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“Look! Look!” cried Men Fun, throwing up his hands. The trap door was rising. Then
with a bang. It was Old King Brady, Harry and the Secret Service
man. Wing Dock raised his sword.
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CHAPTER L
THE BRADYS TAKE A CHINESE CASE.

The Bradys sat in the Blackfoot station one cold De-
cember afternoon waiting for a train.

They had just completed a case for which they had
been hired by  mining company.

A certain noted tough was then on his way to the peni-
tentiary, while the detectives, having finished their work,
were about to start for home via the Great Northern
Railroad.

So cold and windy was the day that none of the usual
loungers about the stajion had put in an appearance, and
even the agent was missing, although the weather proba-
bly had no effect on him.

Thus there was ne one to stare at the detectives, as is
usually the case, owing to the peculiarity of Old King
Brady’s dress.

As is well known, the old detective invariably appears
in public, when not in disguise, attired in a blue coat of
ancient cut which carries a double row of brass buttons
down its face.

Then there is the big white felt hat with its broad brim,
which may be styled 0ld King'Brady’s trademark, so to
speak.

Nor must we forget the old-fashioned “stock” and high,
standing, pointed collar.

All these things put together combine to make Old
King Brady a marked man.

As for Young King Brady, his partner, on this particu-
lar night he was dressed in a good, substantial business
suit, with such an overcoat as one is liable to require in
the Northwest, and that is a heavy one. '

As we have mentioned before, the Bradys were waiting
for the east-bound train, but this was not due for an hour
yet, and it was written in the book of ‘fate that the de-
tectives should not take it at all.

“I wish that fellow would come,” remarked Young
King Brady, looking for the twentieth time at the closed
window, of the ticket office.

~ ““Oh, he’ll be along pretty soon, I daresay, Harry,” re-
plied the old detective. “Don’t distress yourself, my boy.”

“T can’t say that I am distressing myself, but I do want
to get seftled down in the train.”

“Naturally; and it is the same here, since we are both
pretty well tired out. We shall get rested up before we
reach St. Paul.”

“I hope there is no slip about getting that fellow into
the penitentiary.”

“Oh, I guess he’s beoked all right. It would take a
pretty strong pull to save him now after the crimes he has
committed, and as for his gang »

Right here the door opened and a young man with a
decided Chinese cast of countenance entered the waiting-
room,

This person was dressed in the latest style.
His hair was worn in Amencan fashion and he was
minus a pigtail.

A fine diamond glittered in his scarf and another from
a ring on the third finger of his left hand.

Anyone familiar with the race could see that he was a
Chinese halfbreed, and he was a rich one at that.

It has been said that no Chinaman ever approaches his
subject direct.

This man did not.

He had entered the station for no other purpose than
to interview the Bradys, as the event showed.

But instead of walking directly up to them, he first
went to the ticket office and stared at the closed window.

Then he walked across the room and consulted the time-
table,

This done, he looked at the clock, comparing it with a
big gold watch which he drew from his pocket.

All this accomplished, he appeared to suddenly discover
the presence of the Bradys, and walked over to where they
sat. :

“How do,” he said.
yes ??

“That’s who I am,” replied the old detective, not at all
surprised at the recognition, for their presence at Black-
foot was known to everyone in the little fown.

“My name is Charley Chow,” replied the fellow, and
he produced an engraved card which read:

“You are Mr. Old King Brady—

Mr. Charles Chow,
308 Dupont St.

Evidently Mr. Chow was a San Francisco proposition.

The Bradys began to wonder what was coming next.

Charley Chow then sat down and, producing a fine
Russia leather pocketbook, drew out a letter, which the old
detective saw was addressed to himself.

“This just come,” said Charley Chow. “I was so
afraid you would go away. As quick as I get it I come
here.”
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0ld King Brady opened the letter, which proved to be

£:4in no less a person than the mayor of San Francisco,
whom he happened to know.

It rcad as follows:

“Dear Mr. Brady—I have been asked to use my in-
finence to induce you to take up a case for some of my
Chinese friends, If you can accommodate them I shall
be very glad. The matter is one of considerable impor-
tance, they tell me. You may believe Mr. Chow im-
plicitly. He has promised to put everything to you
straight, and I have no doubt he will. As for the pay, it
iz sure, and these people will be liberal. I believe they
have been greatly wronged ; but, of course, my name must
not figure in the matter if the case should get in the pa-
pers. I trust you for that.

“Oblige Chow if you can, for by doing so you will be
obliging,

“Yours very truly,
) [

»

We prefer not to give the mame of the mayor.

This matter occurred some few years ago, and the man
has since retired to private life.

Old King Brady, having read the letter, passed it over
to Harry.

Charley Chow watched the faces of both the detectives,
but did not speaks

“Well, Chow, what is it you want of us?” Old King
Brady asked.

“Y am at the Hemlock Hill mine,” replied Charley, “It
is thirty miles north from here. I want you to ride with
me there to-night.”

“But we are just starting for New York.,”

“I know; so I hurry and write to Frisco to get that
letter when I first heard you were around here.”

“So? Well, what is the case?” ‘

“Mr. Brady, we have a very rich gold mine up there.
We are away off by ourselves. We interfere with nobody,
but we find it so. hard to do the work. You see, no white
man will work for us, so we get Chinamen. There is a
- gang who all the time kidnap our men and run them to
the Canada line. There they give them up to the detec-
tives who watch the line to keep my people out. They get
ten dollars a head for them, and the detective say they
new Chinamen trying to get into the country. You see,
they get twenty-five dollars a head for all they catch. Five
times we lost almost all our men, and the poor fellows
they are put in jail and then chased over the line into
Canada, where they have no friends and cannot make a
living. A whole lot of them are American born, and leave
their friends behind them in Frisco. It is a shame. They
take away their papers and they never can come into the
country again. I say yes, it is a shame.”

Charley Chow as he talked was workmg himself up in}o
quite a pitch of excitement.

“T should say it was a shame if it is as you tell it,” re-

plied the old detective, who has had much te de with
Chinamen and does not dislike them as a race.

“You will help us?” demanded Charley Chow.

“How long since these man hunters raided your mine?”
Old King Brady asked.

“The last was a month ago, Mr. Brady. We have been
closed ever since. We dare not open, for so we bring in
more men they will steal them, too.”

“I see. How many bersons are at your mine mew?”

“The committee is there; they are three. I am four.
We have nine others; we hardly dare to show eurselves
outside, only me.”

“You are part American?”

“My mother was Irish woman’

“I see. They would hardly dare to touch you. But
this committee—what do you mean when you call these
three men so?”

“They represent the stockholders, Mr. Brady. There
is Hip Lee, of New York; See Yup, of Boston, and Han
Kow, of Frisco. They came to the mine to see what could
be done. They are all rich men, and now they are afraid
to go away for fear they may be caught by these fellers
and run out of the country.” i

“So? I should say they were rich men. I happen to
know of all three of them. Hip Lee is good for a million:
any day in the week.”

“Yes, he tell me you know him. He say you eome for
him .anyhow, but Han Kow he think we better get that
letter from the mayor. You will go?”

“What do you think, Harry?” inquired Ol King
Brady, “shall we try to help these Chinks?”

“I’'m willing,” was the reply.

“T give you a thousand dollars now to start with,” said
Charley Chow, pulling out a big roll of bills.

“Put up your money,” replied Old King Brady. “We
treat you Chinamen just as we treat anyome else. We
know you are good for the money; you can pay when we
‘are through the job. How do we get to this Hemlock
Hill mine?”

“I have a wagon. I drive you out.”

“All right. We will go.”

Charley Chow was simply delighted.

“I thank you,” he said. “So you can help ws you will
aever be sorry you go.”

“You are not afrald of being caught, Charley 2” Harry
said.

“They don’t dare,” was the reply. “I started the Hem-
loek Hill mine three years ago. Everybody kmew me
around here, So they try to kidnap me I shoet them,
that’s all.” ‘

And so it happened that, instead of starting for New
York that night, the Bradys soon found themselves seated
in an easy surrey drawn by a fine team of horses and on
their way to a Chinese mining camp. »

The,situation described by Charley Chow is not a uwnique
one, by any means.

Ag everyone who has traveled in the byways of the far
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West knows, the Chinese are great miners, and in spite
.of the fact that they are forced to work under every dis-
advantage, make good money out of the business.

As a rule, the Chinese keep well inside the northern
border, for kidnapping is going on all the time.

Charley Chow explamed that the title to the Hemlock
Hill mine was held in his name.

The property had been abandoned by its original own-
ers and he had “relocated” it, as it is called.

This, as he was a native-born American, he had a per-
fect legal right to do.

But the roughs and scum of the far West do not, recog-
nize that even native-born Chinamen have any rights.

In the cities and larger towns they are seldom molested,
but up around the Canadian border it is a very different
thing.

Charley Chow had finished telling all he knew about
the kidnapping before they had covered the first five miles.

The main point he was ignorant of.

The raids on the Hemlock Hill mine had all been made
by masked men.

Who' the leader of the lawless band which had perpe-
trated these outrages was, Charley could not tell.

They had been driving along a level road whlle this
conversation was going on.

There was no snow upon the ground as yet, and the
frozen earth was as hard as a floor. .

Now they began to ascend the foothills of one of those
isolated ranges of mountains Wthh are scattered along the
northern border.

Charley Chow called them the Silverstone Mountains,
but Young King Brady could not find them set down
under that name on his map.

Indeed, there was no range noted on the map between
Blackfoot and the Canadian border.

Hemlock Hill ,mine, according to Charley Chow, was
located in the deep valley between the range and the foot-
hills.

Here the ascent was rocky, and progress was slow.

Charley, who had shown himself a splendid dmver,
"seemed to find all he wanted to do to take care of his
horses.

And thus the Bradys, who occupied the back seat, were
left to their own reflections. .

It seemed strange that, instead of being whirled along
in their Pullman, they should have suddenly jumped in
to handle a Chinese case.

CHAPTER II.,
THE NIGHT ALARM,

The Bradys rode on far into the night.
Being well bundled up, they did not feel the cold in

—
———

that dry mountain air, although the temperature must
have been below zero.

Charley Chow did very little talking after Old King
Brady ceased to question him.

Indeed, Chinamen, as a rule, neyer do talk much.

Watch two or more of them traveling together and you
will observe how rarely one speaks to his companion.

The Bradys fell in with this style themselves, and very
little was said.

Long before this they had descended into the valley be-
tween the Silverstone range and its foothills, and their
direction had since been northwest.

Old King Brady, who in a general way is familiar with -
all this part of the country, saw that they must be drawing
nearer to the Canadian border with every mile they made.

At last the valley began to widen out, and the moon
baving risen a short time before, the detectives caught
sight of an isolated hill thickly covered with dark growth
trees.

“Hemlock Hill?” he asked of Charley Chow.

“Yair,” replied the Chinaman. “We most there now.”

“How did you ever come to locate a mine in such an
out-of-the-way place?”

““Oh, a feller in Frisco.told me all about it,” was the
reply. “When I come here I know what I can find.”

“And people call the Chinks slow,” whispered Harry.

“They are as shrewd a people as the world can produce,”
was the reply. “We Americans persist in judging the
whole race by a handful of laborers, that’s all.”

The shrewdness of the Chinese was soon illustrated.

As they drew near the hill a light was seen among the
trees alongside the road om their left.

Suddenly a Chinaman sprang out into the road waving
a lantern.

The Bradys saw that he was just out of nﬂe range.

‘Suddenly he raised his laptern and lowered it three
separate times. '

Charley Chow put his fingers into his mouth and gave a
shrill whistle. -

The man then turned and, plunging in among the trees,
disappeared.

“What’s all that, Charley?” Harry asked.

“He the guard,” was the reply. - “Since last time we
keep a man here. He got electric signal.. They know now
at mine we come.”

Charley’s English was almost perfect.

- He spoke with scarcely a trace of accent. His dnly
fault was leaving out words.
“That’s a good idea,” said Old ng Brady. “It is a

pity you didn’t try it sooner.
cold weather, I suppose?”
“Yair. He got a little hut. Three men they take turns
all night.”
They rattled on and soon came in sight of a group of
»frame shacks on the side of the isolated hill. '

You give him a house this

Here Charley rounded up the herses before the largest

i building.
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Two Chinamen came out to receive them.

Both were armed with rifles, and Harry did not fail to
notice their scared looks.

Charley spoke to them in Chinese and they took charge
of the horses.

Meanwhile the Bradys, who had alighted, found them-
selves received in royal style.

The door of the long frame building flew open and
there stood the “committee.”

Sce Yup, of Boston, and Hip Lee, of New York, were
well known to the old detective.

Han Kow, of San Francisco, he knew by reputation to
be a very rich man.
~ “Hello, Blady!” cried Hip Lee.

_ Mott stleet. Me so glad you come.”

“Hello! Hello!” chimed in See Yup, coming out and
wanting to shake hands.

“Me likee better so you come to Hallison avner by Bos-
ton, but alice samee good chop suey! Oh, yair, yon get
plenty eat.”

Han Kow did not speak very good English, but he shook
hands and grinned and was as cordial as a Chinaman can
be to an American, which is not saying very much, and no
wonder, seeing how they have been treated in this country
of late.

When See Yup said chop suey he evidently meant it as
only a type of good things to come.

When Charley Chow came in and did a little talking in
Chinese the “committee” were all smiles.

“I know blame well you takee my case. I tellee Charle;
dlat!” cried Hip Lee. “Sc I send for you den so you
come,”

And this, in fact, was true.

Hip Lee was the nephew of the famous Tom Lee, mayor
of New York’s Chinese colony. :

Many times has this noted character assizted the Bradys
in their work.

Whether they would have come all the way from New
York to take a case for Hip Lee is a question, but being
in Montana such a request could hardly have been refused.

And now the Bradys were treated like royal guests.

It was now eleven o’clock at night, but a dinner stood
ready somewhere which was simply perfect when served.

As everybody knows, the Chinese are among the best
cooks in the world when they care to spread themselves.

The Bradys were ushered into a long dining-room and
their Chinese friend sat down at the table with them,
dinner immediately being served.

The chop suey was there all right, and so were the
sharks’ fins, the edible birdsnests, and a long line of ex-
pensive Chinese luxuries as well. .

The finest wines were there, too, and champagne of
expensive brands,

Instead of being a dinmer, it was, in short, a feast.

The Bradys, being well used to Chinese cookery, thor-]
oughly enjoyed the meal, but went very light on the wines

“Dlis long way flom

—

Choice cigars and tea in finy cups was the wind-up, and

until somewhere after midnight these came on the board
not a word was said about business.

Then when Old King Brady broached the subject Hip
Lee told the whole story.

Beyond the outline given by Charley Chow, there was
nothing teld of sufficient importance to be gone into here.
" The long and short of the whole matter was that the
Hemlock Hill mine had been five times raided and its
workmen carried off.

- Besides this, all the gold ore which the marauders could
comfortably carry had been taken.

As matters stood, these unfortunate Chinamen simply
did not dare to work their mine.

Hip Lee informed the Bradys that he had po expecta-
tion of getting his men back through their efforts.

He appreciated the difficulty of such an undertaking
and did net ask it of them.

What they wanted was precisely what many a rich mm-
ing company had received st the hands of the Bradys, that
they should round up this gang of man hunters so that
they could be left to work their mine in peace.

. It was one o’clock before the party broke up, and the
Bradys were conducted to a warm, comfortable room with
a big double bed, where the Chinks left them to finish out
the night.

“Governor,” remarked Harry, just as he was getting
into bed, “do you know I think we made one big mistake
to-night ?”

“By riding out of Blackfoot with Charley Chow in
plain sight. That is what you mean, I suppose?” was the
old detective’s reply.

“That is what I mean.” v

“Well, I thought of that, Harry, but at the same time I
just made up my mind to let it go so.”

“But why? We have made some enemies up in north-
ern Montana this trip, and every man jack in Blackfoot
probably stands ready to do these: Chifiks.”

“I want to make this a quick case, Harry. Of course,
we could have slid quietly ,out of town and let Charley
Chow pick us up on the road, but if we had done that we
might have mussed around a week or twe with nothing
doing, whereas now these man hunters may even make a
move to-night.”

“Hardly probable. For the last twenty miles I did not
seeseven the sign of a house. This is about as lonely a
spot as we ever struck in on.”

“We shall see. Go to sleep, Harry, and don’t fret ”

“Aren’t you coming to bed?”

“By and by. I’m going to smoke another cigar first.”

Used to his partner’s erratic ways, Young King Brady
wasg soon asleep.

‘But the old detectlve had no intention of sleeping that
night.

Why?

If anyone had asked him he could not have told.

Frequently Old King Brady is seized with such notions,
and he usually yields to them.
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" For this reason Old King Brady was determined that
hig partner should have his sleep.

From the room in which they were there was a door
- opening directly into the mine yard.

After Harry was asleep Old King Brady, extinguishing
the light, opened this door and stepped out.

He had resolved to take a night view of the mine, and
alone.

It was not to go that way, however.

He had mpot taken ten steps when a young Chimaman
carrying a lantern and well bundled up against the cold
came tumbling out of a little shack.

“Hello!” he cried. “What want?”

“Nothing, John. Just cut for an airing,” the old de-

- tective answered.

