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Colonel Barron came out in response to the call. So did the Bradys So, also, ten miners—out of
the corral. In an instant the gang was covered with rifles and revolvers.

"It is our day, boys!" cried old King Brady.
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The Bradus and the Copper King
OB,

The Mystery of the Montague Mine.

CHAPTER I.

. BUYING A SPY.

The sun was just setting over the rugged peaks of the
Rattlesnake range, and the yellow, poisonous smoke from
the copper smelting furnaces of the great Montague mill
were tinged red by its dying light as they rose heavenward
in a straight column, for there was not a breath of air stir-
ring, and the smoke from the tall chimney went up—up—-
up until it lost itself in space far above.

In the distance, where the many buildings of the Mon-
tague mine could be seen, men were crowding out, some
hurrying toward the group of frame shanties which con-
stituted the "town" of Montague, others, with less haste,
filing toward the big boarding-house which sheltered the
unmarried workers in the mine.

Between these two groups a young fellow, apparently
but little over twenty, walked toward the mine office with
quick stride and the air of a man who was going somewhere
and for some definite purpose.

As he drew nearer to the small two-story frame building
a man carrying a rifle over his shoulder stepped in front of
him and commanded a halt.

"Who is it you want to see?" he asked, looking the young
fellow over from head to foot.

And truly the youth was not an attractive proposition.
His clothes were old and worn, and had not even in their

Irest days been of much worth.
His toes were out of his shoes, and his hat looked as

though he had slept in it more than once.
In short, it was no wonder the watchman stopped him—

there were several armed watchmen always on duty at the
Montague mine at that time—for truth told he looked
very much like a tramp.

"I want to see Mr. McCoy, if it ain't too late," replied
the young fellow, civilly.

"What for?"
"I wanted to ask him for a job."
"He is just getting ready to go home. I don't think he

will see you."
"Is there any objection to me trying it on?"
"It's after hours. We don't allow strangers at the mine

after six o'clock."
"Say, boss," said the young man, confidentially, "I have-

n't a cent to my name, and don't know where I coul'd stop
to-night. You see, I beat my way on the train from Crystal
Springs, and we were late getting in. If I could get the
promise of a job from Mr. McCoy I suppose somebody
would take me in. It's going to be a cold night, and I
might freeze to death if I slept outside."

The watchman seemed moved to a certain extent.
"Did you ever work in a copper mine before?" he asked.
"Yes; at the Anaconda, two years; but it is a year since I

was laid off, and I've been up against the toughest kind of
luck ever since."

"In what way?" :
"In every way. Of course, it was all my own fault."
"Too much booze?"
"That was the beginning of it, but I'm on the water

wagon now, and mean to stick there if I can."
"I shall get the call-down for letting you nass, surest

thing," said the guard, "but you can go on."
"Thank you," replied the young man gratefully, and he

hurried on toward the office.
A light burned in the windows, for the November day

was now coming elose to its end.
There were several young men inside, working on the

beoks at high desks.
In an interior office a tall, pompous looking person could
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he seen seated at an elegant roll-top desk, tallpng with a
rough-looking man.

All this the young man took in at a glance, for h,e did
not pause, but ascending the steps, walked boldly into the
office, asking over the little counter if he could see Mr.
McCoy.

"He is engaged now. I don't think so," replied the clerk
addressed.

"I can wait until he is.at liberty," was the reply.
"He will be going then. What did you want?"
"Work."
"I don't think we want any hands."
"Jjet me ask him. I am very hard up."
*'You look it. Have you ever worked in a copper mine

before?"
"I worked two years at the Anaconda."

- "If that is the case perhaps Mr. McCoy might want to
use you. I'll ask."

"Thank you ever so much."
"Stay here," said the clerk, and he stepped into the ad-

joining room. -:
"" "He will see you," he said, coming out a moment later.
"You can walk right in."
. As the young man entered the private office the roughly

dressed man passed.
This made it certain that his pompous companion was

Mr. William McCoy, the superintendent of the Montague,
one of the largest individual copper mines in Montana, and
which as yet had escaped the clutches of the great Wall
street syndicate known as the Copper Trust. .
/Certainly Mr. McCoy was about as repellant a person as
one could expect to meet.

"Well?" he said,-icily, as hat in hand the young man
stood before him.

"I wanted to ask you if you could give me work, sir," was
the reply.

"How did you pass the guard?"
"I watched my chance, sir, and slipped past."
"It is against the rules for strangers to come here at this

hour. I am the mayor of this town. I ought to have
you arrested. Every one knows my rule."

"I am a stranger in Montague, sir. I didn't know."
"Where are you from?"
"I belong in Iowa. I have been In Montana for the past

three years."
"Ever worked in a copper mine before?"
"Yes, sir. Two years in the Anaconda."
"What at?"
"I was a striker; I worked in the ore house, and part of

the time I drove a team."
"Why did you leave?"
"I was discharged."
"What is your name?"
"Albert Packer."
"Where have you been since you left?"
"Knocking around."
"You have, hey? We \vill see about that."

