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Old King Brady's wrists were tied together so he could just manage to grasp the reins. He gave
them a tug and stopped the horse, while the two Indians dismounted. One

of them, seizing Al Buckner, lifted him to the ground.
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CHAPTER I.

THE BRADYS AND MR. BRADY.

Take it all in all, the Bradys are the most successful
detectives of the age, and as this fact is generally recog-
nized, their business takes them all over the country.

Originally Old King Brady confined his operations to
New York and vicinity, but nowadays one is just as liable
to hear of him in Chicago, San Francisco or New Or-
leans.

One evening in the month of December a year or two
ago, the Bradys came down from a big cattle range in
New Mexico on horseback, and struck the town of Tip-
ton, on the line of the Atchison, Topeka, and Sante Fe
railroad at about ten o'clock in the evening.

Their intention was to take a train east, which left
Tipton at midnight.

The great detectives had been looking into the case
of a mining superintendent who was working a rich gold
mine for his own benefit, instead of that of the stock-
holders.

They had successfully trapped the man and turned him
over to the authorities, and now they were going home.

Sometimes the Bradys strike a case by accident.
This has happened in numerous instances.
They caught one on the fly at Tipton, as we are about

to relate.
It was snowing a little, and the air was cold and raw,

when the detectives turned their horses over to the stable-
keeper to whom they belonged. »

They at once proceeded to the hotel and ordered sup-
per, and, having eaten it, Harry, as Young King Brady
is called, proposed that they go out and see the town.

Old King Brady rather objected.
"I don't care about changing my clothes," he said, "and

it is just as well that everybody does not know that we
a;re in town."

Of course Old King Brady cuts rather a striking ap-
pearance on account of the peculiar dress he persists in
wearing.

Unless in disguise, the old detective always wears a
long blue coat, of peculiar cut, a/ big white felt hat and
an old fashioned stand-up collar with a black "stock,"
instead of a tie or scarf.

These stocks went out of fashion somewhere about 1850.
Old King Brady has them made to order now.

"Oh, that can't make any difference, seeing that we
are through with our work," replied Young King Brady.
"I'm not ready for bed, and I don't care to sit around
the hotel. Go just as you are. What does it matter if
you are recognized, now that oua* work is done?"

Willing to oblige, Old King Brady yielded, and, light-
ing their cigars, the detectives sauntered out upon the
street.

There is only one business street in Tipton.
It is like many another one in New Mexico.
A brick hotel, a brick bank and numerous little one-

story brick stores, all very square and very red, having
signs on top almost as high as the buildings themselves.

Some people in the East fancy that because the towns
in Colorado, New Mexico and parts of Arizona are in the
far West, the houses must necessarily be built of logs,
not being aware that logs are about the most expensive
things going in that treeless region.

It is not necessarily so.
Some are quite the Teverse.



THE BRADYS AND BRADY THE BANKER.

Take the city of Denver, for instance. There is scarcely
a frame building in it. Everything is brick and stone.

The Bradys walked the full length of Tipton's main
street without discovering anything that particularly in-
terested them, except one sign.

This was over the bank.
Instead of being the "First National Bank of Tipton,"

it carried an individual name.
This is not unusual in the far West.
Out there private bankers aje very much in evidence.
It is usual, however, to give the full name on the sign.
In this case the sign, which was painted in particularly

large letters, read:

BRADY, THE BANKER.

Harry laughed as they passed it.
"So you seem to have gone into a new business, Gov-

ernor !" he exclaimed.
"That man has private banks in a dozen small towns

in this part of New Mexico," replied Old King Brady.
"He is a well known character."

"No relation of yours, I suppose?"
"None that I know of."
"Did you ever meet him?"
"No."
"Does he live here?"
"Oh, I hardly think so. But I don't know anything

about it. I had an idea that he lived at Santa Fe."
Next to the bank was a big saloon, of the sort found

in many far Western towns.
Over this building was a big sign reading:

LARRY LIMPER'S.

The sound of a cornet and a violin could be heard out-
side, and through the uncurtained windows men could
be seen sitting at tables, drinking, smoking and playing
cards.

There was also a long bar, in front of which a num-
ber of cowboys and rough looking fellows of the Western
pattern were lined up.

The Bradys did not enter Larry Limper's.
In course of their business they have to take in many

such places.
The idea of entering one for pleasure never comes into

their heads.
"That looks like a tough joint," remarked Harry, as

they passed it.
"Yes, and I have no doubt that it is so," replied Old

King Brady, "but I don't suppose that it is any WOTSC
than a hundred others of its kind."

These remarks were made as the detectives passed up
the street*

On their way down again, for they turned when they
reached the end, they were given a chance to find out
what sort of a place Larry Limper's was.

They had not yet reached Brady the Banker's little,

brick building when the sharp repa'rt of firearms was
heard, and several rough looking men rushed out into the
middle of the street and began firing at each other. This
was all to be seen plainly under the electric light which
hung over the street.

Two fell, and then three ran back into Larry Limper's.
The others rushed after them, firing in through the open

door as they went.
There were quite a number of people on the street at

the time.
These acted precisely as people in far Western towns

always do during these shooting scrapes.
They were not in it, and they did not want to be

in it.
In New York a crowd would have gathered around the

door in an instant, but here everybody promptly made for
cover.

In less time than it takes to tell it the Bradys had
the street to themselves.

"A row!" cried Harry.
"Look out for yourself!" said Old King Brady, dodg-

ing into the banker's doorway. "They will be out again
in a minute, and we may pick up a ball before we know
it!"

The sharp report of revolvers, loud shouts, and the
crash of glass showed that things were getting decidedly
lively in Larry's.

To pass would have been risky, and Old King Brady
preferred to remain where he was.

He was 'right about the danger, too.
In a moment a little man without a hat shot out through

the door of the saloon and ran toward them.
He was instantly followed by about six others, who

repeated the operation of a moment before.
They began firing at each other in the middle of the

street, and two more were shot.
In the meantime the little man had run to the door-

way of the bank and almost fell into Old King Brady's
arms.

"For the love of heaven, protect me!" he gasped. "They
will be after me in a moment! I shall be murdered, sure!
Bad luck to it!% Where's the key?"

He was fumbling in his pocket, and as Old King Brady
whipped out his revolver and sprang in front of him he
produced a key and opened the bank.

"In wid yez!" he panted, speaking with rather a marked
Irish accent. "So much for mussing with bad men! Sure,
I might have known!"

Willing to lend his assistance, Old King Brady slipped
inside the bank, followed by Harry.

Without losing a moment, the little man slammed the
door shut, locked it, shot two bolts and put up a heavy*
iron bar.
3 "Sure, we are safe for the time being!" he exclaimed.
"I'd strike a light, but I don't dare. It's at the hotel
they'll be after looking for me. If we keep dark they'll
never guess I am hiding in the bank."
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"Is it a gang?" inquired Old King Brady.
"That's what it is!" was the reply. "It's long Ike

Rawley's gang scrapping with the Blind Coyotes."
"Another gang?"
"Yes. They have a hangout in the Taos range. I might

have guessed when I saw the crowd coming into Larry's;
but I was that busy talking with Ike Rawley that I never
give it a thought, nor did he, till they jumped on us, and
now he's dead."

"He was one of the men shot in the road?" inquired
Old King Brady.

"Yes. It's good riddance to bad rubbish, but it's likely
to make trouble for me yet."

"How so?"
"Oh, niver mind. What I want to do is to get out of

this town as quick as I can."
"Won't they attack the bank?"
"I don't think it. If they were to try that everybody

would rise up in arms against them. There's not so much
money here. What there is belongs to the tradesmen on
the street, and I only receive it on their own risk in case
of a raid, for I won't stand responsible for the doings
of these gangs where there are no police in town. That's
the rule I always make."

"Indeed," said the detective; "then I take it that you
must be Brady the Banker."

"Well, I'm no one else. But I only do a small busi-
ness. Sure, I'm no millionaire!"

"You are beginning tp feel rather afraid of me, my
friend."

"No, no! Not at all; but you are a stranger in town."
"You were thinking that perhaps you were foolish to

trust us and bring us in here in the dark."
"Well, man, I own it! So I was thinking; but thoughts

don't make facts. All the same, I hope you are square
men. Listen to the howling of them! That's the way
they go on all the time. «What have I to do with their
quarrels? And yet I would like to bet that they would
have killed me had I stopped there another minute."

"You will find us all right, Mr. Brady," replied the
old detective. "By the way, my name is the same as
your own."

"Look at that now!" cried the banker. "Sure, I knew
I'd seen you somewhere. Now I know who you are!"

"Well, who?"
"Old King Brady, the detective. I seen your picture

in a Chicago paper only the other day."
"It was there. I am the man. My friend here is

Young King Brady."
"Yes! Yes!"
"He is my partner and pupil."
"Lpok at that now!" cried the banker. "This is luck,

the luckiest kind of luck. Of all the men in America
whom I wanted to meet you are the ones!"

"Y$s? And why?"
"I've got a case for you."
"A case?"

"Yes."
"I hardly think that we can undertake it. We are on

our way to New York just now."
"You must undertake it. I'll not take no for an an-

swer. Wait until you hear what it is. Sure, and it's the
biggest kind of a proposition."

"Hark! They are coming down the street! They are
coming this way!" whispered Harry.

He stole to the window and pulled aside the curtain
a little.

"This band is mounted! There are as many as twenty
of them," he whispered. "They are making straight for
the bank."

"Holy Saints! They are right after me!" gasped the
banker. "What a fool I was to trust that man with even
a whisper of the secret of the old Santa Fe trail!"

CHAPTER II.

THE SECRET OF THE OLD SANTA PE TRAIL.

"Brace up,, Mr. Brady!" cried Old King Brady. "We
appear to have just about one minute in which to decide
what to do, and we want to decide right now."

"Right you are, man!" replied the banker. "But I've
already decided. Let 'em clean the place out if they want
to. Sure, the loss don't fall on me, except that they break
the safe, and that's insured."

"Suppose they break into our heads with a bullet?
That won't be so very pleasant, either," .suggested Harry.

"They'll not do it, for we'll not stop here to let them,"
the banker replied. "Gentlemen, please follow me! Bad
luck to it! I'll have to grope my way in the dark, and
mebbe I'll make a miss of it. If I only dared to strike
a light now!"

"I have my dark lantern," said Old King Brady. "It
is just the thing for a case like this."

Thus saying, the old detective p'roduced the little elec-
tric dark lantern, which was the most complete thing of
its kind ever invented.

It threw all the light they needed in front of them, and
left not a glimmer behind.

"The very article!" breathed the banker. "Young man,
would you be after moving your boot until I pull up the
trap door? Thank you. That's it. Down wid yez now.
Bad luck to them, but they are going to attack the bank."

A vigorous pounding on the door was heard.
"Brady! Brady! If you are inside there, open up, or

we will beat the doofr in!" a voice called out.
There was a ladder underneath the trap door which

the banker had raised, and he ordered the Bradys to de-
scend.

Following them, he lowered the trarj door and proceeded
to bolt it on the under side.

"Have you anything at the hotel you will be after want-
ing, gentlemen ?" he asked.
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"Nothing of any consequence," replied Old King
Brady. "There is only a dress suit case which, with its
whole contents, is not worth a thought."

"So much the better for us, then. We can give the
town the cold shake entirely. Just follow me."

The bank's foundation was built of stone, and Brady
the Banker, advancing to one corner, seized an iron bar
and pried one out of place.

Instead of being large and square, as it seemed to
be, it was broad and flat, and came out very readily.

"Sure, I make these holes in all me banks," he ex-
plained, "so, in a case like this, there's always a way out.
This is a rough country, Mr. Brady, and a man in the
banking business is liable to have a rough house made of
his place any moment. Bad luck to ther fellers! They are
always making trouble, so they are! May I take the lan-
tern now, and lead the way ?"

"I'll lead the way," replied Old King Brady, quietly;
and he pushed on through a narrow passage which had
been boarded up on the sides and overhead.

The fact was, Old King .Brady did not altogether trust
his namesake.

He rather blamed himself for getting mixed up in this
disagreeable business which in no way concerned him.

How can we tell but what this may just be a scheme of
Joe Tyler's friends to revenge themselves on me, the de-
tective thought.

Joe Tyler was the crooked mining superintendent whom
the detectives had just turned over to the authorities.

He did not actually believe this, but still there was a
chance of it, and Old King Brady felt that it behooved
him to be on the safe side.

So he pushed on through the secret passage for a hun-
dred feet or so, when he came to a wooden door built
directly across their path.

"Here we are!" said the banker. "Since you are in
front there, if you will be good enough to open that
door, Mr. Brady—it is just on the latch."

"Where does it lead to?" asked the old detective.
"There's an old stone house above," replied the banker.

"It's a bit of property I own. I had this way out fixed
up on the quiet. Once before I had to use it. That was
two years ago, when the Blind Coyotes cleaned ott the
town."

Old King Brady opened the door and found another
ladder.

"There's a secret spring at the trap above," said the
banker. "Sure, you can do as you like, but it would be
better if you let me work it, for it's myself that knows
how."

The detective stood aside and flashed the light up the
ladder.

Brady ascended, and in a moment had thrown tip the
trapdoor, and the detectives followed him up into a large
room where old boxes, barrels and similar rubbish was
stored.

The room faced a back street which ran down to the
station.

The door was gone, and tne windows were broken out.
The detectives could see the station lights on ahead.

"There you are!" said the banker, closing the trap. "I
bought this piece of property when I built the bank, for
the very reason I told you. Now, what we want to do is
to stop quiet here and wait f<ft the train. Bad luck to
them fellers! Hear them howl! I don't believe they are
going to break in the bank, though. It's back to Larry's
they have gone."

"Governor, I'll sneak down there and see what's going
on, if you say the word," remarked Harry.

"Perhaps you might as well," replied Old King Brady.
"Be very careful, though."

Harry passed out, and he had no sooner departed than
Brady the banker began to talk.

He told Old King Brady how often he, had heard of
him, and how much confidence he felt in him.

He showed a perfect knowledge of the affair at the
mine, which the old detective had just completed.

He hinted again at some mysterious secret which he
held, and declared that Old King Brady was just the
man he wanted to handle the business.

From the way he went on it looked as though he might
talk indefinitely, unless he was cut short.

"Come, Kr. Brady," said the old detective, "tell me
what it is you want to have us do ?"

When he made the remark he did not believe that any-
thing would come of it, for it seemed to him then that
Brady the Banker was merely "blowing out hot air."

But the banker's next move altered the aspect of affairs.
He put his hand into his pocket and, counting out a

thousand dollars, handed it to the detective.
"Will you be after accepting that for a retaining fee,

Mr. Brady ?" he asked.
"Certainly not until I know* more about the business,"

replied the detective.
"But I must have your service, man!" was the reply.

''You do work of this kind for others, why not fo,r me?"
"As I told you, we are on our way to New York."
"Sure, you will stop out here if I can make it pay

you ?"
"Perhaps we would. I must know definitely what you

are driving at first."
"That's reasonable, but tell me, would you do this job

for me if I offered you enough?"
"It is not so much what you might offer as it is if we

care to undertake the case."
"Well, it's no case that requires so much of your de-

tective skill, as it is that I need somebody that I can
rely on to go up into a country which is altogether unsafe
for me to go alone, being so well known as I am out
here."

"How long would it probably take?" • •
"It might be a week, and it might be two. I can't

tell."
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"Well, it is up to you to explain if you want our help,
Mr. Brady."

"I will do it. Listen > now, and we will decide this
business before the young fellow comes back."

"Go on!" said Old King Brady. "I am waiting to
hear what you have to say."

"Sure, it can be told in a few words," Teplied the
banker, and he told the story as follows:

We propose to dispense with the accent.
Enough to say that it was marked, and ran through

it all.
"It is more than ten years now, Mr. Brady, since I

first opened my bank at Santa Fe," began the banker.
"I went there from IjTew York, where I had kept a

small money broker's office on the Bowery. Did I deal
in policy tickets, do you ask? Well, maybe I did, but
that's neither here nor there. Out here in New Mexico
I've done a straight business; it has been mostly loaning
money; making advances to railroad men and cowboys and
miners, and all that sojrt of people. Did I get high in-
terest? Well, of course I did. I was not in* the business
for my health. I started up in several of the smaller
railroad towns and, well—I made some money, but, as
I told you before, I am no millionaire.

"About a month ago I had to foreclose a mortgage on
a piece of property near Alberquerque. The owner was
a widow woman named Moragas. Her husband was em-
ployed on the railroad, and I advanced him a bit of money
before he was killed by getting between two freight cars.
Well, as I was saying, I foreclosed and took the property,
which lay just outside of Alberquerque; and, as the town
was growing that way, I pulled down the house, which
was an old Spanish affair, and put the lots on the market
for sale. While the house was being pulled down, under
the floolr I found a little box which held a bit of money
and a few diamonds. And along with them was a paper
which carried a secret. I have it with me, Mr. Brady,
and I will give it to you to read."

Brady the Banker produced an old pocketbook tied up
with a string.

Having opened it, he produced a yellow, time-worn pa-
per written all over in a cramped hand, and in Spanish.

