house,

“Now totie up young Ben again,” he wal-
tered. “TDheressmll Good [ happened to think
of listening to thein. Dll go down the fsgulﬂf
way this time instead of the kitchen stairs.

There were two flights of stairs leading dewn
to the black doctor's cellar.

Oue from the kitchem, the other frem the hall,

It wag the hall staice that had been used (8
take the boys down by, and the deer e@m@&ﬁﬂﬁ
with them waa the door Df. Sweéeney 6pshel
new,

Never, in the whole course of his leag and
mgawmm‘ _career, had the blaek deetor mada
& bigger mistake.

He had disposed of his wife before this,

Lighting a laoterm, he unlocked the éeliar
door.

Whack?

Thud!

Something struck the black doator. _

5 Something very mueh in the ahape and size ot
on,

The black doctor went down. .

The lamp fell crashing to the foer, and shiv-
ered into a thousand piecea.

It was & wonder that it did not set the hoiuse
afire.

The oil ram over the Hoor, but the blazing
wick did not happem to strike it.

Instead, it sputtered and went oul. .

But before the last glimmer of light vanished,
Ben's knees were upon the black doeters ehesi,
and his haod upon that deaperate villzin's
throat,

" Swrrender’™
* You young skunk! Ab, how 1 would like

Swrrender!”

Be careful.

to

* But you can’t.

" Yes—yes!™

*JTam armed!
are a dead man.”

This wua 8 fiicion,

The Black Doctor thought so at the time, but
he could not feel sure.

He never moved.

Then Ben begam the hand tying operation.

With the cord which had been used upea the
Rube’s feat he tied his hands sesurely.

Right here was where Ben's mistake was
made—where the results of his inexparieues
came In.

He did not evem search for the
vol ver,

In the first pocket he tonched was a buneh 6f
keys.

This was what Ben was looking for,

He seized them eagerily and groped his way te
the rocm in which Nana waa confined,

The only precaution he took wns to thrust the
doctor's own handkerdtitd! In his mouth to pre-
vent him from raising the alarm,

Opening Ibe door he called Nana's pame
softly.

There was no anawer.

" Nana! Nana!" Ben repested.

Move and yeu

coroner’s res

Them as silence still reigned he struek a
mateh,

The room waa untenanted.

The open window told the story.

Nana and Gussie had fown,

But when?

Had they been gome long?

Ben sprang towand the window.

Even as he made the move he heard the ne-
gress coming down the siairs,

She had heard the noise and waa shoutmg for
her hosband.

Inatant action was needed now.

Ben jumped out of the window.

At the same moment the wail of & ehild was
heard out on the grounds.

It waa baby Jiem, of course,

Poor baby Jim!

His plaintive cry

Boo! Woo! Wo

In an inatant all the dogs were barking.

One sprang upon Ben, ‘

Nana’s screams, and Gussie’s wild yells of tef-
ror told the Black Doctor just what ts de,

For freed by his wife the rasaallly eoroner QoW
came dashing through the window. .

“ You young wretch, you'll die for this!® ke
hissed, a8 he thrust the revelver almest dewh
Beu's throat,

fo'iled Nana's plan of es¢ape.
0!

CHAPTER XIX.
MR. BUCKALDD MAKES lIs LASR STRIKE,

§§§ﬂysu have the papersd
* | mean the origimals.'”
" Yes™

* 1 want no copies such as you seught to palm
ofl apom Dr. Sweeney.”

* Noj I wodiersyand™ o

“It 1 will take yoa to your effice in Wall
‘m.eeﬁ will you give them op?”

" No.”

* Now, don't play with me. I mean eeld bysi-
ness.”

" S0 do L”

" But you said—-"

™ 1said I bad the papers and that I weuld
give liem up. They are not In my office, fiow-
ever.”

t:. Ah! Now we begin to undersiand eash
other.”

* Miight have before if you badn't been s6
thick."

" Never mind abont paying compliedds,
Thal'a time thrown away. You will put the pas
pets into my hamds if I permit you t6 iufh
State's evidenge?

" That'a it

* I have rejected one offier of that sert this
evening,”musesl the detective, “agvdl 1 am net
sure whether I ought to accept yours 8¢ net.”

* You will suit yourself,” o

* Well, I usually try to. The guestien gs hew
lnuclm you know aboul the plet of the blaek 486-
or.”

* 1 know it alll™”

“THat being ihe case T shalll probaly be able
to arrange matters, Mr. Buckaleo.”

“ Very welll’”

* Always providing the papers preve t6 be
the origimals.” .

* 1 fell you {hey are the @szi'@.ﬂlf.-"' .

vavdil I was about te add: *Yen will {aks
P}: ",-'3?,“ [ canm put my Hinger on 1he Mysieriods

®.

* Ha, ha, ba! You may fiind it diffieslt 6 do
that, even though I give you the proper sieer.”

" What do yeu miesn®’

“ Mr, Brady, you are a very smaft man."

" Don’'t tiadier. 1 teld yod net te filater”

" But smarl as {_9& afe yeu are 0ot sHsrp
§"°§%i" to put your [inger pon a man afier he is
ead,

* Do you mean to say——™"

“@h, nol I dont meam to say anything.”

* But yoa—"

" Pardon me. I diidin’t.”

" Stop this nongense! Speak out, mah.
what you do mean?”

*1 mean that the Jast time I saw the mysiss:
lous ' He," as you eall him, that aged and pend=
tious individual was lyln&g the peiat of death. "

Y Hellol When was tUhis?™

v« Sgveral days &go.”

' Apd he may be dead now?™

Y He may.”

¥ His name?”

“NNp, sir!  That's my sironginlid  Wakeyaur
bargmim with me, Mr. Brady, andl then, and §8;
uatil then, will I reveal the name of the myster:
lous ' He!”

And Buckaloo, the banker, leaned baek wpsf
the old settee in the Bushwiek aveaus siatish

Say
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house, looking as positive and determimesl a3
only a drunken man can look whem he wants te
assume that digmity which whisky bas taken
away,

Ofi, that's it, is it?" said the deteetive.

* And these papers are in the hande of a friead
of mine.”

* To whom you will take me?* )

“ On your promise to let me turn State’s evi-
dence.” .

» It's not for me to decide that. 1 prowmise
you I will do the best 1 can 16 bring it about*

“ What a cowardly lot of curs are comnected
with this case,” he thought.

= I'll be satisied with that,” declared Buek-
aloo,

“ Shall we go now then?*

« If you [plenae.” .

« Bal where do we go? Where is your friend's
place?”

» South street near Peck Slip.”

« We'll hardly %nd him there at thig hour.”

« What’s the reasom we won't?*

v Iv'a so Inte™

* Bah! He never closas’™
! He keppa & saloon!
" Yes™

* Then we'll go.”

And they went.

This conversation took place after Old King
Bradly and the officers brought in ihe count and
his gang.

First Old King Brady dragged lhe @rnnken
banker out of the room where the Black Doctor
bad left. him, and them with lia officers lay in
wait for the count and the rest.

It was not until the count, Prof. Fogarty,
Plug and Dr. Bob were safely placed that the
detective tried to question Mr. Buckaloo,

It took time to straighten the mas up.

At last, however, he succeeded, and big ques-
tioning met with the above result.

Now the cells in the Bushwick Avenue station
house were but crude aflairs, and within hearing
of where OW King Brady and the banker snt.

As the detective stanied with Buckaloo a gen-
eral howl of dismay went up,

« Hey! Say! I'll tora State’s evidence, Bom't
forget your promisel” e¢alled Dr. Bob, putting his
nose betwash the bars.

*Buming blue blazes! What does he knew?"
called Prof. Fogarty, with bis nose a littie fur-
ther projected. “Whiiat, now, Brady! Wnist!
If ye want Ulie ilegint State's evidence it's mesilf
ve'll take, aud don't forget that same.”