Mr. McCoy opened a drawer in his desk, and taking out
a little memorandum book consulted it.

"Shut the door," he said, putting the book away.
The young man obeyed.
The door which he closed led out into the open office.
At the same time Mr. McCoy arose and shut another

door, which led in behind the railing where the clerks were.
The young man returned the steady gaze which the sup-

erintendent now fixed upon him with troubled counten-
ance.

"Packer," said Mr. McCoy, after a minute of silence,
"you were discharged from the Anaconda for stealing.
You went to the penitentiary for two years."

The young man assumed a defiant air.
"So you have got a black list," he said. "All right. I'll

get! I might have known."
"Wait!"
"What's the good?"

•"Wait, I say! How did you get out of prison? It is only
a year, and you got two."

"I have some friends yet. I was pardoned by the Gov-
ernor."

"You were, eh?"
"I was."
"And yet your friends would not help you once you were

out?"
"I wouldn't ask 'em. But say, boss, it is no use for me to

talk any longer. You don't want me now. Let me go."
"Wait!"
"All right, if you say so."
"We superintendents all keep a black list. You will not

get work at any copper mine."
"It begins to look so."
"Nor anywhere else around here."
"There's other business. I won't starve."
"You look as though you had been starving lately."
"Fve come pretty near to it, Mr. McCoy."
"How would you like to quit the business and try it on

Easy street for a while?"
"I don't know what you mean."
"You hear what I say, and you understand English."
"But how?"
"How much did you expect to get a day here ?"
"I'd take a dollar a day if I couldn't get any more."
"You could not live for that."
"Yes, I could."
"But you could live better for ten."
"Sir!"
"I say again you understand English. You also under-

stand what it is to be up against hard luck; but you don't
seem to be able to comprehend that your luck may take a
turn."

"Do you ntean to say that you have work for me to do for
which you are willing to pay me ten dollars a day?"

"Yes."
The young man's eyes glistened.
"What kind of work is it?" he asked.
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"You know."
"No, I don't."
"I say you do."
"You want to make me a spy on someone."
"Of course. I'll tell you this much—you serve me faith-

fully for a few weeks, and you get your ten a day, and you
may also get a great deal more after that. Are you game to
try such a job?"

"I am."
"Understand this is a case where your past record does

not stand against you. It is on account of your record
that I am giving you the offer."

"All right."
"You accept?"
"I'd he a fool if I wouldn't."
"Now, mind you, Packer, I am a man who stands no

nonsense. If you go back on me by'so much as a word or
a hint you might as well arrange for your funeral before'
you give that hint or speak the word."

•"Mr. McCoy, I'll be true to you; don't you fear,"
"All right. I'm going to try you. I tell you right now,

and it will be useless for you to deny it, you are not what
you seem!" - ' "

"S-sir!" '
"You are an educated mar/?'
"I admit it." -
"Nothing but dissipation and criminal practices have

brought you down to what you are."
"I don't deny it."
"Right. To-morrow you go on the payroll as assistant

foreman in the ore-house."
"But my clothes,"
"Here are fifty dollars. Get down into the town and fit

yourself out proper."
"You are too good, sir."
"Bah! You know that what I am doing is not for your

sake. Keep your remarks to yourself. Now be off."
"No special instructions, sir?"
"Not to-night. I am done now. Good-night."
And fifty dollars richer, Albert Packer left the office of

the Montague mine.
As he passed out a tall, elderly man of striking appear-

ance came toward the door.
Neither gave the other more than a glance, but as they

passed the elder man said in a voice scarcely .audible:
"Well?"
"I'm engaged."
It was Albert Packer who made the reply, and having

made it he hurried down the hill toward the town.
"Hello!" called the guard as he went striding along, "did

you get a job?"
"A better one than I dared to hope for," was the reply.

"I go to work in the ore-house as assistant foreman to-
morrow." -

"The deuce you do!"
"Yes. I found Mr. McCoy a splendid man."
"He's a bird!"

So said the guard. ; . -
But what did he mean? - • • -
There are black birds, and white birds, and likewise

geese. " •
"He's a bird!"
The remark was certainly not a very definite one.
"He's a bird!"
Well, the guard might have meant "any old "thing."

CHAPTER II.

THE MYSTERY OP THE MONTAGUE MINE.

Albert Packer kept on his way until he came to the
shanties which, as we have mentioned before, constituted
the town of Montague. .

There was only one decently constructed building among
them, and that was the Banner House.

The railroad did not enter Montague. -
At a place called the Junction, two miles below jpassen-

gers were obliged to leave the train if they wanted to^ visit
the mine, although a freight switch ran directly up to it.

This was one of the peculiar notions of Col. Jas. A.
Barren, the great Montana Copper King," and the principal
owner of the Montague mine. •-''••''. - ;

He did not wish his men to be too near the railroad sta-
tion, lest they should be seized with a sudden notion to de-
part. . ..-.-. . . . . ; :

Moreover, he preferred to have such visitors who might
come among them for the purpose of stirring them up
on questions of wa_ges and. discipline more, immediately
under the eye of his superintendent, who each year was in*
variably elevated to mayor of the little town.