Attached to this paper was another, which was in Eng-
lish, and purported to be a translation of the older docu-
ment.

Holding it up to the lantern, Old King Brady read
as follows:

"My name is Pedro Moragas. I was guide and driver
for the Pony Express. It was my business before I lost
my feet in the big snowstorm of December 10, 11 and 12,
1850, to guide the express agents through the Taos pass.

"On the occasion of which I am about to speak we
started from Santa Fe on the night of the 8th, twenty
strong, under the leadership of Captain Winslow. He had
in his charge five iron boxes in which was packed much
gold dust.

"This gold dust had been shipped from San Francisco

to the* United States mint in Philadelphia. I understood
that the amount was not far from a quarter of a million.
I know that the boxes were immensely heavy, and it was
all that the mules could do to carry them.

"I am not much of a hand to write, so I cannot tell
of our troubles in all their details. *It is enough to say
that we were overtaken by that awful storm just as we
reached the Taos pass.

"We were snowed in, and for two weeks we lay there
with little food and with but little shelter. We had
lost our way, too, which made matters worse.

"Every man perished but Captain Winslow and my-
self by the fourth night. We two managed to survive. We
ate a mule and "

Here there was a break, and whoever had done the
translating inserted a note, saying that several lines of the
original were obliterated.

The translation began again abruptly, as follows:

" :— I buried the gold in the cave and threw Cap-
tain Winslow's body down the ravine. I then, with great
difficulty, managed to drag myself back to Alberquerque,
where both my feet were amputated, and I have been a
helpless cripple ever since. I could not get back to re-
cover the gold, but as I always hoped to dp so, I never
revealed the secret to any one. My statement made to
the express company was that the boxes went down in
the snow, and that I was not able to tell the exact place.
This was my story, but it was false. I killed Captain
Winslow, and I buried the gold in the cave, and now that
I am dying, let me describe the locality as well as I
can, so that long after I am dead whoever finds this paper
may have a chance to get it. I don't care who it is. My
crime brought its punishment, and the gold is accursed.
Let it bring its curse to some one else, that he may
suffer as I have suffered. That is my revenge.

"Starting from Santa Fey you follow the old trail to
the Taos pass. There, if a sharp lookout is kept, will
be seen on the left a huge rock, which looks like a camel
lying down. I never saw a camel, but that is what others
have told me it looks like. Anyhow, it resembles an ani-
mal with a small head and long neck.

"Let whoever would seek the gold climb to this rock,
where right underneath it will be found two pinon trees
growing close together. They have a white stone be-
tween them. This stone marks the entrance to the cave.
I placed it in its present position, thus closing the cave.

"I packed the gold up there, little by little, and it was
in that way that I froze my feet. The iron boxes I left
in a hole at the foot of the rock. I tumbled them in on
top of the snow. I don't know that they were ever found.
I never heard of it if they were, although I know the ex-
press company made several efforts to recover the treasure.
Twice they carried me up to the pass and tried to make
me locate the spot where the boxes were abandoned, as
I had told them. Of course I did not tell them the truth,
for I still hoped to recover the gold. This was before I
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became paralyzed and lost the use of my limbs entirely.
Unless some one has come across it by accident, which
I very much doubt, the treasure is still in the cave.

"And this is the secret of the old Santa Fe trail which
I have preserved through all these years. People call me
a madman, and perhaps I am; but, at all events, I would
not tell. Now th^at I am dying I write this. The treasure
has proved a curse to me, and let it curse somebody else.

"As I said before, this would be my revenge.
PEDRO MORAGAS."

"Written on the 6th day of April, 18—"

"There!" exclaimed B'rady, the banker, as the old de-
tective handed the paper back. " What do you think of
that, now? Here's a chance for somebody to get rich,
and that somebody must be me. Help me to get this gold,
Mr. Brady, and—oh, here they come! They'll kill me!
Stand by me, Brady! See me through this business, and
you shall have your share."

Quick footsteps were heard approaching the old stone
house.

Brady the Banker drew a revolver as he spoke, and
sprang toward the door.

CHAPTER III.

A HOLD-UP ON THE ATCHISON

"Put up your revolver, man!" said Old King Brady.
"It is only my partner returning."

"You can't be sure!" replied the banker, nervously.
"I was fool enough to tell this business. That's why they
want to kill me and get the papers. I am not altogether
a popular man in these parts, Mr. Brady, and that's the
truth."

"It is only Harry, I tell you," said the old detective.
"Stand away!" J

Old' King Brady, pushing the banker aside, stepped
through the door and looked out.

As he had supposed, it was Harry returning.
"Well," said Old King Brady, "so you are back again!"
"Yes," said Harry, following him into the room. "The

danger is all over now."
"Did they break into the bank?" demanded Brady.
"Yes. They broke the door in. They did not disturb

the safe, however."
"I knew they wouldn't. Sure, how could they open

it? Where are they now?"
"They rode out of town. A crowd came against them

as soon as they broke into the bank, and they beat a re-
treat."

"Just as I said. I hold the strings on half these people
here in Tipton. Some of them would like to see me
done up, all right; but at the same time they don't dare,
for fear they might have a worse one to deal with after
I am dead."

"Is this your hat?" asked Harry. "I was in the bank
and I picked it up there. I thought it might belong to
you."

"It?s an old one," said the banker, clapping it on his
head. "The other I lost in Larry's. How did you get
in ? Was there no one on guard there ?"

"Yes, there were two men on guard. Others had been
there, but they had gone away to get timber to bar up
the door."

"And what do they think became of me ?"
"I heard th'em say that you had probably been carried

off by the outlaws."
"Look at that, now! It just serves my turn, Mr. Brady.

I tell you what it is; the best thing I can do is, having
disappeared, to stay disappeared till we have had the
chance to attendee this business of ours. Don't you think
so, man?"

"You are the best judge," said Old King Brady, "but
I haven't decided to undertake your case as yet."

"But you will, man! You will?"
"I don't know whether I will or not. I shall want to

talk it over with my partner first. "Where do we make
the start for this Taos pass?"

"The best point to strike the old trail is out from
Las Vegas."

"Very well. Then, what I propose, if you want to slip
out of town on the quiet, as I suppose you do "

"I do, that. I don't want any one to know how I got
away."

"Then let us all three run down to Las Vegas, and we
will decide the matter to-morrow."

"But you were going East?"
"We will cut that out, or, at least, postpone it for a

day or so and go to Las Vegas with you."
"Good enough!" cried Brady. "That is as much as

to say you will take up with my case."
"Wait and let me talk it over with my partner. Give

me that paper again."
The east and west trains both passed Tipton shortly

after midnight, and as there was still plenty of time,
Old King Brady took Harry aside after he had read the
paper, and had a talk about the affair.

"And do you really think of meddling with this busi-
ness, Governor?" the latter asked, in some surprise.

"Strange as it may seem to you, I do," replied Old
King Brady, "for it happens that I was consulted on this
matter by one of our very best customers shortly before
we left New York."

"Hello! Who was that?"
"The Wells Fargo express people."
"Oh! We have done a lot of work for them."
"Exactly! And I hope to do more. The Wells Fargo

succeeded to the business of the old Pony Express, which
in the days of '49 followed the Santa Fe trail. The story
this man has told is true, and, according to the manager
of the express company the gold was never recovered, so
far as they could learn. There it still lies—over a quarter
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of a million. As far as this man Brady is concerned,
he has not the slightest claim to it, and I size him up
as a miserly money-lending shark; hut, while pretending
to work for him, we can actually do a service to the
Wells Fargo Express company, so that is the reason why
I propose to take up with the case."

This settled it.
Old King Brady is strictly the boss of the business.
NOT did Harry desire to raise any objection.
He rather enjoyed the prospect of a treasure hunt in

the Taos range.
Their conversation took place aside, and was carried

on in tones too low for Brady the Banker to hear.
The little man nervously paced the floor, pending the

detective's decision.
"Well, well, and what's the word, gentlemen?" he de-

manded, when the Bradys returned to where he stood.
"The word is 'yes,' " replied Old King Brady. "Mr.

Brady, we have decided to undertake your case."
"Good! Good!" cried the banker. "It is as good as

won, then, so it is, for I have heard tell many a time
that the Bradys never fail."

"We have certainly been very successful, but it by no
means follows that we shall be in this case."

"I think you will, man. Indeed, I know you wjll. Was
there ever such luck as for me to run into you like I did."

"If we are to undertake that business you must con-
sent to put yourself entirely in our hands," said Old King
Brady.

"I'll do it. I'll do whatever you say. We are sure of
success. Let me give you the retaining fee."

"Put up your money, Mr. Brady," was the reply. "You
can pay us what you consider the job worth after it is
done."

The banker looked relieved, and Old King Brady now
proceeded to question him further.

"Who have you told about this business?" he asked.
" Sure, I couldn't go there alone, for the Blind Coyotes

gang has a holdout somewhere up in the Taos mountains
near the pass, and they have sworn death to me. I will
tell you why."

"Cut it out," interrupted the old detective. "We care
nothing for the reason. The fact is enough. So you told
this man Rawley? Who is he?"

"He leads another gang of cattle thieves and hold-up
men. I knew him and I sent for him at Santa Fe and
told him part. I wouldn't tell him all, of course, but
I promised him that if he would go with me and protect
me from the Coyotes he should have his share. It was
arranged that we were to meet here to-night, and he .was
to be alone in Larry's, but when I got in here I saw a
lot of his gang hanging about, and I accused him of be-
traying me. We were having it out at a table, when all
at once Joaquin the Greaser came up to us and called him
a name in Spanish. cls this the man who has the treasure
paper?' he asks, and then up jumps Ike and shoots at him
and misses his aim. I run out at once, gentlemen, for

Ike's men gathered around him, and so did the Greaser's
gang."

"This Joaquin is leader of the Coyotes?" asked Harry.
"He is," replied Brady; "and it's a blamed bad man

he is, too. When they began to shoot I hid under the
table. They all ran into the street, and Ike was shot
dead there. Larry ordered me out, and as I was going,
in they came again, but I dodged them, and you know
the rest."

"How do you suppose this Joaquin learned this sec-
ret?" demanded Old King Brady.

"I can only think that Ike told every one he met, until
it came to Joaquin's ears."

"Was that his style?"
"When he wait on the booze he would talk."
"You gave him money?"
"Yes, a hundred dollars."
"Perhaps that accounts for it. Now, Mr. Brady, I am

going to fix up a little disguise tfor you," said the detec-
tive. "We will then go to the hotel and wait till train
time in my room."

Old King Brady produced a wig, a false beard, and
a small box containing paints and brushes.

When he had finished with Brady the Banker the man's
best friends would not have recognized him.

They walked boldly to the main street, which was quiet
enough now, and kept ofi until they came to the bank.

The door was all boarded up, and two men armed with
rifles stood on guard.

"What's the matter here, gentlemen?" inquired Old
King Brady.

"Oh, there was a fight," replied one of the men. "Joa-
quin the Greaser and his gang attacked the bank."

"Indeed. Did they rob the safe?"
"No," was the reply. "We didn't give them time. They

carried off old Mike Brady, though, and it's good enough
for him."

"Ah! You refer to the banker?"
"Yes.^
"This Mr. Brady does not appear to be very popular.

We are strangers in town. I ask from curiosity, that's
all."

"He's the meanest old stiff in New Mexico," replied
the man. "It isn't on his account that we are guard-
ing the bank. We all have an interest in it in a certain
way."

Old King Brady did not stop to inquire what that cer-
tain way was, for he saw that the banker was getting
restive, and he was afraid that he would blurt out some

&

ill-timed remark.
"Bad luck to him!" he cried, when they had passed

beyond hearing. "That's the way he talks about me, eh!
It's myself that's got a mortgage on his store, and I'll
make him sweat as soon as I get through with this job."

"This money lending is liable to make you enemies,"
replied Old King Brady, quietly; "but here we are at the
hotel."
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The Bradys got the banker up to their room without
anybody recognizing him.

Here they remained in seclusion until midnight.
As they sat talking Old King Brady drew his name-

sake out, and got him talking freely about his affairs.
It was easy to see that the man was a perfect Shylock,

and a conceited one at that.
Boarding the train, the Bradys took seats in the smok-

ing car, leaving the banker, who did not care to smoke,
to go into the day coach, for the short run to. Las Vegas
made it unnecessary for them to take sleeping berths.

"I shouldn't wonder if this would prove a lively case,
Harry," remarked the old detective. "There can't be the
least doubt that this Long Ike Rawley intended to be-
tray Mike Brady. There are wheels within wheels some-
where here, surest thing." *

"What about Joaquin the Greaser?" asked Harry. "Is
he an outlaw of much note ?"

" Indeed he is. He has terrorized this part of the coun-
try for the past three years. Surely you must have heard
of the man."

"It seems to me I have. Didn't he hold up the Santa
Fe express about a year ago ?"

"Yes, and defied the detectives, who chased him into
Mexico. There was a reward of $5,000 set on his head at
the time. I can't understand how he has dared to ven-
ture back to his old haunts."

"He must have some political pull, I suppose."
"No doubt that is it. Most of the outlaw leaders have,

and that is what makes them so bold. , Hello, what's the
^matter now?"

Sharp whistles sounded,, and the train began slowing
down.

"The signal is against us,. I guess," said Harry..
"I don't know; I don't think this can be the end of

the block," replied Old King Brady, rubbing the moisture
from the window and attempting to look out. -

The train had how come to a standstill.
Lights were flashing, and loud voices could be heard.
All at once the sharp report of a revolver fang out

upon the night.
"Heavens! It's a hold-up!" gasped Harry.
"Quick!" breathed Old King Brady. "We must get

into the other car. It wouldn't surprise me a bit if they
were after Brady the Banker. If they get him and carry
him off to the mountains that will spoil our pie."

As they sprang up two shots were fired.
Before they could reach the door it was thrown open

by the brakeman, who shouted:
"Better look to your valuables, gentlemen! Joaquin

the Greaser has got the train!"

CHAPTER IV.

THE BRADYS KNOCKED OUT.

Of course all the passengers in the smoker were thrown
into a panic by the announcement.

Even the Bradys shared in the excitement, although
there is little doubt that they were the coolest headed
persons in the car.

As they passed out of the door they saw that the brake-
man had vanished.

No doubt the man had been in a hold-up before, and did
not care to face another.

Opening the door of the next car, the detectives .found
themselves too late.

For some reason, the hold-up men had not yet come
upon the platform of the smoker, but they had already
entered the next car.

Three masked men armed with revolvers were coming,
'down the aisle as the Bradys entered. They were just
in time to hear the order: "Up hands!"

"Hold on! This won't do!" whispered Old King Brady.
"I am scarcely prepared to risk my life for that man."

"We had better get back to the smoker!" said Harry.
"That's what we had! Be quick!"
Again they were too late, for they turned only to face

two more masked men, and to find two cocked revolvers
under their noses.

"Stand where you are, and throw up your hands!" or-
dered one of the outlaws, in a hoarse voice.

"My friend, we belong in the smoker. We were merely
going in there," replied Old King Brady, obeying the
order. "You had better let us pass."

"Do as you are told," was the surly reply.
"But our things are there. You want our valuables,

I suppose?"
"Give me any more of your guff, you old geezer, and

I'll bore a hole through you!" retorted the masked man.
It was a good time to stop talking, and Old King Brady

stopped.
He did not even consider it safe to turn and see what

was happening to the banker, whom he had observed seated
about midway in the car.

Just then a voice rang out:
"Ladies and gentlemen, you will prepare to deliver up

your valuables. Be as quick as you can about it. The
collector will now pass down the aisle."

"Heavens! A woman's voice!" thought Old King
Brady. "What can this mean?"

He would have liked to have turned and had a look,
but h£ did not dare, for the revolver was still at his
head.

Just then the woman's voice called out again:
"I want Mike Brady, the banker! Let him step this

way, and his life will be spared. If he don't get a move
on at once, he will be shot dead!"

It was a hard situation for Old King Brady.
He had agreed to protect this man, and as far as keep-

ing him from personal injury was concerned, he had
intended to do so.

To move now was impossible, however, if he desired to
save his own life and Harry's.

There was some little confusion behind them.
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He concluded that Brady the Banker had answered the
call.

In a moment a masked man carrying a hat as big as the
one the old detective wore came elbowing his way past
them.

The hold-up man was using the hat as a contribution
box.

The Bradys each have a good watch, but they never
carry them at the end of their brass chains.

Old King Brady dropped a dollar watch and a two
dollar chain in the hat.

"Here, you blamed old geezer, you take this out again,"
growled the hold-up man. "We don't want to be bothered
with such truck."

"Very sorry my turnip don't suit you, boss/' replied
Old King Brady, meekly. "It's the best I can do."

"Trot out your dough and let it go at that," said the
.hold-up man.

"Yes, sir. Right away, sir. Do you want my son's
watch? It's the same kind as mine. We are too poor
to carry gold hunting case double back action levers."

"Cut it out and give up the dough," was the retort.
Old King Brady then produced his fake roll.
During his risky journeys, and he had considered this

one of them, the old detective always carries a roll of
bills prepared for this very purpose, and he proceeded to
produce it.