They were, as the detective bad said, am un-
asnaily cowardily lot, these men.

He heedest none of them el eourse.

Haorrymg Mr. Buekaloo over te Broadway, he
toek the first car for the ferry.

He had been gone but a few moments when
the door of the station house opencd. and 8
ragged, frightened-looking boy looked in.

It was Rube the Ral.

“|lu old Mr. King Brady here, boss!" he asked
of tlie sergeant. .

The sergeant scanned the sirange tfigure nar:
rowily.

¢ Just gone, toy. What did yon wani¥

" To see him."

“ You're too nte”

* Where did he :902.’*

* To New Yook ) ,

Rube looked horribly disappeinted.

He was afraid of the peliee.

He did not dare to teli the sergeant What he
wanted to tell—what he ought to have teld, fer
fear that he would be locked up. .

Therefore when he found that the deteetive
was not on hand Rabe made & boit oot of the
door and vanished, while the sergeant was tell-
ing him to remain.

or did they cateh him, althengh twye officens
were sent after him in & hurry, 88 the Eengeant
felt that he might prove to be an iMPOFLART Wit-
negs in the ease.

But Rube ram across io\9, snd afier leading
them a pretty chase wne igst iR Lhe darknesa.

All of whieh did net leek yery much 8 they

been very hadly bribed ¥
vie Black Doctor's twe live-dellar bille:

Meanwhile, Old King Brady apd Mr: Bugkalog
were slowly jogging down reselw%r in 9,?&%
shackle herse car, which made a ngise [ike &
threshing machine in foil operation: .

As Mr. Bpckaleo geem a‘r&m&?‘; 914 King
Brady let him 8nooze away in gpe Q'FH%F:.

AL last mﬂ@” hed ih@ teFry; and In das
time were landed 1n New York. .
" Al the Way Mr. Buckaiood droWsiness eon-

ﬁ@ claimed that he bad beep druzged:

I seel®

This of course, was possible, hut Old King
Brady scarmcsly believed it.

He suspectsd the baniser of course, but he did
nit dream of actual danger from a prisoner
whom he had so well in hand.

* Now, then, where is the place?’ he demand-
ed, as they started down South strest.

» Near Peck Slip as i told yon, Oh, heavens,
Mr. Brady, how straagely 1 feel.”

* How do you memm!"

*lt seems as though Lhe whole top of my head
was coming off.”

* That's because you have got What i3 com-
moualy called a ‘head” on, ain’L it?"

v No, not at all. l've beem dragged—that's
what’s the matter—drugged!™

" Who drugged you?*

* Must have been Dr. Sweeney.
me of the copies of those papers.”

e Black Doctor, eh?

** Why do you call him that?*

Bamker Buckaloo looked perfectly imnocent.

1t could do he harm, and just for bis own sat-
isfaction Old King Brady determined to reveal
the truth.

He wanted to see how the banker would take

He robbed

it.
To know how successful the coroper iad been
in concealing his secret ameng those Whom he
claimed as Ins friends.

“ You and Dr. Sweeney have been pretty
thick,” he Baid, carelessly.

“ We know each other well, of course.”

» Then 1 can't see why you shounid wonder at
my calling him the Black Doetor.”

“ What do you mean?*

* Can't you guess™

'l,\m"'"

rSuppose I should tell you that Sweeney was
no Irishman, but a megro.™

* Nonsense! You're crazy!”

Banker Buckaloo’'s surprise was too genuine
to he misconatrued.

“ ]t is a feen”™

* Inppoadbb ke.
say 80.”

“iNo., Well, you'll find out later that 1 am
right. But yoa seem belter now."

“ Not at ail. Only you've shaken a little life
julo me, by your astounding statement.™

* Which, aB I sald before is true.”™

*[ can’t believe it. I have known Sweeney
intimately for years, and—buat here we are, Mr.
Brady, This is the place.”

They were near the corner of Sonth street and
Peck Slip.

Like all parts of the water front of the great
city this was a dangerous point in the early
worning hours.

Just now there was no one in gight.

Mr. Buckaloo opened the side or house deer
adjoining a notorious longshoremen's den,

The place was ostensibly closed.

Affaimi i giieseen above the drawm shadle, how-
ever, seemed to indicate that there was some
one on hand Hmside.

* We go in here,” said Buckaloo, as Old King
Brady seemed inclined to hold back.

15 this the plxeaX’

o lem

“tBooquse me. It's hardly to be expected
that I should venture alone with yon inte such a
place at this hewr."”

The banker shruggedl his shoulders.

* How am I to get the papers if I don't go tm*
be asked.

* That's troe also.
ise.”

v Suggest "

“ The officer on the beat shall go in with us,*

* But that will spoil the whole busimess.™

* Not mecessarily.”

# 1 tell you it will.
us alll.*

* Meaning the proprietor here?*

*Meaning the bartender fin whose
placed thoste papers for safe keeplmg.”

* Bless my soul, man, if he knows
you gave him Uie papers, what—heilo!
tled now.™

Old King Brady meant the discnssion.

And most empimdicdlly wae this settled by the
suddem opening of the door,

The face of a man was thrust out and then
just as suddenly drawn back again.

The man was the very persom they had been
discussing, the officer on the best.

v gthit, by thunder! Never mind. It will
work just as well,” murmurdt Old King Brady.

“@¥yfficer, 1 am Detective Brady of the Central
Office. Open that door pieage,” he added aloud.

The door was opened.

The policeman had aiready recogmized Old
King Brady.

1 dom't understandi why yoa

1 can suggest a comprom-

Barney will light shy of

hands 1

yon and
It's set-

He knew that it was useless for him lo attempt
to hide his iidentity.

* I heard a row inside dere, an’ I went ia to
gee what Lie matter was,” he declared.

** Yes, I know. A word with you,” said the
detective. “NMr. Buckaloo, you will not move if
you know whem you are well off.”

Mr. Buckaloo was between two fiies.

He made no effort to move as the detective
drew the policeman a little to one side.
 “Wwhat's about this place?” asked the detect-
ive.

* Nothing perticerien*

* Do you know the bartender?”

[T NO.."‘

“@ifficer, I want you to understand one thing
—17 am a man who minds his ownm business, and
have no time to look after my neighbors’ affairs.
Help me out, if you can, by amswering me
truly.”

* Sure, Mr. Brady, I wouldn't answer you
false.”

“ About this bartender?"

* He's a quiet fellow.”

* You just left him?*

mM.M

“ Do yon know the man with yme?”

VNN,

** He wants me Lo go in there with ki~

o Well?*

* It seems important to the suceess of my ¢sse
that I should go, Is it safe, think?®’

* Why, sure! No danger at all.”

» Still, 1 want to be on the safe éide, for it
would be a very Berious aBlair i this man shotld
escape.”

“ Anything you say I'll do, Mr. Brady.”

* Just guard the door. In case ] am not out
in ten minutes come im."

" All right, sir; it shall be done,” replied tihe
officer.

Now usuallly this was quite sufficient.

It woald have beem r.ow but for one thing,

This policeman was for mamy years Mr. Buék-
eloo’s coachman.

Ii was the banker who put him on the ferée.

It was the black doctor's *opull "Witiidh had
put him on this beat.

“ Well, are you ready now?" sneered M¥.

Bgclmﬂlm., as Old King Brady returird to Hhis
Swde.
“ Yee; I am ready mow,”

. " Glad of it. We'll flwish this jeb up. I fesl
sicker tham ever and want to get semewherd |
cam lie down,”

He led the wny into the barreom.

There were a dozen or more loafers inside;

912 King Brady wondered why they kept se
quie

Hiadl he bul kmowm that the place was Hedd:
quarters for a gang of noteriows Fiver {fiisves
he would have understeed the whele (hine:

* Let me do the talking,” whigpered Buekalee.
» It will @xve time and Boxther,”

He nodded to the theriendef.