Young Packer avoided the hotel, and walking the length
of the main street, seemed to size up each .saloon.

There were three of these, and each appeared to be also
a restaurant.

In addition there was but one store, which although but
a single story high, covered a great deal of ground, and
carried a large stock of goods of every description.

This was the company's store.
It was either trade here or nowhere with the miners.
The cost of their purchases was deducted, from their

The result was as always in such cases.
They were charged three prices, for everything, and thus

were always poof.
"This is a one-man town," muttered young Packer. "I

pity these poor fellows; it would be almost better if—but
never mind! It is not my business. All I have on hand
just now is to find a place to eat and sleep."

He turned and started back.
A moment later the rattle of wheels was heard behind

him, and a handsome double open-top road wagon, driven
by a stylishly dressed young woman flew past, and drew up
in front of the hotel. - - :
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"That must be the girl," thought Packer. "She's a
beauty, all right. Well, we shall see,"

He turned into the Star, the largest of the saloons.
It was fitted up in the usual way.
A bar in front, a restaurant at one side, and a stage in

the rear where performances were on every evening.
No open gambling was allowed at Montague, so this usual

adjunct to such places was cut out. .
The bar was well crowded with miners,, some drinking,

but more talking. ' -
The young man joined the group, and calling for,a glass

of soda water, stood listening to the talk.
It was all on one subject.
The drinkers were discussing the disappearance of Col-

onel Barron, the Copper King.
This was known in Montana as the Mystery of the Mon-

tague Mine. ... , , r
The disappearance had taken place six weeks-before
The facts concerning it may as well be briefly stated.
Colonel Jas. A. Barron was no kid-glove miner.
He was, on the contrary, an old prospector, a practical

man who understood every detail of his business, except the
technicalities of the smelting of the copper ore> which only
a thorough chemical education can give.

Col. Barron was also a worker, and in .former days was
always to be found with his coat off, bossing his own men.
ready and able to do whatever they did or refused to do.

He was noted as a hard but just master, and was both
respected and feared.

Such were Col. Barren's methods of doing business, until
he began to grow rich.

It was three years before the opening of our story when
he had-accumulated his first million that the change came

He then removed to Helena, built a fine house, and put
on style.

But even then he spent most of his time at.the Mon-
tague, although he had now hired Mr. McCoy as superin-
tendent, and was supposed to have given him entire charge

Then the Copper Trust came along, and every effort was
made to force Col. Barron to join it, but he persistently re-
fused.

It now became necessary for him to watch the financial
end of his business more closely, and to see that the stock
of the mine was not gobbled up by Wall street sharks.

So the Helena house was abandoned, and the Barrens re-
moved to New York, where the colonel became.a promi-
nent figure on Wall street, and gained the name of the
Copper King.

At every turn he headed oS the trust. . -
Millions rolled in, and most of his time was devoted to

speculations, visits to the mine becoming few and far be-
tween.

The last of these visits had been made six weeks before
the opening of our story. . - . . - . . . . . . - • •

On that occasion certain new machinery was being intro-
duced at the mill, and Col. Barron jumped in to work in
his old way.

For two days he toiled with the men, and on the evening
of the second, after a protracted conversation with Mr.
McCoy he started in the dark to walk to the Banner House,
where a suite of rooms was always kept in readiness for
him.

But Col. Barron never reached the Banner House.
No one could be found who had seen him from the mo-

ment he left the mine office except the guard at the foot of
the hill, .with whom he stopped and exchanged a few
pleasant words. '

From the foot of the hill over to the Montague was not
over three-quarters of a mile, and Col. Barron having la^d
out the road himself knew it perfectly.

For days following a persistent search was made for hiir
under the guidance of Superintendent McCoy.

It all went for nothing, however.
Whether the Copper King wandered away into the moun-

tains or whether he was killed by his enemies, of which he
had his share, was never learned.

The theory of the miners was that he had been spirited
away by order of the Copper Trust.

Such was the mystery of the Montague mine.
And it was to the discussion of this subject that Albert

Packer listened now.
The talk among these men was all in favor of the trust

spiriting, away theory. .
Under their breath they also discussed Superintendent

McCoy. - - • . - • . . : . " . . : - " • : . . . - . - • • "••.•• • " - • '
Nobody suggested that the superintendent was a bird.
Had anyone done so it would have been to describe him

as a very bad sort of'bird, it would seem.
All seemed to be against the man.
If Superintendent McCoy possessed even one friend in

this crowd he certainly failed to raise his voice.
Young Packer, after listening to the talk for fifteen min-

utes or so, went in to supper.
This over, he spoke to the proprietor about a room.
"You can have one," was the reply. "Pay in advance.'
"I can do that."
"A dollar a night."
"I want it by the week."
"Two to four a week."
"The two kind will suit me."
The landlord led the way through a door on the left.
Here the long building which stood next to "the Star

was entirely taken up by little rooms forming a double row,
and running from one end of the enclosure to the other.