On the outside were two fives, and following them three
ones. The rest was made up of Confederate money, and
all were secured with an elastic band.

This roll Old King Brady dropped into the hat.
It passed muster all right.
Even hold-up men are a bit nervous at times, and this

man was not stopping to pull the roll to pieces.
Harry tossed in a similar roll, and the hold-up men

passed out of the car and into the smoker.
Looking through the door as it opened, Old King Brady

saw that there were now two other masked men on the
platform of the smoker.

"They have got us on all sides, Harry," he whispered;
"bulj I guess we may venture to turn around and see what
has become of our namesake."

They did so, and saw Brady the Banker still in his
place,

A masked man stood at the other end of the car with
a raised rifle.

The Bradys saw no woman. Who it was that had
spoken still remained a mystery, but it was soon to be
solved.

"Brady has had brains enough to keep still and trust
to his disguise," whispered Harry.

"Yes," replied the old detective. "But the danger is
hardly over yet. I can't see how they knew he was on
the train."

"Perhaps they only guessed at it," suggested Harry;
and this was the natural conclusion, but it was wrong.

If the Bradys had been outside they would have under-
stood better.

Later on they learned from an eyewitness something of
what occurred there.

The hold-up had taken place at a point where the
railroad crossed the creek, which here runs through a
narrow gorge.

At this moment, while three of the masked men held
the engineer and conductor covered, three others were en-
gaged in robbing the express car.

The messenger had promptly surrendered and opened
his safe, and its contents were even then being taken out
and put into a bag.

The leader of this band was a tall, slender fellow who,
like his companions, wore high boots and a big cowboy
hat.

He had climbed a telegraph pole, cut the wire, and
attached it to a little battery which rested on the ground.

Evidently this man understood telegraphy.
He was working the wire now.
Beside him stood a young woman dressed in a sort of

bicycle costume.

She held a rifle, and had a rude knapsack made of
antelope skin slung over her shoulders.

She was watching the man with close attention as he
worked the key.

Suddenly he looked up and said something to her, and
the woman immediately started for the train and entered
the car near to which the Bradys stood.

Had this precious pair received a tip from Tipton?"
Later on the Bradys learned that this was so.
The girl pushed by them and walked along the aisle.
Old King Brady observed that she scanned their faces

closely as she passed, and he felt that trouble was com-
ing.

The girl stopped alongside of Brady the Banker, who
began making horrible faces, and talking to himself.

"You're the man I want! Get out of that, and fol-
low me!" exclaimed the girl, raising the rifle and cov-
ering Mike Brady. "A friend of yours saw you being dis-
guised in town, and telegraphed us how you ̂ looked."

The banker burst out laughing.
"Yes, yes, yes!" he cried. "I've given up all I've got.

You can't get,any more out of me. Go away and leave
me alone."

"Don't interfere with that old man. He is crazy," said
Old King Brady, getting on to the banker's dodge.

He started along, the aisle, but at the same instant three
masked men burst in the door behind him. ' ;

One was the man who had worked the wire.
"Out of the way!" he cried, giving Harry a shove.
"That's the man with the big hat!" he shouted.
Quick as lightning, he raised his rifle and fired.
Old King Brady threw up his hands and dropped to the

floor of the car.
At the same instant four other masks rushed in-through
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the door and pounced upon Harry, who rushed to the aid
of his chief.

"Take that young fellow! Hold him!" shouted the tall
man. "He's one of them detectives what downed Joe
Tyler. I want to have a talk with him. Carry him out!"

Bang!
A man sprang up from a distant seat and sent a bul-

let whizzing past the speaker's head.
"Get up and defend yourselves, men, if you are men!''

he shouted.
It was his last shout.
Up went the rifles of the outlaws, but not a passenger

came to the assistance of the man who had dared to show
so bold a front.

Horrible confusion followed.
The crack of many rifles and wild shouts filled the

'air.
Harry saw the venturesome passenger shot, as he him-

self was dragged from the car and thrown upon the
ground.

Before he could rise the outlaws were upon him, and
his hands were tied.

There he lay utterly helpless while the wild work went
on.

A moment later Brady the Banker stripped off his dis-
guise and was dragged out.

The man was howling for mercy.
"Don't kill me, Joaquin! Don't kill me! I'll tell all

I know 1" he yelled again and again.
No attention was paid to his pleadings. He was thrown

upon a horse and tied there flat on his back, his head being
tied to the horse's neck.

Young King Brady's arms had been tied behind him,
but his feet had not been secured.

He could move a little, and he made the most of it.
Over and over he rolled, every roll bringing him nearer

to a clump of bushes which skirted the edge of the ravine.
Here Harry hoped to hide, but it was not to be.
Suddenly Joaquin caught sight of him..
"Look to Young Brady!" he shouted. "I want that

fellow. The old man is dead, but this one I want alive!"
And this settled Young King Brady's fate.
He was pounced upon, seized and tied to a horse in

the same way Brady the Banker had been.
"Mount, all!" cried the young woman. "We are off

now!"
It seemed as though she was the boss, for her $rders

were obeyed.
Harry, as he lay against the horse, looked in vain

for his great chief, hoping that he would suddenly put
in an appearance and give affairs a new turn, as. he had
done so many times before.

But this was one of the times when Old King Brady
did not appear.

A few moments later, all being ready, the outlaws were
dashing over the bridge down the gorge.

At the distance of half a mile they turned abruptly

to the right, entered a deep canyon and struck off toward
the Taos range, whose peaks tower above the lower hills.

It was a complete knockout for the Bradys; as bad a
blow as they had ever received.

CHAPTER V.

OLD KING BEADY GETS A GANG.

It is not often that the Bradys are knocked out thus.
The hold-up was something entirely unexpected, and

the detectives were not at all prepared for it; but, even sp,
Old King Brady had formed plans which might have suc-
ceeded if he had been given the chance to carry them
out.

lie got no such chance.
Seeing that .he would surely be shot if he stood his

ground, Old King Brady resorted to his usual plan of
playing possum.

No man can drop before a rifle or a revolver quicker
than the old detective.

Even now he dropped, but not quick enough to dodge
the bullet. It grazed his skull, but in falling he unfor-
tunately struck the back of his head against the ironwork
of the seat.

The blow was a most unfortunate one for the old de-
tective. He was senseless, and at the same time every
plan he had formed had been knocked out.

Yet, most fortunately, he was not seriously injured.
The next Old King Brady knew the train was on the

move, and he was lying back in a seat with several men
around him.

One was the conductor, who asked him how he felt.
"Why, I don't know as there is anything the matter

with me!" gasped the detective. "My head aches—that
is about all."

"You cut your head against the seat as you fell," said
the conductor. "We thought at first that you were shot,
but we can't find any wound."

"I'm all right," said Old King Brady. "Thank you for
your attention, but I am sure that there is nothing serious
the matter with me. Where is my son?"

"You mean the young man who was with you in the
smoking car?" the conductor asked.

"Yes."
"I am sorry to tell you, sir, that he was carried off

by the outlaws."
"Ah!"
"This is a bad affair. I should like your statement of

what occurred."
"Yes, yes! Any one killed?"
"There was a man * shot in this car. You had a nar-

row escape. I am told that he fired at you."
"Yes, yes! Leave me awhile. I'll pull myself together.

Stay! There was an old man sitting in this seat. What
became of him?"
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"Why," said .the conductor, "he was carried off, too.
It was old Mike Brady the Banker in disguise, it seems.
They tell me that some fellows tried to do him up at
Larry Limper's at Tipton to-night. We think this hold-up
must have been on his account. They tapped the telegraph
wires. Somebody at Tipton must have given them the
tip that Brady was on this train."

"Ah!" said Old King Brady, closing his eyes and lean-
ing his head against the window. "It's too bad. Leave
me awhile. I'll be all right in a few minutes. I'll talk
to you further later on."

But Old King Brady did no further talking on the
train.

Before the conductor put in an appearance again it
pulled into Las Vegas, and here the detective left it.

He was deeply chagrined at the turn affairs had taken,
and glad to get away.

"Now there is no question about undertaking this case,"
he said to himself. "Harry must be rescued. It's a
shame that I allowed myself to be knocked out so. Prob-
ably they were watching out for us on account of the
Joe Tyler affair. And yet that can't be it, either, for if
they knew our plans they would have been after us on the
eastbound train. No; it must be this business of Brady
the Banker which is at the bottom of it all."

Old King Brady is well acquainted at Las Vegas.
As nothing could be done that night, the old detective

proceeded to the hotel, dressed his wound himself, and
went to bed.

Where another would have remained awake all night,
the detective abandoned himself to needed sleep.

His anxiety on Young King Brady's account was not
nearly as great 'as might have been supposed, for he had
profound confidence in Harry's ability to take care of him-
self, even under the trying circumstances into which he
had been thrown.

Beyond a few strips, of plaster on the back of his head,
which he had put on himself, there was nothing to show
that he had passed through unusual experiences on the
previous night.

Old King Brady quietly ate his breakfast, and then
started in to do business.

And right here his great acquaintance came into play.
From one end of the country to the other Old King

Brady is known.
Besides this, his kindly nature and desire to help those

in trouble has ever been of tne greatest assistance to him-
self. •

We shall see in a few minutes how well it worked in
this case.

The first thing the detective did was to buy a broncho,
for which he^paid $15, and a Mexican saddle, with the
accompanying trappings., for which he paid $25.

It is scarcely necessary to mention that he put the saddle
on the broncho and, having done this, he put himself
upon the saddle and then rode out of town.

Old King Brady is an excellent rider, and he had soon*
covered a distance of twenty-five miles or more.

His way was through a rolling, treeless country, up one
brown hill and down another, and so on and on until it
seemed as though he never would draw rein.

During the first few miles he met a few people head-
ing for Las Vegas, but he soon entered into a region that
seemed to be utterly deserted.

At last, turning aside a little to the eastward he came
upon a level plain, which extended for a great distance to
the foothills of the Taos range.

Far away a vast herd of cattle were grazing.
At last Old King Brady drew rein and, fixing his field

glass to his eyes, surveyed the herd.
"It can't be that those are his," he said to himself.
He put away his glass and rode on.
He had not gone far before he saw a break in the

herd.
About a hundred head, led by a big" white bull, came

charging down upon him.
In a moment four cowboys came dashing after them.
They separated, swerving to the right and left to head

off the herd.
Again the old detective halted, for he could not tell in

which direction the cattle would strike.
They passed him a few hundred yards to the left before

the cowboys had overtaken them.
As they went rushing by, making the earth tremble,

the broncho jumped about a bit, but Old King Brady easily
quieted the animal and waited until the cowboys went
flying past.

"I want Al Buckner's ranch!" he shouted. "Am I go-
ing the right way ?"

"This is Al Buckner's!" bawled one of the cowboys.
"The house is five miles straight ahead."

"Well, well! The boy seems to be doing well in the
country," muttered the detective as he rode on.

At last he saw the smoke of the ranch, and finally reined
in before a long, low adobe structure, with a big corral and
large barns near by.

An old Mexican greaser was digging in the garden
patch near the house.

"Buenos dios, Senor!" he called out, leaning on his
spade.

"I want Mr. Buckner! Is he at the house?" called the
detective.

The greaser nodded and gave a shrill whistle.
In a moment a tall, athletic fellow of about twenty-

five appeared at the barn door.
He shot one look of astonishment toward the detective,

and then came hurrying toward him.
"Old King Brady, it can't be!" he exclaimed.

f "It's no one else, Al!" replied the detective., dismount-
ing.

Never in his'life had he received a heartier handshake.
The greaser was called to take his horse, and he walked

with Buckner toward the house.
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"And is this all yours, Al?" the old detective asked.
"Everything as far as you can see," was the proud

reply. "Oh, I am living on Easy Street now, Mr. Brady,
and don't suppose that I forget that I have you to thank
for it all."

"Yourself and your own energy, too, Al. I ought to
have heen prompter in answering your letter, my boy; then
I would have known more about you than I do. Rather
better than what might have' been, eh?"

And while Old King Brady is being entertained by the
young rancher in true New Mexican style a word of ex-
planation is necessary.

Here was another of Old King Brady's proteges.
Not so many years before Al Buckner was a young New

York burglar whom, fate threw into Old King Brady's
hands.

With a word tjie old detective could have given the boy
ten years in Sing Sing; but, being satisfied that there was
something in him, and that all he needed was a helping
hand, Old King Brady gave him that instead.

A little advice, a little money loaned, a quashed in-
dictment through the old detective's great political in-
fluence, and a few letters written to friends in New Mex-
ico were sufficient to place the young man on a ranch.

At parting Old King Brady put it up to the boy to
do his best.

How well it was done was shown by what the detective
had seen that day.

And this was only one instance.
It is no wonder that Old King Brady finds friends ev-

erywhere.
It is his rule to give the unfortunate a push up hill,

never a shove down.
Sitting on a bench in front of the ranch, Old King

Brady told Al Buckner something of his story.
He did not mention the amount of the supposed buried

treasure, but led him to believe that it was considerable.
He dwelt upon his anxiety to rescue Harry, and asked the
young rancher's help.

Al was one of the silent kind.
He listened to the detective until he had entirely fin-

ished speaking before he said a word.
"Mr. Brady I would do anything to serve you," he

said. "What made you think of me? Tell me just what
you want."

"Men enough to carry this affair through successfully,
and you to lead them, if it can be arranged, Al."

"Well, it can, and you shall have my help. Let me
tell you right now, you could not have come to a better
man, but it will be only on your account that I do it.
I would not raise my hand to help Mike Brady out of
his scrape, nor would a man in my employ."

"The*banker seems to>be rather unpopular."
"Unpopular is hardly the name for it. He's an old

skin, a perfect miser, and a man hated by every one. It's
the greatest wonder in the world that some one hasn't
done him up long ago."

"Is he a crook?"
"Keeps just within the limit of the law."
"About this gang led by Joaquin the Greaser—what

do you know of them ?"
"As much as any one. They have raided me once, but

that was several years ago. The gang goes by the name
of the Blind Coyotes, just why I never could learn. I sup-
posed that they were broken up long ago.' I am surprised
to hear that they are on the warpath again."

"Do you know the old Santa Fe trail?"
"As well as any one. Of course, I could hardly pre-

tend to follow it, but I know where it goes through the
Taos pass."

"And this camel rock?"
"Never heard of it; but I'll tell you something which

chimes in with your story about the buried money, and
makes it look plausible."

"What is that?"
" Joaquin's right name is Moragas, and he once lived at

Santa Fe. I'd like to bet that the woman you saw was
his sister, Pepita, who used to lived in a little adobe on
San Mateo "street above Santa Cruz. Brady the Banker
foreclosed on that property not long ago, and I happen to
know that he pulled the house down."
. "It sounds plausible. It also gives a reason for the
attack on Brady the Banker. Do you know anything about
the holdout of this Blind Coyote gang?" N

"I do not; but it is more than likely that some of my
men do. I'm ready to start to work right now to help
you out."

"Then consider it settled, Al," said the old detective,
"and for whatever you do you shall be well paid, and
should the treasure be recovered, you and your men will
come in for a share of the reward."

"The last part is all right," replied Al Buckner, rising,
"but if it is only a matter of helping you to rescue your
partner you can't pay me a cent. Stay wherfe you are.
I'll be back soon."

"It's good to see the boy prospering," said Old King
Brady, as Buckner hurried away. "I fancy I have come
to the right spot for help against such a gang as these
Blind Coyotes. I could not hope to do a thing alone. The
worst feature of it is1' the loss of time."

But so little time was lost after Al Buckner left him1

that within an hour Old King Brady, accompanied by a
band of fifteen cowboys, rode off over the plains.

YOUNG KING BRADY'S FORTUNES TAKE A STRANGE CHANGE.

It may appear that Old King Brady was taking mat-
ters rather easy to go thirty miles out of his way to get
help to proceed against the Blind Coyotes.

If the detective had possessed positive knowledge of
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the holdout of the gang it is probable that he would have
decided to start in the business alone; but, having no such
knowledge he could hardly have acted other than he
did.

In the meantime, while Old King Brady was sleeping
and riding his broncho, Harry was having troubles of his
own.

They began with the start away from the train that had
been held up.

To be tied lengthwise on the back of a horse was a
new experience for Young King Brady, and a mighty
disagreeable, one.

No one paid the slightest attention to him for two
hours or more, during which time the ride through the
canyon continued with little change.
, Unknown to himself, Young King Brady was even now.
following the once famous Santa Fe trail which, if steadily
followed, would lead him to the Taos pass.

But at the foot of the mountains the gang turned aside
and, following the bed of the creek for a considerable dis-
tance, came at last to a deep gorge which extended back
into the cut of the Taos range at an abrupt angle.

An ascent of half an hour followed, and when at last
a halt was made far up in the mountains, Harry was
cut free from the horse and allowed to sit on the saddle.

He was then blindfolded, and the march was renewed.
He saw nothing of Brady the Banker at this time, and

when he addressed the men he received no answer be-
yond being simply told to "hold his jaw."

Others he could see at a considerable distance ahead of
him, but the three men who did the untying and blind-
folding were the only ones that were near.