“They are certainly well guarded here,” he thought

“You no can sleep ?” said the Chink.

“No. Are you on guard?”

“Yair. Me lookee out for dem fellers.
come again.”

“Why didn’t they catch you, J ohn, when they were herc
the last time?”

“Me lun away.”

“You did not see their faces?” . :

“No siree! Dley wear black maskee—yair. Dley
ketchee me dley lun me to Canada. Me no want.”

“Which way do they come in, same way we came along
with Charley Chow?”

“One time dley comee dlat vay, one time dley come
“odder vay. Me no know.”

“What town lies that way?”

Old King Brady pointed in the direction opposite to
.which they had come.

But the Chinaman had no answer to make.
could tell was that Canada lay in that direction.

He also informed the detective that he was a newcomer
in the camp and had only been present at the last raid.

“I'm going to walk along that way,” said Old King
Brady, as he lit a cigar.

“You gittee lost,” said the Chink.

“Qh, no, I shall not go far.”

“Me comee, t00.” ‘

“No; you stay where you are, John.
alone.”

Mebbe dley

All he

I had rather go

But the Chinaman was stubborn and insisted upon
going.

Seeing that it was of no use to argue, Old King Brady
vielded.

They accordingly pushed on past the hill and entered
the broader valley beyond. ~

And now all at once the clatter of hoofs was heard on
the other side of the hill. )

“What’s all that?” cried Old King Brady, suddenly
halting.

“Dley comee! Dley comee ’gain!” gasped the Chmk
“Dley hide behind de hill.”

“«Back! Back!” cned the old detective.
warn them !”
But the Chink was not backing just then.
All he was thinking about was his personal safety.
Without another word he broke away from Old King
Brady, and, darting in among the trees, ran up the hill.
Seeing what kind of a person he had to deal with, Old
King Brady drew his revolver and started back toward
the mine.

———

“We must

CHAPTER IIL
THE MYSTERY OF HEMLOCK HILL.

Old King Brady felt that he new knew the reason of his
restlessness. A

He was only sorry that he had not remained at the
mine to give the alarm.

The sound of the horses was no longer heard, once he
got abreast of the hill.

Considering his age, Old King Brady is a pretty good
runper, and on this occasion<he got over the ground in
lively style.

He felt little hope of being ﬁrst at the mine, but if he
had known the lay of the land better he would not have
worried on that score. '

It was three times the distance on the other side of
Hemlock Hill.

Thus when Old King Brady gained the door of his room
there was no enemy in sight, but he could now hear the
clatter of horses in the distance again.

He bounded in, and, boltmg the door, shook Harry by
the shoulder.

“Up' Up?! he cried.
else are upon us.”

Harry sprang up on the instant.

“Gee whiz, Governor!” he exclaimed,
already begun?”? .

“That’s what it looks like. Tumble into your clothes,
quick! I must wake up these Chinks.”

Hurrying out into'the passage, Old King Brady adopted
a most effectual method of arousing the house.

Here there was a Chinese gong attached to a frame.

Seizing the stuffed mallet which hung on a nail be-
hind 1it, Old King Brady beat the gong for all he was
worth.

In a twinkling Charley Chow, in his shirt-tail, came
tumbling out of a door near by.

“What matter?” he cried.

“Men on horses coming!’ shouted Old Kmv Brady.
“Have you guns?”

“In there!” replied Charley, pointing to another door.

“Tll get them. Wake up your commlttee Where are
che men you spoke of?” -

“They don’t get them,” said Charley; “they all hide up
the hill, but they get gold maybe, perhaps.”

“The man hunters or gomeone

“has business
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He ran along the corridor pounding on doors.

Old King Brady flung open the door Charley had indi-
cated and found a closet containing half a dozen rifles and
some ammunition. . ,

Seizing two of these and some cartridges, he returned
te Harry, who by this time was almost dressed.

“Secms to me you are making a deuce of a noise, Gover-
nor,” exclaimed Harry. “I don’t hear a sound outside.”

“They must have halted somewhere, then. * There was a
mounted band coming fast enough.”

Old King Brady opened the door and listened.

Not a sound could he hear.

Of course, the mounted men should have been in sight
by this time.

Why, then, did they not appear?

Hearing footsteps in the corridor behind him, 0ld King
Brady shut and bolted the door again.

Charley Chow was hurrying back, and alone.

The instant Old King Brady caught sight of the fellow’s
face by the light of the hall lamp, which Harry had started
going, he saw that Charley had experienced a fright.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded.

“Gone} All gone!” replied Chow, mildly.

“Whe has gone?” ‘

“The committee! -Come!”

“Qet a gun! There may be some trap in this.
wear big diamonds, Chow. You are none too safe.”

“I’'m no good with rifle. I have this!”’

Chow pulled out a huge navy revolver.

“The sen of a seacook what touches my diamonds gets
this in the head!” he cried.

“You stay here, Harry, and listen,” said Old King
Brady. ,

He whipped out his dark-lantern and, shouldering one
of his rifles, started after Charley Chow.

The Chink led him to a large room handsomely fur-
nished in the Chinese style.

Here were three bamboo beds standing in a row.

The beds were vacant and tumbled up.

Evidently they had been slept in and equally plain was
it that they had been vacated in a hurry.

" “Hip Lee, See Yup and Han Kow slept here?” de-
manded the detective.
T “Yair.”

“Even their clothes are gone!”

“The man hunters get them. See, the door open here.”

Charley referred to the door at the end of the corridor,
through which below zero air was pouring in.

But Old King Brady was taking in the door of the
room.

That had been opened with a key, which was still in the
lock and en the outside.

“There has been treachery here,” he thought.

And so it proved. A

No need to go into every detail.

0138 King Brady’s quick hustle with Charley Chow re-
vealed the following facts:

You

Out of the nine Chinamen at the mine, besides Charley
Chow and the “committee,” every one had vanished, in-
cluding the cook, unless, indeed, the two guards proved to
be exceptions.

The committee had likewise disappeared.

The back door of the house opened against the hillside,
the trees coming down close to the building.

of sight.

Meanwhile nothing more had been heard of the horse-
men.

Charley Chow was wild at first, but he soon cooled'down.

“Put-up job! Put-up job!” he kept saying.

The Bradys hurried him around on the other side of
the hill. '

Here nothing could be scen of the enemy.

“What about the guard up the valley?” demanded Ol
King Brady. “Then there is that other fellow who was
watching here.”

He had already explained to Charley how this man,

“I bring them both so they are here,” said Charley.

He brought out a rifle and fired three shots.

In a mopent a Chink came running down the valley.

A little later Gim Look sneaked up.

Charley talked to the pair.in Chinese.

Both declared that they had seen no one.

Gim Look said that he had continued to hear the horses
for a few moments and then the sounds died away.

The buildings of the mine were hastily searched, but no
one was found.

“We must try and trace them up the hill, for that is
the way they seem to have gone,” said Old King Brady.

{“You have been up there, I suppose, Chow ?”

To his surprise he found that Charley Chow had never
ascended the isolated hill. _

0ld King Brady pressed him for the reason of this, and
anyone but himself would have been surprised at the
explanation given.

It appeared that some Chinese fortune teller had proph-
esied that Charley Chow would meet his death while
climbing a hill covered with woods sitnated behind a gold
mine.

As everybody knows, the Chinese are the most super-
stitious people on earth.

mystery, the Bradys could not induce Charley Chow to
climb the hill.

And as neither of the other Chinamen would consent
to venture into the woods at night, it was up to the Bradys
to go alone or postpone all action until morning.

The discussion took place in the dining-room.

After considerable talk Old King Brady turned to
Charley Chow and said:

“How long have these missing men been with you
+here?”

whose name was Gim Look, had run off into the woods..

*Dead in earnest thongh he was to solve this midnight ’

i

Thus it would be an easy matter to run prisoners out
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“One week,” replied Charley, lookmg rather surprised
at the question,

“Ha! You did not tell me that!
you know nothing about them ?”

“No. I never saw any of them before.”

“So? And what do you mean to do, now that all your
men are gone?”

“Oh, more eome.”

“You are expecting more men, then?”

“Yair.”

“When ?”

“Perhaps to-morrow.”

43 So ?”

“But, Brady, we must rescue the committee. What will
happen to me if such men as Hip Lee, See Yup and Han
Kow are lost? It is all my fault, the people will say. If

Only a week! Did

I go to New York, to Boston or to Frisco they will kill{

me. It is a bad job.”

“We shall find them if they are to be found,” replied
Old King Brady. “Now you three stay here on guard and
Harry and I will see what discoveries we can make on the
hill.”

So the Bradys bundled up and leaving the house by
the back doar, started on their tour of discovery.

“Come back, quick!”’ Charley Chow called after them.

Then slamming the door they heard him lock it behmd
him.

“There’s a frightened Chink for you,” remarked 0ld
King Brady, as they started up the hill. '

“T should say so,” was the reply. “Governor, what does
all this mean?” .

“Want my opinion now oﬁ'hand, Harry ?”

“Yes, of course. Shouldn’t have asked for it other-
wise.” )

“T think there has been more than one kind of business
carried on at this mine.”

“« SO?”

‘(Yes.”

“A little Chink smuggling on the side, you mean ?”

“Such is my idea. Yet, of course, I cannot tell.”

“Would such men as Hip Lee, See Yup and Han Kow
engage in that sort of business?”

“Why, of course they would; so would you if you were

a Chinaman.”

“Just the same, Charley Chow is immensely cut up over
their disappearance.”

“Qh, there is no doubt about that. It is possible that
these three men know mnothing about the side line.”

“Generally in these Chinese mines they have a white
superintendent, do they not?”

“Yes, they do as a rule, and I never knew one without
" a white assayer. The fact that there is neither here is
certainly suspicious enough. Look,” Harry! Here’s how
they went!”

Suddenly pausing, Old King Brady flashed his lantern
upon the frozen ground.

Here lay a Chinese shoe,

It was a gold embroidered affair, and pink instead of
blue, as these shoes usunally are. ,

“See Yup had that on!” cried Harry.

“Exactly. It proves that he was a prisoner when he
passed this way.”

“He was being hurried forward, all righ.”

“Yes, and he cut his foot on that stone. See the
blood ?”

The Bradys had struck a real clew now.

It led them straight up the side of Hemlock Hil, whose
height was perhaps five hundred feef.

But the detectives did not get to the top.

Before they had gone fifty yards they suddemly came
upon a deep ravine which led down into the hill, so to
speak. Here again they found traces of See Yup’s Bleed-
ing foot.

Down to the bottom of the ravine the trail led tham and
thence in a southwesterly direction through the ravime.

“This will bring us out into the valley in a minate or
s0,” said Harry

“Sure it will,” replied Old King Brady.

“I think the mystery is pretty well explained.”

“Explained in part.”

“We see now how the committee was camed off, but it
ig strictly an inside job.”

“I think so. Charley Chow’s Chinks were at the bottom
of it.”

They came out into the valley after a few miwntes.

- The way out of the ravine was so narrow and se ehoked
ap with bushes that it would have been easy to pass it, yet
mounted men could just as easily have forced {therr way
in. oo
“They came around the hill as far as here,” said Harry.

“Yes, and met the Chink who had swiped the eemmit-
tee,” Old King Brady replied. “It’s all plain emeugh, my

| boy.”

“If Charley Chow would only come out flat-fested and
tell all he knows we might get a move on whieh weuld do
some good.” - ‘

“We have got to push the case through now, Harry. It
won’t bring us fame, but it surely will bring us fortune.
Those three rich Chinks will pay big money for remcue if
they are being held for ransom, as I strongly swspect is
the case.” '

“It is all a put-up job in your estimation, them?”

“Yes, it is.”

“It can’t have had anything fo do with us, &evermor.”

%Y hardly think so, Harry, and yet such might be the
case. The intention may have been to swipe ws, tes.”

They walked back on the righthand side of the ¥ill untll
they came to the house.

Here in the valley traces of the mounted band were
plain enough.

0ld King Brady, who is as expert as any man living in
following up such traces, announced that the party had
gone up the valley, and that they must have been et least
twenty stromg.”
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“Whick means twenty-eight or thirty horses, if they
had led anes for the Chinamen.”

“Exactly. .They may have swiped some of the mine
horses, though.”

Thus {falking, they returned to the house, where they
found Charley on his knees shaking joss-sticks in front of
an ugly little idol.

He was trying his luck to find out if Hip Lee, See Yup
ard Han Kow would be rescued, so he said.

As for the Bradys, they spent the balance of the might
discussing the mystery of Hemlock Hill.

CHAPTER 1V.
OFF ON THE TRAIL WITH CHARLEY CHOW.

“For ways that are dark and tricks that are vain, the
Heathen Chinee is peculiar, which same I am bound to
maintain.”

Again and again Harry caught himself repeating Bret
Harte’s lines that night while he and Old King Brady
were talking over their affairs.

They could make nothing out of Charley Chow.

That the man was laboring under great excitement was
evident.

He produced a roll of bills containing ten thousand
dollars and promised the whole to the Bradys of they
would rescue the three Chinese millionaires.

This seemed to show that he had nothing to do with
the matter of their disappearance, and yet when Old King
Brady urged him to hitch up his team and start with them
on the {rail he refused to leave the mine.

“We must get them back. We must get them back,” he
kept saying.

And then he would add:

“No, no!- I can’t go away from here.”

Old King Brady let him alone until Chow was able to
grasp the point he was trying to make. _

This was that he must put himself absolutely in their
hands.

Charley Chow come off his perch shortly after day-
break.

Old King Brady had been out inspecting the mine,
which consisted of a single tunnel driven some fifty feet
into the side of the hill.

He found here a rich gold vein, which had been worked
only in the crudest manner.

Charley Chow admitted that no attempt had been made

to smelt or crush the ore, but all had been shipped to.

Helena and sold on assay value, which meant, of course, a
very considerable loss.

Satisfied now that the real business of the place was
smuggling Chinamen, Old King Brady, immediately after
eating the hastily cooked breakfast prepared by Gim Look,
put the matter up to Chow.

“Look here, Charley,” he said, “we have got to setile
this one way or the other. These men that you expect are
not miners ; they are just from China and are to be smug-
gled in over the line, isn’t that so?”

Charley suddenly lost his English.

“Me no sabee!” he gasped.

“Come, now; come now !” cried Old King Brady. “You
may as well own up. We are not going to butt in on that
end of your business, man.”

At last Charley acknowledged the corn.

The way was open now, and Old King Brady jumped
right into the break.

“Are you a Hip Sing Tong man?” he demanded.

This meant was he what is generally known as a High-
binder.

Charley repudiated the suggestion.

“Then you are an On Leong man?” came the question
fired shortly after the first.

Charley admitted that he was,

Old King Brady knew that the Lees of New York were
all of the On Leong clan, and he now said as much.

Were Han Kow and See Yup also of the clan ? he asked.

Charley admitted that they were.

“Then it is all plain enough,” said Old King Brady.
“You On Leongs have been running one smuggling shop
up here and the Hip Sings are running another somewhere
else. They have run some of their men in on you and they
have fooled you, that’s all.”

Charley -admitted this.

“Now see how much time you have lost by your infer-
al caution,” said Old King Brady. “You want us to

escue these men, and yet you hold back informatien
vhich would help to bring the rescue about. Have you
iny idea where this Hip Sing hold-out is?”

Charley picked up his little idol and, pressing it to his
reart, swore that he had not.

“And these masked man hunters, are they all a fake?”
Jld King Brady suddenly asked. “Were we brought in
sere to help you find out this Hip Sing smuggling shop
ind break it up?” »

Again Charley swore by his idol that this was not so.

“All right,” said 0ld King Brady then, “now you are
willing to do just as I eay?”

This Charley had promised some time before, and be
repeated it.

“Hitch up your team and go along with Harry,” the
detective then said, “He will look up the trail, and when
you have located your men you will return. In the mean-
time I will stay here and receive your new batch of Chinks,
I’ll agree to keep them safe, too.”

And so it was decided, but even after that Old King
Brady was by no means sure that Charley Chow had told
him the whole truth.

“To think of a Chinaman loaded down with money and
diamonds going off on such a mission,” he said to him-
self, “They are a strange race.”

He had suggested to Charley that he had better leave
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his wealth behind him, but the Chink was up in the air in
a moment and swore that no one would ever dare to attack
him.

So he rode off behind his fine team with Harry, leaving
01d King Brady and the two Chinamen the only inhabit-
ants at Hemlock Hill mine.

Charley Chow was proud of his horses and proud of
himself.

He had put several bottles of champagne into the
wagon-box, a couple of bottles of whisky also, and a box
of fine cigars.

As they rode along in the crisp morning air—the tem-
perature had risen somewhat—he entertained Harry with
stories of his wealth, his fine house in Frisco and how all
the girls would fall in love with him wherever he went.

Harry listened and said but little.

He was busy watching his trail. |

It was as plainly marked as the trail of some twenty-odd
horses is bound to be.

“How far have you been this way?” Harry asked.

“Only to the end of the valley,” said Charley..

“This way don’t-lead to Canada then?”

“No; they say you can go so by passing around the
range. I never tried it, so I don’t know.”

Five- miles was covered by nine o’clock.

This brought them to the end of the range; the foothills
had disappeared some time before.