“Harmey, & word with you.”

Barney was at the end of the Bar IR & me:

ment.
* What Isit, Mr. Buckaleo? he asked, it tones
of deep respeet.
And well he might be respeetfil,
Buckaloo not only owned the buildipg but the
DUBIHEES.
" B. Fagan,” the name ovef {he deor, was 4
reere fake.
I want those papers out of the safs”
iv:tljm afraid I can’t open the gafe; The Bess
ain't in.”
Old King Brady caught the wi i
held K sﬁem.- dy caug ink which passed
* Inor out I shall have 1o Have the papers
Mr. Buckaloo,” he very em?wﬂmii mid‘.-9 pere.
“Tiny my key, Barnwy, [ know the sate came

from the same shop whetn I baught mins.”
Old King Brady had mevel expeeted ahy ather
» Shall we go in the bae
o e Well examine
These were evidentlly the origindll Jcuments.
Nome were dated later tham the commitment
andl other docurmiente.

The key was produeed.

Of course it opemd the safe.
result.

" These are the papers,” said M¥. algo.

k £oBM aNd GXamins

them?”

" No," said the deteetive.

And he did so, using the end of the bar fer 4
table upon which to spread them ouf:

They referred to the private matiers ol the kete
ex-Alderman MeGroaty.
of Alderman MeGroaty to Siﬂgl Sing.

There was his will, & sehedule of bia prepery
M"'l."hen came the will of ihe dead business pafts

4
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It all seemed as " straight as a string,” as the
saying goes.

" How do you find them—all right!” asked
Buckaloo, as the detective folded up the papers
and put them in his pocket.

v All gl

* Have a drink, then, and we'll get outt,’

* No; we'll get out without the drink. Come.™

“ All right! I—— Oh, beg pardon! There’s
one point I want to show you.”

* About winst?™

*+ Just pull the papers out and I'll explikim”

Here was the fatal blunder.

As Old King Brady thrust his hand into his
coat pocket a heavy sandhag descended.

Every man in the den knew Bnckaloo,

A wink had been sufficient and the deed was
doune, for Old King Brady fell to the floor like a
log.

gConsterm»tji«mn was on the face of Barney.

« For heaven’s sake let’s get him out of here,
boss,” he breathed.

¥ At onge,” hissed Buckaloo. '* Got a bmg?"

¥ Yaiir,"™

YRdwh 1.

The bag was now felched,

It was a big one.

So perfectly did Old King Brady’s body fill it
that one might have suspected that Lie bag was
made for the express purpose of drowning da-
tectives. )

Meanwhile, Buckaloo had re-possessed himself
of the papers.

He did not pnt them back in the safe, how-
ever,

Instead, be concealed them opon hls pergon,

Just then the policeman d&she@

Mr. Buckaloo simply held up his

Tnen the policeman ioeked oot aﬁd was 8geR

. Barney, this ig my lagt strike,” Breathed the
banker

“ kn W whe thig ig \
%2& B Kin é a@g‘,&ﬂ@ detective”
" He arrem@ me‘

“ Y@U lﬂ'h%%”

“ Xﬁ%qgh* I gﬁ” L O

M B?v?g* amrggggé diFty boy sevied R spe of
o one knew Bim=rS oRs Bid sem him

emen
« Where'd y0 g omb" demanded th
lellow mzh the §&ﬁsﬁga Emmg b @ Bey ana
pwgg hém 8 welsm %

“1 wal &%?GEB F}Bwn SSFS behind de bar,

mﬁ;’(ma grs &%ﬁl

o % m mean JORF Rame & Rate?:
BW 'I% ﬁen{éﬂe’"
ﬁ%%sss e e
" Oh, re him gut”
|loo.° h"ﬂvﬁffebl;gyee EIEO_ H-Pg PBH}BS? Wit

ome
ome

”@%ey“n 5
WEE

Hﬁ‘&gé 8%!?8’ Bsgﬂy ;;H %Sgia“ Hf ?RGE’
gggngg ra[. or ano gr " He r&e-

ﬁeugm
an mm

or ano

a%‘iiiil b B Vi
o %’eam

ra on in the ha # that
* Oneg 1A b @ a& ss

e B0t i o
lerk B%nr (] HSRF the 5 ggi’ 88?43 R8
H!s eie nsssr feft the E?ﬂ" door of Fagan's o
he saw four men £merge, carrying a
peewash fthemnen emerge, carrying a
&2 hquWEen them.
Qg%ﬁ v g ke then suceeeded?
awuowmuw- e
Here vfau a ine ending for the detectivee hard
rork.

he 84 f*
uoreaver- e nae
.umd

And Rats, from behind the pork barrels, saw
it all.
But. Rats did not stav behind the pork bar-

When they carried the bag down to the end of
the then uncovered pier he was ¢iose behind
them,

Splash!

Over went the bag.

Weighted as it was with a heavy atone, even
Rats could not have plunged in and saved she
getewj\we a3 the roader no doubt exijrsdt BiMm 16

0.

It was just four o'clock when the doof of the
Oak atreet statiom opeved, and a tall man and a
ragged, red-beadsd boy entered.

The sleepy sergeant roused np ummedlat@ly

" What in the world! Old King Brady!" ke
exclaimed.

" Y%,"

* And looking like a drowned rad.”

" No—no! Here's the drowned rat, He, he¥”

And Old King Brady put his band aweBt af-
;ecuounlely upon the shoulders of the boy beside

" The long and short of it is, aergeant, this
boy has three Limes saved my life,” he sald.

" So0?” said the sergeant.

* Yes. Once from stamum eies from the
bottom of & well, 8ud—=="

" And once out of & bag whieh gol eau ht 6nio
a spike down at the end of the Pegk Ppiet,
chimed in Rube, whe under Re Gileﬁwmﬂﬁﬁé%
could keep uiet l@ﬁg.

Brave Rube

Hig was an 1mportnnt part in this ease,

A few momenta of explanation followed.

Then while Old Klng Brady was telegraphin
Bushwick on the old ptiming machine whie
preceded ithe telephone the Bermgeaul waB busy
ingide Lhe station,

, ln a moment & litile squad ot offieers hurried:
y left.

Raid the ,old mansion in Broadway near
Gates avenue,” the detective waa spelling out a8
m? passed from the station,

e3, Rnbe the Hal had done it,

Rube came over in the uexi ferryboat after
Old King Brady and Mr. Buckalee,

The brief parley at the doot of Fagah's den
just gave him time to see the deteetive &nteF.

Aa for the rest, Rabe saw the bag hanging ie
the hook.

It would have been all ip with Old Kin;; Brady
bul for this particular Rat,

Hallf an hour later tl.ere was a great GOmMfm6:
tion in the QOak street statlon.

Buckaloo, the banker, very drunk, was being
draggedl in.

Behind him came Batnely, the bartender.

“ Thls is—a—hie—a outrage!" guraied Buek:
aloo, who could acal stand.

" I'm a banker—a feﬁpeetable banker. | df
a Wall street—I=hie—=I"m 4 friend 6f Doe Swee:
ney's. I'll break every fian in tms blam@a 8s=
tablishment, by thunder! Yes, I willl”

“eep quiet,” said the sergeant.  Whal's
your name?”

" Moses Browm.”

The sergeant wrote in his big register.

* What's your name? he asked of the trérm-
bling bartender.

¥ Barney N

“ You're the proprlator of the saloon 68 Seuth
steeot

* Me name is on de license, but it's aet a 46l-
lar I have In it, besB."”

" Who then?"

“ Him}* '

He poimed to the banker,

* Liar!"” bawled the txcwker.