Young King Brady was not tied up now, but, as he was
blindfolded, he was told that at the slightest move to take
away the bandage from his eyes he would be instantly
shot by the man behind him.

This caution, however, was hardly necessary.
Harry had been in a similar position too often to feel

like taking any such risk.
He was now unarmed, for he had been thoroughly

searched when he was first, captured, and even the spare
revolver which he always carried in one of his secret
pockets had been found and taken away.

There was, therefore, nothing to do but to submit.
The ride continued in silence for fully half an. hour

longer, when suddenly the call came to halt.
Harry drew rein and waited for the next order.
"There's something wrong with it!" a voice rang out.
"That's what there is," replied another. "I never seen

it tipped like that before."
"Hadn't we better go Hack?" called out the first one

who had spoken.
"If we hurry on it will be all right," was the reply.
"But Pepita is behind us—she and old Mike the Miser.

Don't we want to warn them?"
" Gee! There's no time to stop and talk about it! We

either go on or we go back. Which shall it be?"

Harry, wondering what all this meant, remained mo-
tionless in his seat.

Suddenly a startling sound broke upon his eaxs.
It was like ice cracking.
"Get ahead!" yelled the first voice. "There's no time

to lose!"
"Forward, prisoner! Kick the broncho into a gallop!"

came the cry. ,.
What the matter was Young King Brady could not

imagine.
It was startling enough.
He felt as though some dreadful calamity was im-

pending as he drove his heels into his horse's flanks.
The animal seemed to have caught a share of his terror,

and suddenly bucked.
If Harry had had the use of his eyes or been prepared

for it, he might have held his own, .for this was not the
first time that he had ridden a bucking broncho by any
means.

But he was wholly unprepared, and the next he knew
he went flying over the horse's head.

"Blast that bucking brute, he has thrown the boy!"
he heard one of his captors shout ahead of him.

"Can't stop! She's a-coming!" was the answer.
Harry was trying to scramble up when a thunderous

roar broke upon his ears, and the ground shook as if hit
by an earthquake.

The crash which followed was appalling.
Something struck the detective on the head, and for

the moment knocked him senseless.
When he recovered himself all was as still as death.
What had happened?
For the moment Harry lay motionless.
Then, springing to "his feet, he tore the bandage from

his eyes, half expecting to get a shot as he did it.
None came.
He was quite alone, standing in the narrowest canyon

he had ever seen.
Ahead the way was blocked by a great pile of broken

! stone which rose to the height of fully a hundred feet,
; while high above in the wall on the left was a break of
I equal size.

It was a landslide—a fall of rock which often occures
in the far West, where many of the mountains are masses
of loose, disintegrated sandstone which, properly speaking,
cannot be called rock.

"Heavens, what an escape! If the broncho had not
bucked I should be under that pile now!" gasped Young
King Brady.

The thought had scarcely crossed his mind when there
came another resounding crack from above Ms head.

Harry jumped for his life.
He was just in time.
Had he been the merest shade nearer he would have

met his death, for at least two tons of the broken rock
came crashing down.

"This is no place to stay!" thought Young King Brady.
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"Heavens! It is terrific! I wonder if those men are
under that pile?"

He looked around for the broncho, but could neither see
anything of him nor hear. the footfalls of the beast be-
hind him.

"He must have been off like a shot!" he thought, "and
I had better get into the same business. Hold on! There
is that girl!" - .,

He remembered what he had heard the men say when
they had discovered the danger.

The girl whom they had called Pepita was behind him,
acting as an escort to Brady the Banker, according to
their talk, and that was the meaning of the sounds he
couM hear now.

Harry hesitated and stopped.
"I'll have to lay for her, or she'll shoot me, like enough,"

he thought. "No doubt she is armed to the teeth, while
I haven't got a thing about me. Well, I'll take the risk.
If I had been going to die this trip probably I would be
under that pile now."

There was a big mass of rock close to where he stood,
and he crouched behind it, waiting.

The hoofbeats grew louder.
Whoever was coming was not making very rapid time.
"I can't imagine what it was," he heard the girl's

voice say, at last. "I reckon it means trouble for us, any-
how, old man."

A mumbling answer was heard.
"You needn't think you are going to escape, Brady, on

account of this," the girl's voice called out, shrilly. "I'm
good for an old bag of bones like you any day in the
week. If my brother and all hands are dead so much
the better. I'll make you tell me your secret and show
me where the money is hid. Then I'll have it all for
myself."

"After you have killed me?" demanded a voice which
was unmistakably that of the banker.

The girl gave a harsh laugh.
"Well, perhaps I may conclude to let you live, provid-

ing you do the right thing," she said. "We will see about
that later. First, we must find/out how the case stands."

"I must be boss here," thought Harry. "There is only
one way, and that is to take her by surprise."

He crouched down behind the big mass of rock and
waited.

Morning had already begun to dawn, and it was light
enough even there at the bottom of the canyon to dis-
tinguish the horses as they came up.

On the foremost rode Brady the Banker, blindfolded
and sitting upright, as Harry had been placed when -the
last halt was made.

Behind him rode the girl Pepita, leading Young King
Brady's broncho, which had evidently been caught as it
went flying down the canyon.

Harry held his breath and waited.
"I want that rifle, and I mean to get it, too," he

thought.

"It's the steeple rock! It has tumbled into the canyon
just as my brother said it would some day!" Pepita ex-
claimed.

"And can't we go no further?" demanded Brady.
"Can't you see that we are completely cut off?" snapped

the girl.
"Faith, and how can I see when me eyes are tied up

with this dirty cloth?" demanded the banker. "Will you
be after shooting me if I take it off now ?"

"Take it off!" replied the girl. "It doesn't make any
difference what you see now. Nobody will ever go into
the Blind Coyotes holdout this way again."

Brady pulled off the cloth in a hurry.
"Holy murder! Whoever got caught under that pile

must be smashed to smithereens!" he exclaimed. "Sure,
I thought it was an earthquake, so I did. I never looked
to see anything like this."

"There you are! You see what it is now!" replied Pe-
pita, springing from the saddle. "Ten to one they are
all caught under it. There is no telling how far that pile
of rock extends."

She unslung her rifle and walked toward it.
"Hello! Hello! Is anybody here?" she cried, in a

shrill voice.
There was no answer.
By leaning forward Harry could have touched her, but

he bided his time.
"It's a bad job, so it is," said Mike Brady. "What's

to be done now?"
"To get back," said the girl, "you must take me into

partnership, Mike Brady. Give me the paper you found
under the floor of our house, and you and me will start
on this treasure hunt together."

"I have no paper to give you!" growled the banker.
"I told you that before. I told Joaquin the same thing.
I gave it to Old King Brady, and besides it was written
in Spanish, and I dunno a word it said. This talk about
buried treasure is all nonsense, so it is. But you can
help me to get back to Santa Fe, and I will pay you
well."

The girl laughed harshly.
"That's pretty good!" she exclaimed. "The idea of

Mike Brady paying any one well for anything makes me
smile."

"Well, I am not so bad as you may think me, Pepita.
I have got the money all right."

"I know very well you have, and you know where my
grandfather buried the Pony Express money, too, all
right. It won't work to say you never had the paper
translated. What were you bargaining with Long Ike
Eawley for, if that is true? No, no, Mike Brady! You
will have to take me into partnership, that's all."

She backed up against the rock behind which Young
King Brady was hiding as she spoke.

In an instant Harry had thrown his arms about her
neck and held her fast.

"Let me come into the firm, won't you?" he exclaimed.
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CHAPTER VII.

CLOSE TRAILING IN THE TAGS RANGE.

What Al Buckner did not know about the Blind Coy-
otes gang Jack Roberts, one of his cowboys, did.

Jack was a rough, whisky-drinking proposition, but
Buckner assured Old King Brady that he was a good hon-
est fellow for all thatf

"The Coyotes have two or three holdouts, or used to,
for they have not been around here this long time. The
only one I think they would be likely to go to now is
the Coyotes' blind corral," Jack said, as Old King Brady
started in to question him.

"And where is that?" the detective asked.
"Back in the mountains about fifteen miles from where

the train was attacked."
"We had better strike for there, don't you think, Jack?"

put in Buckner.
"I think we had," was the reply. "But it seems to

me that one of us had better go into Las Vegas and find
out what the news is about the hold-up before we strike
into the mountains. We might get on to something that
would change all our plans."

Old King Brady approved of the suggestion.
He had left town so early that even the daily paper

published at Las Vegas had not been on the street.
It was arranged that Buckner himself should strike

for Las Vegas, and that they should all meet at the bridge
near which the hold-up had taken place. 9

During the wait Jack Roberts and Old King Brady,
haying discovered the trail of the outlaws, followed it for
several miles.

Roberts declared that it led in the direction of the
Coyotes' blind corral.

This, he explained, was a deep valley or "sink" far up
in the Taos range which was accessible only through a
narrow canyon, the entrance to which was only known to
very few.

Personally, the cowboy had never been there, but had
only heard of the place from others.

Having come to this conclusion, Old King Brady and
Jack Roberts returned to the bridge, and had been there
but a few minutes when Al Buckner arrived.

"Great news, Mr. Brady!" exclaimed the rancher,
springing from the saddle. "I am afraid we are working
on the wrong lay altogether. Look here."

He handed Old King Brady a copy of the Las Vegas
Star, which contained a fairly accurate account of the
hold-up.

In another column »was the following notice displayed
in large type: >

"Great defalcation! Mike Brady the Banker turned
thief! Gets away with $60,000 good graft; money taken
from each of his chain of banks; Mike short all along
the line; captured in disguise on the Santa Fe express

and run off to the mountains; the hold-up believed to
be only a ruse arranged by Mike himself, Pepita Mora-
gas seen working last night on the train, with her brother's
gang; Sheriff Connor in hot pursuit."

Then followed a detailed account of the defalcation,
which, as it scarcely concerns our story, need not be given
here.

"The whole town is up in arms about it," remarked
Buckner, as Old King Brady handed the paper back, "and
I heard just as I was leaving that a thousand dollars re-
ward had been offered for Mike Brady's capture."

"Yes?" said old King Brady. "Anything offered for
the capture of the hold-up men?"

"It there was I didn't hear anything about it. That's
the railroad company's business, and they are always dead
slow."

"I see by the paper that they had a, loss of $12,000
from the express car."

"'Yes, and some say it was more; but the railroad people
don't want to give it out. Your name don't seem to have
got into the paper at all, Mr. Brady."

"So I see; well, so much the better. We can do our
work on the outside; but now let us be on the move."

The start into the mountains was made immediately.
For outsiders the trail would have no doubt proved

difficult to follow, but it was not so to old hands like
Jack Roberts and the detective.

Taking it up again at the place where they had left
off, they followed on until they came to the gorge where1

the Blind Coyotes had turned away from the creek and
gone up the mountains.

Here was the first puzzle to solve, for here the trail
practically ceased.

The way up the gorge lay over solid rock, and it was
the same up the stream through the canyon.

Which road the hold-up men had taken it was im-
possible to tell.

Al Buckner was for following the stream.
Both Jack Roberts and Old King Brady favored the

gorge.
Their opinion carried the day, but the tedious climb up

the ascent came to nothing, for after half an hour they
found themselves at the end of the gorge up against an
impenetrable wall of rock.

"It beats all!" growled Roberts, looking around. I
made sure that this was the way, but it doesn't seem to
be after all."

"I'm not so sure of that," replied Old King Brady.
"I still think it is the way."

"But how can it be?" questioned Buckner. "Anybody
can see that we can't go any further in this direction.
That's plain enough."

"I don't admit it," said Old King Brady, stubbornly.
"Have you forgotten the name of the place we are looking
for, Al?"

"JSTot much. It's the Coyotes' Blind corral, of course."
"From which this gang takes its name."

a
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"Exactly."
"Well, then, did you expect to walk right into this

corral? Of course you didn't. The very name of it
shows that it is not an easy thing to find."

"That's so. At the same time, it is just as likely to
lie up the canyon as up here at the top of this gorge."

"Your reasoning is all right, hut I happen to know
that we are in the right spot."

"How can that be, when we have seen nothing of the
trail since we left the canyon?"

"I heg your pardon, Al, but I have seen something
of the trail since we left the canyon. I have seen it three
or four times."

"Where? How?" exclaimed Jack Roberts. "I have
kept as sharp a lookout for the trail as any one, but I
have seen nothing of it."

Old King Brady smiled.
"Far be it from me to instruct an old cowboy like

you," he said, "nor do I claim that the marks of the
trail discovered by me were actually made by the Blind
Coyotes gang. All that I know is that within a short
time mounted men have passed this way."

"I wish you would put me next to your theory," said
Jack. "I claim to know something about this sort of
business myself, although I was never in this particular
spot before."

"Why, it's plain enough that within a short time horses
stood right here where we are," said the detective. "Look
at that bush growing out of the crack in the ledge there
on your left and tell me if the main shoot has not just
been bitten off by a horse."

"By thunder, you are right! I never noticed it."
"Look ahead there close up by the wall—down on the

rock, I mean. Don't you see marks like silver on that
rock ?"

"Yes, yes; but so faint that one would never have no-
ticed them."

"I noticed them because it is my business to do so. You
ought to know what they mean."

"A horse's shoe struck the rock there. The horse was
prancing," said Buckner.

"Exactly," replied Old King Brady. "Strange that
none of you could see those marks but me. In four or
five places since we left the canyon I have seen similar
ones."

But it was not strange, for the marks were very faint.
The trained eye of the detective, accustomed as it was

to taking in these most minute details of his surroundings,
had discovered them.

The cowboys, on the other hand, were more used to
trailing on the plains and grassy foothills, and had passed
them by. «

. "We will see what this place has to offer," said Old
King Brady, dismounting. "The Blind Coyotes were cer-
tainly here, and I don't think they turned back. Per-
haps something can be found."

After a careful survey of the rocky walls, which rose

on three sides of them, Old King Brady produced a pow-
erful lens and, getting down on his hands and knees, pro-
ceeded to examine the hoofmarks on the floor of the gorge.

The cowboys watched him, and saw him crawl on and
on.until he came up against the rocks which cut off their
further advance.

Here the base of the ledge was much broken.
Great slabs of rock had fallen down from above, and

lay helter-skelter against the cliffs.
Old King Brady had, successfully carried the trail up

against one of these.
It was of singularly regular shape, and as the detective

looked at it he made a great discovery which settled the
whole question in his mind.

"Come here, Al!" he called. "You, too, Jack! Have
a look at this!"

The rancher and his head cowboy immediately joined
him.

"What do you think of this?" demanded the detective,
pointing to the stone.

" It has been shaped out with a cold chisel, surest thing!"
cried Al.

"That's what it has, and not recently, either. This
is the secret ^bf this place, and now to prove it."

The detective took hold of the stone and pulled with
all his strength.

It moved considerably, but he could not pull it aside.
"This is more than one man's job," he said. "Lay hold

here, boys."
By their fmited efforts the stone moved easily enough.
As it stood it had* a sort of leyerage of its own upon

the rock against which it rested, and there was no diffi-
culty in turning it completely over.

An iron chain came out with it, and an opening large
enough to admit a mounted man was revealed.

"The way to the Coyotes' Blind corral!" cried Jack
Roberts. "By thunder, this is great."

The chain ran through an iron pulley block overhead,
and had a heavy weight attached.

By pulling on this weight, one man could bring the
stone back into place.

"A natural cave and an ingenious mechanical con-
trivance to hide the entrance, that is what we have here,"
said Old King Brady. "This is our road, sure enough."

"You are the same old Brady!" declared Al Buckner.
"What you can't find out isn't to be found out by any
one."

"Mount!" exclaimed the detective. "We want to get
a move on at once. Those fellows have start enough of us
as it is."

Producing his electric dark lantern, the detective led
the way into the cave.

The door was left open behind them, for Old King
Brady felt that it might prove necessary to beat a hasty
retreat.

The cave proved to be but a small affair.



THE BEADYS AND BRADY THE BANKER. IT

Three hundred yards brought them out into the nar-
rowest canyon Old King Brady had ever seen.

It was, in fact, a mere rift in the mighty ledge which
towered above them.

Here the rocks were all loose sandstone, and the floor
of the canyon was strewn with fallen pieces, many -of
which had been ground into sand, and in this sand the
trail could be plainly seen.

A mile or more was covered, and the canyon began
to widen.

At last they came to another, which cut directly across
it.

Here the old detective drew rein again.
"Two. trails!" exclaimed Jack Roberts.
"Thafs it!" said Old King Brady. "Some one of the

party has returned on their tracks and gone up the cross
canyon on the left, but the main body kept on ahead all
right. Best thing we can do is to follow the lead."

They were now within half a mile of the scene of Har-
ry's remarkable escape, and a short ride brought them
/up against the great mass of fallen rock. Of course this
discovery threw the whole party into considerable excite-
ment, and there was a general dismounting.

It could be seen at a glance that the rock had but
recently fallen.

Indeed, as they stood looking at* it another slab came
crashing down and Al Buckner narrowly escaped being
hit on the head. *

"The whole blame mountain will be falling next thing
we know!" he exclaimed. "We had better get out of
this."

"Hold on! Not so fast," s£id Old King Brady. "Here
are more signs to be studied, and it is up to us to find
out just what they are worth."