On the other side of the mountain they struck a plain
covered with a dense forest of hemlock and spruce.

Harry’s pocket map showed that this forest must end
in Canada.

It seemed to be an ideal place for smugglers, man hunt-
ers or, indeed, anything else in that line.

Into the forest the trail led.

“I don’t want to go in there,” said Charley Chow.

“To go in as we are would be to risk our lives, of
course,” said Harry. “If we could only leave our team
somewhere and both go in disguise, you as a pigtailed
Chink instead of the gentleman you are, and I as the
same thing, we might learn a whole lot, and like enough
find your three friends.”

Charley, who had reined in, sat pondering for a good
ten minutes before he spoke.-

Harry let him alone.

He knew that the Chinese nature requires time to think
about everything it is really interested in.

At last Charley broke eut with the oracular exclama-
tion:

“Well, all right. So we have to go!”

“Go where?” asked Harry. “I’ve almost gone to sleep
waiting for you to say something.”

“Go into those woods like you say.”

“What are we going to do with our team? Where are
we going to get our disguises? Of course, we shall haye
to go back to the mine first and start out again.”

Harry said it, but he did not believe it. He felt sure

that Charley knew more about that same dark forest than
he was willing to let on.

“No; we don’t have to go back,” said Charley, giving
his horses the word to start.

Then with a silly chuckle he added:

“I know a girl. She fix us out all right.”

“Oh, you do, do you?” laughed Harry. “Se you are

~going to drop a girl into this thing, are you? 'Ten to one

she will spoil it all.”

“No, no!” replied Charley. “She nice girl.
to get married some day. You leave all to me.”

As there was nothing else to do, for Old King Brady
had so directed, Harry lit a cigar and sat back to await
results.

Charley Chow drove rapidly over the sandy plain to the
west, keeping pretty close to the forest lime.

There was no regular road here, but there were wheel
tracks enough to show that somebody was in the habit of
going back and forth.

Harry kept an eye out for forest trails, but saw none.

Where the trail they had followed entered among the
trees it was no more open than anywhere else that he
could see.

As Harry was well aware, this section of the country.
was practically a wilderness and- very little kmown.

At last, after some four miles had been covered, Charley
hauled in at a place where two or three trees had been
felled, their trunks being piled up in front of a clump of
bushes which cut off the view into the woods. .

This might have deceived some, but not Old King
Brady, who saw the wheel tracks.

It was a secret entrance to the forest.

Charley jumped down and, picking up the small tree-
trunks with a greater display of strength than Harry sup-
posed him to possess, slung them around out of the way.

“Drive in,” he called to Harry. “You want to bend

We going

'your head down or the bushes will knock your hat off.”

The bushes proved to be but a shallow barrier.
In a moment Young King Brady came inte a well-de-
fined wood road.

“Look here!” cried Charley, as he climbed in again,
“you will swear never to tell on me?”

“Don’t fret. I shan’t give you away. You have told
us enough already. Don’t expect me to keep swearing
every five minutes to keep your secrets.”

“All right,” said Charley. “Now you see my girl. She
the most beautiful girl in Montana. Oh, yair! Some day
she marry me. Then I take her to Frisco and we live in
style.”

Opinions about female beauty differ a lot.

When Harry came to be introduced to Miss Sallie Loper
about twenty minutes later, he found her red-headed, buck-
toothed and fully ten years Charley’s senior.

Sallie Loper lived in a log cabin right in the forest.

Jake Loper, her father, who appeared at the door with
his rifle when the team came rattling up, was a typical
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old trapper, one of a style of Western pioneers which is
rapidly passing away.

“Hello, Chow! What the deuce brings you hyar!” he
called as they drove up.

Thea it was:

“Sal! Oh, Sal! Chow’s come!”’

Knter the “most beautiful girl in Montana.”

Harry had all he could do to smother his ' ngh.

Charley jumped out and gave his girl a bea. -like hug
and a resoundmg smack on the lips, for which he got 3
light slap in the face.

“Get away, you ugly thing!” cried Sal.
brought me this time—say?”

“What' you

1larry saw a diamond ring passed over to the girl.

It was a small stone, but genuine.

Dv1dent1_y Charley was desperately in love.

Harry was now introduced as Young King Brady and
Charley reeled off the story of the night’s mishaps.

“Wkere do you s’pose they took them to?” he a-ked,
looking at Jake.

“I know,” was the brief reply.

“You will take us there?”

“Yaas, if you pay for it,” drawled Jake.

“Beom’t T always pay?” cried the Chinaman, trying to
appesr effended.

“You bet,” said Jake, *“and you allus will.”

“Ha, ha, ha1” screamed Sal. “Charley, don’t you be a
fool. You don’t s’pose we are going to work for you for
nuffin, eay?"

Hermry stepped in now. ,

Time was too precious to be wasted in this way.

“Look here, Jake,” he said. “I’'m running this busi-
ness, and I’m paymaster, too. We can get along without
your help first rate. Twenty dollars is all you’ll get if
you guide us to the place you have in mind. You tan
take itrer leave it—see?”

“I baiw’t talking 'to you,” growled J ake
business with Mr. Chow.”

But Charley came to the rescue nobly.

“Ne, Jake,” he said. “Mr. Brady is boss this time. '}
haver’t anything to say. »

“Put up the team for us,” said Harry, “gnd while you
are deing it you can think ever my offer. It will be a
case ef take it or leave it—see?”

Jake led the horses away, growling and muttering to
himeelf.

OGharley ip the meantime had gone into the hut with
Sal.

“Ceme, this is slow business,” thought Young King
Brady. “What in the world am I to do to hurry matters
along ?”

“I'm doing

CHAPTER V.
OLD KING BRADY’S BIG BLUFF.

Before Charley Chow left the Hemlock Hill mine he
called 6ld King Brady aside and said:

them come right along.”

*If the men come some white man will be with them,
and I can’t tell who, but whoever it is give him this paper
and it will be all right.”

Then he put into the old detective's hand a torn slip of
red paper with Chinese characters on it, laundry style.

This Old King Brady had occasion to use along about.
three o’clock. -

Up to that time there had been strictly nothing doing,
but now Tom Fung, the guard at the eastern end of the
mir¢, came hurrying inte the house, where Old King
Drady sat reading.

“Dley come, boss!” he cried.

“Who come?” demanded the detective, putting away his

newspaper.
“Chinamen. Dlese new men comee work in de mine.”
“Oh,” su.i Old King Brady., “I understand. Well,
let them cc e right along.”
“Noting to say?” demanded Fung, doubtfully.
“.~othing to say, except what I just mow said. L.t

~

Fung stood back up the valley.

Looking in that direction Old King Brady saw a pair
of big mining wagons loaded down with Chinese.

Fung had halted them, it appeared, but now they came
on.

There were forty Chinamen altogether, twenty fo each
wagon, ten seated on a side.

Both the drivers were whites, and that the others were

. smuggled Chinks was evident enough.

The middle of the wagon was piled high with boxes and
bundles of the usual strange Chinese patterns.

As the wagons drove up there was a tremendous chat-
tering amongst the occupants.

The driver of the foremest wagon was a long-legged
young fellow who looked half scared out of his wits ae
Old King Brady appeared at the door.

“Gee whiz! What am I up againet?” he exclaimed.
know you.”

“Well,” replied Old King Brady, “who am I then?”

“That ar’ New York deteetive, Old King Brady.”

“Right; but if you expect to get info trouble on that
account you need have no fear. Cast your eye over this.”

0ld Ning Brady produced his red laundry ticket.

“That’s all straight so far as it goes,” said the driver,
fitting the torn paper to another similar piece and finding
that the two matched, “but whar’s Mr. Chow?”

“He has gone away. He has left me in charge.”

“Gee! That’s something Hke leaving an eld Tom cat
to look after a nest of fine, fat young birds, isn’t it?”

“Not in this ‘case. Listen. There has been another
raid here.”

“Gee!" Them man hunters? Say, they didn’t get Char-
ley Chow, I hope.”

“No; he's all right.”

“Them three rich Chinks what was stoppmg byar, what
about them?”

*“Well, they were captured. I'm working for Chow. He
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told me to say to you to go right ahead just as you would
if he was here. Do it. I shan’t interfere with you.”

“That’s all right, but I’ve only seen one Chink around
hyar so far. Oh, thar comes another. It’s Gim Look!”

“The Chinamen are all gone except Gim Look and his
partner, Tom Fung.”

“Caught by them man hunters?”

.(Yes.”

“Too blame bad.”

“It does seem hard to lose a fine batch of Chinamen
after you have had all the trouble and risk of running
them over the line.”

“Don’t it? But say, I hope you don’t go to buttin in
on my end of the business, old man.”

“] have told you once that I hdve nothing to do with
your end of the business.”

“Waal, I dunno.”

“What’s your name?”

“Waal, I reckon it’s Lon Toomey, and I hain’t ashamed
of it, nuther.”

“Go right ahead with your work, Toomey, and if you
want any help call on me.”

Old King Brady now returned to the little room where
he had been sitting reading by the fire.

He felt that he had made a discovery.

Lon Toomey’s face was a poor one for keeping secrets;
at least so the shrewd old detective thought.

“This man and his partner have been playing a double
game as sure as fate,” he said to himself. “He was ter-
ribly taken aback when he saw me. Now to see what is
‘to be his next move.” .

With this idea in mind another might have gone out
and tried to get mext to the two drivers.

But Old King Brady knew human nature better.

If they are loyal to the Chinamen who are paying them
they will leave me alone,” he said to himself. “If, on
the other hand, they are playing the doumble game, and I
think they are, they will come butting in here in a very
few minutes now.”

He was right.

The wagons were unloaded, the Chinamen and their be-
longings being disposed of in a big barrack of a house
nearer the mine. v

Half an hour later every man jack of the mewcomers
was busy at something either in the mine or on the out-
side under the direction of Gim Look.

They had changed their Chinese costumes for ordinary
working clothes also; these, of course, Gim Look must
have had on hand.

Given the sudden entrance of a bunch of secret service
men now, it would be a hard matter to swear that these
Chinks were new arrivals. .

As for their papers, the smuggled ones are usually pro-
vided with false papers in Canada before attempting to
cross the line.

All this Old King Brady watched from the windows of
the main house.

Then he stirred the fire and settled down to reaad again,
waiting for Lon Toomey.

In a few minutes a knock was heard at the door.

“Come in!” called Old King Brady, who had seen the
man pass the window.

Lon came shuflling in.

“Say,” he began, “I want to understand more about this
hyar business. I’'m not looking for trouble, neither is my
partner. What’s it all mean?”

More than ever this man, to Old King Brady’s notion,
scemed to give himself away. .

“I'li risk it,” he thought. “I have no time to make
long talk. I'll throw him a bluff right now.”

“It means that you fellows have played your double
game once too often,” he said, aloud. “You are killing
the goose that lays the golden egg. Indeed I guess it’s
already dead.”

Lon Toomey gave a start.

His face paled, showing him up for the coward he
really was.

“What do you know ?” he demanded

“A lot, and have more still to learn. You fellows are
trying to sit on two stools at once, isn’t that so?”

Lon seemed to swallow hard.

“Look here,” he drawled. “I’ve heard a lot about you
and your work, Mr. Brady. If any other feller had made
that ar’ remark fo me he wouldn’t be sitting thar staring
at me now—see?”

“Oh, that be blowed !” laughed Old ng Brady. “I'm
not afraid of your big talk. For you to turn on me would
be madness. A dozen would spring up where I went down.
You had better find out how the case really stands before
you make any more of that cheap talk.”

“What do you mean?”

“That you better come in out of the rain.”

““What 1

“That you had better get on the band wagon if yon
like that better.”

“I wisht you’d explain  yourself, old man.”

“The explanation may be made in a very few words.
You are working for two sets of Chinamen, that’s all.”

Toomey gave a gasp and dropped into a chair.

His face was white with fear or rage.

“It can’t be that he is {oo afraid of me?” thought Old
King Brady. “He’s the kind to draw on me right now
if that was so. What, then, ails the man?”

It came to him on the instant that Toomey believed
himeelf to have been betrayed.

So he sat still awaiting developments.

“Who gave the snap away?” asked Toomey, after a
moment.

“Never mind that.”

“Somebody has given it away, all right.”

“Well, as you see, how else would I know all this?”

“That’s s0.”

“Now don’t imagine that I am alonme in all this,
Toomey,” said Old King Brady, earnestly. “There are
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others behind me. You had better come over on our side
and make a big stake rather than stick as you are, for I
tell you, man, somebody is going to wind up in the peni-
tentiary, that’s sure.” '

“Somebody will wind up bored full of holes if I can find
out who gave the snap away, that’s sure.”

“That’s your business. Mine is to get back those three
rich Chinks, Listen, Toomey, there will be a big reward
coming. I’'m holding the door open if you want to come
in and get your share.”
¢ “Say, Brady?” |

“Well 27

“Just one question.”

“Out with it.”

“Has my partner, Si Brown, anything to do with this?”

“Nothing whatever.”

“Then all right. Just give me time to talk it over with
him.” .

“Do so. Understand, it is known that you fellows have
been running in Chinks for the On Leong Society and
then raiding this mine masked and stealing them again,
for which the Hip Sings bave paid you. Of course, we
know that you sell these men to the Secret Service Border
Patrol for so much a head, in return for which they allow
you to run in Hip Sings without interference. Isn’t all
this so?”

Lon Toomey twisted in his chair, but made no reply. -

“Come out with it!” cried Old King Brady. “We are
all alome here. You needn’t be afraid to admit it—see?”

“It’s true, then.” : i

“As I thought. There’s just one thing for you to do,
Toomey. 'Come over on my side. Let us take these
Chinks, raid the Hip Sing hold-out and get those three
prisoners back.”

“Brady, we’d be killed if we did it.”

“You’ll be jailed if you don’t. Now come, man; don’t
look at me that way. If I don’t turn up at Helena at a
certain time there are those who will be after your whole
outfit. It is simply useless to think of killing me.”

“I guess you're about right,” growled Lon. “Just wait
here a few minutes while I talk it over with 8i.”

Lon Teomey went out then.

Old King Brady, throwing fresh wood on the fire, lit a
cigar and sat down to smoke.

“So much for throwing a good bluff,” he said to him-
self. “That fellow believes I know everything and, thanks
to his credulity, I do know a good deal. Me’ll fall in
with me, I’m sure.”

CHAPTER VI.
THE MYSTERIOUS HOUSE IN THE FOREST.
When there is love-making on hand business usually has

to wait.
Young King Brady found it so that morning.

Jake came back in a few minutes, but Charley Chow
remained ingide the hut talking with Sal.

“Are you going to take up with my offer, Jake?” asked
darry. ' '

“No, I’'m not,” growled the man.

“So? And why not?”

“’Cause I can get more money out of the Chink.”

“You heard what he said.”

«J don’t care a blame about what he said. I know what
hell do.”

Harry chafed in vain.

Twice he went to the door and called to Charley to
come out, but it was no use, until after half an hour he
came out of his own accord.

Chow had now changed his appearance.

His fine clothes and diamonds were gone and he was
dressed like an ordimary Chinaman, with a false pigtail
coiled under his hat.

Jake, who had gone into the hut some time before,
came out after him.

“Are you ready to get down to business?” asked Young
King Brady, impatiently,

“Yes, I am,” replied Charley. “Me and Jake settled

Now we go.” '

It was one of those cases where the only thing to do is
to submit to the inevitable.

Harry saw that plain enough.

“We go now,” said Jake.

“Hold on,” put in Young King Brady, “I want to see
vou alone a few minutes, Chow.”

“All right,” said Charley. “Come ahead!”

“They walked away a short distance, Sal standing in
the doorway grinning at them.

“What have you been doing, Chow ?” asked Harry. “We
-ame out to follow that trail. Have you left your dia-
monds and money with that girl?”

“Sure, Brady. She is my good friend.”

“She and her father will rob you, surest thing.”

“NO.”

“Have you ever done such a thing before?”

“Yair. They all right.”

“Well, then, it is. your own business, not mine.”

“That’s so. Jake will take us into the woods. He says
e knows where the man hunters live.”

“T dow’t doubt it. Why have you changed your clothes ¥”’

“I often change clothes here.” (

“QOh, I see. When you go after your Chinese friends
across the line.” :

“Yair. Jake make lots of money out of me,
right.”.

“Are we going among Chinamen then?”

“Some Chinamen, some white men—see ?”

“I think I understand.”

“I get you Chinese clothes, too, s0 you want them,
Harry.”

_“No. I will goasIam. I thoughtI was running this

it.

He’s all

"nuginess, but T see that I am not.”
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“That’s all right. I can do better with Jake than you
can.”

“Let it go so. T’ll go along and help all I can, but re-
member, I don’t pretend to be bossing the job.”

“All right! All right. Shall we go?”

“Yes, now.”

They started five minutes later, Jake with a fine Win-
chester slung over his shoulder leading the way.

Harry was perplexed and a good deal disgusted.

He was not accustomed to have his authority taken
away in this fashion, but when one comes to deal with
the Chinese one never knows what to expect.

Jake led the way directly into the woods, following an
overgrown path.

“You have been here before?” Harry asked Chow.

“Not here,” was the reply.

“Where are we supposed to be going, anyhow ?”

“Well, it’s like this, Brady. There are other people
doing business in these woods.”