.The rooms in front were large, those in the rear small.
The partitions extended almost up to the ceiling, the top

serving as a ventilator, there being np windows in the
smaller rooms.

"I think I will take one of the large rooms," said Packer,
producing two dollars additional.

The landlord seemed surprised, but said nothing, assign-
ing his guest to'a front room.

But Packer did not take possession then.
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He went out on the street, and calling, at the company's
store, purchased a suit of clothes and: other things.

These he put on, leaving his old clothes behind him,
and again started for the Star, walking slowly, and closely
scanning the face of each man he passed.

Suddenly there loomed up in the distance the same tall,
striking-looking old man wJaom he had seen at the mine.

There were three big electric lights strung across the
main street of .Montague, so there was no chance of mis-
take. - • . . ; .

Again, as they passed, the two exchanged words, although
they scarcely looked at each other.

Packer said:
"It's the Star, third window on the alley."
The old man said:
"All right."
This in a whisper on both sides, -.-and, both passed on.
"Hello," said the landlord, when Packer asked for his

key. "Looks as though We had struck luck."
"That was done before I. came here," was the reply. "I

go" to work to-morrow at the Montague."
"Good!" said the landlord. "I suppose you will be shift-

ing to the boarding-house then."
"No," replied Packer, "for the present I shall stop right

here."1

Young Packer then went to his room, not even glancing
in at the niusie-hall, where a young fellow, blacked up, was
playing the banjo and singing a comic song.

Here he locked himself in, haying first unfastened the
window which opened on the alley.

He then put his light out, and seating himself upon the
bed, waited for a full hour alone in the dark.

"Will he never come?" he kept saying to himself. "What
can be keeping him?"

This question he had asked for perhaps the twentieth
time when there came a low rap on the window on, the out-
side. ... '

; . . . . ' . ' . ' . . . : . . * • . ...... ; - ; ' . . ' ' '

He immediately raised it, and the old man to whom he
had spoken on Main street and at the mine climbed in.

"You are here at last, Governor?" Packer whispered.
"At last. I was delayed at the hotel. How loud is it

safe to talk? I see it is all open above." ;
"Not above the lowest whisper."
"Eight. So you got there?"' ' ' '
"In what capacity?"
'"A. paid spy!" ,-'_' . ..'" "-.".._r "Hat" ; ;: ...... ; . ' • " • " ' ; ...... • - " ; . . : . " " •
"Yes. He gave me fifty dollars to fit myself out with.

and promised me ten a day while it lasted."
"And the job?"
"Assistant foreman in the ore-house."
"Oh, indeed! I am foreman/* ;

"Good enough! Then my work will be to spy on you.'
"It don't surprise me, Harry," replied the old gentleman.

" Of course I am suspected. That was understood. It has
worked out just as I planned it. "

"Exactly. It was a mighty slick move for you to make
me take the name of this young Packer, who was pardoned
out of the penitentiary." ~ ' '"i

"I knew he had the black list. I knew also that there
was no one he would be so likely to take up with as an
ex-convict." . .

"You were dead tight. : All is working well. Now, what
have you learned ?" ' . ' . ' ' \ " . '

"One point of grave importance."
"Yes?" . _ ^ ' •'•'"•' :'::'::"'."•"
"Yes. Since I have been at the Montague inine McCoy

has made two midnight trips into the mountains."
"The deuce he has! Alone?"
"No; he has two always with him. There is another

trip set down for to-night."
"How did you learn that?"
"By watching and listening. It would take too long to

explain in detail."
"And what do you propose?"
"We propose to follow."
"You say we. Do you mean you and I?1"
"The three of us."

: "Ah! The girl goes, too." ^ -
"Yes." ;. ' ;- : : :-- ; ; : • • • - - - • • • - • - : - : -
"Is she good for it?" : : : .
"For anything she undertakes, I fancy."
"When do we start?" ;
"Each time before he has started at ten o'clock."
"You have already followed him?"

-' " No; not yet. To-night will be the first." '
"All right. I am ready. What am I to do?"
"I will .call for you in passing. - You will get the signal

on the window. Then slide out."
"Eight. ? I shall be ready."
"See that you are."
"Have you formed any theory as yet, Governor?"
"No. The matter is still.as much of a mystery as when I

took hold two weeks ago."
"The miners all seem to think that our Copper King has

been spirited away by order of the trust."
"The trust gets the blame for everything, of course."
"Nevertheless, the theory may be correct."
"Indeed, it may. I am not saying that it isn't."
"If it is true then the man has probably been murdered

before this." ; V "
"It is •Xtseless to theorize, Harry. The only discovery I

have made is that this -man McCoy goes alone into the
mountains at night. Why? It is certainly a very peculiai
proceeding. We want to find out whatdt means."

"We must. All the same it will spoil my usefulness if
I am discovered or even suspected of following you to-
night."