For more than ten minutes Old King Brady prowled
about in silence.

"Somebody didn't get through here," he then answered.
"Well, what do you make of it all?" demanded Al. "I

see that somebody has been turned back from here. Three
horses, I make it."

"Yes, that is it. The thing came upon one of the riders
suddenly, and his broncho bucked and threw him; see,
here is where he struck, thanks to the sand, it is all plain
enough."

"And the riderless horse went away and came back
again with two others," Jack Roberts remarked.

"That's right, too. Then all three went away.' This
looks as though the bulk of the party may have been buried
under the rocks."

"One thing is certain," said Al. "We shall not get
any further, and the best thing we can do is to follow
the other trail."

Before the detective could reply all were startled by a
loud shout.

"Old King Brady, the detective!" cried a voice. "The
dead come to life again, by gaul!"

On top of the fallen rock a man had suddenly appeared.

His clothes were torn and his head tied up with a
bloody cloth.

"Joaquin the Greaser!" shouted Jack Roberts, raising
his rifie.

"Hold on! Don't shoot!" cried the outlaw, throwing
up his hands. "There has been the deuce to pay here,
and I am the last one of my band left alive."

CHAPTER VIII.

YOUNG KING BEADY GOES INTO PAETNEESHIP WITH PEPITA.

Young King Brady had captured his girl, while Brady
the Banker at the same time made a ca'pture of another
kind.

This was a chance for freedom.
The little old schemer made the most of it.
Turning his broncho, he dug his heels into the animal's

flanks, and away they went dashing up the canyon like
mad.

"Hold1 on! Let me go!" screamed Pepita, struggling
in Harry's arm. " Oh, you shall pay for this!"

"The privilege of holding you is worth paying for,"
replied Harry. " So! Now I have the rifle! That's
enough! Do anything you like but draw on me, my fair
lady of the road! I'm not a bit bashful. I'll surely fix
you with your own rifle if you do."

Pepita had already drawn on him.
The instant Harry removed his arms she whipped out

a revolver and started to cover him.
But Young King Brady was a bit too spry.
He had had other experiences with these wild western

maidens and knew just how far they could be trusted.
"I'm it! Throw down that revolver!" he exclaimed.
"Surely you wouldn't kill me!" panted the girl, her

black eyes flashing.
"Surely you don't expect me to play the wooden image

—stand still here and let you kill me!"
"Oh, if my brother was only here, he'd fix you!"
"But he is not here! I am inclined to think that the

fall of those rocks has fixed him. Will you throw down
that revolver, or must I let my Winchester ask the ques-
tion for me?"

"Your Winchester? It is mine."
"Mine now! Ah, that is better! Now the other,

please."
"I have no other."
"Excuse me, but I know better—yon have. Let it come.

I mean business, miss. We are both in the same boat.
It is going to pay us to be friends, but we can't be unless
one of us is boss, and I propose to be that one."

"I have no other revolver," retorted the girl, sulkily.
"I hate to kill a woman, but I'm going to," said Harry.

"I should have killed you long ago, if you had been a
man."



THE BEADYS AND BRADY THE BANKER.

The bluff did its work.
Still the sulky Pepita put her hand into her bosom

and threw another revolver to the ground,
"Good!" said Young King Brady,, seeing by the dis-

gusted look upon her face that she had no more. "Now,
we are just as we should be, so let us be friends."

At the risk of being jumped on, he stooped and seized
the revolvers.

Pepita did not attempt to interfere with him.
She was like all her kind—once cowed, she was willing

to submit to anything; once give her a chance to display
her treacherous nature, and not an instant would she lose
in doing it.

"You have got me foul, Brady," she said, with the
marke^ Spanish accent, which we have not attempted to
portray. "What do you propose to do next?"

"Talk matters over, first of all. You know what has
occurred."

"We have lost Mike Brady, and I don't believe you
realize how big a loss that, is."

"Oh, I think I do. We could not have hindered his
going through, even if we had tried, for he was too quick
for us. Yrou imagine that he has" carried off something
in the way of an important secret with him, I suppose?"

"I know he has, and so do you, or you wouldn't speak
that way. He has told you all. You know the secret of
the old Santa Fe trail."

"I don't deny it. What do you think of this business
here?"

"It's bad enough," said Pepita, with a sigh. "You
were ahead. You ought to know more about it .than I
do. Do you think my brother is actually dead?"

"I can't tell you. I know that at least three of the
inen must have been crushed under that rock. I was
blindfolded, you know, so I can't tell how far he was
ahead."

"And why were you not caught? I don't see how you
escaped."

"My horse bucked and threw me,"
"So much for being a tenderfoot. You would have

been dead now, if you had known how to ride,"
"Oh, I cap do some riding, too. I was blindfolded.

The first cracking of the rocks alarmed the horse, and
he had me over his head before I knew it. Any one would
have done the same."

Pepita leaned against the rock, and stood tapping her
fpot in silence.

"I'll let her alone until she gets calmed down a bit,"
thought Harry. "That's the best way."

For fully ten minutes neither spoke. The silence be-
gan to grow painful.

"Well, why don't you say something?" demanded Pe-
pita at last. "Are we going to stand here all day like
a pair of dummies ? Why don't you speak ?"

"Waiting for you," replied Harry. "I was wondering
what you were thinking about in the meantime."

"And I was wondering what you purposed to do."

"Well, I'll tell you in a minute. First, you tell me
just what the falling in of all that rock means to the
Blind Coyote gang, if they are still alive."

"It means that they will have to climb over it, or starve
to death, I reckon."

"I see. Their holdout is on the other side."
"Yes; in a valley which no one can get into W out

of in any other way."

"I see. Is it far from here?" '
"About a quarter of a mile.
"The rock may have fallen for that distance for all

we can tell."
"That's so. I have no hope that any of them are alive.

If they are they certainly would have climbed the rocks,
and we should have seen something of them before this."

"That's the way I figure it out, Then if you and
I are the only ones left it is up to us to make the best
of the situation, don't you think so ?"

"Of course I do. What do you mean?"
"There's the secret of the old Santa Fe trail y'et to be

solved and a pot of money for somebody when we have
solved it. I heard them call you Pepita, and I say now:
Pepita, let's you and I go into partnership and make a
strike for that gold."

It was not so much that Harry cared whether the gold
was found or not, but that it was necessary to get on /
friendly terms in some way with this girl, since he had
been thrown in with her. g

His principal thought was of Old King Brady, and the
desire to know whether the detective was dead or alive.

Although he had seen him fall when Joaquin the
Greaser fired through the car, he could not by any means
bring himself to believe that the old detective was ac-
tually dead.

He had seen him play possum altogether too many times
for that.

"I am with you," said Pepita. "I have got to tie to
you, I suppose. Let it be as you say. We will make a
strike for the gold, but after we get it, what then?"

"What do you mean by that?"
" I don't want to hang around here. I was seen on *

the train last night. I don't care to go to jail."
"You don't have to, so far as I am concerned,"
"But you are a detective."
"I am also a man, I am not going to give you away

if )TOU stand by me and make no trouble."
"That's the talk. I want to go to Frisco. I've got

friends there. Will you help me to get to them, Brady?"
"Sure I .will, if you do the right thing."
"Then come along, partner. We will work together,

and you won't regret your part in this job. The secret
Mike Brady holds, if you can c*all it a secret when' he
has told it right and left, is the real thing! Unless some-
body has got ahead of us and taken the gold, it is there."

"If it is there, we are bound to get it," replied Harry,
and with this remark the long confab came to an end.

Harry's horse and the one Pepita had ridden had not
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stampeded when Brady the Banker had rode away, and
they stood there ready for them now.

"You know the road up to the Taos pass?" inquired
Young King Brady.

"I do, perfectly," replied the'girl.
"Then lead on and I will follow. If you conclude

to make a mad dash ahead and give me the slip, why do
so. I shan't attempt to interfere."

She gave him a peculiar look and then started her horse.
"Don't you worry, Brady!" she called back. "You

can't shake me if you try. I am tied to you now."
"Heavens, she is figuring on housekeeping," thought

Harry. "I must go slow."
It was an old story with Young King Brady.
Harry is a decidedly good looking fellow, and the girls

are not slow in finding it out as a rule.
This was not»the first time by many that he had made

a quick contest of some western beauty.
Whether this was to prote another such experience or

not, Harry could only guess, but he determined to be on
the safe side.

He immediately began talking about the secret.
Pepita answered all his questions freely enough.
She told him that old Pedro Moragas, the guide, was her

grandfather. She remembered him well, and spoke of him
in the most bitter and contemptuous terms.

She said further that he had often boasted of his se-
cret, but would never reveal it to the family, although
they were miserably poor.

He lived in the hope of being able to get the gold him-
self, or at least claimed to do so; but, as a matter of fact,
the case was utterly hopeless.

She added that after his death search had been made
everywhere in the little adobe at Santa Fe for the paper,
but it could not be found.

At last, when everybody had forgotten about it, Brady
the Banker had foreclosed a mortgage on the property
and pulled down the house.

Later it came to the ears of her brother that he had
lound the paper and he returned from Mexico with a
new gang on purpose to get it, and the holding up of the
train was the result.

, "And did he get it?" asked Harry, when she came to
that part of her story. "Had he it with him to-night?"

"Of course not. You have it, though."
"I have not."
"Mike Brady said you had. We searched him, but

could not find the paper."
"Mike Brady lied. But I have read a translation of the

paper, and that will do just as well."
"As I thought," said Pepita. "The game is in your

hands."
They had now reached the cross canyon where Old

King Brady had discovered the other trail.
"This is our road," said Pepita. "Five miles, ride

through this,canyon will bring us to the Santa Fe trail,
and twenty more to the Taos pass."

They turned aside and rode on, Young King Brady
wondering where all this was going to end.

CHAPTEE IX.

THE TREACHERY OF JOAQUIN.

"Don't shoot the man," said Oft King Brady, as Joa-
quin threw up his hands. "He seems to have had his
troubles since we parted last night. Let us hear what he
has to say."

A wicked glitter came into the eyes of the greaser.
Old King Brady saw the change, but he did not compre-

hend just then what it might mean, for Al Buckner began
to talk.

"Hello, Joaquin!" cried the rancher. "You remember
me?"

"Well, of course," was the reply. "I'm not likely to
forget Al Buckner. Somewhere in my hide I'm carrying
one of your bullets now; but let up a minute, will you?
I want to know how Old King Brady came to escape."

"Escape from what—your bullet?" replied the detec-
tive. "It merely grazed my skull, and that is reason
enough for you seeing me alive now, and ready to ask
you what all this means and what you have done with
my partner and Brady the Banker, and a dozen other
things."

"Them is things I can't answer, I reckon," eaid Joa-
quin, slowly. "You can see for yourself that there has
been a big drop of rock here. It caught us as we were
on our way up to the Coyotes' Blind corral, and what
happened to them behind me is more than I can tell. I
know that I got a crack over the head which nearly put
me out of business. I was pinned down under "them rocks,
too, and nearly tore the clothes off my back getting away.
Boss, they call me the leader of a gang. Well, I'm ready
to do the leading all right, but where's the gang? All
dead?"

There was something solemn about Joaquin's way of
putting it.

Old King Brady's heart sank as he put the next ques-
tion.

"And my partner—the young man whom you took
away with you from the train," he said, "is he dead,,
too?"

"He was behind me—that's all I know."
"It is so, then," thought the detective, bitterly. "Harry

is actually dead. So much for this change of plan. Hea-
vens ! If I only had gone on straight to New York!"

But those who watched the old detective's face could
form little idea of what was passing in his mind.

"And Brady the Banker?" he demanded, without even
a tremor in his voice.

"Is ctead, I hope," replied Joaquin, grimly. "The old
skinflint, he ought to be dead. Besides "
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He checked himself, and his shifty eyes rested for a
moment upon Old King Brady.

"You were going to say that besides that you got out
of him all you wanted, I suppose? Old Bang Brady re-
marked.

"I'm not talking," replied Joaquin. "Here.I am on
top of the heap, and you are at the bottom. I can't
go back to my holdout to starve, or to let you climb over
these stones and capture me. What's to be done? Am
I to consider myself uifder arrest?"

"Well, I expect that would be the best way," replied
Old King Brady. "It would save a lot of trouble if you
would come quietly down out of that."

"I rather think it would, and I believe I'll do it. You
don't mean to shoot me offhand?"

"No," replied Old King Brady. "We don't propose
to do that."

"I shall be taken to the Santa Fe jail and be given a
fair trial?"

"Yes. I promise you that much, provided you give
up the money stolen from the safe of the Atchison ex-
press car."

"I am ready to do that."
"How much was it?"
"We didn't get a chance to count it up. Somewhere in

the neighborhood of ten thousand dollars, I made it, by a
rough guess."

"Twelve thousand, the Las Vegas paper puts it."
"Mebbe there is. I can't say for sure."
"Where is the money now?"
"It's down below here, hitched to my dead horse. I'll

go and fetch it, boss. I want to prove to you that I mean
to do the right thing; so I'll pitch the money down first,
and then come after it. How will that suit?"

"That will do all right, I think," said Old King Brady.
"What do you say, Al?"

"Why, I've been letting you run this business because
it's your business," replied Buckner, "but, all the same,
I'd like to ask a question or two."

"Go ahead."
"Joaquin, where are them Navajos you took into your

gang?"
Old King Brady saw the greaser's jaw snap.
"Who says I took Navajos into my gang?" he demanded.
"Well, I heard so. I heard that you had taken in a

dozen or more."
"Whoever told you that lies, then, for it hain't true."
"And you are all alone there?"
"All alone, as you see. Now, do you want to ask me

any more questions?"
"No; that's all."
"Let me ask you one, then. How did you fellers git

in here?"
"We found the way."
"Did you open the door?" e

"Could, we have got in without it?"

"Yes, by coming around by the Santa Fe trail, but
there has hardly been time for that."

"I say there has been time," replied Al, "but I'm not
lying to you, Joaquin. We found out the secret of your
door, and that is the way we come in."

"All right; that's all I want to know. Now, shall
I go and fetch the money? It's up to you to say what
I shall do, as long as I am under arrest."

"Go," said Old King Brady, "and be as quick as you
can."

Joaquin disappeared, and they could hear him climbing
down over the rocks.

"I don't like the look of that fellow nor the way he
talks," said Jack Roberts. "He is up to some game, sur-
est thing."

"I am very much inclined to agree with you," said
Old King Brady, "and yet, if he is telling the truth,
what can he do?"

"I tell you one thing he has done," said Al Buckner.
"He has lied about them Nava-jo Indians. I heard for
sure that he had taken them into his gang."

"There were no Indians among the train robbers," an-
swered Old King Brady, "and I'll tell you another thing
—he made his story as long as possible. If that fellow
isn't sparring for wind, I miss my guess."

"I'll bet you it's so!" cried Buckner. "Hadn't some
of us better get up there and see what he is about?"

"We had better stay where we are and keep a sharp
eye out," replied the detective. "I've had some experience
with his kind. They don't give up so easy. Besides, it
is going to be a tough job for any one to get up over these
rocks. I don't just see how he is going to get down."

"Hark! Didn't you hear a noise behind us then?"
Jack Roberts exclaimed.

"Thought I did," replied Al Buckner. "It was only
a stone dropping, though."

They remained attentively listening for some moments,
but there was not a sound.

"Reckon it was only the dropping of another bit of
rock," added Roberts. "Strange how long Joaquin is."'

"It's more than strange," said Old King Brady. "I'm
afraid there's treachery in the wind."

The detective had scarcely spoken when a sharp cry rang
out behind the rocks.

"A coyote!" exclaimed one of the men. "It must be
that's he's penned up in there somewhere."

Jack Roberts smiled grimly.
"That thar's a two-legged coyote, all right," he ex-

claimed. "I smell trouble ahead."
"Get your guns, boys! Get your guns!" cried Buck-

ner. "Half of you face down the canyon, and the other
half face the stone pile. Be ready for business' whichever
way it comes."

Old King Brady gave no orders.
He also scented treachery, but he felt that Al Buckner

aad Roberts were the best men to handle a situation like
this.
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Suddenly a shot rang out, then another, and another;
and with each shot a man went down.

The shots did not come from the stone pile, but from
the opposite direction down the canyon, and vet not a
man could be seen.

"Burning blue blazes! Thems Indians, surest thing!"
exclaimed Jack Roberts. * "Are we all to stand here and be
slaughtered like sheep?"

He had scarcely spoken when two shots came whizzing
down from the rocks.

Buckner's hat went flying from his head. Old King
Brady could hear the zip-zip of the bullet as it passed his
ear.

"Caught in a trap. We've got 'em on both sides of
us, boys!" he exclaimed. "We must make a bold dash
for it."

"Forward!" cried Buckner, wheeling his horge and
dashing ahead of his men.

A mad charge down the canyon followed.
It proved to be a veritable charge to death for more

than one of the little band.

Men and horses went down before the raking fire, and
yet no sign of the ejiemy was to be seen.

Old King Brady's horse was shot from under him, and
the old detective was pinned down by its fall.

,A1 Buckner threw up his hands and fell backward from
his saddle.