“What business, smuggling Chinks over the border?”

“Yair.”

“0f course you are in the same business. You need not
admit it—I know.”

“Well 77

“All right.

“Yair.”

“As I supposed. Now we are getting at it. You don’t
know where their place is?” '

“No. Jake knows. That is where he take us now.”

“Does Jake work for the Highbinders and your crowd,
too 77 :

“QOh, no; he only work for On Leong.”

“That’s your crowd ?”

“Yair.”

Young King Brady had about thrashed the subject
dry.

The situation seemed plain enough.

“0Old King Brady was right, then,” Harry thought.
“Hip Lee, See Yup and Han Kow have probably been
carried off by the Highbinders. We are doing the best
we can, I suppose, if only we can trust this man Jake.”

Harry was keen to mnotice the direction they were tak-
ing.

_ He saw that it was leading him toward the trail, pro-
viding it went straight into the forest.

Two miles were covered and then they came suddenly
upon a wood road which ran southeast and northwest.

Here the trail was plainly marked.

Anybody could see that many mounted men had re-
cently gone that way. ‘

“Thar you be,” said Jake, pointing to the hoofprints.
“Them will be the parties you are looking for, I reckon.”

“You see!” cried Charley. “I told you Jake would
bring us right. Come on, come on!”

“Not for mine, Chow,” said Jake.
you the way, and that’s all I shall do.”

“You say you go with us and show us the place.”

But these others, they are Highbinders?”

“T agreed to show

“No, Chow. I won’t go,” replied Jake, solemnly. “I
stick to my contract. I play squar’ with you. Follow that
trail and two miles from here you will come to a house
where Chinks sometimes live. Mebbe it’s the place you
want and mebbe it hain’t. One thing sure, I shan’t butt
in.”

“All right, all right!” replied Charley, evidently afraid
to offend the father of his best girl.

“When you come back to my kouse you will find your
diamonds and your money all safe, Chow, same as you
always have done,” continued Jake. “I go now. So-
long.”

“So-long!” cried Chow, and as Jake walked back into
the woods he looked after him admiringly.

“He square man, Brady,” he said.

“I hope so,” replied Harry. “You say you have left
money with him before ?”

“Yair; lots of times.”

“As much as you left this time?”

“No; not so much.,”

“So? And your diamonds, you have left those with him
before ?”

Charley put on a queer look.

“No; I don’t leave diamonds with him before,” he said.
“But it’s all right.”

“I am glad you are so sure.”

“Course I’'m sure. I fix it up with Sal. We get mar-
ried now just as soon as we finish up this job.”

Harry said nothing.

He knew that the average Chinraman is at once the most
suspicious and most credulous of mortals.

“This is the time that pair mean to skin him,” he said
‘o himself; “but I don’t suppose I could have done any-
.hing about it even if I had tried.”

It was plain enough to him that Jake Soper was work-
‘ng for both sets of Chinese smugglers, He wondered
how Charley Chow could be so blind.

They pushed on for fully two miles, coming in the end
to a emall clearing, in the midst of which, upon rising
ground, stood a long, low log hut.

The place wore a deserted look.

Harry halted, and, holding Charley Chow back within
the tree line, said:

“We must look out mow. We don’t want to get into
trouble.”

“No,” replied the Chinaman; “we don’t want to get
into trouble. Yair, that’s so.”

“Have you ever been here before? Honest, now! You
must tell me the whole truth, if I am going to help you.”

“No; honest. I never was here before,” replied Char-
ley. “Yair; that so.”

“That place looks as if there was nobody living in it,
hut we can soon find out. Let’s watch for a few minutes
now.”

. They watched for ten minutes without speaking a word.

Not a sound was heard. No one appeared in or about
the hut.

I
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The windows were concealed behind heavy wooden shut-
ters; no smoke came from the chimney; in front was a
pile of rubbish, ashes, empty vegetable cans, etc.

Young King Brady’s eyes roamed in every direction,
but nothing was seen to lead him to suppose that there
was a human being anywhere about.

And yet the hoofmarks led into this clearing.

But where can they tie up their horses? I see no barn,”
he said to himself. .

“Pll go ahead and have a nearer look,” he said at last.
“You had better stay here, Chow.”

This was ‘merely to test the Chinaman’s courage.

“Oh, no, Brady. I not afraid,” was the reply. “I go,
tOO »

“Come on, then We have got the trail, anyhow. It
may lead us past this place.”

When they entered the clearing they discovered that the
trail, instead of striking across the open, led around the
edge of the woods.

“That’s odd,” said Harry. “We must take it up later.
Now I’'m going for the house.” ‘

There was no well-defined path leading to the house.

The ground was strewn with dead hem]ock boughs and
there were stumps everywhere.

As the two picked their way over and around these ob-
structions side by side, they were suddenly treated to a
surprise which brought mptters to a crisis at once.

They were in the act of walking over a bunch of dead
.boughs and leaves within a hundred yards of the door,
when suddenly there was a crash, and down they went,
landing in a pit about twélve feet deep.

It was all so sudden that Harry almost lost his breath.

Charley Chow gave a yell and swore in Chinese.

“A man trap!” gasped Young King Brady. “Now we
are in for it! Everything is going wrong to-day.”

It certainly seemed so.

Harry expected to hear men rushing out upon them|:

now, but there was not a sound.

“What can we do?” growled Charley.

“It’s easy enough to get out,” was the reply. “I can
stand on your shoulders or you on mine. I think we can
either one of us get a grip on the edge of this hole so.”

Young King Brady thought so, but he wag mistaken.
The hole proved to be too deep.

“We are stuck then,” growled Charley, as Harry jumped
down off his shoulders.

" “It looks so0.”

“What shall we do?”

“Wait a minute. There must have been some reason
for digging this pit.”

“Reason enough. So anybody come to house they tum-
ble in it.”

“That may not be all the reason. Wait a minute, Char-
ley. There is something to be found here, perhaps.”

Harry began carefully examining the side of the pit.

It was partly earth and partly stone.

It seemed as if the pit had been dug alongside of a
ledge. '

Harry went all over the stone with the greatest care
and suddenly astomished Chow by turning up a secret
passage. :

Here embedded in the rock was an iron ring so artfully
concealed that only a close examination revealed it.

Harry pulled this ring out of its hiding-place.

It was attached to a staple, and when he gave it a harder
pull a sizeable section of the rock swung out with it, re-
vealing a passage behind which led directly toward the
house.

Here, lying in the passage, was a fifteen-foot ladder
which, under the circumstances, was just the thing they
wanted, or would have been a moment before. Young
King Brady was not so anxious to use it now.

“What about this?” he erclaimed. “A way out of the
house in case the detectives come, I suppose.”

“That’s it!” grinned Charley. “The Hip Sing no

# 1{ools.”

“Shall we follow this thing up, Charley? I think we
had better.”

“Yair; I say so.”

“There can’t be more than one or two in the house,
anyway. If there were they would have been out after us
before this. Come on.”

' Having made up his mind to risk the attempt, Harry
went right at it.

Crawling into the passage with his little electric dark-
lantern, Charley following him, he soon came to a wooden
door set in the earth at a point where there had been a
considerable opening hollowed out and where they could
easily stand upright:

There was apparently no way of opening the door on
this side; neither latch nor knob were to be secen.

This bore out the theory that the passage was intended
as a means of quick and secret retreat from the house.
“Hold on,” said Charley, as Young King Brady, from
one of his secret pockets, produced a small burglar’s
jimmy, a sectional affair which he proceeded to fit to-
gether. “What you going to do?”

“To open this door.” :

“So they kill us if they catch us, Brady.”

“We had better listen first. We must be under the
house now.”

They listened for a few moments, but not a sound could
be heard.

“It’s safe enough,” said Harry.
there.”

He proceeded then to apply the jimmy to the door.

“There is no one

CHAPTER VII.
OLD KING BRADY STARTS HIS RAID,

Old King Brady sat smoking for the best part of an .
hour before he saw Lon Toomey again.

s
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By thig time he was beginning to hope that Harry might | I agreed that the best thing we can do is to stand in with

800N return.

But no one had entered the valley since the coming of
the Chinamen, and it was now getting well on toward one
o'clock.

“I must be looking about for dinmer,” thought the old
detective, “I suppose I can go out and stir those fellows
up. Just the same I hate to. I would far rather have
them ceme to me.”

He knew that in a way his sitnation was a desperate one.

It had been an easy matter for one as shrewd as Old
King Brady to see through this business and to identify
as members of the man hunting gang the very men em-
ployed by. Charley Chow and his people to run Chinamen
in from Canada. '

But this done here he was alone and at the mercy of two
treacherous scoundrels who had only to raise the ery of
“detective” to send the whole mob of these forty China-
men dewn upon him.

“My life won’t be worth a rush if they fry it,” thought
Old King Brady.

But he had been prepared for this right alons.

If amy such attempt was made his intention was to
make a beeline for the back door and lose himself on Hem-
lock Hill.

Rising now, Old King Brady walked to the end wmdow
of the long room and looked out upon the mine yard.

He could see the Chinamen moving about carrying bas-
kets of ore and attending to other duties, but not a sign
of Lom Toomey or his partner could he discover.

“Beautiful scheme, the running of this mine,” thought
Old King Brady. “For shrewd business methods com-
mend me to a Chink.”

“Here they take up with an abandoned mine,” he added.

half aleud, “and as their real business is smuggling °
their countrymen, they get their labor for nothing. The.:
make these fellows work for weeks and months together,
no deubt, and never pay them a e ent. No doubt it all ran
beantifully ¢ill the Highbinders' started in the business
and bribed their white allies to turn man hunters and run
back the very Chinks they have just run in.”

And all this was quite true, as the old detective was
afterward to learn.

“I must give it up,” he now said.
gee what’s in the wind.” ‘

He had waited the limit and the reward of his patience
was right at hand.

Just as he was buttoning his coat he saw Lon Toomey
come irte view.

He walked straight toward the long house, and in'a
moment was at the door.

When he entered he found 0l1d King Brady reading the
paper by the fire.

“T'm back again, boss,” he said.

“I see you are,” was the reply. “I thought you were
never coming. Well, what’s the word?”

“T’ve talked the matter over with my partner. We have

“I’ll go out and

you »

“Right. You are very wise. Now to business. I pro-
pose to capture this whole Highbinder outfit. Dees that
mean that I've got fo capture your gang-—excuse ine,
bunch—tzo 27 _

“Not necessarily, Perhaps yes.
at it#”

“I want you to lend me your forty Chinks.”

“You can have them; but say, we car.’t stand for facing
our bunch, as you call lt That would mean death to us,
surest thing.”

“I don’t ask it of you. Tell me where to find the High-
binders and where I am to fipd these three kidnapped
Chinks, which, I suppose, is the same place. Guide me
there, if you will, and T’ll do the rest.” '

“They have two hold-outs up in the woods close te the
line. We'll guide you to the nearest. If they are not
there you will have to push om about three miles to the
other. I can’t tell just where they are to-day.”

“Right. Do as you say and meet me in Helena after
it’s all over and you get your cash.”

“How much?” ;

“That depends upon what I get. I'll guarantee you =
thousand apiece. If there is more in your share you can
bank on it that you will get that, too.”

“Well, we are going tr. go it,” said Toomey, decidedly.
“We know the reputation :f the Bradys. You are bound
to get there in the end.”

“Settled. One question more; these two Chinks whe
wert left behind, they are not in with your gang?”

“NO.”

“Still another, You people mean to come down after
this bunch of Chinks?”"

“Yes. .You see, I am giving it to you straight.”

“When 77

“Not until to-morrew unight.”

“Then we have plenty of time to work im. I am going
out now to see what I can do.”

Old King Brady then left the house with Toomey and
looked up Gim Look.

“I must wait for Harry and Charlgy Chow,” he thought,
“but they surely will return before dark. I'll sound this
fellow first, though.”

He found Gim Look in the kitchen attached to the
long house, where two of the new arrivals were busy pre-
paring dinner.

“Come here, Gim,” he gaid. “I want to speak to you.”

The Chinaman followed Old King Brady outside, Lon
Toomey going off to join his partner.

“Charley Chow don’t come back,” said the old detec-
tive. “I don’t know what keeps him. Suppese he don’t
come before dark? I shall think that the man hunters
catch him then.” :

Gim Look’s face showed his alarm. .

““Mebbe dey come soon. Mebbe dey get catchee al-

But how are you going

leddy ” he cried.
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“See here,” said Old King Brady, “I know where these
man hunters live. If Charley and my partner don’t come
back by three o’clock I will take these new Chinamen and
these two men who brought them in and go look for them.”

“So? Dlat be good.”

““You can tell these men that the detectives are coming
after them; that we must go and fight them. You think
they will go?”

“Yair. Me can make dem go, so me talkee right.”

“And you must go, too, Look.”

“No, no! Me must stay and watch mine.”

“Suppose the man hunters come? They will get you
sure. Then I shall need someone to talk to these men.”

“Dlat so. Den I go.”

“You talk to them. Make them understand.”

Gim Léok promised.

0ld King Brady joined Lon Toomey and Si Brown
then.

He found the latter to be a particularly stupid fellow,
who was entirely under the influence of his side partmer.

From Toomey he heard that the gang of man hunters
only numbered twenty-five, and other important points
were learned.

One question Old King Brady did not ask, and. that
was the names of the gang, nor did Toomey tell.

It would have been useless to ask for such information,
of course.

Dinner was served and the afternoon wore away.

0ld King Brady was now beginning to be seriously con-
cerned about Harry and Charley Chow, for it had been
understood that they were to take no risks, and weré to
return before dark, in any event. .

In the meantime ‘Gim Look had worked the Chinaman
up to the point where they were ready to do anything Old
King Brady wished.

Lon and 8i seemed perfectly sincere.

By four o’clock Lon stood ready to swear that Young
King Brady and Charley Chow had been captured.

“It is only ten miles to the first hold-out,” he said,
“and even if they wemnt on to the second they ought to
have been back here long ago. If you are going you ought
to go.”

Old King Brady thought go, too.

Lon was getting very nervous. It seemed wisest to use
him while he could.

“We’ll make a start, anyhow,” thought the old detec-
~tive. “If Harry is on his way back we shall meet him.
If not, we shall be ready to jump on these fellows soon
after dark.” _

So the Chinamen were bundled into the big wagons
again, chattering neisily among themselves.

What they really thoughi of the situation Old King
Brady could only guess.

All he knew was that he was starting out on one of the
strangest raids he had ever attempted.

Truth told, he felt very neryous about the whole busi-
ness, ,

| said.

Bat it seemed better to make a move than to lie idle.

“If T hold off much longer these two fellows will change
their minds and go back to their friends,” Old King Brady
said to himself, “and that will surely mean another raid
on the mine.”

As they advanced up the valley Old King Brady rode
ahead, following:the trail. '

This was not quite so easy as it had been with Harry,
for Charley Chow’s wheel tracks were mixed up with it;
but the old detective is an eld hand at the bellows when
it comes to this sort of business, and he traced the hoof-
marks up to the forest line, where he was puzzled to find
that the wheel tracks went off to the left.

“What about this?” he demanded, addressing Lon
Toomey, when the first wagon load of Chinks came lum- -
bering up.

“What’s the trouble?” demanded Lon, reining in.
way lies through the woods. It’s a blind trail.
as far as the wagons can go.”

“How far to the hut you told me about?”

“A little over three miles.”

“The wagon trail goes to the left. See, that is the way
Charley Chow and my partner must have gone.”

“1 don’t know anything about that,” replied Lon. “The
only person living in that direction is an old trapper
named Jake Soper, who lives alone in the woods with his
daughter. They may have gone there.”

“Dlat it,” put in Gim Look. “Charley him mally Jake
Soper gal some dlay.”

“That’s where they went, then,” said Old King Brady,
puzzled to know what he ought to do.

“This is the worst case ever,” he thought. Upon my
word, I’'m all twisted. What on earth shall I ever do
with all these Chinks if I get on the wrong trail?”

But it remained for Lon Toomey to put the finishing
touch to the old detective’s perplexity.

“This is as far as me and my partner can go, Cap,” he
- “It’s getting dark. We have to get to Blackfoot
with the wagons by morning. We propose to leave them
there and jump to Helena. Our job is done when we show
you the trail inside the tree line here.”

0ld King Brady raised no objection. ®

He proposed to keep faith with these men, for it was
evident that they meant to do as much by him.

So he dismounted and Toomey led him through the
bushes, showing him how the underbrush had never been
cut away, and that once inside this seeming barrier there
was a wood road leading on into the forest.

While this was going on the Chinks, who had been or-
dered out of the wagon by Gim Look, stood huddled to-
gether talking and gesticulating.

They were an excited lot, and when Old King Brady
came back he felt as he looked them over that he had a big
contract on his hands. ,

“We go now,” said Lon. “Wish you good luck. We've
played fair with you, old man. Look out you do the same

“Our
This is

with us.”
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“Rely upon it,” answered Old King Brady. “I will
meet you in Helena if I live.”

But it was with many misgivings that he saw the Wag—
ons disappear in the fading light.

“If I only had Harry and Charley Chow to help me it
would be easy enough,” he said to himself; “but if I don’t
find them what in the world am I to do with all these
Chinks ?”