"I shall have your disguise ready." -
"Do you think McCoy suspects you of being a detective?"
."I-am certain that he does, and the fact of his engaging

you as a spy proves it."
"Did he make any objection to engaging you?"
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"None at all. How could he? The letter which I
brought with me from the board of directors was per-
emptory. It ordered him to make me foreman of the ore-
house, and he did it. There/was no other course for him
to pursue."

"And he has treated you civilly?"
"Very. He is a deep man, hut whether or not he is a

rascal remains to be proved. Now, then, Harry, I must
leave you. At a quarter to ten o'clock I will tap on the
window. Be ready. We will jump right in on this case,
and show Miss Barren what the Bradys can do."

Having said this the old gentleman crawled out of the
window and departed.

And were these the Bradys, the most famous detectives in
the United States?

No one else!
The old gentleman was none other than Old King Brady.
"Albert Packer" was Young King Brady, his partner and

pupil.
Many are the mysteries these renowned detectives have

solved, many the hidden secrets they have unearthed.
Engaged by Linda Barren, the daughter of the missing

Copper King, to assist her in learning her father's fate, it
remained to be seen what the Bradys would do in the matter
of the mystery of the Montague mine.

CHAPTEE III.

THE BRADYS ON THE SHADOW.

Harry sat in the dark waiting.
He did not even dare to smoke, for fear the fact of his

being awake would be detected.
But no one came near him, for there are few miners who

retire as early as ten o'clock.
At a quarter to ten the tap came on the window.
Young King Brady immediately opened it and crawled

out.
The old detective had with him a few articles of dress

done up in a bundle which were to be used by Harry in
making his disguise.

• As for Old King Brady himself, he had assumed an en-
tirely different appearance.

Instead of looking like a. mine foreman now, he might
have been mistaken for a rough old prospector.

: Usually the Bradys wear clothes which -are so constructed
that they are capable of assuming many different forms.

Indeed, the old blue coat with brass buttons worn by the
old detective, has become historical.

So has the big white felt hat, the high-pointed stand-up
collar, the old-fashioned stock, and the rest of his quaint
costume.

All these things Old King Brady now had upon him, and
yet not one was in evidence.

Harry, on the contrary, had not worn his usual clothes,

as it was thought best that he should enter upon his work
-as nearly as possible ;n the garb of a genuine tramp.

"You might as well make your change right here in
the alley," said Old King Brady. "That is if you can do
it in the dark."

"Just as well as not, Governor," was the repJy.
"Then jump right in and do it."
"O.K. I'll be ready in three minutes."
He was ready in two, and the detectives walked through

the alley, striking across the barren plain toward the rising
ground north of the Montague mine.

The moon had now risen, but the night was overcast, and
only occasional glimpses were seen of it through the moving
clouds.

It was a desolate scene.
Directly in front of them, not a mile away, rose the foot-

hills of this particular Eattlesnake range—there are many
ranges bearing this name in the Far West.

All over the plain were dead trees, and the grass was
equally dead and brown.

This arises from the poisonous fumes of the copper smelt-
ers which kill off all vegetable growth in their neighbor-
hood.

It is not a pleasant thing to live near a copper mine.
"And where is Miss Barren?" Harry asked before they

had gone far.
"She is to meet us at the hut," was the reply.
"And the hut is?"
" Over there by the foothills."
"And McCoy? I understand he lives at the Banner

House."
"He does, but he is not always there. Sometimes he

sleeps in rooms over the office, which he keeps for his own
use. He did not come in to supper to-night, so I suppose he
i« still at the mine."

"Or at the hut?"
"He was to be there at half-past.ten."
"I thought you said ten."
"I said, or meant to say, that we would have to start at

about ten."
"All right. We had better hustle, for we want to get in

there ahead of him, of course."
"Leave all that to me, Harry. It will come out 0. K."
"Correct! Shall I like this girl?"
"You will be charmed with her. Without being mannish

in the least she has all the courage and pluck of a man. You
see, her mother died when she was a mere baby, and she
was the only child. Instead of putting her out to be cared
for by relatives or others, Col. Barren took care of her him-
self. She is devoted to her father, and is in dead earnest
in this business. Look back. Do you see anybody following
us?" . -• - -

"I can't see a soul."
"Nor can I. Come, let us run for it. As you say, we

can't get to the hut too soon."
The Bradys are good sprinters in spite of the old de-

tective's advancing years.
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In a few minutes they had gained an old stone hut of the
sort so common in the northerly portion of the Far West.

Built years before by some trapper or sheep-raiser, it
had long since been abandoned, the thatched roof had
fallen in, the door and window sashes were gone, and the
whole appearance of the place was lonely and desolate to
a degree.

And yet as the Bradys approached, a young man armed
with a rifle suddenly appeared in the doorway.

"Confound it! Discovered!" muttered Old King Brady,
subsiding into a walk.

"Who can it be?" asked Harry.
"Give it up! One of McCoy's men, I suppose."
"Shall we turn back?"
"It is too late now. We must go forward and make some

excuse."