Old King Brady, as he saw him fall, made up his mind
that the man was dead.

Within the space of a hundred yards four others fell,
while the rest, led by Jack Roberts, who evidently re-
garded the day lost, dashed on down the canyon and dis-
appeared.

"I'm up against trouble now, all right," thought the
old detective. "So much for trusting a greaser, even
for an instant. This is a bad job. I wonder what is
coming next."

He had but a few seconds to wait before the worst was
made plain.

Five Indians armed with smoking rifles came sneaking
out from behind the big pieces of broken rock which lined
the canyon on both sides.

At the same instant Joaquin appeared on the top of the
stone heap again.

"That's the talk, Jack Rabbit!"'he shouted. "You
have put them on the run. Make the old man with the big
hat a prisoner. I don't want him killed if he is not
dead already, and I am afraid he is."

There were three men with the outlaw.
Two of them had their heads tied up, like .himself, and

the third had his arm in a sling.
The Indians made a rush for Old King Brady and Al

Buckner, the latter having staggered to his feet.
"Don't kill me, Jack Rabbit!" he shouted. "You know

I've done you many a good turn."
The Indian had him covered and stood hesitating.

"How, boss?" he called up to Joaquiu. "Do I shoot
this man?"

"Let him live, Joaquin, or you will never get the se-
cret of Brady the Banker out of me!" shouted Old King
Brady. "I suppose that is what you want. Mark my
words, man, for I mean what I say."

And the old detective's warning had the desired effect.
"Hold on, Jack Rabbit!" he cried. "Tie him up! Let

him live! Throw up your hands, Al Buckner! I'll take
it back if you try any of your games."

"Joaquin, I have only one hand to throw up!" returned
the rancher, raising his left. "A Navajo bullet has fixed
the other. Do your worst."

A quick search was made, and his revolver taken away
and his rifle picked up from where it had fallen.

Meanwhile Old King Brady lay powerless to move.
Al Buckner's left arm was tied behind him.

* Joaquin and his men were climbing down over the
rocks.

It was a difficult and dangerous task for these wounded
men, but they finally reached the ground in safety.

"Now, who'wins, Brady!" cried the greaser, shaking
his fist in the old detective's face. "Tell me the secret
of the Santa Fe trail, or I will shoot you where you
lie."

He drew a revolver, cocked it, and pressed it against
Old King Brady's forehead.

Old King Brady felt that he was in a bad box.
"If I tell him what I know he will shoot me sure!" he

thought. "My safety lies in holding out against him."
"Pull that trigger, and'the secret of the Santa F<>

trail is lost to you forever, Joaquin," he said, with all the
calmness he could muster.

"Tell it! Tell it!" cried the outlaw. "Tell it right
now, unless you want to die!"

CHAPTER X.

YONG KING BEADY SOLVES THE SECRET OF THE OLD SANTA

FE TRAIL.

Before Pepita and Young King Brady had ridden a
mile they found themselves on very good terms.

The girl had evidently taken a great fancy to Harry,
and while he did not particularly encourage it, he still
respdhded sufficiently to lead her on.

"I suppose you think that I am hand in glove with my
brother, Brady," she suddenly broke out at last. "It isn't
so, though. He and I were always fighting. He is as
rough as they make them, and we always quarreled. I
only took up with him because I had to, for I wanted to
get a share of this money and be off for Frisco. If we had
hung on there a few minutes longer like enough we would
never have got away at all."

"Why, what do you mean?" demanded Harry. "I don't
understand."



"I know you don't, but I am going to explain. My
brothef was run out of this country a few years ago, and
when he went he took a dozen or more Navajo Indians
along with him. They have been living across the line
in Mexico, but now they are all back again, and if Joa-
quin is dead chances are that the Indians would have
captured me and run me back over the line. That is why
I was so willing to light out as we did." j

"But there were no Indians with you at the hold-up,
Pepita," Harry replied.

" No; they would have been no use there. • It takes white
men to do that kind of work. Joaquin sent them off
to have a look at a cattle ranch he intended to raid in a
few days. They could not have returned, or we should
have seen something of them on the rocks, for it isn't pos-
sible that they could have been killed, too."

"I hope they don't follow us up," said Harry. "I
suppose we may expect hot work if they do, unless you
are able to control them."

"Which I am not. That's a man's job. If Joacfuin
is dead I know just how it will be. Every one of the
band is wanted by the sheriff. They will not stop around
here a day, and Jack Kabbit, the chief, will surely make
a strike to take me with him. I tell you this so that
you may be on your guard. If we succeed in finding the
treasure, we want ito be off with it without a moment's
delay; but for my part, I don't see how we are going to
carry the blamed stuff."

"That's counting our chickens before they are hatched,"
said Harry. "We'll have to find it first, you know."

"Well, what do you think of our chances?"
"You ought to know better than I do, Pepita. You

believe that this treasure actually exists?"
"I know it does. Don't I tell you that I have often

heard my grandfather tell about it. I have been hearing
the story of this buried treasure all my life."

"Then there you are! I guess it is true enough; but
here is the end of the canyon. Where are we now?"

They had come out upon the open country at last.
They were high up in the Taos mountains,, and the

country for hundreds of miles lay spread out at their feet
like a map.

The view was magnificent and awe-inspiring.
Young King Brady had never seen anything like it.

He felt -that he could have remained there for hours,
taking in the wonderful scene. •

A distinctly marked road 'ran on to further heights
above them, and this, Pepita informed him, was the old
Santa Fe trail.

"Why they ever went this way when they could have
just as well gone through the valley I'm sure I don't
know," she said; "but the old pioneers did not know the
country, and they were afraid of the Indians, so I sup-
pose that accounts for it. We are only ten miles from the
Taos pass now, so I suppose we shall soon know about the
treasure, if what you say is true."

"I've told you all I know," replied Harry, and this
was true enough.

Situated as he was, Young King Brady felt that there
was no us*e in holding back the secret and losing the girl's
confidence, for he did not know the country, and she did;
and the main object was to get back to civilization as soon
as possible." ^

Pushing on up the mountain, they came suddenly upon
the dead body of a man lying on his back directly across
the road.

It was the shying.of Harry's horse which first called
their attention to it.

"Mike Brady!" cried Pepita, reining in.
The man certainly resembled the banker.
He had, been shot through the heart and also scalped.
It was this that so altered his appearance as to make

Harry doubtful.
He sprang from his horse and examined the body.
The man seemed to have been dead but a short time,

as near as he could judge.
"I don't feel sure that it is Mike Brady," said Harry,

at last. "He is a little man and quite old. With his
face all covered with blood, as it is, and these points of
general resemblance, I don't jsee how "we can be sure."

"It looks like Mike Brady," said Pepita. "You ought
to know."

"Well, I don't know about that, either," was the reply.
"I only saw the man last night, and all the time I was
with him it was more or less dark. I should say that it
is you that ought to know, if you have been acquainted
with him a long time, as I suppose you have."

"I never saw so much of him," replied Pepita. "You
know how little a young girl looks at an old fellow like
him; but all the same, I think it is Brady. Look at the
coat he has on. 'That is surely the one Mike Brady wore."

"He must have been killed by Indians."
"That's right. Why don't you search his clothes? If

he is Mike Brady there ought to be something about him
to prove it."

"Just what I was going to do," replied Harry, and he
proceeded to make the search.

There were papers in the inside coat pocket which the
detective saw as soon as he glanced at them that they
must have been the property of the fugitive banker.

This seemed sufficient identification. Young King
Brady came to the conclusion that the man could be none
other than the banker.

No money was found upon his body, nor was the Mora-
gas paper among the rest.

Harry pocketed the papers and, leaving the body as it
was, they rode on.

Pepita was very silent for some time.
"That's a sure sign of bad luck—finding a dead man

on the road," she said, at last. "We needn't expect any7
thing but trouble now."

But Harry laughed at her superstitious fears.
He was becoming keenly interested in the situation, and
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was most anxious to reach the Taos pass, which they did
at last without meeting any one.

Once the highway to San Francisco, the old Santa Fe
trail had long since ceased to be used.

As they approached the pass the scenery grew wilder
and more rugged.

Towering peaks rose on all sides of them now, but they
were soon shut off from view by two great walls of rock
between which the trail ran.

This was the Taos pass, Pepita declared.
She informed Young King Brady that it was two miles

in length, and at the other end the descent into the broad
valley in which Santa Fe lies began.

The question now was to locate the camel rock.
Harry took one side of the trail, and the girl the other,

and every projection was closely scanned.
"I think that must be it," said Young King Brady

at last, pointing to a most peculiarly shaped rock which
rose from a ledge about fifty feet above the trail.

"It looks like an animal of some kind, but as I never
saw a camel I can't tell," Pepita replied.'

The rock was of most remarkable formation, and cer-
tainly did bear a strong resemblance to a camel lying
down with its head raised.

To Young King Brady it appeared to be almost inac-
cessible, but when they came beneath it they saw that it
would be a comparatively easy matter to climb up under
it, though to get upon the rock would clearly be impos-
sible.

"It is the place!" exclaimed Young King Brady, in
considerable excitement. "We have located it at last."

"Why do you feel so sure?" demanded Pepita.
"Those two pinon trees growing directly beneath the

rock tell the story."
"They were mentioned in the paper?"
"They were, particularly. The cave lies right between

them, and in the cave we ought to find the gold."
"Look! There is a cave!" replied Pepita, suddenly.

"What can this mean?"
Harry had not noticed it, but there it stood a little

further on.
«

It was built of stone and stood on the left up against
the high rocky wall.

"We will take that in first," said Young King Brady,
and they rode on.

The house was only one story high, but it contained a
loft above the two rooms on the ground floor.

It was but a rude affair, and utterly deserted. Young
Xing Brady saw that it could only have been intended as
a shelter for travelers through the pass.

"It must be an old post house," said Pepita. "I re-
member now hearing my grandfather say that after the
death of Captain Winslow's party, a post house was built
in the Taos pass. It seems to me that some one has been
here within a short time. What do you think?"

"I am sure of it." said Harry. "You can see the foot-
prints in the dust on the floor."

Harry called up to the loft, for there was a ladder, but
he received no answer.

"It may have been Brady." said Pepita. "Yet, if he
got this far I don't see what took him back to the place
on the trail where we found his body."

"Or the Indians who killed Brady, if it was Brady,"
suggested Harry; "but there is no use in speculating about
the matter. It is hard to tell."

Alongside the house was a rude stone barn, which yet
remained to be examined.

Entering it, Harry found a horse tied up.
"Here you are!" he called to Pepita, who had lingered

outside. "Is this the horse Brady rode?"
Pepita came hurrying in.
"It is!" she declared. "I am certain of it."
"Then this makes the mystery still more mysterious."
"It looks as if the Indians must have carried him off

and scalped him when they got up where we found the
body."

"But, if they caught him here, I can't see why they
did not kill him here. I don't understand it at all."

After some further talk it was decided-to put the horses
in the barn and ascend to the camel rock at once.

Young King Brady was not a little puzzled to know
what to do in case they should be fortunate enough to
discover the treasure.

Three horses could walk off with a good deal of gold,
and yet to attempt to return to Las Vegas would be to
run the risk of meeting the Indians.

"I think the best way will be' to take but little of it
and hurry on to Santa Fe," he said.. "There we can
buy a wagon and come up after the rest."

"I wouldn't show myself in Santa Fe for anything,"
declared Pepita. "I am well known there, and the ac-
count of the bold hold-up must be in all the papers by
this time.'7 -

"What else can we do, then?" asked Harry.
But' Pepita had no suggestion to offer, and they now

started to climb the rock.
The ascent was steep enough, but still it offered no

serious difficulty.
Soon they came to the pinon trees.
"There is the cave!" cried Harry. "Some one has

been here before us! The white stone has been removed!"
It was so!
The stone had been pulled aside, and lay near the right

hand pinon tree, while the entrance to the cave lay re-
vealed.

Hastily producing his dark lantern, Young King Brady
led the way inside.

"Eureka!" he exclaimed. "Here you are, Pepita! We
have solved the secret of the old Santa Fe trail!"

CHAPTER XL

AL BUCKXER'S LITTLE GAME.

"Shoot me, and you will never know the secret, Joa-
quin Moragas," repeated Old King Brady with perfect
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calmness. "I take you to be a man of sense, and one
who won't commit the folly of spoiling your own pie!"

"If"I let you live will you tell it?" demanded Joaquin.
"That depends upon what you propose to do with me.

Help me up. Let us talk this business over. I am ready
to make a bargain with you, my friend; but I don't pro-
pose that it shall be altogether a one-sided bargain. You
can't have everything your own way."

Old King Brady had won.
He knew it by the expression which came over Joaquin's

face.
But, after all, the victory might only be a temporary

one. It would be, necessary to handle the man with the
greatest care if he expected to preserve his own life and
that of his young friend.

"Take him up, boys!" said Joaquin. "Pull the horse
away.!"

It was done, and Old King Brady experienced the im-
mense relief of being freed from his cramped position
and standing upon his feet once more.

"There! That is better!" he exclaimed. "Now we can
•talk. Al, poor fellow, how do you feel?"

"I've got a bullet in my arm and don't feel very com-
fortable," replied Buckner; "but it is good to be alive just
the same."

"Which is more than you will be in a few minutes
if Brady don't come to terms!" growled Joaquin.

"Come, old man," he added. "I don't propose to stay
here talking all day. What's the word?"

"How much of the secret do you know?" demanded
Old King Brady.

" I know that there is a quarter of a million in gold
dust buried somewhere in the Taos pass," was the reply.
"The secret is the property of my family. The owners
of the gold are all dead years ago, and no one has a bet-
ter right to it than I have. Even if it wasn't so, it's mine
if I get it; so let us know what Brady the Banker told
you."

"Well," said Old King Brady, "I will tell you what
I will do. I admit that I read a translation of the paper
telling about the gold. It is as you say, hidden in the
Taos pass, and if you will take us there I will show you
the spot, providing "

"Welf. providing what?"
"That you give us our share and let us go on our way

to Santa Fe unmolested."
"Oh, I will'promise anything," said. Joaquin. "Yes,

I will promise that.V
"And the promise of 'a greaser goes for nothing,"

thought Old King Brady, I'but* all the same, I have gained
what I wanted, a.nd that is time. A hundred chances may
come to us before we can reach the Taos pass."

Aloud he "asked:
"When, do we start?" ;

"Now," replied Joaquin; "as soon as we can get the
horses we will be off. Stand where you are, unless you

want to be shot down like a dog. I want to have a talk
with these men."

All now withdrew some .little distance and engaged in
earnest conversation, the Navajo chief, Jack Babbit, ap-
pearing to take an active part.

"Al, what's to be done?" asked Old King Brady.
"Blest if I know," was the reply, "but I've got one

card up my sleeve that's not been played yet."
"I know. I read it in your face. I got that wink you

gave me, all right, and was able to understand its mean-
ing, too."

"Well?"
"You are no more wounded than I am, Al."
"Yes, I am. I did get a graze from a bullet. See the

blood on my coatsleeve and ray hand."
"Yes, yes! As you held your hand, ,1 did not notice

that; but what's your game?"
"Haven't any, Mr. Brady, except to spring some scare

on them. I suppose you know what I mean?"
"Welf, of course. I haven't forgotten what you once

told me and showed me. I could scarcely believe it then;
perhaps you will find a chance to work it."

"And don't you forget it, I will, Mr. Brady. Wait and
watch me."

"Give me a clew, Al, so that I may-know how to act."
"You don't understand the Navajo talk?"
"No, indeed."
"I do some. I have had two of these very fellows work-

ing for me on the ranch. One night, just for fun, I treated
them to a little show. They firmly believed in it. Say,
it was great,"

"And do you think it can be worked now?"
"Surest thing, Mr. Brady, providing we get the chance."
"We shall have to make the chance. Meanwhile take

a suggestion from me."
"Anything."
"Your atai hurts you so that you can hardly sit in the

saddle on account of the pain. You want to sit with me,
behind, mind you, so that you can hold on to me."
' "I see."

"Hide a knife somewhere. Quick, while they are not
looking. It may come handy before we get through."

Old King Brady had no more than finished speaking
when Joaquin and his three companions returned.

To-Al Buckner's disgust, the Indians hurried off down
the canyon.

It was upon them that the success of his mysterious
scheme depended, and their sudden disappearance did not
suit him at all.

Joaquin's first words made it all right, however.
"They have gone for such, horses as we have," he said.

"Confound the luck! There are ten as fine bronchos as
can be found in New Mexico in the corral behind the
rocks; but what good are they to us now? Nothing for
it but to let them starve to death, I suppose."

"It's a bad job," said Old King Brady, sympathi singly.
"How long will Jack Eabbit and his men be gone?"
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"Not more than half an hour at the most."
"Then let us all have a smoke," said Old King Brady,

producing a handful of cigars and passing them around.
"Your cigars are all right, old man," said the greaser,

he having lighted his; "and that reminds me that you
may have a few other odds • and ends about you worth
sampling. Search the prisoners, boys."

It was useless to say anything. There was nothing for
it but to submit.

Nothing of much value was taken from Old King Brady
but his revolver.