! CHAPTER: VIIL
SAL MAKES THINGS LIVELY FOR CHARLEY CHOW.

Young King Brady, inserting the jimmy in the crack
of the door, with no little difficulty pried it open, tearing
away the woodwork around the lock.

Here were stairs leading up to a trapdoor overhead.

Harry climbed to the top and listened under the trap.

For a moment all was still, and then he suddenly heard
someone speak.

The words were a jumble of sound

“Chinese talk, sure,” thought Harry.

He backed down the stairs to the door, where Charley
stood waiting with the lantern.

“There is someone up there,” he whispered.
they are your people, Chow.”

“Hello! Yair! Say, what we do? Mebbe they High-
binders,” was the reply.

“Crawl up there and listen.
any mistake, now.”

Charley went up the stairs and listened for some mo-
ments under the trap.

“T think

We don’t want to make

Then he came noiselessly down again and whispered:

“Say, Brady, they Chinamen, all right. I can’t tell
what they say, though.”

“It’s hard to know what to do.
down ?”

“I did not try it. That belongs to you.”

“It does, and I ought to have done it. I’ll do it now.”

Harry went upstairs again and gently put his shoulder
against the trap,

It was fastened, all right.
mine that two bolts held it down.

Again he listened.

Two voices were talking in Chinese, but heard through
the boards they had a muffled sound.

“It may cost us our lives if I attémpt to force this trap-
door,” thought Harry, - “I must try some other plan.”

He returned to Charley Chow again and said:

“We must go back. We’ll go up to the house and see
what discoveries we can make on the outside.”

They retreated to the pit then, and, placing the ladder,
climbed up to the clearing. v

Here everything still’wore the same air of desertion.

“We ought to he getting back,” said Harry. “I prom-

Is the trap fastened

Harry was able to deter- |

ised Old King Brady that I would return before three
o’clock if I possibly could.”

“You can’t go till we find out who is in that house,”
said Charley.

“I don’t intend to.
our worg, that’s sure.”
“I want to get back as bad as you. I am expecting a
lot of new men to come and work in the mine, you know.”
“Oh, yes, I know,” thought Harry, “but he made no

answer.

Drawing his revolver, he now started for the house,
Charley Chow frotting on behind. B

It seemed quite certain that the place was unguarded.

They reached the house, tried the doors front and rear
and even attempted to force opéen the heavy wooden shut-
ters which concealed the windows.

Everything was as tlght as a drum, and, although they
made considerable noise, no sound reached them from
within.

“Chances are the fellows we heard talking are tied up
as prisoners,” said Harry, as he and the Chinaman stood
discussing this,

Charley thought so, too, and it was demded to break in.

Harry chose one of the back windows.

His jimmy readily turned the trick and the shutter flew
back. '

The window-sash inside was not fastened down, and in
a moment, they stood in the kitehen.

There was no one to be seen, but the sound of heavy
breathing could be heard from the adjoining room.

Harry peered through the door, Charley looking over
his shoulder.

Here, lying on the floor half dressed, with an opium
layout between them, were two Chinamen, botl sound
asleep. '

“Know them, Charley?” breathed Young King Brady. -

Charley tiptoed into the rogm and had-a look at their
faces.

He then came back into the kitchen and closmg the
door, whispered in great excitement:

“Sure I know them, Brady. How can it be they are
here 7

“Well, who are they?”

“Highbinders from Frisco. Wing Dock, Men Fun
their names! Someone play me false. How can they be
here ¢

Charley was evidently sincere.

He told Harry then that these men were prominent in
the Highbinders’ society in San Franciscd.

He added that he had never known of the existence of
this hidden house, nor that the Highbinfders were work-
ing along that part of the Montana border.

His excitement kept increasing.

“T-see all now,” he said again and again. “These man
hunters work for the Highbinders; they steal my people
and get pay from two sides, from the Highbinders and
from the border detectives. Yes, yes!”

We won't go till we are through

¢
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“Come on! The prisoners are here, no doubt,” said
Harry. “Now we must get to work.”

There were no other rooms on that fluor, and those on
the floor above were all unoccupied.

Harry, upon their return to the kitchen, started to look
for a trapdoor.

He found it in a minute under a square of oilcloth
which lay spread out underneath the table.

It was fastened down by a counter-sunk bolt on their
side, and in a minute they had it up.

A ladder led down into a cellar below.

,“Anyone down there?” called Charley.

“Yes, yes! Help! Helpl?

Two voices then shouted in English and, benldes there
was a gabble of Chinese.

"Young King Brady, to his infinite satisfaction, knew
that at last hie had accomplished his purpose, and that the
lost ones were found.

And so it proved. -
Climbing down the ladder he found Hip Lee, See Yup
and Han Kow lying bound upon the earth floor of a small

- cellar.

Such a babble of Chinese as followed Harry never

heard. . :
s All four Chinamen seemed determined to talk at once,
and all hands seemed to have forgotten their English.
- Harry contented himself with helping Charley to cut
the prisoners free, and then stood aside until they had
. talked themselves out.

Hip Lee was the first to recover hig Enuhsh

He came up to Harry and shook hands.

“@ood boy, Blady!” he exclaimed.
Me paysyou big money for dis.”

“Settle your bills with 01d King Brady,” replied Harry.
_“What we want now is to get out of here.”

“Yes, yes! We go now.”

Hip Lee started for the ladder.

“We better go the other way—yes?” Charley asked.

“Decidedly,” replied Harry, “but I'll close up things
first. It may be some time before they wake up and get
onte the fact that we have-been here, and the longer we
can stave the discovery off the better.”

He went up to the kitchen, and, securing the shutter on
the inside, put the oilcloth in place and the table over it.

Then raising the trapdoor carefully so as not to disturb
the oilcloth, he crawled under it and, droppmg it into
place, returned to the cellar.

The trapdoor in the cellar floer was then opened and
they descended to the secret passage and so ga.med the
clearing by way of the pit.

“Here we are, safe at last!” exclaimed Harry. “Now
to get back as quick as possible to Hemlock Hill mine.”

“We must go for my horses,” said Charley. “We go
to Soper’s first.”

1t seemed necessary, and Young King Brady made no
sbjection, but something seemed to tell him that the best

“You sabe my life |

-1 be indepepdent—yes!

way was to fo..ow the man hunters’ trail dlrectly out of
the rc at.

They hurr back now by the way they had come.

Harry got hold of Hip Lee and tried to learn what had
happened the night before. :

The Chinaman’s story was a muddled one. .

It appeared, however, that the three had been attacked
by Charley Chow’s men while they slept. ‘

They were blindfolded and dragged out of their beds.

After being hurried along in the cold over a rough road
they were tied to horses and wound up in the hut, where
the bandages about their eyes were removed.

As for the rest, Harry cculd not get much out of Hip

Lee, except that their captors were Highbinders and had-

sent a man to Helena to post letters to the friends of all
three prisoners demanding “big money,” as he called it,
for their rclease.

Having’learned this much, Harry stopped his question-
ing, for Hip Lee seemed to fight shy of it; kmewing that
he was liable to arrest for smuggling Chinamen, he was
evidently afraid to commit himself.

“If I can only get this bunch of Chinks safe back to the
Governor it's all I ask,” Harry said to himself,

He did not butt in again, but followed im the rear,
Charley leading the way back to the hut.

One never can tell about a Chinaman.

Charley piloted them through fo Soper’s as easily as if
he had been traveling the road for years.

Perhaps this was simply due to the great powers of
observation which the Chinese as a rule possess, or perhaps
he lied when he said that he had never been to the High-
binders’ hut before.

Whichever it was Harry never knew, but in due time
they turned up at Soper’s hut.

Sal came out to greet them, but Jake was not in evi-
dence. o

“What! What! So you are back?” cried the girl;
“and you rescied your friends! Good for you!”

But although she said’ this in a hearty sort of way,
Harry could not believe she was sincere.

Charley Chow was in full feather now and began boast-
ing. .

“Of course I win out!” he cried. “Why not? I know
my business. Where is your father, Sal?”

“He’s gone up in the woods to look for a deer,” was
the reply.

“Well, I want my team.”

“Get it yourself, then.
for you.”

“Qh, you’re a dalsy,” said Charley. “I like my gal to
Brady, do you mind getting the

It will save

-

I hain’t a-harnessing horses

horses harnessed while I change my clothes.
time, s0.”
Harry assented and started for the barn.
“Come on in,” said Sal, holding the door wide open and
'beckoning to the three rich Chinks. “Come in and have a
drink, Pop’s got some fine whisky. I’ trot it out.”

L
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liarry left them to settle it among themselves-and went
around to the little barn in. vear of the cabin.

It was a crazy structure 1igut in the woods.

Charley Chow’s fine four-seated wagon steod in the yard
and Harry found the lLorses safe inside.

He was just about to untie one of them when loud eries
were heard in the direction of the house.

el

1

Bang! Bang! Bang!

Revolvers were popping.

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” Sal’s voice was screaming. “Take
him! Take him! That’s Charley Chow! The fat Chink
with the pug nose! As though I would marry such a look-
ing thing as him!”

“Betrayed !’ thought Harry.
would be!”

At the same instant he heard Jake Soper’s voice outside
the barndoor, which had blown to. _ '

“The detective is in hyar!” Jake was saying.
way, boys!”

Many footsteps were heard outside.

“It’s little Brady. Tl toast him on the end of a pitch-
fork if 1 can once get hold of him,” a harsh voice cried.

“Look out! He may shoot. He’s armed, of course!”
exclaimed another. _ ‘

“Open that door! .Come out of there, Brady, by the
order of the committee!” a harsher voice roared out.

“T’m up against the man hunters now for fau‘ 1” thought
Harry. “Is there no escape?”

Apparently there was no way out of the barn except
through the door.

Harry drew his revolver. and stepped back into the
cover of a stall.

“The first man who opens that door gets his dose,” he
said to himself.
I knew well enough she would throw Charley down in the
end 17

“I just knew how it

“This

*

——

e e

CHAPTER IX.

YOUNG KING BRADY FINDS HINSELF ALL AT SEA, -
Things were just as serious outside the barn as Han'y
had xmagmed
Jake Soper and his daughter had 1ndeed betrayed Char-
ley Chow,
But this was merely because it came handy to do so.

. 'This pair would have betrayed each other if either one
could have been shown that it would be to his or her ad-
vantage so to do. :

_ Sal had been playing fast and loose with Charley Chow
for some time, working him for what she could get out of
him in the way of presents.

If Charley had returned sooner it mlght have been all
right, but as it was someone else had cut in ahead of him,
and now all four Chinaman had fallen into the hands of

“This is what comes of trusting that girl. |

the gang of man hunters which had of late been making
things so lively at Hemlock Hill mine.

Young King Brady guessed all this, and he stoed at
his wit’s ends to know what to do.

“I’ll have to jump some kind of a surprise en this
bunch if I hope to escape,” he said to himself, as he waited
in the stall.

Just then the barndoor opened slightly and Jake Soper’s

"{ugly face appeared.

Bang!

Harry let fy.

He did not care to kill- Jack offhand, so he sent the
bullet whizzing over the rascal’s head.

“Jumpmg jack-rabbits! He’s in thar, all - right!”
gasped Jake.

Bang! went the barndoor

“Now is my time,” thought Harry.

The stairs leading to the loft were near and he shot up
to the floor above.

Here there was a shuttered window in front, but no
other way out.

Harry, dropping on his knees, pushed the shutter
slightly open and peered down.

The yard was well crowded with a rough-looking gang.

* There were as many as twenty-five or thirty ef them.

They were unmasked and looked like the ordmary Tun
of border toughs.

Those near the barn were three in number, Jake Soper
making four.

‘They had drawn to one side out of range of the door
and were consulting together.

Over by the house Hip Lee, See Yup and Han Kow
were being tied up, while several toughs stood around cov-
ering them with revolvers.

Charley Chow was already tled up and Sal was scream-
ing: *

“He lies when he says he gave me his diamonds to take
care of ! He never brought them here!” she cried.

This she repeated several times in a voice so shrill that
it reached the barn.

Charley Chow seemed to be talking, too, but Harry
could not hear what he was saying. - C

All at once a big, burly fellow who stood apart from
the rest walked up behmd Sal and caught her by the back
hair.

“You’ll tell whar them ar’ diamonds be or go home
with the man hunters, Sal Soper. That’s so!’ he shouted.

“Ow! Ouch! Help! Paw! Paw! He'’s a-killin’ me!”
ghrieked Sal. -

Jake made a rush for his screaming daughter, and- at
the same instant Harry, seeing that the attention of the
others was drawn away from the barn, flung open the shut-
ter and sprang out.

He was seen, of course, and the shots came ﬂymg after
him as he dashed into the woods.

Gaining cover, he ran for all he was worth.

But he was not to be allowed to depart in peace,

'
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The three men came after him shouting and calling to
him to stop.

Several times they fired; onme shot narrowly missed
Harry’s head.

He had not struck in on the trail by which they had
come from the hidden house, but he expected to strike it
later.

And right here he failed.

Soon the sounds made by his pursuers began to die
away behind him,

Harry ran on, making as little noise as possible.

The woods grow more open as he advanced, underbrush
disappearing but the trees growing very close together.

Into this wilderness Harry penetrated until he ceased
to hear the men behind him,

Then producing his compass, he struck off to the south-
east.

“This way ought to bring me out on the plain some-
where near the Hemlock Hill trail,” he thought.

He pushed on, feeling certain that he was following
somewhere near a straight line.

But everyone knows how easy it is to be deceived in
that respect in a forest in the fading light.

Harry had learned the lesson before, but he learned it
again now, for as darkness began to settle down upon him
he suddenly awoke to the fact that he was not getting any-
where in particular.

He had allowed himself to forget his usual caution in
the chagrin of his defeat.

- “Will these infernal woods mever come to an end?” he
muttered. “I suppose I am going right, but—-"

He drew his dark-lantern and consulted his compass.

Then he knew how completely turned about e had be-
come,

Instead of traveling in a southeasterly direction he was
going almost due north, toward the Canada line.

“Come, come! This won’t do! I'm stuck for fair!”
he exclaimed aloud. “How loffé have I been going se, I
wouder ?” .

He bhad been so lost in thought that he had scarcely
realized the passage of time.

Consulting his watch now, he found that it was a good
hour and a half since he left the barn.

“I’'m away out of my course!” he muttered. “I think
I stand a pretty fair show of putting in the night here
in the woods, unless—heavens! What’s that!”

It had grown much warmer and the wind was rising.

Now with the wind came strange sounds.

Tt seemed to Harry as if he could hear a hundred voices
all talking at once, but far in the distance.

Then one particularly loud voice raised a shout and all
was still.

“What can it mean? That mounted gang can hardly
be near me?” thought Young King Brady. “I should
have heard the noise of their horses if it was so0.”

He stood listening.

Queer sensations were taking hold of him.

Suddenly the sounds came again.

It was just a babel of voices all calling out in chorus.

As they died away, close behind Young King Brady
came another cry as full of meaning as these were mean- .
ingless:

“Help! Help! Help! I’'m lost! Help!”

It is wonderful how nervous a person can get when
alone in the forest at night.

This appeal came so suddenly that Harry almost jumped -
in his tracks.

Of course, he recovered himself on the instant.

“So I am not the only one. There are others!” he said
to himself. ’

“Hello! Hello there!” he shouted. “This way for an-
other lost lamb. Hello—hello—hello!”

There was silence for a moment and then the voice
called out:

“Friend, who are you?”

“Same to you, neighbor,” replied Harry. “The ques-
tion is, are you my friend or are you one who is going to
do me if I try to help you out of your trouble?”

“You need have no fears of me,” came the reply. “Even
if you are one of Ike Burng’ gang of man hunters I'll
stand pat and say nothing if you will only show me the
way out of these infernal woods.”

“Names go!” answered Harry, hearing the man mov-
ing toward him.

“Well, then, ’'m Jack Downey, of the Border Patrol.
Look out now! I am heavily armed, and, although I'm
not looking for trouble, I can make it if you go back en
me l” B

“No trouble coming here, officer I” shouted Harry. “We
are in the same line of business.”

“What! What!” came the answer,
Captain Twitchell’s men?”

“No. My name is Brady.”

“Not 0ld King Brady?”

“Young ditto!”

“Good encugh!”

The answer was accompanied by a laugh.

The man had been working his way in Harry’s direction
while this conversation was in progress and Young King
Brady had been doing the same.

Now Harry flashed his dark-lantern.

“Oh, come, that is better !’ was shouted.

They met in a mipute.

Jack Downey proved to be a big, powerfully-built fel-
low with a heavy black beard.

He scanned Harry’s face narrowly as he came up. .

“Yes, you certainly do look like the pictures I have
seen of the younger Brady,” he remarked

“I am the man.”

“May I ask what you are doing here?”

“Same to you, Downey. This seems to be a dangerous
kind of a country up around here. One can’t be too much
on their guard.”

C“Well, that’s so0.”

“Are you ome of
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“duppose you show me your shield.”

“Here you are.”

“And here is mine.
fied.”

The two detectives shook hands

“You talk about being lost, then so am I,” said Harry;
“hut before we go any further in this business tell me if
you heard these cries over there.”

“I certainly did.”

“What do you make of them?”