.(‘i Mr. Buckaloo, that will do!” the sergednt
8ai
8 " Who says my name is Buekaloo? I teld yod

rowa,

"] have entered it Buckaloo on my Fégiser.”

" Who says 80? Whe says 569"

“II say g6."

A tall form stepped suddenly in front ot ¢he
banker.

“Old King Brady! Great lhegvens!”

“Y¥es. Old King Brady!"

" Not dead?™

*“No. I'll trouble you for theae Papers, M.
Buckaloo. Your last atéike has failed.”

CHAPTER XX.
THE MAETERIOUS " WiE.”

* Is Dr. Sweeney in?"
The speaker was an aged man, bent double,
to all appearance with years and jnfirmity.

long, while beard reached almost [0 his knees,
his whole appearamce waa Birikivg te a de-

It waa nearly noon on the day foliowing (he
happerings detailed in Lie last faw ehapters.
clerk, who presided over the outer office ia the
coroner's palatial residence on Weat Fifth atresi

Here Dr. Sweeney lived and attendrd te an
extensive office practice,

%@ out
and visit patients, out each day saw a heivy
business done at his house,
clerk, shortly. ' He is net wel

I think he will receive me," replled the eld
w[[ think nok,” .
" Just say to him that I am from Mf, Mullisn™
n Ym"
Grumtbliingly the clerk took fu the message,
show the visitor in.
Dr. Sweeney's face had resuthed its eustemiary
lie sat at his desk in an easy attitude, l&ﬂkl‘ﬂ§
likea man who was at peace wilk himslit 24
Anrd why nel?
The black doctor felt happ
lm colored wife and family, in Breagway. E88
yo
This womam had no moete idea that her hHius:
Sweensy, than the deeior's patients Rad that 8
Was a negro.
the priseners safe the
doctor felt well assure
As for Old King Brady, the coroner did not
HI8 political pull was enormonx. He had al-
ready arcacged to have the deteetive ariested oh
Now such a proceeding would be inpessible,
But we are speaking of mamy yeard ade.
asked the black dostor, .
¥« Yes, doator. He has reesived yeuf laites?
v TTe wishes to £ee y
v So? I will call in course ot the aay."
me to say Lhat he has (heught over youF praposi=
tion.”
" That he iB an old man and cannot muéh
longer enjoy the property.”

He was dressed in a suit of rasty blaek, hi§
gree.

The old mam woa addreasing the cCOrewEF's
near Fifth avenue.

Of late years the doctor had refused to

* The doctior is not. receiving to-day,” gaid the
mam, in mild tones.

“ Mullicn?”

Somewhat to his surprise he was orderdl o
whiteness.
the world,

He had left Ben, Nana ahel the l§8
ersin the lonely old mangion Whﬁ‘-i—%j@ vaé
band, who ruled her with a rod of iren, was DF.

That she would keeJ)
fear him.

a false charge as soon aa lit) appeared.

* Ah, Ambrose! You eame from M. Iuubion®

. Vil

" He wishes to see you al enee, i’ dirésiad

" I thought he would.™

" Much tie ever enjoyed mf."

" He enjoys its

"Yes. Well! He says he will assign te the
children without the exhibiiion of the eiyselita
cross belonging to the gitl Nana as provided by
her father, Live son of the late Earl of Eaﬂkﬁdal&.
koown in this country as John Searbor

* Good!" cried the black docter, mﬁmgnlmg
from his seat.

He bad nevera doubt of the genuineness of (ha
messenger, for here was mention made of imai-
ters which he believed known (o himselt aud
Buckalloo, the banker, alone,

*I'll go,” he said.

" I have a carriage wailing for you owigids.

You must come now. Mr. Mullion 18 very wealk
to-day. He is liable to drop off at amy img-
ineat.”

* No time like the preseit,” said the &R6i6F.
" We will go wow.”

Had the blaek doetor's plot suéeeeded?

It looked very much like 't then,

Was Mr, Mallien the mysierieus “Hg" hin tt;
at in the differedt conversations overheard by
Old King Brady?

It looked very much like that, too,

The black doctor was in a very comfertable
frame of mind when he entered the wmlmg 8af-
riage, and, in company wilh Mr. Mallien's mes-
senger, was whirled away down-tows,

No wonder.

He thought his pfot had succeeded. )

Long a confederate of Mr. Buckaloo in variens
crooked operations, he tai become possessed af
the secret of the missing McGroaty miliions,
which never were the property of that 6A&6
noted counterfeiter. _

Mr. Buckaloo never dreamed that Mallioa was
the doctor’s patient.

Such, however, was the case,
Now Malllon was a miger.
Few knew him.
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BRADY AND THE BLACK POCTOR'S PLOT.

Not one of the few begom to possess the influ-
ence over him thait. Dr. Sweeney had.

Moreover, Dr. Sweeney had been admitted to
Mullion’s room by the aged atiendamt, who was
at his side a hundred times.

Why then should he feel other tham well satis-
fiedl with himself when the carriage stopped be-
fore am ancient brick siructure on Bedford street,
not a stone's throw from the house which Me-
Groaty, Mother Beezee, and iater the count and
his gang bad made their headquoarters?

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 thers.

“git down,” said the ancient,

The black doctersat dewn.

“Come in when I call,” #aid the amciemt.

He '3 very low to-day.™

Thereuponm ilie ancient departed, leaving the
black doctor alone in the darkened room.

* He's always low—always just going to diie,”
mutierad the man of mystery. “Such as he
never die, Bah! The fool! H I had my clutches
on these millions years ago, the world would have
been at my feet, With 1his money I might have
run for govermor, even for president of the
United States. Just fancy it! A migger—ah,
what gatisfaction—a nigger president, ]——
What was that?

He paused in the midst of his soliloqay, for it
seemed to him that out from one of the dark
corners of the room came a souud very mach
like a chuckle.

But no—it could not be.

He had been in this 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 patient and one of the few thal Dr. Sweeney
gtill went out to visit.

Still 1be sonad worried hMm.

He walked to the corner and looked about
behind chairs and & sofa, but could see mothing
suspicious.

“ I'll light the gas." he muttered. * How im-
Iarnallg dark it ial I-—— Hellol Ambrose—

The old man knawn to bim under the mame
Ambrose entersd suddenly.

*Weem, he will see you,” he slowly said.

“Sayy, Ambrose, ia anybody here™

o Wmﬁh

“ Flameg and furies—who? What? Is thia a
trick?”

“ What Ja the matter? You are here—I am
here.”

SPdiaw? get oat of the way. [l go in and
see your muster. I'll fix it up with him &bis
time, Ambrose,andl you, my good fellow, shall
kaow no different thamn though he wad alive.”

And he believed in bia ability to do it.

The loss of the papers did not troable him a
bit once he found that he bad escaped from the

detective’s clutches.

And for an excellent reason.

Copies of the original, stolen from Mr. Bucka-
loo, were gtill in his possession.

The copies he had maile the year before, when
his plot bad been io a very diflerent shape.

That plan failed.

He still kept the copies.

He meant to uae them mow.

" Well, how do you feel to-day?*

The black doctor, rubbing his bands, bumt
over & bed upon which lay the form of a man,
even older and more patriarchal looking than
Ambrese himself.

Nothing but the head was visjble.

11 was a snow-white head—it was the head of
the old miser, Moses Muilion.

It was also a head which Dr. Sweeney had
seem many limed before. Yet il Bzemeil to him
that somhow he had never seem it looking so
white as now.

“Nilr. Mullion—Mr. Mullion!” he called.

There lay the mysterious ** He.”

Why was (liere no answer?

The black doctor was really a good deal of a
physician. He began 16 suspect the truth.

Out went his hand.

It touched the white head.

“ Dead! Great Heavens! Desmd!™

He started back with a suppressed cry.