They advanced slowly, expecting at every moment to be
challenged, but they were not.

The young man stood motionless, grasping his rifle in
such a manner that he could put it to instant use.

"Good-evening, partner!" called Old King Brady. '"My
son and I have got turned around. Can you direct us to
the Montague mine?"

"The lights on your left ought to show you where the
mine is," was the reply. "Considering your hurry just now,
I should have thought that you were making for this hut
instead of the mine." '~-

Old King Brady started at the sound of the voice.
"What!" he exclaimed, clapping on a pair of eye-glasses

and peering forward, "is it you?"

s "No one else, Mr. B."
"Ha! You thought it best to dress so?"
"Much the best. You yourself suggested it."
"I said that it was a pity you were not a man."
"Exactly; and so I thought J would make myself as

near like one as I could. How do you think I have made
out?"

"The deception is perfect. Only thing is whether you
aroused suspicions at the hotel."

"Not at all. I climbed out of the window of my room
and dropped from the roof of the extension whieh is directly
under it. No one saw me leave. But introduce me to your
partner, Mr. B. This is Young King Brady, I suppose."

"It is. Harry, this is Miss Barren in disguise!"
The girl extended her hand, which Harry took.
"You are made up well, Miss Barren," he said.
"Glad to hear you say so," replied the girl. "But let me

suggest that my name shall not be mentioned among us.
We can't tell what spies may be lurking around. My name
is Linda. Call me Linn—it is what my poor father always
called me, and it is a man's name."

"Have it as you will," replied Old King Brady. "And
now to business. Have you seen anything of McCoy?'*

"Not yet."
"How long have you been here?"
"Ten minutes."

"It is twenty minutes past ten. He may not come to the
hut, after all"

"I thought you overheard him make the appointment
here?" : :

"And so I did; but he may have changed his programme.
The nearer way to the range lies on the other side of the
creek."

"And yet it would hardly be safe for us .to risk going
there on an uncertainty." .

"That is so. I will go toward the creek and see if I can
detect a moving light. He carried a lantern on his pre*
vious trip, and may do so again."

Old King Brady hurried away, leaving the young peo-
ple alone.

Naturally Harry felt a bit bashful in the presence of the
millionaire's daughter.

For some minutes nothing was said*
"Well, Harry, and what theory have you formed?" Linn,

as we shall call her, suddenly asked. "You see, I am'bound
to get acquainted with you. I call you by the name Old
King Brady always uses when he speaks of you."

"I have hardly had time* to form an opinion," replied
Young King Brady. ^You see, I have only just arrived;"

"It is a strange case. I can imagine no reason for my
father's disappearance unless he has been made way with
by the Copper Trust."

"That seems to be the general impression in the tewn."
"So Mr. Brady says. My father feared the agents of.

these people. He would not sell out to them, and they
have sworn to crush him, yet I cannot believe they would
dare to take his life."

"Old King Brady's suspicions are all in the direction of
Mr. McCoy."

"I know they are. Yet my fattier had great confidence
in Mr. McCoy."

"He believed him to be an honest man?"
"He trusted him implicitly."
"And yet "
"Well, why do you hesitate?"
"If you side with Mr. McCoy perhaps you might not like

to hear what I was about to say."
"I side with nobody. I am looking for my father, Harry.

I mean to solve the mystery, too. I shall find him dead
or alive."

"I was about to say, Miss "
"Linn!"
"I was about to say that McCoy has bribed me to be-

come a spy on Old King Brady."
"He has?"
"Yes."
"Still that counts for nothing. He has no idea that Old

King Brady is working for me."
"Can you be sure of that?"
"If he has it can only be guesswork. I have never told

a soul."
"Ah! Well, he suspects him of being a deteeMve."
"Employed by the trust, perhaps."
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"It may be so—-but'look!'* .
"Old King Brady has stopped. He is throwing up: his

arms."
"It is a signal. We are ta come on." .
"Then let us hurry. He may have discovered some-

thing." .
They left the hut now anot hurried across the plain.
The moon had obligingly come out for a minute, which

enabled them to see the old detective. . ...1
With equal obligingness it now went under a cloud again,

and by the time they joined the old detective it was dark
enough.

He stood near the bank of a little creek which ran out
of the foothills looking in the direction of the Montague
mine.

"There's your light, Harry," he said quietly. "I guess
there is no doubt that our man is on the move."

"And not coming to the hut?"
"So it would seem from the direction he is taking."
"We must cross the creek and follow."
"And so run the risk of following someone else. Wait!"
"What do you propose to do, Mr. B. ?" asked Linn.
"You see those clouds? They are on the move. The

moon will be out in a minute, and I have sornething here
which will help us out."

Old King Brady produced a powerful night-glass which
he always carries.

The two minutes of waiting which'followed seemed like
an hour.

Suddenly the moon shot out from behind the clouds.
It was only for an instant, but in that instant Old King

Brady had his glass up and ready for business.
"It is McCoy," he announced. "He has two with him.