“I make a lot of Chinks out of them. Somehody is
running a big bunch over the border.” '

“So? Are we near the border now?”

“I don’t know where we are now, but as nearly as I can
make out we ought to be about eight miles down in Mon-
tana. We want to get out of this.”

“I do,” said Harry.

He was thinking how much, or rather how little, of his
business he ought to tell.

“I’ll go strictly by the card,” he said to himself.
won’t say a word about the smuggling end of Charley
Chow’s business, for it is none of mine.”

So he quietly told how the Bradys had been hired by
the Chinese miners at Hemlock Hill and how Hip Lee,
See Yup and Han Kow had been carried off.

He told of the rescue and recapture, too. In fact, the
only thing he omitted were the details which would have
involved the Hemlock Hill Chinamen in man smugglmg

Downey listened without comment.

Then he broke out with:

“By thunder, I think you have solved a problem which
has been puzzling us all!”

“HOW SO?”

“This hidden house. We knew that there must be such
a place somewhere, but we never could put our finger on it.
I started out from our camp this morning to search for
such a place. We are a new bunch of detectives, Brady.
The old lot were grafting to beat the band, bleeding the
Chink smugglers right and left, so we took their places.
That’s how I came to get twisted. I am wused to the
woods, all right, but not to the woods around here. Only
for meeting you I should be in a sweet fix.”

“Do you know this man Jake Soper?”

Now we should be mutually satis-

“Don’t know him, but we have heard of him. He is a}"

marked character. We have every reason to believe that
he has been mixed up with the Chink smugglers this long
time. You have had a narrow escape.”

“And Charley Chow, do you know him?”

“Same with him. We have all heard of the man. I
don’t know him. Tke Burns’ gang has been raising the
deuce with his business. You see, they not only run in
Chinamen, but they have been making a business of cap-
turing them and handing them over to the Border Patrol.
Of course, that’s played out now, since Captain Twitchell
took hold.”

Harry wondered if it was, remembering what Charley
Chow had told him of recent raids.

“I .

While this conversation had been going on he and Jack.
Downey had not been.standing idle. '

Harry had set his compass afresh and they had pushed
on to the southeast.

Until now the voices had not made themselves heard:
again,

Just as Harry had began to question the secret service
man further about the new patrol, loud shouts were sud-
denly heard at no great distance away, a volley of rifle-
shots instantly following.

Jack Downey stopped short.

“Say, they are at it!” he breathed.
man hunters up against our men!”

“They must be the

CHAPTER X.
OLD EING BRADY’S CHINESE RAIDERS.

As we know, Old King Brady was very far from find-
ing Harry on his way back when Lon Toomey and his
partner left him at the beginning of the forest trail.

As darkness would soon be upon them the old detective
determined to push on to the first hold-out.

He had already guestioned Gim Look closely, and he
had no doubt that such a place really existed.

“If we can reach it before it is actually dark and make
1 stand there it is about all we can hope for,” he said to
himself. ,

So Gim Look was again called on to help, and the forty
Chinamen were lined up in double file.

Look made a little speech to them and then the march
began, Old King Brady, mounted, riding in advance.

The great difficulty was in keeping the Chinamen quief.

As the shades of night began to gather over the forest
they grew nervous, and no wonder, under the circum-

stances.

Not a word could one of them speak, according to Gim
Look. '

Twice they halted and set up a great outcry.

Old King Brady, turning on them, sternly ordered them
to follow if they valued their lives.

Gim Look, translating, the strange procession moved on
again.

Now, these were the voices which Harry and Jack
Downey heard.

They were but a short distance away from the trail en
the west, but a good deal to the north of Old King Brady’s
Chinese raiders.

When Harry again set his compass and started southeast
they were drawing nearer to the band at every step.

But all unknown to himself, Harry was north of the
cross-trail over from Jake Soper’s, and had been from
the start. ‘

Along that trail was moving Tke Burns and hle man
hunters with their prisoners.
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These were the men who had turned up at Soper’s.

For some time Jake had been playing fast and loose
with this man Burns, who was out for revenge now.

Harry did not stop to see the finish of the affair, but it
«ended in Sal giving up the diamonds and Charley Chow’s
sroll.

The girl was then turned adrift, but Jake was captured
.and marched away a prisoner with the four Chinamen.

And it was this interesting band which was now moving
-along the cross-trail, all unconscious of the presence of
«0ld King Brady and his Chinese raiders on the other
w#rail, which was soon to intersect with them.

They were a tough gang, and, having tapped Jake
‘Soper’s store of whisky, which was no small one, all were
pretty well charged with firewater.

They were mounted and came along talking boisterously
and laughing at their own jokes. .

The wind was with them, and the noise they made was
blown out of the hearing of Harry and Jack Downey,
but it reached Old King Brady’s ears in time for him
to prepare himself for what was to come.

This happened just as the old detective struck the cross-
trail. | {

- He halted instantly, and, calling to Gim Look, told him
to halt his men, which was done.

“You hear them?” said the old detective.

“Yes, boss. Me hear.”

“They are speaking English. Look!”

“Yes, boss!”

“Listen! They are half drunk. Go among the men.
Tell them fo be ready. I suppose they are all armed.” -

“Evely man have him levolver, boss.”

“Tell them to be careful how they use them, and not
to shoot' at all till we give the word.”

Gim Look translated. v

And Old King Brady knew enough of the Chinese char-
acter to feel certain that his commands would be obeyed
implicitly unless the Chinks were seized with panic.

And now as the detective listened, words came to him
on the wind.

He knew that the approaching gang were mdeed the|:

man hunters.

He caught words which told him that they had prisoners
with them, and that one of them was Charley Chow. '

It took Old King Brady but a moment to decide on his
course of action.

“We must not give these fellows a ghest of a show,”
he thought. “The first thing is to dismount them; that
is the surest way to see that their prisoners are left behmd
when they go on the run.”

He aocordingly ordered Gim Look to spread the China-
men out behind the trees along the cross-trail.

It was quickly and noiselessly done.

On came the man hunters.
~ Old King Brady moved his horse to the middle of the
cross-trail and sat waiting.

“Hello! Who in thunder are you?” cried the big man

| who had attacked Sal Soper and who was now the first to
come in sight.

“Good-evening, friend,” called Old King Brady. “I
‘have lost my way in the wcods. Can you direct me to a
house which ought to be near here where some Chinamen
live ?”

Tke Burns, for the big man was none other than the
jeader of this notorious band, clapped spurs to his horse
and rode forward.

“I know you!” he shouted. “You are Old ng Brady.
You don’t butt in on my biz, old man!”

Something like this Old King Brady had expected.

Instantly he threw up his revolver and fired at the
horse, aiming directly between the eyes.

At the same moment he shouted the Chinese word for
“fire,” which he had taken care to obtain from Gim Look.

This started the battle.

Ike Burns’ horse fell dead in his tracks, the head man.
bunter sprawling on the ground.

Out rushed the Chinamen, opening fire on the horses
and some taklng the man hunters for their targets, no
doubt.

Such a howling and yelling Harry had never heard.

Fire was returned by the man hunters, but they only
got in one round.

Nearly every horse went down.

. Several men were severely wounded on both sides.

As for the rest, the gang showed themselves utter cow-

"|ards, for they took to the woods, scattering in all direc-

tions, while the few horses which escaped went dashmg
up the long trail.

The Chinamen, mad with excitement, pursved them
among the trees.

- It seemed as if every man Jack among them fancied
that his fate depended upon chasing off this band.

As for Old King Brady, he met with trouble of his own -
at the start.
© Tit for tat was the way it went,

Somebody shot the detective’s horse and sent the old
man rolling on the grass.

As the man hunters flew past him a dozen shots were
aimed his way.

Unharmed, save for a good shaking up, Old King
3rady managed to crawl in among the trees, where Harry

nd Jack Downey came upon him a few minutes later on.

“Qreat Scott, Governor! Are you responsible for all
his!” Young King Brady exclaimed, for both he and

Jowney had supposed that the Border Patrol had been
ittacked by a lot of smuggled Chinese.

“Harry! You, my boy!” gasped the old detective.
“Well, well! I’'ve started this Chinese raid going, and
now the question is how to stop my raiders. They will
run clean over the border if something isn’t done. Come!
Help me now! Quick!” '

It was no time for explanations,

The Bradys jumped out upen the battlefield.

Grim Look was the person wanted.
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But this Chink had proved himself a good one to look | in the darkness, it seemed, but several had been slightly

out for No. 1 on a former occasion, so it was not surpris-
irg to find that he had disappeared now.

Worse still, the two “orses upon which the prisoners
had been tied were amc). - the few which escaped.

Hip Lee and See Yuyp £l gone by on one horse, while
Han Kow and Jake Soper went on another.

Harry had seen this much, and he hurried to tell it.

Before Old King Brady had time to raply thov cama
upon Charley Chow pinned down by Li: horse, which was
stone dead.

Charley seemed to have forgotten his English. He was
colling cut in Chinese most vigorously:

“Brace up, here! Get hcld of this horse!
now!” Old King Brady cried.

They lifted the horse between them and succeeded in
getting Charley free.

The halfbreed’s worst wound seemed to be in his feel-
ings.

Altogether

" He had not a scratch on him, ner was his leg even
crushed, as it might well have been. ¢

Recovering his English now, he began raving about his
girl throwing him down, about his lost diamonds, his ten-
thousand-dollar roll, ete.

Altogether he acted like a man who had gone 1psane

“Stop all that talk!” broke in Old King Brady. “We
want to get those Chinks together again. They will get
lost in the woods. I don’t know what to do.”

The Chinamen could be heard erashing about among
the trees, shouting to each other, waking the echoes of the
night with their gueer cries.

“Where did you pick up such a meb, Mr. Brady?” de-
manded the secref service man whom Harry had intro-
duced to the old detective.

“They are workmen at the Hemlock Hill mine,” was
the reply.

“Qh, are they ?” retorted Jack Downey, grimly, “There
will be a lot of explanation required when we get down
to it.”

OUld King Brady said nothirg.

With the affairs of the Border Patrol he felt that he
had no concera.

“Yair. They my men. I get them from Helena!”

cried Charley, when Harry whispered to him who Jack|

Downey was.

“All right,” said Downey. “We won’t talk about that
now. Get your force together if you ean, Mr. Brady; first
thing we knmow that gang will be coming back.”

“I get ’em!” said Charley. “We must get ’em. They
wander over inte Canada if we don’t bring them back.”

He began to shout in Chinese.

Again and again he repeated the eall.

- In a moment there began to be resuls. )

First to. come in on the traii out of the woods was Gim
Loek, and several others followed him, but it was nearly
half an hour before all the Chinamen came back.

No one had been killed by the random shots sent flying

wounded.

Old King Brady, leaving Charley to talk to his Chinks.
and bring them into some sort of order, took Harry andi
Jack Downey to one side.

“We want to have an understanding about this busi--
ness,” he said. “There must be no working at cross pur--
poses. For my part, Mr. Downey, I will tell you jus&
exactly where we stand.”

Cld King Brady then made a frank statement of his
position.

Harry told what had happened to himself and Chbarley
Chow. '

Downey listened attentively to all this, and when they
had finished he said:

“Now, gentlemen, as far as I am concerned, I don’t
want to interfere with you, and at the same time I don’t
want you to interfere with me. I was sent out by my
chief to try to locate the hold-out of these man huniers
't I could. Incidentally I was to arrest twe notorious
members of the Highbinders who have been bribing the
men of the Border Patrol who have just been discharged.
I guess I have located them, thanks to Harry here. Their
names are Wing Dock and Men Fun!”

“And if you succeed in getting them and we turn up
both hold-outs of this gang of man hunters yeu will be
satisfied 7’ Old King Brady asked.

“That’s right. T shan’t say a word about these Chinks,
It is none of my business. I didn’t see them cross the
border, if they did cross it.”

“Same here,” said Old King Brady.
gain, is it?”

“You may consider it so. »

They shook hands on it and Harry went to explain the
gitnation to Charley Chow, who had been anxiously watch-
ing them while they talked.

“That’s a bar-

—————— )

CHAPTER XI.
THE BRADYS’ ROUND-UP AT THE HIGHBINDERS’ HUT.

It had been determined to push directly on # the log:
house in the clearing and see what could be dene teward
helping: Jack Downey out by capturing Wing Dock and
Men Fun if they still remained there.

Not since the return of the Chinamen had a ssund been
heard to indicate that the man hunters had remsimed in
the neighborhood.

“We eught fo be able to finish this business up to-night
if the second hold-out is not too far away,” remarked Old
King Brady. “We have got a big force of men here and
they seem to be no cowards. We will push forward now.”

The Chinks were then brought into line and the Bradys
led the march along the trail.

i
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Harry rode double with the old detective, the others
following on foot, the Chinamen bringing up the rear.

“This is the queerest old raid we ever engaged in, Gov-
ernor,” remarked Harry, as they rode along.

“It eertainly is,” was the reply; “but you take my
word for it, we are going to find it a very profitable one
if we succeed in getting back the prisomers.”

“It was a bad break of mine, letting them get away
from me.”

“I don’t see how you could possibly have avo1ded it.
You had no means of knowing that this man Burns and
his gang of man hunters were to turn up at Soper’s hut.
When you found yourself up against them you could only
do what you did.”

“They would have killed me if they hadn’t.”

“I appreciate that. What do you think is the reason
they captured this man Soper? After robbing his daugh-
ter of the money and diamonds she stole from Charley
Chow it seems to-me the quickest way would have been to
put a bullet into him if they wanted to keep his tongue
still.”

“I haven’t the least idea, Governor. When they were
hunting me in the barn they seemed to be good friends
enough.”

They continued to talk until they came to the clearing.

There stood the log house, dark and gloomy, as Harry
had seen it first.

At least it appeared to be dark as they looked at it from
the distance, but when they drew nearer they could see
light behind the heavy shutters streammg through the
cracks here and there.

“There’s someone in there,” said Harry.

“We will dismount and try to see what we can turn up |

before we jump in on them,” said the old detective.

Word was passed to the Chinamen to halt.

Jack Downey now joined them.

“Is that the place?” he asked.

“That’s the place,” replied Harry.

“So? Well, T have made one discovery, at all events.
What’s the programme ?”

“First of all to see what trails we have here,” replied
0ld King Brady. “Chow, pass the word to your people
to remain absolutely silent.”

Old King Brady now produced his dark-lantern and
moved here and there over the ground.

“There is a fresh trail here. This is the way they
came,” he said, at last. “Here they divided also. The

main bunch kept on north, following the edge of the
em——l?

clearing, others went to the house.”

“There may be a big gang of them in there, in that
ease,” zaid Downey.

“It is possible; Harry, you have covered this ground
before. Get up there and reconnoiter. We will wait.”

Harry was gone about ten minutes.

When he returned he announced that there were no
horses in the barn behind the house.

“That seems to settle it,” said Old King Brady. “Prob-

ably everything remains about as it was. There may he
one or two of them stopping here, however.”

The old detective thought for a minute, and then di-
recting that no move should be made until his return, he
mounted his horse and rode off along the trail which fol-
lowed the wood line.

1t soon took him out of the path and into a partially
overgrown wood road.

This, before he followed it a quarter of a mile, brought
him out on the shore of a shallow lake, which extended
off in the darkness as far as he could see.

"The trail ended abruptly at the lake.

These people must have a big flathoat of some sort for
carrying their horses,” thought Old King Brady. “Chances
are their real hold-out is in some placd entirely inaccessi-
ble. Lon Toomey never said a word about this lake. I
see his game. Ie thought we could not get any further.
He means to betray us, 'm afraid. Probably he had no
objection to my bringing this bunch of Chinamen up here
for the very good reason that the man hunters intended
to%o the same thing sooner or later, in any case.”

For some time Old King Brady sat upon his horse pon-
dering over the situation.

“Speed is what is needed to checkmate the plans of
these fellows,” he said to himself. “My raiders have given
them one twist, and they will scarcely expect to see any-
thing more of us before morning. If only I knew which
side of the lake their hold-out was on.”

But there was no way of determining, and the old de-
tective now turned back.

He found everything quiet at the clearing.

When he asked Harry 1f he had seen or heard anything
the reply was no.

“We will tackle the house now,” said Old King Brady.

“Do we break in, or what ?”

“We will surround it with Chinks, then you and I and
Mr. Downey will go in by the secret passage.”

“That will be as good a way as any, I think.”

“It will be a sure way to prevent anyone from escaping
out of the house.”

Charley Chow was called in consultation and Old King
Brady explained his plan.

Then Charley spread the Chinks all around the house.

They moved as softly as so many mice.

The Bradys and Jack Downey watched all the while,
but no one appeared at the door of the hut.

“Time for us to get on the move now, brother Downey,”
said the old detective.

“Right,” replied Jack. “I’m ready.”

They pushed on to the pit.

The ladder was still in place.

“They never tumbled to the way we got our prisoners,”
said Harry. “No one has been here since we left.”

“Probably they thought you broke in by the window, as
you did, and that you took your prisomers out by the same
way,” the old detective replied. )
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“But come on!” he added. “We want to push thingé;trap or the Bradys could not have accomplished their

through.”

Harry was wondering if anybody had shot the bolt of
the upper trapdoor as they stole on through the secret
passage. '

They gained the little room at the foot of the ladder and
then stood listening.