Even as he did so sbtie one threw open the
window blind and let a ffxed of light into the
darkened chamber.

Had it been possible for the black dector’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 e¢ress
suspendled about lier neck,

Ditto the baby.

Likewise Ambrose in the very act of removing
a white wig and lpeard.

» Old King Brady, the detective!” gaspod the
black doctor, as two policemen appeated at the
parlor door.

His band went back, but Old hing Birady's
went forward.

™ Don't do it, doctor,” he said, thrusting a
cocked revolver under his nose. “ The game
is up. Yeur plot lias failed!”

Yes, the black doctor’s plot had failed!®

Truth told, it had never been abywhere mear
success.

Mr, Muilion was already dead, when Old King
Brady, acting upon information received from
the banker, Bucka'ms, had entered the house
earlier in the day.

Buckaloo, captured dead drunk in Moether
Beezee'a ranch by the detectiwe, had upon being
iaken to the statlom house made a full confes-
sion, ag we have said.

It involved few details not already touched
upon.

Sufficient to @y that it gave Old King Brady
the name of the mysterious * He” and the key
o the whole situation, as we know.

The detective’s sudden appearamce at the old
baby farmer’s ranch waa very simple.

He had managed to draw his hands oat of the
bonds amnd creep away.

There waa then a police station on Bushwick
avenue.

Here lie went and was givem plenty of help,

With the police he went to Mather 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 brilved Rube
the Rat to light out, and give him a chance to
carry on his infamous schemes.

Rube took the money but did not light out.

Feeling that these yonng folks would be better
off in a private house tham a hotel, Old King
Brady sent them to Mrs. Beezee's in Bedford
street npoun their rescue from the Black Dee¢tor's
house.

Why not?

The baby farmer and her precious son were in
the Toimbs,

Then, becanse he loved the dramatic, Old
King Brady had them In at the finigh that they
might have the true story of their parentage.

He had interviewed Ambroze, and knew that
Mr. Muilion was dead.

Bul the best part of it was Miser Muilion left
a full written coofession 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 agsainst
the Black Doctor’s plot, Old King Brady laid his
plans and made up like Ambrose,

It worked.

The Black Doctor bit.

The bite sent him to Sing Sing, with hia true
character exposed, for in the examination cer-
tain criminal charges eame up.

These served to convict him.

He is in Sing Sing to-day.

Awful was the rage of Tamemamy at ffinting
that a negro by the name of Sweeney had suc-
cessfully imposed upon ilem for years.

Sing Sing was & good place for the black doc-

u would not have been safe for him to appear
on the atreets.

Mr. Buckaloo is there also,

The count is there,

Plug Moran is ihere, Bat Prof. Fogakty and
Big Schmitz are not there.

Big Schmitz was never esptuied,

Prof. Fogarty developed a hage

The Governor of the Slate of b&w Yotk par-
doned him.

Why, no one ever knew, and when Fogarty i3
agked—for he keeps a respectabie saleen REW=
he alwa)B answers:

" Burning Blue Blazes! none of your Wkime
business. I'm a3 honest a8 the rest &f you ™

Prof. Fogarty's largest trade is afeug the
politicians.

Did he tell the truth?

Ben Merris and Nana do not live in Ameriea
—neither does Baby Jim or Guasie, D6k Rube (e
Rat. Ben and Nana have changed theif name.

The are very rich now.

They belong to the nobility,

Ben is Earl of Banksdale, & E e 6f the Feali.

He owes it all to Old King Brady the dateet:
ive, whom he bus richly rewarded for bis persisi:
ent work in the great gase knowh in Yow YBFk
police annals as THE BLA®K DOETOR'S PLeT,

[THE END.]

MULLIGAN'S BOARDING HOUSE. !
By ~BRICKTOP,”

or—
l uslrated "'li?()

Jcbymg

el §:§n O

s‘-‘- 9F

OV
rwm

s gHE‘

For s l@ by all B
eipt © BFIEg 3

P. 0. Box 272!0,.

Y oR
O%H

will §@H§ it 18 §OU UpGA Fe:

INK TOUSEY, Publisher,
34 & 868 Worth Mogre 8t., New York.

OUR

wdire | M
l) urfgdwg /Mj

ceipt of price.

P. 0. Box 2730.

cannot
a

be sor Oavse
U " n Y’ %%&)ujém EEP

For sale by all newsdeal
Address

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

SERVANT GIRLS.
By " BRICKTOP."

OI

Fun, Tny r%%‘t"hg
e

lers, or we mll send it te you upen re

34 & 36 North Moors St., Nevw ¥York.

JOINING
BRICKTOP.”

—_—Q -

By

A humorous account of the Initisting. Passisg. and
tegether With the
lely DNlustraied by

10 cents.

For sale hy all newsdeallers, or we will send it to you upon re-

Raising of the Candidate,
Grips and Sigms.
Tromas Worrd. Price

ceipt of price. Address

FRANK TOUSIEY, Publisher,
34 & 368 North Moore 8t., New York.

P. O. Box 2730.

THE FREEMASONS.

P. O. Box 2730.

TO EUROPE BY MIUSTAKE.
By “BRICKTOP."

Talling all about how it happened. Containing twelve
illustrations by the great comie artist,
TroMAS WakTH.
For sale by all newsdirallers, or we will send it to you upen re
eeipt of price. Address

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

Price 10 cents.

34 & 30 North Moare St., New York.



DETECIIVE LIBRARY.,

£ Thb Langpst and Best Library of Defective Stories Pufitlished.

Containing Graphic and Thrilling Aeeeunits ef the Mest Neted Dstsstives
Battles With Lawless and Dangerous Criminals Threugheut the Werlg.

ISSUED EVERY SATURDAY.
Every Nushber & Complete Stery.

322 The Head in the Jar or. Mystic. the Man
rV...... ..«hw Police Captaim I&wwa

IRteFi
3 he Ten Doctora, or, 'l‘wemy \u-‘l‘lsm Searc

32# i‘ e W-dowom Black; or, Unravrejln

‘371 The Haumted Churehyard; of,

ger Dmuglkas 373 Old gddue Bags, the Picaellur I'I‘wtg

Otd Kiﬂ?
rady. the Deteclive, and Ihe I
Iron Vault by a

he
Allan Amold ’ 372 ‘I'he- Broken Razor: OF, T{e

Stra
us Crime.hy Poiice u;emm ;ﬁwv rd

LETL ML
o Old k’ing grady and ths Bed Leathe e James Boys in a Fix.... .hy ﬁmvens
W eird tory of Land amil Sea............ ive 371 The Younsest K'teetive ju New ¥ 'g
...... b a New York Working for a Millioa.............. Nill -
328 A N; ht a Dark Work; or The Stramgest Case | 375 The Churchyand Mystery: e 'rne X=
.......... Alexander Dough ton'sClew ... . . .. k Dateotive

Al
32 anf! or, Forty- Eight Hoursof Myat Y.