They are steering directly for the range, and for some
reason have cut the hut out."

"Then we follow?" queried Harry.
"Yes, but wait till the moon goes behind that cloud."
"It'has gone now." ' • . . . . . _ - . . -
"Right, and we will go too."
Old King Brady sprang across the narrow creek as he

spoke.
"Can you do it, miss?" Harry asked.
"Linn!" said the girl.
"Can you do it?" '
"Say Linn—don't be bashful."
"Can you do it, Linn?"
"Yes, with a running jump.
"You don't want help?"
"No." - . • • • . :..
Linn took the jump and landed safely on the other side

of the creek.
Harry was at her side in an instant.
"Let us keep close together," said 019. King Brady.

"This is a poor place for shadowing."
"We are all right if the moon will only behave herself,"

replied Linn, "Anyhow, it will be all right in ten min-
utes, for he will be among the foothills then."

Now, the foothills which lie below this section of the
Rattlesnake range were of rather peculiar construction.

They rose to a height of about a hundred feet, and were
rounded off on their tops like so many haystacks.

Between each were deep depressions, all leading into a
deeper valley beyond, which extended for miles between
the foothills and the true range.

Was Superintendent McCoy going through to the moun-
tains? ; ''" ""' v._ ' :;

Hardly. :
It was two miles good through the foot-hills, and three

across the valley. /
To do a ten-mile tramp over that rough road would take

him too long.
Yet such might be his intention for all that, and the

Bradys and Linda Barron, now on the shadow, followed,
prepared to put in one night or ten—anything to bring
about a solution of the mystery of the Montague mine.

CHAPTER IV.

TEOUBLE IN THE GORGE.

"They have gone!" ,
"Yes, in between the hills."
"Probably after all they intend putting it through to the

range."
It was Harry who spoke, and Old King Brady answered.
Superintendent McCoy and his two companions^ whom

the old detective had already recognized as men employed
in the ore-house, and under his direction for the past two
weeks, had just vanished up the narrow path leading in
between two foot-hills.

The way was most rugged.
On either side the slaty rock rose abruptly, while great

masses of it, broken off by some convulsion of nature, lay
heaped up in the gorge.

Canyon this opening could not be called, for a canyon
is generally conceded to be a break caused by the action
of water, while this looked as though some tremendous
earthquake had split the hill in two and made a lot of splin-
ters in so doing.

Among this mass of broken rock a regiment could easily
have hidden themselves.

Old King Brady gave a sigh of despair.
"We are up against it now," he remarked. "Pity we

could not have worked up a little nearer to them."
"It is no use thinking about that now," said Harry.

"They have given us the slip."
"Then we must slip after them," put in Linn. "The

more obstacles there are thrown in our way the more de-
termined I am to go ahead."

"You are right," said Old King Brady. "And we on
our side have no idea of holding back. You are the right
sort for such work as this. If you will pardon an old
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man's remark, you would.make a good wife for a poor
man, If he could not make success for himself you would
make it.for him.":

Linn laughed shortly.
"As it happens I am already engaged to he married to

.a.rich ;man," she §aid. "Sometimes he thinks I have got al-
together too much get aheaditiveness about me, I ..Have to
h e doing something—that's all." . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ; • • . . •

"In that case my remark falls flat," said Old Kiing Brady.,
"Not at all. I appreciate it for what it is worth,. You

may as well know all ahout me, Mr. Brady. I am out on
a dangerous errand as well as yourself. There is no know-
ing how it may all end. If anything happens to me you
want to notify Arthur Benners, of Helena. He is the gen-
tleman to whom I am engaged."

. "I"shan't, forget," replied "the. old .detective. "He is .a
friend of your father's, of course?"

" He is my father's agent in Helena, " He lias been .with
him ever since he was a boy."

"Is he the gentleman who came up here and assisted in
the first search which was made for your father?"

"Yes. He would have stayed longer, but business de-
manded his return to Helena."

"I have asked you several questions. May I ask one
more?"

"As many as you like." . . ..
"Did you tell Arthur Benners that you-had engaged the

Bradys to help you out on this business ?"
"Mr. Brady, I told'you in New York that I had men-

tioned that matter to no one, and should not mention it. Is
not that enough?" . • ' •
..."It is> Pardon me. But here we are at the entrance -to

.the gorge, It seem& to me simply impossible that we can
go ahead without a light," . - . .-•:•-•

"There's a light!" exclaimed Harry. - • _ . . . . - . .
The glimmer of a lantern could just be discerned, at seme

distance ahead of them. .. - . - • . - - -
"They are there," said the old detective. "What can we

do about these terrible stones?"
Once more the moon played the friend.
Out it came from behind its cloud, and lit the way before

them.
.And this time it seemed disposed to remaitt put for-.a

while. . .' : :

. The Bradys. and-their, companion at once started -in to
improve the opportunity. . . . . . - . , . . ....:. :

"Don't wait for me,'/.said Linn. You go on ahead. -I'll
take care of myself the best Lean." . . . . : . . . . . . . •

"If you. only could," replied the old .detective. ... .. - - . . . . .
. "Lean... Rely upon it." . ; . . - . . ' •
"Then look out for yourself. Here goes!".. . . . . . .