Several voices were talking in the room above.

“That’s Chink talk, all right,” said Jack Downey, in
a scarcely audible voice.

“Of course it is,” replied Harry. “We missed it in not
bringing Charley Chow along.”

“Listen!” said Old King Brady. “We don’t talk here.”

They listened for several minutes.

The murmur of voices speaking with the rising and fall-
ing inflection peculiar o the Chinese continued all the
while.

“There are only Chinamen there,” breathed Old King
Brady, “but these Highbinders are desperate fellows.”

“What do you propose?” demanded Downey.

“Follow me,” replied Qld King Brady. “Get your re-
volvers out and ready.”

He stole up the secret stairs and pushed lightly upon
the trapdoor.

To Harry’s intense satisfaction it moved easily.

0ld King Brady had cut off his dark-lantern as he laid
his hand upon the trap.

The room above. was well lighted.

Harry, peering out through the narrow opening, saw
four Chinamen seated at a table over in one corner.

Their backs were toward the trap, and they were gab-
bling away vigorously in their own tongue.

. Harry was able to get a side look at two of them.

One of these was Men Fun, the other Wing Dock.

The latter held in his hand an old sword with its point
resting on the floor.

So engaged in this observation was Harry that he failed
te see what Old King Brady caught at first glance.

This was a man lying face downward on the floor.

Hig hands were tied behind him and his legs locked
together at the ankles, with a big stone tied 4o his heels.

Cautiously Old King Brady lowered the trapdoor to its
place. (

“Are either of those your opium fiends, Harry?” he
whispered.

“Both are there,” replied Young King Brady.

“The fellow with the sword is one of them ?”

“He is Wing Dock. Men Fun is the one sitting next
to him.”

“Them’s the two fellers I want,” whispered Downey.

“They are four to us three,” said Old King Brady, “but
we ought to be good for them. Now then, boys!”

Just then a movement was heard overhead.

The Chinamen were running about.

They had heard the trapdoor drop, but they did not|

realize what the noise meant at first.
Luckily the table had been moved away from above the

purpose so easily.

“Look! Look!” cried Men Fun, throwing up his hands.

The trapdoor was rising.

Then it flew up with a bang.
1t was Old King Brady, Harry and the secret service
man. .

Wing Dock raised his sword.

But he quickly lowered it again, for three revolvers
covered the Highbinders.

“You’ll surrender ! shouted the old detective, springing
into the room. “No monkey business now or we shoot,
and when we do we shall shoot to kilil”

The Chinamen, babbling in their own tongue, retreated
to a corner. v .

“Throw down that sword!” ecried Old King Brady.
“Throw it forward toward me. Careful, now, it don’t hit
me, or you are a dead man!”

Wing Dock scowlingly obeyed.

“Who you? Why you come here?” growled Men Fun.

The detectives displayed their shields.

“You see now where you stand, you men!’ cried Old
King Brady. “Open that door behind you. Don’t you
run out, now, unless you want to die!”

Wing Dock tremblingly cbeyed. _

As the door flew back Old King Brady gave a shout. .

It was the signal already determined upon.

In through the door Charley Chow and & dozen Chinks
came crowding,

“Highbinders! Highbinders!” roared Charley, pulling

| out his revolver.

He would have shot Wing Dock to a certainty if Old
King Brady had not interfered.

But the old detective’s orders were obeyed, and the four
Chinamen were made prisoners.
. Jack Downey handcuffed Men Fun and Wing Dock to-
gether,

The secret service man was triumphant.

“This will earn me promotion, all right,” he cried.

“And now to see who this dead man is,” said Harry. "

He kneeled down and turned over the body upon the
floor,

Dead the man surely was.
the sword. ) .

It was Jake Soper’s face which was turned teward them
now,

“Ah, ha, you thief! You would rob me, would you!”
roared Charley.

Evidently the young halfbreed had changed his senti~
ments. )

He no longer had any respect for the father of his best
irl.
gl“Soper, I suppose,” said Old King Brady.

“That’s the man,” replied Harry.

“S0?” said the old detective. “Then it’s a case of mur-
der. I think we have these Highbinders where we want
them now. Tie the other two together, boys, and then tie

He had been stabbed with



26 THE BRADY®

CHIXESE RAID.

them two and two with a three-foot rope between.
will send them back to Hemlock Hill mine.”
The Bradys had taken a fresh start on their raid.
So far it seemed as if they were bound to meet with
success.

We

]
i

CHAPTER XII.

2
CONCLUSION.

0ld King Brady bundled his Chinese captives off for
the mine without a moment’s unnecessary delay.

@Gim Look and five of the newly-arrived Chinese acted as |

escort.

The old detective first questioned Men Fun and Wing
Dock about tlie dead man. _

It was as he expected, however.

He could not get either of them to admit that he knew
anything about Soper’s death.

Tt was the same with the other two Chinks captured in
the house.

Chinamen are but little given to confession.

Still, the ease scemed plain enough to Old King Brady.

As he read the riddle, Ike Burns had simply hired Wing
Bock to kill Soper for reasons of his own.

After the prisoners had departed the Bradys found the
Pplace outside the hut where the deed had been done, as the
bloodstains on the grass plainly showed.

It was clear that the intention had been to throw the
dead man’s body in the lake as soon as daylight came.

They left Soper where he lay, and now a council of war
was held.

“Everything depends upon our jumping on these
wretches suddenly,” declared Old King Brady. - “Let us
get to the end of the trail as soon as possible and take our,
entire foree with us. Once this is done perhaps we shall
find the way open for the next step.”

“Don’t you think it is possible that they may have boats
hidden somewhere there in the woods?” suggested Harry.

“The very thing I do think possible,” was the reply, |

and I am going to put in a thorough search before we gwe
up on that point.”

“] think we find them,” said Charley Chow. “I see all
now. Men Fun and Wing Dock they work with these man
hunters and against me right along.”

“Get your men together. We will go there now,” sald
Old King Brady, and they marched the Chinamen up to
the lake, '

Here 0ld King Brady took one side of the shore and
Harry the other; and, lanterns in hand, they pushed on
through the woods at the water’s edge.

Their search was rewarded on both sides, for they
promptly found a good, big flat-bottomed boat apiece,
and these were pulled down to the point on the lake where
the trail ended.

“@Good for you!? cried Jack Downey. “Now we are

fixed. Nothing to prevent us from exploring the whole
lake before sunrise.”

“That depends somewhat upon its size,” replied the old
detective, .

“It can’t be so very large. The Canada line is only five
or six miles from here, and I have patroled it for twenty
miles on either side of this. I never saw or heard of any
lake.”

“We shall soon know where we are at now,” replied the
old detective. “How many will one of these boats carry,
think ?”

Downey thought six, but seven were crowded in, four-
teen starting away from the landing-place altogether.

Charley Chow having explained to the Chinamen that
there were more people to be captured or they would surely
be turned back over the border, they went readily enough.
“ Harry and Jack Downey took out five and Old King
Brady and Charley Chow as many more.

- The others were instructed to keep in hiding at the
landmg-place and under no circumstances to show them- -
selves unless a certain signal was given.

It was a beautiful night.

All signs of the storm which appeared to be brewing
had now disappeared, and now the moon shone brightly on
a cloudless sky.

“We want to keep well out in’ the middle of the lake
and try to locate this hold-out by the lights if we can,”
said Old King Brady. “The closer we keep together the
better, and we don’t want to make too much haste, or we
shall be sure to overlook the very point we are trying to
tmake.”

Before starting, Harry had muffled all oars by tying
about the rowlocks pieces of old bagglng which had been
found in one of the boats.

Thus their advance was poiseless.

Soon they had covered some two miles, and now the end
of the lake could be seen in the distance.

Beyond lay a dense growth of hemlock and spruce,
which Jack Downey informed Harry extended for miles,
passing far over into Canada.

It was through this forest that most of the Chinese were
smuggled into Montana, the secret service man declared.

“We will halt here,” called Old King Brady. “Let us
rest on our oars and look for the light.”

They were a long time finding it.

All the way up the lake the Bradys had beem watching,
and now they put in as much as twenty minutes studying
the shore line on both sides of the lake.

Fortunately the width was not over half a mile, and
both shores were thus easily scanned.

At last Charley Chow called out that he saw it and
pointed to the west.

“Very small,” he said. “I see it, though.”

“It must be very small,” replied Old King Brady, “for
I can see no light.”

“It’s there. You see that big rock standing in the water
close to the shore?”
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“Yes, I see that.”

“Very well. Follow it with your eye back among the
trees.” ]

“T see it now. The light is there.”

0ld King Brady motioned for Harry to pull in closer.

Young King Brady did so, and he and Downey declared
that they could both see the light when it was pointed out
to them.

“Come, we are closing in,” said Old King Brady. “Let

" us see how the time is holding out.”

He consulted his watch and found that it was just two
o’clock.

“Tt could not be better,” he declared. *“Charley, you
say they took a lot of Jake Soper’s whisky along with
them ?” !

“Three big jugs full,” replied Charley. “They drink
a lot before they start, too. All pretty drunk, boss.”

“Then the chances are that every man jack of them i-
dead drunk and asleep by this time. I believe we are going
to have a walk-over,”

““Which is deserved, after all the trouble we have had ’
replied Harry. “Do we start now?”

“Right now,” replied Old King Brady, throwing ou
his oars, .

They pulled noiselessly over to the big rock.

No sooner had they reached it than it was discovere.
that there was a deep cave behind the rock:

At the head of this cave a bright light burned steadily.

It seemed pretty certain that they had succeeded in
locating the second hold-out of the man hunting gang.

Noigelessly they pulled up the cove, and as they neared
‘the end two big flat-bottomed scows of rude workmanship
were discovered.

They had been run up on a shelving beach, and all about
on the sand were hoofmarks.

“This is all as it should be,” declared Old King Brady.
“They are here all right, I guess. Wait for a moment and
see if they get onto our presence.- We can’t be too careful.
It would be a shame to spoil everything now.”

They waited in grim silence, every ear on the alert, but
not a sound could be heard.

“XNow then, Harry, you’re the lightest afoot; get ashore
and see how the land lies up at that house,” the old de-
tective said.

Harry lost no time.

A well-defined path led up to the hut, which was a log
affair and unusually lprge.

Directly behind it rose a rocky hill about a hundred
feet high, and on the other two sides was the forest, here
so dense that a man would have found it difficult to pene-
trate it even on foot.

There could be no doubt that this was the place they
sought. -

Harry stole along the path, revolver m hand, keeping
a sharp lookout.

As he drew near the hut he perceived that the light

came from a small hand-lamp which stood on a table
placed in the open doorway.

“A decoy, as sure as fate,”” he said to himself.
was intended for us, beyond a doubt.”

He paused and waited.

Not a sound could he hear, save the sighing of the wind
through the hemlock boughs.

What to do he did not know.

He peered beyond the light as well as he could, but
there was nothing to be seen, of course, for the dazzle of
the lamp prevented a view of the interior of the hut.

Now as he turned his eyes away and sought the ground

“This

‘he saw a man alongside the door lying all in a heap, with

a rifle within réach of his hand.

“Good enough!” muttered Harry, with a satisfied
chuckle. “I see how the cat jumps mow. That fellow
was left on guard to give warhing in case anyone came.
He was probably as full as a goat, same as all the rest of
them., He’s keeled over, and so much the better for us.”

He now walked boldly up to the hut, picked up the rifie
and looked in.

He could see nobody inside,

The hut was meanly furnished. There was a barn be-
hind it built against the hill.

Harry walked all around the place, and then returning
to the door, he moved the table away and stepped in.

A moment told the story.

The hut was deserted.

Young King Brady moved from room to room, but
could discover nobody.

He even went up into the loft above, but it was the same
there. : )

Next he examined the barn, which was quite a large
affair built of logs.

Here he found twenty horses, but no trace of a human
being. N

This point proved, Harry slipped back to where the
sleeping man lay, and, gagging him with his handker-
chief, tied his hands and feet securely.

This done, he chased back to the boats with his report.

Old King Brady was delighted.

“Come, this is as it should be!” he exclaimed. “No
doubt they have got some cave in the hill. We can find
them, I guess.”

He ordered a landing then, and the boats were drawn
well up on the beach.

In Indian file the whole party marched up to the house.

The man was as Harry had left him.

His breath smelled horribly of whisky, and Jack Downey
found an empty bottle in the bushes near by.

“He’s dead drunk, all right,” declared the secret service
man. “If we wake him up and clap a revolver at his head
no doubt he would tell us what we want to know blame
quick.”

“We will try it for ourselves first,” ‘said Old King
Brady. “Somewhere there must be a secret door or trap,
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same as in the other hut. That is what we want to find
now.” :

They tackled the house first and made the search thor-
ough.

“Nothing doing!” exclaimed Downey, when at last they
gave it up. “Suppose we try the barn?” '

“That’s next on the programme, of course,” replied Old
King Brady, “and I think we are going to succeed, too;
for, unless it was to conceal the entrance to some cave, I
can’t imagine why these fellows should build the barn
right against the rocks.”

“Not when they had plenty of space on both sides,”
replied Downey. “I believe you are right.”

But again the Bradys were balked.

The back of the barn was thoroughly searched and the
wall sounded.

It seemed solid enough everywhere except in one place.

At the back of the third stall there certainly was a hol-
low sound returned when the old detective struck lightly
upon it.

“It may be there,” declared Old King Brady, “but if it
is I see no way of proving it except to chop the boards
down.” .

“That would mean fight.” ~

“Jf the man hunters are behind that wall it certainly
would; that is, providing they are sober enough to do
any fighting, which I very much doubt.”

“We had better wake up that fellow outside,” said
Harry. “When he sees what a mob he is up against I
don’t think he will try to hold out against us very long.”

“Proposition accepted,” replied Old King Brady. “Take
one of these pails and go and get a bucket of water. We'll
goon sober him up.”

They returned to the house.

0Old King Brady made the Chinamen form a ring
around the sleeper, he and Downey, with Charley Chow,
standing in the middle with drawn revolvers. His gag
was removed. :

In a moment Harry entered with his water bucket and
dached the contents in the fellow’s face. '

The man awoke with a yell of terror.

“Great guns! What's this?” he gaped.

“You see the great guns and the big bullets are yours,
unless you lead us to the hold-out of Ike Burns’ gang!”
said Old King Brady, sternly. “Quick, now! I give you
one minute to decide.” ,

“QOh, that’s all right. I know when I am cornered,”
growled the man. “They are in the cave behind the
harn.” A ’

Harry cut his feet loose and, with Downey’s help, lifted
the fellow up.

He needed no urging. Staggering to the barn, he
touched a spring in the woodwork behind the stall and a
secret door flew back.

Here was disclosed a sizeable cave, here lay the man

hunters drunk and asleep sprawled out around a dying
fire.

Over in one corner were the three Chinamen, Hip Lee,
See Yup and Han Kow, tied up as prisoners.

But Lon Toomey and his partner, Si Brown, were not
there.

It was a bloodless victory.

The Bradys simply tied up their men and sat around
till they could get them awake.

The rich Chinamen were most profuse in their grati-
tude.

Morning came at last, and it found one of the big scows
loaded down with the man hunters.

They were marched to Hemlock Hill mine and later,
through the help of Jack Downey, turned over to the Bor-
der Patrol. ,

True to his promise, Downey said nothing about the
Chinamen who were busily working in the mine when the
patrol came.

Wing Dock, Men Fun and the two Chinamen with them
were turned over prisoners with the rest.

And thus ended the Bradys’ Chinese Raid.

Charley Chow never saw Sal again, but he found his
fancy team all right at Soper’s, and his diamonds and
money were recovered from Ike Burns. :

The Bradys escorted the three rich Chinks to Helena,
where they received three thousand dollars apiece for their
services, the Chinamen paying Toomey and Brown, who
duly turned up, one thousand dollars each as well.

Then it was back to New York for the Bradys.

Later they learned that Wing Dock was hung for Soper’s
murder.

Ike Burns and his gang got five years each in the peni-
tentiary.

That Ike ordered Soper’s murder was generally be-
lieved, but it could mnot be proved.

Hemlock Hill mine is still being worked by Charley
Chow, but the wily halfbreed now attends strictly to busi-
Dess.

He has smuggled in no more of his countrymen since
The Bradys’ Chinese Raid.

THE END.

Read “THE BRADYS AND THE BANKERY
LEAGUE; OR, DARK DOINGS IN WALL STREET,”
which will be the next number (361) of “Secret Service.”
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child can thoroughly undecstand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjects

mentmned.

THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL PE SENT. BY MAIL TO ANY ADDRESS
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y.

MESMERISM.

No. 81, HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap-
proved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of
diseases by animal ma,gnetxsm, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Hugo Koch, A. C. 8., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc.

PALMISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap-
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, togetlier with
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explammg phrenology,
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. 8. Fully illustrated.

HYPNOTISM. .

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and m-
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism.

exphiining the most approved methods which are employed -by the

leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.

SPORTING.

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—Thbt most complete
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in-
struoctions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
together with descriptions of game and fis

No. 26. W TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. —Fully
illustrated. Kvery boy should know how to.row and sail a boat.
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in-
struetions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.—
A complebe treatise on the horse Describing the most useful horses
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for
diseases pecaligr to the horse.