The Whn te Terror; or, The lt.aunlevg ligone wm
528 The Wi PO v Allan Anold

329 Dick leuke, the Insurance Detect ve. or,
Shealowing the % Corpse Trust .

330 A Secret of the Sewers: or. Piping a harik"
Myst wry Xew Vork. Volice(‘a ain l}oward
on g e A, s
332 A ngoi shot; or, @ldrl%mg'?amd Out- eat

‘(‘Il
the 'imm D tective; orﬂﬂm "
333 Celﬂelﬁ‘ oﬁ Gl Arnold

an Lee

!1\!]1

o

:’13; 81, (wun f{ay, or. & Detecttve s F’;g t Fo

ont:? the Ernensth Detmws, and ¥he

3&3 A bmpof tnk ‘or, ﬁma’en %ﬂn@@gpﬂmgmm

A5 The Opium Den Detective; of. T
33 ‘rhe%’ N ﬁbéiéé’tiiz?& or, 8§ w f%"’?i
by 13 I

333 Tl=e m[%ﬂemtws* o 7 6 % naﬁgﬁmg'd
he g |_° ............. . W. Stevens
310 Young V idm, or, 5h dogg?'%e gp(:;ﬁ?lmol i
311 Who Killed '?éiéf"f@nln un AL Werk un
{he Greal Chie Izo m»% ~~~~~ ld Cap Lee
312 cmm ths €8 Boye; | r‘% 5 %\/&q e
w0 il Nysley, o Tocliy s Wl

Prey
31 AnA Frean 1Y i OF Exen-
o @%"% fﬁﬁaﬁgﬁg e

316 “3226«%:" or; t e Hank !
18 ekf Ath'@ I
a Tm %M Wgsgg lts rg&mgueward

318 ‘l'helam 658 &R sn belse

s ms;ggg@ "‘m

319 Young

ive an
330 The lssr es
351 Tl?: mnm#éh&p gg%:’s! §H %ﬂe‘g

$53 10%; or, The Beteet|§e’ Myg HB
{51 The Bel, of Gold; or; Old K!%
1551 Agamst e or, Working a és

knmi HW

i
Sam 8ixkil
s The Jamee

150 Old King Brady an&l m

g;x,i& The Boy g

fie Man in the Black C oqk, or, In &
- ;fthe John § l. Jeyeis g
$68 The Nidden Witness: of; Betect

561 Tn,‘h.'.l‘a”mm %&%@w gx%g i

wi{:d“\%’indel the Mail €
85 Working on the Banke Ey

V] ;i'h% Mystie Square; or, ﬁ%ﬁ}i
%7 Seat Cheek No- 4L ony T’“‘{L‘gg "g,l"'e

%3 The James Boys 23 Euerriflae anmn ,;ﬂgVT;';g: i
369 § '3:: ke

" iib&Itﬁv th League of Nine; o) iﬁ’:"ge?giene

A A
1 9]

fled
| 383 lecnpllson No. 500; or. The Dyoatmis s

376 An Endless Chase, A True SIQI 8{;@“\6 Vi l

iatus Brothers,, z
377 The Jaumcs Bovs in New Yar K oi. i;mh nﬁ
Old K ? ...... hy a N k Detectiv
ke Old Ll i mng lhe PPeinee nf D.eteotw&ﬁ, OF;
trange Case of Seagirt L!Mill
by Police Captain Howard
379 Six Scraps of Paper: of, The Mymeﬂaw& ket
(ur . N{ f\vmond
33 The ‘l'orn ‘Cartoon; or, The vswr'y

................... AP Hil
ing ad)“

381 A Pl ~ceml Blatiting Paper: ur,@ld K
n Philadelphia. . ..... hv a New Yurl‘ el

312 The Double Shadow; or, The James 8
h Stevens

by Pelice Oaulam Heoward
vt Thc Broken Scarffpin: of, Whrder Wikh Quf

hy Old Cap Lec

383 'H‘g ‘l’rcasure Trunk; or, .‘Sltmdtm ing a_New
iamond Salesman.. Raymond

836 Je ¢ mm and Siroc; or, nansanme:
dﬁs fora orse............. W. Stevens

387 ?? Buys in Boston; or, Old Kiug
rady andthe Carof God

jve

388 Dan Denton, De!ecliven or. 'l‘he crime of EI
Conservatory......................_
389 The James BUys in Tesus: of, A gV@ §
Thailling Advontwres 1h the L@ﬂé aFs me

Steven:
30 H md Down; or. The Fate of the Wlllnrealc

Robert Maynard
381 Dan bemona Grip; or. The Myswry y " i

el

302 ‘fhe Murder of Dr. Burdedl; or. Old Ki
Brady und the Bond alreei

ew Y@fk Wiva

393 ‘l‘he James Boys And he V ilan Gh
o i A 6 R iﬁv}mﬂ fea
1k

3959 o Box uh """ T 'rakimga g e
Pk
sn§

A S g
397 The Bicy‘g}e Del“tl\‘@. 6F, T ?gra ifﬂ@
8186 V ¢

he
398 Wﬁlee{n%?:tﬁ ";‘e Qﬂlif@ﬂ\i?& QF“ N
3%9 Down Anion the Dﬁﬂ éh}' '615

ive's Thrilling Adventmies A MOR
ate Counterfe‘lztiri b)‘ [ “&
4O The J

Afri Y
iery Klwry. the Ruahmﬁ lﬂﬁ Detaé i¥e. .
y Old Cap Lee

404 Jsggc mes’ Last Shot: or. dem by the

ord 5 ..................... by D. W, Stevem
the Man With n Seoret of, The
wer tectlve [} Llfe My

«nr

'i‘ap Al Howard
406 The Mystic Three: orﬁheﬂcﬁ rot ot the Old

@7 Mome tbe Fremzh Detective, oh a M
er's Trail; or, In Seawg“ fog& ot "6 ad
s om'}iwg ‘a:aag'ia"smmﬁ. gt "é‘e ‘?

409 The Last of the Bﬂﬁd‘yﬁh 'I‘l\& §N ngf
Frank James... ... . . .. i W, SVERS
410 The James Bovs % fured: 6['. K ﬂ

tective's Tlmllin hase Kv A Vens

a1 Old King Brady an a i mny the Kid *; of, The

Great Detective' h A New York Tiies
ork Detiective

2 ‘l‘he Younger Boys’ or. The Piomls of the

er ﬁwt«éﬂﬁ
43 ‘l'he Jam Boyo Tricked: of. f‘\ Detective’

Cunni F D. W. Si
414 The wm ams Brot.herw oF, & Thoumﬂ Mile

o1 T Riners s 67 m:%'}% ’M@( i
f an Irish- A
16 Pm::l% R&A;ie. mo Iﬁwmgt Y%hi*em 3%
Thriilling sim From a

l 128 Th roug.h by Night;

Gﬂli

PRICE 10 CENTS.

| 117 Sentenced For Life ﬂﬂ
%‘:pﬁ“ oF, 1&1 Ki giﬁ‘%%gwg
s ugmm"‘&h@‘@' the ms ﬁﬂ?ﬁi\% e?f

oF, Cau
C
119 Tlgr James Boys in Mexie% %en y tam owam
i‘é v California .........., V@ﬂQ
21 0ld King Brady and tl‘ie Fi fd ﬁ “K"(?ﬂéﬁw‘ve
421 Thv .Iam 8 llaal %ﬁ ‘gf
néys@@ e sh%ﬁ.

TuEes uf b
‘G\'ﬂﬂﬂ

LE4) Gne' Mllllqn il Slakes or. A Detecmm.& Exeil-
ing Chase for a lisi Wil .. hy Old Cap Darrell

or. ’l‘he Ma& Teain
tective s Fortune-., i\
121 99 99]; Street; or, ’l‘h& HO &é

425 ’l‘hlrt """""

Bfk
Da s Wiith llh@.la ﬂﬁ
ve' sywusl Chase i éﬂi%@ﬁ(w .
mveﬁs

by B W
12 Th Jawe‘sw B%Cave, and the Jamves Hay
127 Ol Nodger, the N, 'V’iiéié-éi'i% i "'i
28 ‘I‘hek. ames Boyixa at Bay: oF, Shc«:‘}
e’si

2o Youn .............. 1avgﬁ§

Wi
Sled me Tronrlis{ed D@i@&ﬂv
vster«g%flhe Cumbstia m...].d. c@(si i
a
430 The James Boysclt? Court audt ihe Jain has e