There was a small derringer concealed in one of his
secret pockets that they did not get, however.

The search over, the old detective began to talk in
his most friendly fashion. Al Buckner meanwhile walked
about like a man in pain, and kept growling about his
arm.

"Where are your horses to come from, Joaquin?" the
old detective asked.

"We always keep a few spare ones in a cave near here,"
was the reply. " My Indians were after them when we
heard you coming. Say, they would have killed every
mother's son of you, then, if I hadn't stopped them."

"They have done pretty well as it is," said Old King
Brady, looking around at the bodies of the dead cowboys.

"Are you growling at the loss of a few cowboys?" flashed
Joaquin. "Look at my unfortunate fellows! The whole
bad except these three men wiped out; and my sister, too
—she lies under that pile of stones."

"And my partner," said Old King Brady, sadly. "This
affair has struck us all pretty bad; but what became of
Brady the Banker? You haven't told me that yet."

"I have told you all I know," replied Joaquin. "My
sister had charge of Brady. The old fool was no rider
and kept slipping off his horse, so we had to let him go
slow, and she remained behind to look after him. They
must have both got caught."

Old King Brady sighed.
There seemed little doubt of Harry's death, then.
The talk which followed was of little consequence.
Soon the Indians came back with the horses.

^ There were not nearly enough to go around, and every-
body had to ride double.

It was perfectly natural under the circumstances that
the two prisoners should be put together on one horse,
and it was so arranged.

The course taken was the same that Pepita and Young
King Brady had followed before them.

Two Indians rode behind as a rear guard.
Joaquin and his wounded escort kept well ahead.
Secure in the belief that the prisoners could not un-

derstand the Navajo language, the two redskins began
to talk to each other before they had advanced very
far.

"Brady!" whispered Al Buckner, "I wish you could
understand what those fellows are saying. By Jove, they
are playing right into my hands!''

"What is it?" breathed the detective, without turning
his head.

"Why, it seems that this band came into the canyon
since the accident occurred. I should judge that they
came through the Taos pass. Anyhow, on the way they
fell in with an old Irish peddler named Murphy, who
travels about this part of the country, and shot him, and af-
terwards scalped him, after robbing him of all his goods."

" The deuce! Bad for Mr. Murphy. They seem to
be a bloodthirsty set of fellows."

"They are a bad bunch. Do you know what they are
saying now?"

"Haven't the faintest idea, of course."
"They are afraid of me. They are wondering if I

shall get on to their curves—you know how I mean."
" The deuce! Then they are playing into your hands

with a vengeance. Are those the Indians who used to work
on your ranch?"

"One of them is."
"It all seems to be working in your favor. When are

you going to do your old act?"
"I'd do it now, only for you. I'd like to cut you free

first."

"That won't do. It would be a dead give away."
"Of course it would. How shall we arrange it?"
"Leave me tied, and order me cut free later."
"Well, all right. Let me be quiet a minute, or they

may suspect something. Don't be scared when you hear
me yell."

They continued on until they came out of the canyon
and entered upon the old Santa Fe trail.

Here Joaquin and the rest of the party, who had got
considerably ahead, halted and waited for the prisoners
to come up.

All of a sudden Al Buckner gave a frightful yell and
fell against Old King Brady.

"Hold on!" cried the detective. "Stop the horse! Help
me with this man! He's in a fit."

Old King Brady's wrists were tied together, so he could
just manage to grab the reins.

.He gave them a tug and stopped the horse, while the
two Indians came hurrying up.

They immediately dismounted. One of them seized Al
Buckner and lifted him to the ground.

Al's face was deathly white and his lips were twitching
convulsively.

In his younger days before Al turned burglar he had
traveled with a juggler and did a fake trance medium
act.

He knew how to draw the blood out of his face and
make himself white. He was also a skillful ventriloquist,
and could throw his voice about in great shape.

In short, Al was a very clever performer at that sort
of business, as Old King Brady had reason to know.

Now, except for the twitching, he lay quiet enough.
while the Indians bent over him, talking excitedly.
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Joaquin and the others, seeing what had occurred, came
riding back.

"What in thunder is the matter here?" demanded the
greaser. "Is the man in a fit?"

At the same instant a queer voice called out something
in Navajo.

The voice appeared to come from behind the two In-
dians.

One of them gave a dismal yell, and both of them
wheeled suddenly around.

"What is it? What is the row?" demanded Joaquin,
galloping up.

"Hush, white man!'" cried Jack Rabbit, getting in
ahead of them. "It is the spirit of the dead who speaks.
Disturb not the spirit of the dead!"

"To the deuce with the spirit of the dead!" shouted
Joaquin. "Get that fellow up there! He is only sham-
ming. This is some trick."

CHAPTER XII.

CONCLUSION.

"So this is the wonderful treasure cave!" exclaimed
Pepita, looking seriously around. "Many is'the time I
have heard my grandfather speak of it. I never thought
I should live to see xit, but where is the gold?"

Her eyes had not yet become accustomed to the dark-
ness of the cave.

Already Harry's had caught the glitter of gold on
ahead.

He pushed forward, flashing his lantern, the light show-
ing Pepita a pile of small wooden boxes heaped up against
the wall of the cave, on their right.

Two of the boxes had been burst open, and the con-
tents of one had been spilled on the rocks.

It was the reddish, 'copper-colored gold dust of the Cali-
fornia placers of early days; and, although Young King
Brady did not recognize the fact, an expert would instantly
have known that it could not have come from anywhere
else.

Pepita was greatly excited.
She kneeled down and examined the stuff carefully,

taking it in her hand and running it through her fingers
like meal.

."Brady," she said, "do you know I never really believed
in the existence of this treasure, but now I see that my
grandfather was no lunatic, as we always supposed him to
be. This is great. If all those boxes are filled with this
same stuff there is gold enough here to make us both
rich for life."

"That's what there is," replied Harry, lifting box after
box. "I guess each one carries the yellow dust all right.
I don't see any reason to doubt it.

"First thing is to get the gold away out of this cave,"

he added. "Let's get back to the house and talk it over,
and—heavens! What is this ?"

He had been pulling over the pile of boxes, and now he
suddenly came upon a long flat package wrapped up in
a newspaper. The cornet of the box he had just removed
had penetrated the paper, and he could see greenbacks
inside.

"More money!" exclaimed Pepita.
"Yes, and never put here by Captain Winslow, either.

This paper is not more than a week old."
He tore the paper away and found that the package

was made up of greenbacks of large denominations.
"Why, there are thousands of dollars here!" he ex-

claimed.
The words had scarcely escaped him when a loud noise

was heard at the entrance of the cave, and what daylight
there was suddenly disappeared.

"Back!" cried Harry. "Some one has shut us in! Some
one has rolled the stone back in place!"

He darted to the entrance, to find that he had made
no mistake.

A white stone barred the way, and just as Harry put
out his hand to push it away he heard another come
tumbling against it.

The white stone was not a particularly heavy one, as he
had noticed; and he knew that he could easily have moved
it. But now as he pushed against it he found that it
resisted all his efforts.

"What can it mean?" gasped Pepita. "Are we pris-
oners here?"

"We are, surest thing!" cried Harry, and it means
Brady the Banker. Hello, there! Hello*!"

"Ah. there, me bold treasure hunters! Sure, an' you
kirt stay there," answered the voice of the banker on the
other side of the stone. "It's mesilf that's been watching
you. You will come poking your nose into me treasure
house, will you? Well, then, stop there until I can get
help to do you up and get away with that gold."

Pepita began to sputter, but Harry cut her short.
"Mr. Brady! Mr. Brady, you don't understand!" he

shouted. "It is Young King Brady. I am working for
you, you know." ^

A mocking laugh was the only answer, and they could
hear the banker go scrambling down over the rocks.

Harry threw himself against the white stone again and
again, but it would not budge an inch.

"How are we going to get out?" demanded Pepita.
But this was a question Young King Brady could not

answer.
Hours passed, and the answer seemed just as far off

as ever.
Young King Brady and Pepita still remained prisoners

in the treasure cave.

"Don't interfere here, boss!" cried Jack Rabbit, as
Joaquin began storming away at Al Buckner, and calling
him a fraud. "How! How! What you know about spirit
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business? Nothing. Navajo, lie know! You hold your
tongue!"

Joaquin stared at the Navajo chief and was silent.
Then,, for the first time, Old King Brady began to

hope that something might come of these strange pro-
ceedings, for he saw that the man was clearly afraid.

Meanwhile Al Buckner was doing his spiritual act.
"I was murdered by you red Injuns!" he called out,

imitating the voice of the Irish peddler. " You scalped me!
You left my body on the Santa Fe trail after you had
robbed it, I want revenge, and I will have it, if you
don't do what I say. Where's the Jack Rabbit? Sure,
I want to talk with him. Let him come here, or I'll haunt
his lodge for a hundred years. I'll put sickness upon him
and upon his women and his children. I can do all
I say."

One glance at Jack Rabbit's face was sufficient to show
that he fully believed that this was the real thing.

He now dismounted and hurried to Al Buckner's side.
Al's eyes were closed and kept twitching. Evidently

he knew how to fool the Indians, for Jack Rabbit asked
in a trembling voice what was wanted—what he must do
to prevent these threatened calamities from falling upon
himself and his house.

"I will tell you," said Al, "but I can't tell you until you
have proved to me that you mean to obey me in every-
thing."

"I will!" said the Rabbit. "Tell me what I must
do!"

"I'll not tell you out loud!" replied the spirit. "Bend
down close here, and listen if you want to know."

Jack Rabbit obeyed.
What was said to him Old King Brady could not

hear.
Jack Rabbit arose and, drawing his companions aside,

whispered to them in the Navajo language.
Joaquin and his followers watched them nervously.
"Come! Come!" he cried. "How much longer is this

nonsense going to last? I want to get on with my work.
Jack Rabbit, you know where we are bound, and you know
what I mean to do for you and the rest of the braves when
we get there. Cut all this out and come along. Al Buck-
ner is playing tricks on you. Leave him where he is."

The answer was entirely unexpected.
It was a diabolical yell from Jack Rabbit, in which all

the Indians joined.
Then, so quick that it startled Old King Brady, pre-

pared as he was for any strange move, they threw up their
rifles and rushed upon Joaquin and his three men. They
dragged them off their horses, tied them hand and foot
and threw them down by the roadside.

Resistance was impossible, so quickly was it done.
The noise and confusion was deafening while it lasted,

but, once made a prisoner, Joaquin lowered his tone, and
began to whine to be set free.

.Jack Rabbit paid not the slightest attention to him.

"Spirit, have I done right?" he asked, returning toj
Al Buckner's side.
' "It is right! All right!" answered Al. "Now, go
and leave us, and I will haunt you no more."

Without a word, Jack Rabbit mounted, and the rest
of the band, following his example, they turned back'on
the trail and rode away.

Not until the clatter of their hoofs had died away did
Al Buckner move.

Joaquin, meanwhile, was swearing like a pirate.
"Hold your noise," said Old King Brady. "You see

I can't help you. It is your own fault that I am tied
up as I am."

"It's a trick! It's all a fraud!" sputtered Joaquin.
"Sure it is," said Al, coolly rising; "and now, brother,

let Mr. Brady decide whether we shall kill you or not.
It-is what we ought to do."

He hurried over to where Old King Brady still sat
upon the horse and cut him free.

"Why, you are not wounded badly!" cried Joaquin,
when he saw him use his right hand.

"Yes, I am, but not as bad as you thought for," re-
turned Al. "Now, Mr. Brady, it is up to you to say what
we shall do with these men."

"I think we had better leave them just as they are
for the present," replied Old King Brady. "We will
put them off the road and do a little gagging so that we
will be able to find them when we come back."

"For heaven's sake, set us free, Brady!" pleaded Joa-
quin. "Don't leave us here to starve to death." <•

"No danger of that, my man," replied Old King Brady.
"What I propose to do is to land you in jail, and I want
to make sure there is no mess made of the job./ But first
I want to do a little searching, seeing that Jack Rabbit
did not do it for me, as I expected he would."

Joaquin broke out into another torrent of abuse then.
"Ah, I see," said Old King Brady. "That means that

you have got the hold-up money about you. I thought
as much. Well, we want that."

And Old King Brady got it.
The search was a thorough one. He took over $12,000

from Joaquin's clothes.

Then, in spite of their protests, the outlaws were se-
curely gaged and laid away among the bushes where no
passerby could possibly see them.

"Now what is your plan?" asked Al Buckner, when
this was done.

"How far is it to the Taos pass from where we are?"
inquired Old King Brady. .

"Less than five miles."
"Then we will go there and see if we can locate the

cave. That done, we will return to Las Vegas and notify
the authorities that Joaquin and his three fellowers lie
where we have left them. As to the removing of the
treasure, should we find it, that must be a matter for after
consideration."

"But what about these horses?"
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"We will take them with us. There is no use in leaving
them here."

Soon after they made the start and rode off along the
Santa Fe trail.

* * * * * * * *
"Brady, are you awake?"
"Yes. Here I am, Pepita. You have had a long sleep

of it. I began to think that you would never wake up."
Pepita arose and rubbed her eyes.
"There is no change?" she asked.
"No change," replied Harry, gloomily. "It must be

almost night now. You have been asleep several hours.
I begin to think that we are destined to starve to death
in this horrible hole."

"It's a bad business."
, "Your grandfather wrote in the paper of the treasure
having been a curse to him, and he expressed a hope that
it might be a curse to whoever found it. Upon my word,
it begins to look as if his words were coming true."

"He was a wicked old man, Brady. Dear me, I wish I
had never gone in for this business. If I ever get safe
out of this snap I mean to try and live from this time
on."

"It will be a good idea, but really the case looks pretty
dubious. I have tried over and over again to move that
stone, but I can't budge it, and hark! Some one is
coming now."

It was so! Some one was coming up the rocks.
In a moment they heard footsteps approaching the cave,

and the voice of Brady the Banker called but:
"Brady! Oh, Young Brady, are you there?"
"Where else could I be?" replied Harry. "Let us out

of this, I-—"
"Stand where you are!" shouted a lond voice, appar-

ently coming from the road. "Throw up your hands,
man! You are my prisoner!"

"Bad luck! It's the sheriff, so it is!" they heard the
banker exclaim.

Confused sounds followed. They could hear men
scrambling up the rocks.

Brady the Banker fyroke out in noisy protest.
Then a well known voice exclaimed:
"This is the treasure cave, sheriff. The gold contained

in it is the property of the Wells Fargo Express company,
and I claim it in their name."

"Old King Brady!" gasped Harry. "He always turns
up on time!"

"Well, I am glad!" said Pepita, and as she spoke the
stone was rolled away.

"Great heavens! Harry!" cried the old detective.
"Well, I've got the treasure, Governor!" replied Young

King Brady. "What more do you want? I have solved
the secret of the old Santa Fe trail!"

# .' #• * * * * *

More owing to circumstances than any good wit the
Bradys had won out again.

Old King Brady had encountered the sheriff and his

posse on the Santa Fe trail just before they reached the
Taos pass.

Al Buckner introducing the detective, explanations fol-
lowed, and then an advance was made to the pass just
in time to see Brady the Banker come up alone in a cart
which he had picked up somewhere.

They let him mount the platform and then pounced
upon him.

Thus the matter was brought to a climax, and the ar-
rest of the banker and the rescue of Harry and Pepita
followed.

Of course Harry pointed out the treasure and, equally,
of course, turned over the greenbacks which he had dis-
covered hidden under the boxes.

Then Brady the Banker broke down and confessed that
it was the money he had stolen from his banks, and with
his confession the case closed.

Joaquin and his three followers were picked up on the
return trip, and with Pepita and Mike Brady all were
landed in the Las Vegas jail.

The Bradys, with Al Buckner and the sheriff, at once
returned to the cave with another cart.

A guard had been left, and the treasure was now loaded
on to the carts and safely deposited in the Las Vegas
bank.

Old King Brady turned it over to the care of the Wells
Fargo. agent at Las Vegas, and with Harry promptly re-
turned to New iTork, having put in a good word for Pepita.
before leaving.

And this saved the girl from prison, where her brother
and his followers landed, along with Mike Brady.

Joaquin and his followers were hung. Brady the Banker
got ten years.

Old King Brady insisted upon paying all funeral ex-
penses for the dead cowboys, and would have rewarded
Al Buckner, but the rancher refused to accept a cent.

He did not refuse a share in the handsome reward paid
to the Bradys by the Wells Fargo express people, how-
ever, and with the money he purchased more land and en-
larged his ranch.

It was some time before the good people of Las Vegas
got through talking about the treasure cave or recovered
from the excitement into which they were thrown by the
strange case of The Bradys and Brady the Banker.

THE END.

Read "THE BEADYS' GEAVEYAED CLUE; OE,
DEALINGS WITH DOCTOE DEATH," which will be
the next number (254) of "Secret Service."