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy | Anderson. Fally illustrated,

book for boys, containing full directiens for constructing canoes
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
By C. Stansfield Hicks.

FORTUNE TELLING.

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.—
Containing the great oracle of himan destiny ; also the true mean-
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, cerémonies,
and curxous games of cards. A complete book.

ﬂt OW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—HEverybody dreams,
from the Mttle child to the aged man and 'woman. This little book
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with Iucky
and unlucky Jdays, and “Napoleon’ s Oraculum,” the book of fate.

No, 28. HOW TO TEL L FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of
Imowmg what his future life will bmug forth, whether happiness or
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little
book., Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune, Tell
the. fortune of your friends.

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.—
Containing rulés for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand,
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ATHLETIC.

No. 6. HIOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in-
struction for the use of 'dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars,
horizontal bars and various other methods of developmg a good,
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can
become strong and healthy by following the instructions’ contamed
in this llttle book.

No. 10. HOW 'TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer-
ent positions of a good boxer. KEvery boy should obtain one of
these usefu} and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box
without an instructor.

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing tull
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.

bracing thirty-five lllustmtxons By Professor W Macdonald.
A handy and useful bo

0. ¢ ow TO FENCE. —Contmnmg full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery.
Described with twenty-one practical 1llustratxons, giving the »est
positions in fencing. A complete book.

* TRICKS WITH CARDS.

No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
sleight-of- hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of
specially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated,

tand magicians, Arranged for home amusement.

No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Em-
bracing all of the latmt and most deceptive card tricks, with il-
lustrations, By A, An

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—
bontammg deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors
Fully illastrated.

MAGIC.
' No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by
our leading magicians ; every boy should.cbtain a copy of this book,
as it WllLboth amuse and instruct

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller's second sight
eXplamed by hig former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
authentie explanatmn of second sight.

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN. ~—Containing the
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public. Also tricks with cards. incantations, etc.

0. OW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals,
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over
ﬁfty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain-

the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. y A. Anderson.

0. W TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. ——-Contammg full
dxrectxons for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By

A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
"No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. —Sbowmg
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing
tricks with Domings, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.

Neo. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com-
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Slelglxt of Hang,
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. . Anderson.

Illustrated. ] N
MECHANICAL.

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
.pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published.

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en-
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Holian Harpj&-ylo—
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de-
scription ot nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrdted, By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Mannes

0. 59, W TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention.
Also full directions for lt.s use and for painting slides. Handsomely
1llustrated B John A

No. 7 TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-—Containing
complete 1nstructxons for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated,

LETTER WRITING.

No. 11, HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com-
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
and when to use them, glvnT% specimen letters for young and old.

No. 12. HOW TO WRT LETTERS TO LADIES. —vamg
complete instructions for writing letters to ladles on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and reques

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTHRS TO GENTLEMEN.—
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also giving sample letters for instruction.

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTHRS.—A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-
body you wish to write to. Fvery young man and every young
lady in the land should have this book.

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con-
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject:

also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.
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THE STAGE.

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.~—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructiems for or-
gamzmg an amatenr minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who cau enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediate

No. 79. HOW TO BF‘LO’\IE AN ACTOR.—Containing com-
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
}jolslve(jr's at howme. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
ished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all Rinds of
pasiry, and a grand collecnon of recipes by one of our most popular

oks.
No. 37. HOW T'0 KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
. everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full mstructxons for makmg Electriec Toys, Battenes,
etc. By George Trebel, A. M. M. Containing over fifty il-

lustratlons

No. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
tammg full directions for making electrical machines, . induction
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

¥y R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated

No. 67. HOW 10 DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry
Kennedy The secret given awdy. Bvery intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor {delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations}, can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
greatest hook ever published. and there’s millions (of fun) in it

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
very valuable little book just pubhshed A complete compendinm
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc, suitable
for parlar or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
money than any bhook published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and rﬂgulatlons of billiards, hagatelle,
backgammon. croquet. dominoes. etc

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS-—Contammg all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty saying

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and-handy little
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It
is a great life secret and one that every young man desires to know
all about. There’s appmess in it.

No. 38. HOW T0O BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing te good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.
~—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with many standard readmgs.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a_good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most
simple and concise manner possible.

0. 49, W TO DEBATE. —Gwmg rules for conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRYT.—The arts and wiles or flirtation are
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
bardkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full Jist of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
interesting to everybody, both old and young, You cannot be happy
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. 1t contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties,
gow to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square

ances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
exallv known

HOW TO DRESS.—Contajuing full instruction in the
art of dl‘essmg and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18, HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and
containing full instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book.
trated. By Ira Profraw. N

0. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
ﬁlso how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington

ee!

No 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS—A
valuable bock, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
and preserving bhirds, animals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. —Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for maklng cages, ete. Fally explained by twenty-eight
illustrations, makmg it the most complete book of the Kind ever

published.
MISCELLANEOUS.

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful ana m-
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex-
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and. di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balleons. This
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14, HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for
making all kinds of candv. 1ce-cream yrh%ﬂessences. etea ete.

0. ¥4+. -HOW T0O BE OR.—Containin, full
information regarding chmce of subJects, the use of words an
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also contammg
valnable information as to the neatness, legibility and geneéral com-
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince

0. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. —A won-
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases ﬂ!&[l ailments common to every
ﬁimllgr. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.-—Con-
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins, Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady,
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some vailuable
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
and expenences of well-known detective

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER ~—Qontain-
ing useful mformatxon regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic Magie Lantern Slides and ether
Exl;ansparen(:les. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W.

No 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADBT.—Containing full explanations 'how to gain admiftance,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all 3 boy should
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author

of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.”

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in-
structions of hew to gain admission to the Anngpolis Naval

Handsomely illus-

-Hllan

Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_boy
should know 4o become an officer in the United States avy. Com-

piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Become &
West Point Military Cadet.”

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York,



(Formerly “THE YOUNG ATHLETE'S WEEKI.Y”)
BY «PHYSICAL DIRECTOR’

Issued every Friday. A 32-PAGE BOOK FOR % CENTS. Handsome Colored Covers.

These intensely interesting stories describe the adventures of Frank Manley, a plucky young athlete, who tries to ex-
cel in all kinds of games and pastimes. Each number contains a story of manly sports, replete with lively incidents,
dramatic situations and a sparkle of humor, Every popular game will be featured in the succeeding stories, such as base-
ball, skating, wrestling, etc. Not only are these stories the very best,.but they teach you how to become strong and
healthy. You can learn to become a trained athlete by reading the valuable information on physical culture they contain.
From time to time the wonderful Japanese methods of self-protection, called Jiu-Jitsu, will be explained. A page is
devoted to advice on healthy exercises, and questions on athletic subjects are cheerfully answered by the author

“PHYSICAL DIRECTOR.” .t 38 a8 38 5% 38 38 50 8 8% 0 38 % U8 38 % 38 08 OB 38 000 88 08 38 38 00 8 00 A8 S8 % % BB 88 8 08 38 0% 88 A8 5% 8%

ALREADY PUBLISHED: 6 Frank Manley's Prize Tackle; or, The Foetball Tactics that Win.
1 Frank Manley’s Real Fight; or, What the Push-Ball Game Brought|| 7 Frank Manley's Mad Scrimmage; or, The Trick that Dazed Brad-
About, ford.
2 Frank Manley's nghtning Track; or, Speed's Part in a Great;| 8 Frank Manley's Lion-Hearted Rush; or, Staking Life on the Out-
Crisis. come.
3 Frank Manley's Amazing Vault; or, Pole and Brains in Deadly|| 9 Frank Manley’s Mad Break Through; or, Playing Halfback for All 1t Is
Earnest. Worth.
4 Frank Manley's Gridiron Grill; or, The Try-Out for Football Grit.|/10 Frank Manley’s Football Strategy; or, Beating Tod Owen’s Fake Kick.
5 Frank Manley’s Great Line-Up; or, The Woodstock Eleven on the
Jump.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
! 3939939333933399933393993> :

THE YOUNG ATHLETE'S WEEKLY

BE STRONG ! By «“PHYSICAL DIRECTOR” BE HEALTHY!

LATEST ISSUES: 23 FranktMagle{l g Flrst League Game; or,.The Fourth of July Battie

" , 5 With Bra
12 Frasmnuy At the Bat; or, "“The Up-and-at-’em Boys” on the| o4 Frazk Manley's Match with Giants; or, The Great Game With the

a Iton *“Grown-Ups
13 Eranb 3’1"“&?' Hard Home Hit; or, The Play That Surprised the{ o5 Frank Manley's Tra nlnx Camp; or, Getting in Trim for the Great-

Bradfor est Rall Game.
14 Frank Manley in the Box: or, The Curve That Rattled Bradford.| og prapnk Manley's Substitute Nine; or, A Game of Pure Grit.

18 F rank Manley s Scratch Hit; or, The Luck of “The Up-and-at-em 27 Frank Manleyl Longest Swim; or, Battling with Bradford In the

Wat
16 Frank Ma.nley 8 Double Play : or, The Game That Broughi Fortune.
17 Frank Manleyl All-around Game; or, Playing All the Nine Posi- 28 Frank Manleys Bunch of Hits; or, Breaking the Season's Batting

tion
18 Fraa Mt%nleyl Eight-Oared Crew ; or, Tod Owen’s Decoration Day

gatta. . v
19 Frank Manley’s Earned Run; or, The Sprint That Won a Cu 30 Frank Manley’s Summer Meet ; or, ‘‘Irying Out” the Bradfords.
20 Fronk Mﬁ“n,egs T,,m"e Play: or, The Only Hope of the Ny |31 Franl:_e Manley at His Wits' End; or, Piaying Agalnst a Bribed Um-
21 Frank Mnnleys Training 1able or, Whipping the Nine into Sbape' pi
a2 Frank Manley’'s Coaching; or, The Great Game that *“Jackets”’ | 32 Frank Manley’s Last Ball Game; or, The Season’s Exciting Good-
tched, Bye to the Diamond.

Record.
29 Fra&l; tl\gan-ley’s Double Game; or, The Wonderful Four-Team
ch.

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, § cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS

of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re-
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. PPN £ i
Dear Sie—Enclosed find......cents for which please send me:
coplesofWORKANDWIN Nos....... e
“ FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, NOS....uutttttatminreee turrermnnnne serenneneeesnnes
... “ % FRANK MANLEY™ WEEKLY, NoOS..uuuuuutnnirareeroenannnnnsnsssnsenssssnsaneneass
o, 0 % WILD WEST WEEERLY, NoOS. .o .iunuteteaiaaoneettsiimrsoeaeeeenennsseeeennssseesasasanes
« “ THE LIBERTY BOYS OF 276, NOB. . couuttttetitnanettoreintnresesnnnnesssasssssonens
« « PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos.......c.coennn.

srs e . "
LI M A R R A R R A .

« « SECRET SERVICE, No8.........coi0ennvinnnnn.

ceevens
LRI L T T T R AL

« « THE YOUNG ATHLETE’S WEEKLY, Nos..............
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« ® « Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos.........cooeenevuriaaiiiL,
Nam,,...............................Street and No.........ooco.o.Town................Qtate .oeeve
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ECRET

SERVICE

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.
PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY

LATEST ISSUES:

296 The Bradys' Latest “'Ibad™ Man; or, The Case of Idaho Ike.

267 The HBradys and the Wall Street “Wouder™” ; or, The Keen Detec-
tives' Quick Case.

208 The Bradys' Call to Kansas: or, The Matter of Marshal Mundy.

209 The Bradys and Old Bill Battle: or, After the Colorado Coiners.

300 The Bradys and the Man from Wall Street: or, The NStrange Dis-
appearance of Captain Carew.

301 The Iiradys and Big Bart Brown: or, 1lrapping the “Terror” of
Toddleton,

302 The Bradys and the 'I'risco Fakirs; or, The Boy Who was Lost in

Chinatown.
303 The Bradys and “Klondike Kate;

Dawson.

304 The Bradys and “‘Pullman ete’ :
Special.

305 The Bradys and the Wall Street Prince, or, The Doy Who Broke

the Brokers.
306 The Bradys and the The Search for the

Lost 'Irisco Liner.
307 The lhad)s and the Bingo Doys: or, The Trail that I.ed to Hang-

or, The Hurry Call from

or, The Mystery of the Chicago

“Itelle of Tolton”; or,

tow

308 The Bradys and the Broker's (lub; or, Solving a Wali Street Mys-
tery.

309 Thﬁ.Bradys and “Bad Buzzard™

ine.

310 The Liradys and the Chinese Prince: or, The Latest Mott Street
Mystery.

311 The DBradys and the Man I'rom ‘Tombstone; or,
of Arizona.,”

312 The RBradys and Hop Toy; or, Working for the Mayor of China-
town.

313 The Bradys and the Copper King; or, The Mystery of the Mon-
tague Mine. .

314 The Blad}s and “Bullion Bill'': or, The Mystery of Mill No. 13.

315 The Bradys in Jullet, or, The Strange Case of Jeweler Jamel

316 The RBradys and ‘“Roaring IRlube”; or, Roundmg up the *“Terror”
of Ten Mile Creek.

817 The Bradys and the Ross of Broad btxeet. or, The (ase of the
“King of the Curb.”

318 The Bradys Desert Trail: or, Lost on tho Deadman’s

319 The DBradys and the Upmm byuduate, or, After the
of Mott Street.

320 The DBradys and “(.enelal Jinks": or, After the Card Crooks of
the “Katy Flyer.”

321 The Bradys and the Man With the Barrel;
I'rince of Wall Street.

322 The Bradys and *‘Bedrock Lill':

0‘1', The I'ight for the I'ive Forks

After the “King

Run. . |
“Marquis”

or, Working for the

or, The “Deadmen” from Dead-
wood.

323 The Bradys and the “King" of Chicago: or, The Man Who Cor-
nered Corn.

324 The Bradys and Admiral
States Navy.

325 The RBradys and *“Madame Millions'™ ;
Street Queen.

326 Th(e Bradys and the “Prince”
lew

327 The ln-hdys IPacing Death: or, Trapped by a (lever Woman.

328 The Bradys' Rio Grande Raid: or, llot Work at DBadman’s BRend.

329 ’l‘l}e Iéx'adys' Madhouse Mystery : or. The Search for Madame Mont-
ord.

330 The Bradys and the Swamp Rats; or, After
shiners.

drown : or, Working for

or. The Cas¢ of the Wall

of Pekin: or, Called on a Chinese
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the United [

the Georgia Moon-

331 The Bradys and “"Handsome Hal”; or, Duping the Duke of Da-\
kota.

332 The DBradys and the Mad Financier; or, Trailing the *“Ierror” of
Wall Street.

333 Thli Bradys and the Joplin Jays; or, Three “Badmen” (rom
Missourt.

334 Thle lBradys and Capt. Klondike: or, The Man from the North
*ole.

335 The Bradys and the Wall Street Club; or, Three Lost "Lambs.”

336 "L‘heh B{"ad_yis‘ Lightning Raid; or. Chased Through the Hole in
the Wall.

337 Th\el Bradys and the Hip Sing Ling; or, After the Chinese l'ree
Masons.

338 The Bradys' Diamond Syndicate; or, The (ase of the *“Marquis”
of Wall Street.

339 The Dradys and the Seven Masks: or, Strange Doings at the
Doctors™ Club.

340 The Bxad.ys and the I'resident’'s Special: or, The Plot of the

341 The I:md.)s and the Russian Duke: or, The Case of the Woman
IFrom Wall Street.

342 The lnxad)s aud the Money Makers; or, After the “Queen of the
Queer.

343 'lhc lsnadys and the Butte Doys: or, The Trail of the Ten “Ter-

344 Thle l.ra‘dys and the Wall Street “Widow"; or, The Flurry in

345 Th; Dradys’ Chinese Mystery . or, Called by the “King" of Mott

treet.

346 The Bradys and “DBrazos Bill”; or. ot Work on the Texas Bor-
der.

347 The Bradys and Broker Black; or, Trapping the Tappers of Wall
Street.

348 Thlehliradys at DBig DBoom City: or, Out for the Oregon Land
Thieves.

349 The Bradys and Corporal Tim: or, The Mystery of the IFort.

350 The Bradys' Banner Raid; or, The White Boys of Whirlwina
Jamp.

351 Th‘e; Bradys and the Safe Dlowers; or, (hasing the King of the
eggmelt.

352 The Bradys at Gold Lake: or. Solving a Klondike Mystery.

353 The Bradys and “Dr. Doo-Da-Day” ; or, The Man Who was Lost
on Mott Street.

354 The Bradys' Tombstone “Terror’”; or, After the Arizona Mine
Wreckers.

355 The lBrm]ys and the Witeh Doctor; or, Mysterious Work in New
Orleans.

356 The Bradys and Alderman DIrown,; or, After the Grafters of
Greenville.

357 Tl’l";.lh'adys in “Little Pekin’; or, The (ase of the Chinese (iold
King.

358 The Bradys and the Boston Special: or, The Man Who was Miss-

. ing from Wall Street.

350 The Bradys and the Death Club: or, The Secret Band of Seven.

360 ’J‘hre Bradys' Chincse Rald, or, After the Man-Hunters of Mon-
ana.
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