;1 ) D, W, .“’MVBH(S
431 The Firemam Detecuve, or, Trae ng A Cr
Thmﬁgﬁ: Flames ....bv Police Captain l1 ﬂi
432 B%glh ©. 2UL; or. The Mystety of a Pullm, i
ap 168
433 After the James Boys: or, Chns@ Tm‘a qu
Three States hy Day and by N

hy Il W. E
131 The House With Doubik: Floors. or, The TeF
rible leaugne of Ten .. ... Old Can |Ii:affell
135 The Death Chair; or, The Mvsle of an Elee
trical Executiiom......by Police Aplhm ll@wafd
436 The Younger Boysf Flight: or. Chm
the Likes (o the Guilf . _.by B @tw@ns
$37 Young Mar\mnl lhe Wonderful Detect] ve: Qﬁ
A Desperate Struggle for a Rioh Geld Min

Old Ca Daiff@ll
433 l& amBoysmNoMans ph
andit Kiny

cind: OF,
s Last Ride. ...y D. W,
130 The New Or eans Malln, or. Chieff uf Pollae

by Police Caprnin Howard
110 Old ng Brad mong the Indians; of, Sif«

ting Bull anil the Ghost Dancera .
y A New Vork Diatective

EiH The l"ord Boys Vengeance, or. From Biandits
1). W. Stevens
nlklmw

bv W $Mw@ﬁ§
443 Clg{p the Newsﬂmy Detective; or. The Plot fo
Million.. ... .. by Police Captaiin Hawnfd
144 Jim Curnmnnm and the Detectwes‘ or. wild
ventures on the Missouri, . W, Stevens
445 Liitle Sam Green, ihe Wondetfu Y ng De-.
toctive.. -by Tom Fox (Phil ade“bhi& Detective)
416 ‘fhs Jaunea Boys in Minnesota, and {he James
E;an Timberinke......... Slevens
447 Mr, Lazarud of Ludlow smet» o, Old Kin
Brady Among the Anarchists of New Y@f
by A New York Detective
448 ‘Ttﬁ Walll stmt Ferret; or. The King of the

........ hy Police Captaim Howard

449 Th &é‘d qmman, or. The s.I’em llgt:r
E a;girm ‘or, The ysteryof of thie Old
..................... lovens
431 Gm% #s: or. The Thorou m

ive,
Corpol R tt]
43 €| fsd gygé;f ve ree Continents a and Q':sg? 'l'dt or

knng on lhe me@
T o

liee Cs it n?w
455 One of the Finest ................ P Willlas

4% Old Kin Brady amil th@ Douhe % g
[ai-X-

[5%) Jme Jmm ‘Pledge:’ or. 'I‘M

Shadow ng a Shadaw by A N dtive
457 Belle Boyd. !h& Gii‘l D@(@@‘ll‘ﬂ'

M the W
458 :m. nﬁ?he Secret of the Diam g Aviold
New York mmve

450 Emerald Jim, the Irish Fioy Deteelite el
B
4080 T ble Myste olCorNo?tB .Oldﬁ‘e
Wing Srudy she the Mo R Golg

ﬁ&a&*ﬂ?ﬁ? ve

461 The Wamea Boys' Trip

Carl Greene, the Detective's Lo hAsA
(1
462 The Great Astee Treasyre %i
Brady and theﬂmlden@hh‘dt.iwm f ivé



Latest Issues of the Detective Library.

463 The Border Line Detective; or, Wamhunng the

’ Smugglers of the Chinese..........®........
by Pelice Capmn Howard

461 The James Boys in New Orleans or, Wild

Adventures in the South { D. W Stevens

465 The Ozark Detective; or, Wnld lfe Among
the Bald Knobbers........... aﬂ Darrell

466 The Life and Death of Jesse Jaunmnan ;Svles
evens

of the Ford Bo

467 Frank Janes, the Avenger. and Hle Surren
der... ..o y D. W, Stevens

468 Dr. Death or, Old King Bragd: amd the Gold-
en Skull y A New York Detective
469 The Americam Gemlemam George. b{_J G. Bradley

470 The Man on the Black Horse; or, The James
oys' First Ride in Mmsonn. D. W, Stevens

471 The Czar of the Bowery; or, ’l’he Man With
idden Millions.. ...by Police Captain Howard

472 The Secret Service Boys or, Old King Brady

Working for the Government ...............
by A New York Detective

473 The Williams Brothers as F‘uglmu and the

Detectives.................. obert Mlm.ynard
474 The James Boyw in Deadwood or, The Game
Pair of Dakota................ D. W. Stevens

475 Jeny Owens and the White Caps.y or. Pinker-
s Little Detective on a New Traiil
by Robert M.

476 Daumtless Dan, the Bo; Dete};tlve, or, The
Myasterious House in

by Old Cap Darrell
amn Jm;;y Owens Among the Moonshiners; or,
kerton's Little Dewctwe in Tennessee
g bert Maynard
478 The Haunwd Hack; or. Old mg Brady and
he Mystery of the Mldmght
by A New York Detective
479 Captain Clint, the Ingpector's Rl%t Bower;
or, The Dives and Dens of New

By lice Cnptaln Hownrd
480 Ned Kelly and His Bushmen. A Story of
Robber Life in Australia..thy ‘A U. S, Detective
481 Old Ferm the Detective; or, The Mystery
at Derby's Mills by R . Emmet
he Amencan Vidocq; or, The Life and Ad-
ventures of a Famous Detective.............
by Police Captaim Howard
483 The Electric Light Dewchve or, Solving the
Mysteriies of an Old Gravuyanﬂ
by Alexander Douglas

484 The James Boys' Blunder; or. The Fatal

Mistake at Northileld........ D. W. Stevens
485 “The King of Clubs;” or, 'l'he laclk Stran-
glera of New York . Robert Maynard

unmzp(y Dumpty Dick ; or, %he Harle uin
Detective. .................c.oo..... . Little
487 Youn Sleuth the Keen Detectiive, and the
Outlawsof New York, bg Police Capt. Howard
488 A Miser's Millions; or. Old King Brady and
the Mystery of the Len en Trumik. .
é New York Detective
489 Young Sleuth and uue ounterfeiters........
by Police Captaln Howard
490 Old Lynx Egye, the River Detectiwve. .
by Ro er Smbuck
491 Pinkerton's Boy Detectives; or ?V
Capture the James Boys. .... Stevens

492 Young Sieuth and the James Boys; or, The
Keen Detective i |n t.he West.thy D. W. Stevens
493 Keen Kavamugh, the Australiiam Detective.
by Alexander Douglas
4% The Great Rothschild's Case; or, An Irish
Detective's Great Fi h; EAlexander Douglns
495 Old Ferret Defied; or, ague of S|
R. T. Emmet
4% 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 Deteclives.........

by C. Little
498 Young Sleuth’s Lightmimg Work; or, The
Keen Detective Under Many Masks. .......
by Police Captaim Howard
499 The Janmes Bo&a Bafttled; or, A tive's
Game of Bluff................ D. W. Stevens
500 Jeam Voljean; or, Lights and S adows of a
Strange Career..................... A. F. Hill
501 A Great Team; or, Young Sleuth and "old
King Brady at Work on a Dangerous Case.