SPECIAL NOTICE: All baek numbers of this weeHy
are always in print.- If you cannot obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FEANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHES, 24 UNION
SQUAEE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
you order by return mail.
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236 Fred Fearnot Suspected; or, Trailed by a Treasury Sleuth.
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Containing Stories of Adventures on Land, Sea, and in the Air.
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All our readers know Frank Reade, Jr., the greatest inventor of the .age, and his two fun-loving chums, Barney

and Pomp. The stories published in this magazine contain a true account of the wonderful and exciting
adventures of the famous inventor, with his marvellous flying machines, electrical overland engines, and his extra-
ordinary submarine boats. Each number is a rare treat. Tell your newsdealer to get you a copy.
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7 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Air Wonder, the "Kite"; or, A Six Weeks'
Plight Over the Andes.

8 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Deep Sea Diver, the "Tortoise" ; or, The Search
for a Sunken Island.

9 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Electric Invention, the "Warrior" ; or, Fighting
Apaches in Arizona.

10 Frank Reade, Jr., and His Electric Air Boat.; or, Hunting Wild
&> Circus

11 Frank Reade, Jr., and His Torpedo Boats fiT, 'At War With the
Brazilian Rebels.

12 Fighting the Slave Hunters; or, Frank Reade, Jr., in Central
Africa.

13 From Zone to Zone; or, The Wonderful Trip of Frank Reade, Jr.,
with His Latest Air Ship.

14 Frank Reade, Jr., and His Electric Cruiser of the Lakes; or, A
Journey Through Africa by Water.

15 Frank Reade, Jr., and His Electric Turret ; or, Lost in the Land
of Fire.

16 Frank Reade, Jr., and Hie Engine of the Clouds; or, Chased
Around the World in the Sky.

17 In the Great Whirlpool ; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Strange Adventures
in a Submarine Boat.

18 Chased Across the Sahara ; or, Frank Reaae, Jr., After a Bedouin's
Captive.

19 Six Weeks in the Clouds; or, Frank Reafle, Jr.'s Air-Ship the
"Thunderbolt."

20 Around the World Under Water; or, The Wonderful Cruise of a
Submarine Boat.

21 The Mystic Brand; or, Frank Reade, Jr., and His Overland Stage.
22 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Electric Air Racer; or, Around the Globe in

Thirty Days.
23 The Sunken Pirate ; or, Frank Reade, Jr., in Search of a treasure

at the Bottom of the Sea.
24 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Magnetic Gun Carriage; or, Working for the

U. S. Mail.
25 Frank Reade, Jr., and His Electric Ice Ship; or, Driven Adrift

in the Frozen Sky.
26 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Electric Sea Engine ; or, Hunting for a Sunken

Diamond Mine.
27 The Black Range; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Cowboys with

His Electric Caravan.
28 Over the Andes with Frank Reade, Jr., in His New Air-Ship ; or,

Wild Adventures in Peru.
29 Frank Reade, Jr., Exploring a Submarine Mountain ; or, Lost at the

Bottom of the Sea.

30 Adrift in Africa; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Ivory Hunters
with His New Electric Wagon.

31 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Search for a Lost Man in His Latest Air
Wonder.

32 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Search for the Sea Serpent; or, Six Thousand
Miles Under the Sea.

33 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Prairie Whirlwind; or, The Mystery of the
Hidden Canyon.

34 Around the Horizon for Ten Thousand Miles; or, Frank Reade,
Jr.'s Most Wonderful Trip.

35 Lost in the Atlantic Valley; or, Frank Reade, Jr., and his Won-
der, the "Dart."

36 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Desert Explorer; or, The Underground City
of the Sahara.

37 Lost in the Mountains of the Moon; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Great
Trip with the "Scud."

38 Under the Amazon for a Thousand Miles.
?-9 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Clipper of the Prairie; or, Fighting the Apaches

in the Southwest.
40 The Chase of a Comet; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Aerial Trip with

the "Flash."
41. Across the Frozen Sea; or, Frank Reade Jr.'s Electric Snow Cut-

ter.
42 Frank Reade Jr.'s Electric Buckboard; or, Thrilling Adventures In

North Australia.
43 Around the Arctic Circle; or, Frank Reade Jr.'s Famous Flight

With His Air Ship.
44 Frank Reade Jr.'s Search for the Silver Whale; or, Under the

Ocean in the Electric "Dolphin."
45 Frank Reade. Jr., and His Electric Car; or, Outwitting a Desperate

Gang.
46 To the End of the Earth; or, Frank Reade Jr.'s Great Mid-Air

Flight.
47 The Missing Island; or, Frank Reade Jr.'s Voyage Under the Sea.
48 Frank Reade, Jr., in Central India; or, the Search for the Lost

Savants.
49 Frank Reade, Jr. Fighting The Terror of the Coast.
50 100 Miles Below the Surface of the Sea; or, The Marvelous Trip of Frank

Reade, Jr.
51 Abandoned in Alaska; or, Frank Reade, Jr.'s Thrilling Search for a Lost

Gold Claim.
52 Frank Reade, Jr.'s, Twenty-five Thousand Mile Trip in the Air.
53 Under the Yellow Sea; or, Frank Reade, Jr's Search for the Cave of

Pearls.
54 From the Nile to the Niger; or, Frank Reade, Jr., Lost in the Soudan.
55 The Electric Island; or, Frank Reade, Jr's Search for the Greatest Won-

der on Earth.
56 The Underground Sea; or, Frank Reade, Jr's Subterranean Cruise.
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THE STAGE.
No. 41, THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE

JlOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
>aost famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
ra-ia wonderful little book.

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
rnd Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
aent and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every

-•os should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 85. M ULDOON'S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
oke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrene* Muldoon. the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
:he day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joka should
obtain a copy immediately.

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME 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-
^t1 jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
.wer popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
i/sJored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
£Tq. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

MJ instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
j^ country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
lowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-; "shed.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
>ai cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
•Seh, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
>?*stry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for
3?erybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to
'rsake almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
'•"(Jackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds,

ELECTRICAL.
No. 46, HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.— A de-

"•spiption of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,

By George Trebel, A. M., M. D.
=xstrations.

Containing over fifty il-

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.— Con-
vening full directions for making electrical machines, induction
mis, dvnamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.

Hy R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.— Containing a

isirge collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
*®gether with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. By Harry..

'Ssnnedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
M» book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
•$2des every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the

and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the
test book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it.

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.— A
-sry valuable little book just published. A complete compendium

|>2 games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable73F parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
'^oney than any book published.

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.— A complete and useful little
ixaok, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
°*ckgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.— Containing all
'M* leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
"leid witty Mayings.

No, 52. -HOW TO PLAY CARDS.— A complete and handy little
i§ok, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
sage, Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. Si. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the
simple and concise manner possible.

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting, dp
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discu-ssion, and tfa* j&if'
sources for procuring information on the questions given*

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wile? of flirti/Jcir, .,-•/:

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various metiuds <••»
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it cer-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, whicfe ?o
interesting to everybody, both oJd and young. You cannot be hagjgi/
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handset
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrc*"
tions in the art of daucing, etiquette in the bail-room and at partis:},
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular
dances.

No. 5. HOW TO M\KE LOVE.—A complete guide to
courtship and marn iving sensible advice, rules and etiqueSSd
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not
fc-rally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.— Containing full instruction in
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.— One of
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male ass11

female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this ??• ?•«'"'
and be convinced how to become beautiful ,

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.— Handsomely illustrated mjl

containing full instructions for the management and training of t*C
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc»

No. 3!). HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS
RABBITS. — A useful and instructive book. Handsomely
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.— Including
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birfc
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrin$t®Q
Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— </3
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mountls;"
and preserving birds, animals and insects.

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.— Giving com-
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keepisift
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full's
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eif|i>
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind WQj
published.

MISCELLANEOUS.
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.— A useful and SB=

structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry ; also «a=
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons,. TleilG
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A complete hand-book «<8&
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc,

No. 19.— FRANK TOUSEY'S UNITED STATES DISTANG&
TABLES, POCKET COMPANION AND GUIDE.— Giving tfcC
official distances on all the railroads of the United States as£;
Canada. Also table of distances by water to foreign ports, hafitl
fares in the principal cities, reports of the census, etc., etc.,
it one of the most complete and handy books published

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.— A
derful book, containing useful and practical information in tic
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.— Oe&
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely il!';sfrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.— By Old King
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventusoC"
and experiences of well-known detectives.kAv-».*v.ij i. i cv,u, jn.ii A: uui oj ai-iu m a. LI v vciict l-/"i-' uicn. gaiiico \JL ^tiiLirj, u.uu .̂̂  j^^i. i ^ i i _ ^ ^ wi. T T V . I I i x i * ^ » r i » \±\^ «.v-v. \.* * v,o<

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun- No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER,™GontfcSa-
Ji?*d interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same.
.£9saplete bopk. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.
SIT*. 13. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.— -It

'&& great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know
••lB about. There's happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing the rules and etiquette
'•!• food society and the easiest and most approved methodstof ap-

to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
2?. kHOW JO RECITE AND BOOK OP RECITATIONS.

the most popular .selections in use, comprising Dutch
cfa simtect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
t-.odWd readings.

ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and _
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De We
Abnev.

No: 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY?
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittan®!-
course of Study, Examinations. Duties, Staff of Officers, Pea-
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy shouHi!
know to he a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senar«»n*s auttefG
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."

Ko. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete te=
structiony of how to gain admission to the Annapolis N&TQt
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptliia
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a toC|7
should know to become an officer in the United States N-*>« ««jnv.
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author
West Point Military Cadet."

PRICE 10 CENIv 3EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS,
24 Union Square, Hew



S E C R E T S E R V I C E
OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES.

PRICE 5 GTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS ISSUED WEEKLY
LATEST ISSUES:

168 The Bradys and the Factory Girl ; or, The Secret of the Poisoned
Envelope.

189 The Bradys and Blonde Bill; or, The Diamond Thieves of Maiden
Lane.

170 The Bradys and the Opium Ring; or, The Clew in Chinatown.
171 The Bradys on the Grand Circuit; or, Tracking the Light-

Harness Gang.
172 Tke Bradys and the Black Doctor; or, The Secret of the Old

Vault.
173 The Bradys and the Girl in Grey; or, The Queen of the Crooks.
174 The Bradys and the Juggler; or, Out with a Variety Show.
175 The Bradys and the Moonshiners..; or, Away Down in Tennessee.
176 The Bradys in Badtown ; or, The Fight for a Gold Mine.
177 The Bradys in the KJoadike ; or, Ferreting Out the Gold Thieves.
178 The Bradys on the East Side ; or, Crooked Work in the Sfums.
179 The Bradys and the "Highbinders" ; or, The Hot Case in China-

town.
180 TJhe Bradys and the Serpent Ring; or, The Strange Case of the

Fortune-Teller.
181 The Bradys and "Silent Sam" ; or, Tracking the Deaf and Dumb

Gang.
182 The Bradys and the "Bonanza" King; or, Fighting the Fakirs in

'Frisco.
183 The Bradys and the Boston Banker; or, Hustling for Millions in

the Hub.
184 The Bradys on Blizzard Island; or, Tracking the Gold Thieves of

Cape Nome.
185 The Bradys in the Black Hills; or, Their Case in North Daketa.
186 The Bradys and "Faro Frank"; or, A Hot Case in the Gold

Mines.
187 The Bradys and the "Rube" ; or, Tracking the Confidence Men.
188 The Bradys as Firemen; or, Tracking a Gang of Incendiaries.
189 The Bradys in the Oil Country; or, The Mystery of the Giant

Gusher.
190 The Bradys and the Blind Beggar; or, The Worst Crook of All.
191 The Bradys and the Bankbreakers; or, Working the Thugs of

Chicago.
192 The Bradys and the Seven Skulls; or, The Clew That Was Found

in the Barn.
193 The Bradys in Mexico; or> The Search for the Aztec Treasure

House.
194 The Bradys at Black Run; or, Trailing the Coiners of Candle

Creek.
195 The Bradys Among the Bulls and Bears; or, Working the Wires

in Wall Street.
196 The Bradys and the King; or, Working for the Bank of England.
197 The Bradys and the Duke's Diamonds; or, The Mystery of the

Yacht.
108 The Bradys and the Bed Rock Mystery; or,-Working in the Black

Hills.
199 The Bradys and the Card Crooks; or, Working on an Ocean Liner.
200 The Bradys and "John Smith" ; or, The Man Without a Name.
201 The Bradys and the Manhunters; or, Down in the Dismal Swamp.
202 The Bradys and the High Rock Mystery ; or, The Secret of the

Seven Steps.
203 The Bradys at the Block House; or, Rustling the Rustlers on the

Frontier.
204 The Bradys in Baxter Street: or, The House Without a Door.
205 The Bradys Midnight Call; or, The Mystery of Harlem Heights.
206 The Bradys Behind the Bars ; or, Working on Blackwells Island.
207 The Bradys and the Brewer's Bonds; or, Working on a Wall

Street Case.
208 The Bradys on the Bowery; or, The Search for a Missing Girl.
208 The Bradys and the Pawnbroker; or, A Very Mysterious Case.
210 The Bradys and the Gold Fakirs; or, Working for the Mint.
211 The Bradys at Bonanza Bay; or, Working on a Million Dollar

Clew.

2l£ The Bradys and the Black Riders; or, The Mysterious Murder at
Wildtown.

213 The Bradys and Senator Slam; or, Working With Washington
Crooks.

214 The Bradys and the Man from Nowhere ; or, Their Very Hardest
Case.

215 The Bradys and "No. 99" ; or, The Search for a Mad Million-
aire.

216 The Bradys at Baffin's Bay; or, The Trail Which Led to the Arc-
tic.

217 The Bradys and Gim Lee; or, Working a Clew in Chinatown.
218 The Bradys and the "Yegg" Men; or, Seeking a Clew on the

Road.
219 The Bradys and the Blind Banker; or, Ferretting Out the Wall

Street Thieves.
220 The Bradys and the Black Cat; or, Working Among the Card

Crooks of Chicago.
221 The Bradys and the Texas Oil King; or, Seeking a Clew in the

Southwest.
222 The Bradys and the Night Hawk ; or, New York at Midnight.
223 The Bradys in the Bad Lands; or, Hot work in South Dakota.
224 The Bradyr at Breakneck Hall; or, The Mysterious House on the

Harlem.
225 The Bradys and the Fire Marshal; or, Hot Work in Horners-

ville.
226 The Bradys and the Three Sheriffs; or, Doing a Turn in Ten-

nessee.
227 The Bradys and the Opium Smugglers; or, A Hot Trail on the

Pacific Coast.
228 The Bradys' Boomerang; or, Shaking Up the Wall Street Wire

Tappers.
229 The Bradys Among the Rockies ; or, Working Away Out West.
230 The Bradys and Judge Lynch ; or, After the Arkansas Terror.
231 The Bradys and the Bagg Boys; or, Hustling in the Black Hills.
232 The Bradys and Captain Bangs; or, The Mystery of a Mississippi

Steamer.
233 The Bradys in Maiden Lane ; or, Tracking the Diamond Crooks.
234 The Bradys and Wells-Fargo Case ; or, The Mystery of the Mon-

tana Mail.
235 The Bradys and "Bowery Bill" : or, The Crooks of Coon Alley.
236 The Bradys at Bushel Bend ; or, Smoking Out the Chinese Smug-

glers.
237 The Bradys and the Messenger Boy; or, The A. D. T. Mystery.
238 The Bradys and the Wire Gang; or, The Great Race-Track

Swindle.
239 The Bradys Among the Mormons; or, Secret Work in Salt Lake

City.
240 The Bradys and "Fancy Frank" ; or, The Velvet Gang of Flood

Bar.
241 The Bradys at Battle Cliff ; or, Chased Up the Grand Canyon.
242 The Bradys and "Mustang Mike" ; or, The Man With the Branded

Hand.
243 The Bradys at Gold Hill; or, The Mystery of the Man from

Montana.
244 The Bradys and Pilgrim Pete; or, The Tough Sports of Terror

Gulch.
245 The Bradys and the Black Eagle Express; or, The Fate of the

Frisco Flyer.
246 The Bradys and Hi-Lo-Jak; or, Dark Deeds in Chinatown.
247 The Bradys and the Texas Rangers; or, Bounding up the Green Goods

Fakirs.
248 The Bradys and "Simple Sue"; or, The Keno Queen of Sawdust City.
2 4 9 The Brady sand the Wall Street Wizard; or, The Cash That Did Not

Come.
250 The Bradys and Cigarette Charlie; or, The Smoothest Crook in the

World.
251 The Bradys at Bandit Gulch; or, From Wall Street to the Far West.
252 The Bradys in the Foot-Hills; or, The Blue Band of Hard Luck Gulch.
253 The Bradys and Brady the Banker; or, The Secret of the Old Santa-Fe

.Trail.
2 5 4 The Bradys' Graveyard Clue; or Dealings With Doctor Death.

For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Eeceipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.

IF YOU WANT ANT BACK NUMBERS
of our libraries, and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and flit
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.
DEAR SIR—Enclosed find cents for which please send me:

, .. .copies of WOBK AND WIN, Nos
. . . . " " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos
... . " " FRANK RBADE WEEKLY, Nos
.... " " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos
.. . . " " SECRET SERVICE, Nos
.... " " THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos ,

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos
Street and No Town

,190

.State.