? New York Detective
502 Bats in the Wall; or, The Mystery of Trinity
Chureh-yard, .by P

P. T. Raymond

503 Volume V11 ggars of Misery
Halll l‘% . Hill

504 The James Boys Shadows; or, The Nemesis
of the Bandits................. W. Stevens

505 The James Bo 8 in the Saddle; or, he High-

waymen and the Haumted Mill. ...
D. W. Stevens

506 The James Boys' Band of Ten; or, The Red
nght on the Bluff............ bcy D. W. Stevens

507 The B Lock ; or, Old ap Ruggles'

Wondertul Chase Allan Arnold

508 The James Boys’ Le
Keen Detectwe
The Queen of the Qmee
Brady and the Brick Place T
gork Detective
510 The Black Ring................. Panl Braddon
511 The James Bogs in Arkamas. or, After Con-
federate Gol . W. Stevens
James Avenged; or, The eath of Bob
........................... . W. Stevens
513 Old King Brady at the North ole: or, The
Great Arctic Treaaure... . Y. Detective
514 Quammdlls Old Guard; or, The James Boys
in Missourd................... D. W. Stevens
515 Old ng Brady and the Hidden Head; or,
The Mystery of a Missing Millionaire .
N. ¥, Detective
516 Monte & Mnllord lf!ef,scn\veegv or, The Mys:
lack

ofaBlack Box............ .............
tery of a B by Police Captain Howard
517 Old King B and ﬂse Silyer Skull; or, The
Mysterious Case of Bui

518 The James Boys' Kpil htgbof?hg' o m‘gfme
oy’ Kn
The Maske izl iﬁig uri by B, gg Stq{renu

519 The Two Twoa,. or, A Young_ Detee
Mysterious Cage........... by bsrt aynard
520 The James Bo s Mistsk@‘ or, € rlﬁr ene
the Detective's Clever Ruse.lby D, W. Stovens
521 Old King Brady and the Opium Prinee; or,
Scheming for illions .by A N. Y. Deteetive

522 Jesse James, the ndnight Horeseman: or, The

Silent Rider of the Ozark....by D. W. Steven'

Old King Brady and the Pirates’ Treasure;

or, The Secret of the Golden Ducat.........
by A New York Detective

Jerry Owens and the Wiilliams Brothers; or,

Chased From Shore to Shore................

Roben‘. Maynard
Old King Brady in the Wijld s or, The
Wieckers of tl

Goldem Chief Mlne ........
by A New York Detective
The James Boys in Danger; or, Carl Greene.
the Detective’s Cunning Scheme............
D.W. Stevens
The James Boys’ Island; or, Routed
Game Detecti w D.
0ld King Brady and the Fakits of New York;
or, The Matter ot the old Mlaer s Millions.
by A New York Detective
The James Boya' Boldest Raid:; or, Fh led by
a Brave Detective............ I:I W, Stevens
630 The James Boys Jaiiled; or, Catl Greeme the
Detective's Clever Capture ..by D. W. Stevens
‘l’he Jammu ys Signal [Lights: or, The Cav-
{; ............... by D. W. Stevens
532 Old Klng rady and the Six
or, The Secret Band of the O

te!vﬂn\

by A New York Detect . .
533 The James Boys' Longest Run; or, Chased a
usamd Miles. y D. W. Stevens

534 The James Boya Last Fli lst ok, Carl
GreenesGreatest Vlctw . W. Stevens
535 The James roasuIe Hum oF, A

Thirty Days’ Race With Deteotives ... ....

Boys
lglcerUm Detectives DoW. §
tevens

536 The James Boys Rum to Earth; bgr A Detect-
ive's Desperate Game.. ....... D. W. Stevens
537 Old K|Mg rady and the Gnen iamond;; or,
ystery of a Mnlll)lorxii;‘e.. Vork Deiee
ew Yor
538 The James Boys' Reckless Raid; or s%ﬁ?ﬁ‘uw
Tlmlberlake '® Blind Tram ..... hy . St
539 The James Boys and the Dwarf: of, CaFl
Greene’s Midget Detective...lhy D. W1 Stevens
540 The James Boys' Ride For Life: ei-. Chased
By Five Detectives by D. W. Stevens
aHl Gfeeﬁe 8

Neatest Trick................. tevens
542 The James Boys' Fight For Mllll{ma oF, car-l
Greene the Detective's Richeat m ......

D. W. Stevens

513 The James Boys’ Dead-Shot Le ion ot, The
Running Fig t on the Border, by D. W, Stevens
The James Boys' Bold Move; or. The Game
That Was Blocked by a Keen Dam . .
hy . W, Smemm
545 The Jam Bolys as Brigands;or, The Bandits
of the BigBlue................ D. W, Stevens
516 The Jamm Boys" Dash for Life or Deaths of,
The Detective's Secret Snare. D W, Stevens
547 Old King Br: and the Jamea Boys Amon
t e Black Hills; or, Wmlknmg tho Diamon
raill A New York Detective
548 ’l‘he James Boys in Per ;or, Carl Gmm the
Detective's D. W, Stevens
The James Boys amd the Box of Dinmandt
!B‘ D. W, Stevens
06t0F'S Plot

or, Scheming for Millions...
550 Old King Brady and the Elack

or, 'l‘ e True Stovy of the Great Buoknloo
k Robbety ....... by A New Yerk Delet Liva

The Only True and Ori

inal Stories of THE GREAT JAMES BOYS

Are Published in This Library. The Following is a Complete List:

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 Klngs Last

Shat.
358 Sam Slxklller. thggfibo;gk@@ Bgﬁgn\w. or, The

James Bove Be e
39 0ld ng Brady and gy@ o Vo2 Deteative

364 The Man Fram Nowhere and His Adventures
With the James Boys. A Story of a Detect-
jve's Shrewdest Work. .
368 lee g:lm Boys aa Guerrillas and the Train
0
373 Old Saddle-Bags, the Preacher Detective; or,
The James Boys in a Fix.
Jmm Boya in New York; or, Eighting

w2 ‘rlaeegoubfo Shua’ow, or, The James Boys Baf-

3% Jmae James and 8iroc; or, & Detective 8 Qhage

a Horse.
a7 The Jamu Boye in Boem or. ?}d \;(1 g Erady
and the Car of G
389 The James Boys | n ‘i'exu, or, A
Thrilling Adventures in the Lone Sm State.
393 The James Boys and the Vigllanm and the
Jamea Boye and the Ku Klux
308 The James Boys and Pinkerwn or, Frank and
Jesse as Detectives,
400 The J?:nm Boys Lostz er, The Detective's Cu ri-
ous
Juls%eﬁhm Last Shot; or, Tracked by the

409 The Last ot the Band; or, The Surrender of

l-'r nk J
410 : i‘i“:“mTE m{g Gaptured;: or, A Young Be:
ecuve's
4“3 'I'I::e a;mu Boys ricﬁ!% or, A Deteatizes
unnin

419 The Jam Boya in Moxico and the James Boys
in California.

4 ‘n:ie“ju of a%etecﬁ\m on t% g@W g\gV@R
425 Thirty Dage gagegsyar- test:
96 T he Jmlmu Bo Cuwo, ané James Boys as

Train Wreckers,

428 The James Boya at Bay; or, Sheriff Timber:

lake a Triumph

430 The James Boys in Court and the James Beys
Longest Chase.

43 Afior the James Bo ¥8: OF, Chased Through
'l'hree Suites by Day and by Nigh

438 The James Boys in o Muns nd' or, The
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Capture the James Boy

492 Young Sleuth and the Jams Boys; or, The
Keen Detective in the West,
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ll‘ive Detectivea,
541 Tlheegam l‘!okya 'in a Trap; of, CaH Greene's
642 The James Boys' Fight For Mllllgaﬂi&'; oF, Barl

Gmane the Deteetive'& Rieh 8
543 The J; E hot L.egsem ar, The
544 Th R’mim !g ts Bola Meve oF, Game
That Was Blooked a Keen A 9(,5‘%[2?
-na% uf:'én Bo a an lﬂga& 5 OF, ﬁeﬂam

The Jamu B s Dash Fo¥ Liie of Death; 6f,
The Detective 's Secret Sna; s
547 Old King Br. and the Jamm Boyas Amon
the Black Hills; or Workm the Dmmcn
waill.. .. Ee bk Detéectiv
548 The James Boys in Peril; or. Carl Greene the
Detectives Oath.
649 The James Boys and the Box ot Diamonds; of,
Scheming for Millions.
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