. The Bradys went scrambling over the rough .stones, mak-
ing excellent time, considering the. circumstances.

Meanwhile the light remained stationary ahead .of them.
. "If I thought it was going to stop that.way I'd hang back
for the girl," said Harry. . . . . . . .
. ."No, no!,,Let us push forward," replied the old detec-

tive. "I opposepl her coming in the first place, but she
would do it. And this man's clothes business. She is a
little too strenuous for me."

"But she is all right?"
"She may be. Who can tell. Before no,w we have been

engaged on cases by the very criminals themselves as a
bluff. Not that I am intimating anything in this case,
but—ha! What now?'' .1.";."'. / .".'.

A rifle shot rang out... . . ' '". '. ,
.. The,Bradys halted... ;'.' ""."..'I" . . .

"A signal!" said Harry.
"The shot certainly did not come this way," replied the

old detective. "I thought at first that they were firing at
us." . :

"Shall we push forward?"
"We ought never to have halted. We want to find out

what is going on where that light is, and mighty quick,
too." " :

They came in a few moments to a point where they could
do this. ;.

So,japid had been their movements that they had left
Linn well behind, for. the.scramble over the loose rock was
very difficult for a girl. .

" They could now see Mr. McCoy and the two miners dis-
tinctly/

All three were sitting on the rocks, apparently waiting
for someone." :

McCoy. Had...lighted, a cigar, and .his companions were
smoking pipes.

"They are taking it easy, at all events," whispered Harry.
. .. ̂ Hush!. Not a.word!" breathed Old King Brady, "Con-
found that girl! .L wish she wouldn't make so. much noise!"

..But the superintendent and his.companions did not seem
to.hear... : ...

The Bradys continued to watch them for some ten min-
utes after Linn came. up and joined them, but the men
made, no rnave. .. . . - ,

At length McCoy got up and raising his rifle fired into
the air.

It was manifestly a signal, for he then sat down again,
and resumed waiting as before.

It was slow business, but the Bradys are used to that.
At last Harry suggested that he creep up nearer and

i try to hear what was being said, for they were talking to-
gether now. . .

"Go!" said the old detective, "but on your life make no
noise." • . . .

Young King Brady advanced accordingly.
He had not covered more than half the distance when sud-

;denly: a^ large -stone slipped from under his foot and fell
with a resounding crash. :

McCoy and his men .were.on their, feet in an instant.
.."Who.is there?'.' the superintendent called, out.

He was about to start, forward to ascertain when a shot
rang, out behind him, and all three turned; .

Old Bang. Brady and Linn saw two Indians suddenly
come into view... . . .
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Both, were armed with rifles, and -behind, them was a
white man who also carried one.

"Oh, my!" gasped Linn, throwing up her hands.
"What's the matter?" demanded Old King Brady.
"Nothing—-everything—I can't tell you! I must go!"

exclaimed the girl, excitedly.
"Go nothing! You stay right here."

i So Old King Brady thought then, but he changed his
mind on the instant.

McCoy said something to the white man, and he with the
Indians started down the gorge on the run, followed by the
superintendent and his two men.

"Heavens! We are in for it!" said Old King Brady.
"The boy has spoiled the pie now."

And Harry was on the run, too!
The intentions of the six men were too evidently hostile

to make it safe to stay where he was.
Linn did not wait for the others to follow, but went

Abounding back over the rocks like a deer.
"Halt, or I fire!" shouted the white man.
Then in an instant the shot came whizzing past Harry's

head.
Old King Brady stopped and waited.
Harry had dodged down, and was now scrambling over

the rocks almost on all fours.
"We go together!" thought Old King Brady

:He drew his revolver and waited.
Just then there was a crash and a piercing cry rang out

from Linn.
It was trouble all around.
The white man did not fire again, but pushed forward.
Old King Brady could easily have shot him, but it was

no part of his purpose to do that.
Suddenly the man paused and shouted:

."Back, all of you! It is nothing but a piece of rock
which has fallen down from above.

."How can he be so deceived?" thought Old King Brady,
as he ducked down out of sigftt.

The light of the lantern carried by one of McCoy's men
was but dim, to be sure, and being in front of them Old
King Brady could well imagine that he himself might not
have been seen, but still he could not understand how the
man, who was well in advance of the others, could have
missed seeing Harry.

But such appeared to be the case, for now he turned and
rejoined his companions.

Harry in the meantime had also crouched out of sight.
and was waiting for matters to quiet down.

And the Bradys watched the light.
It moved on up the gorge, and in a moment vanished.
All this time nothing more had been heard of Linn.
Now Harry came crawling up and rejoined his chief.
"This is a queer start!" he whispered. "What's the

matter with the girl?"
"Don't know. We must instantly find out, though."
"They must have seen us, Governor."

"Whether they saw us or not, they must surely have
heard her cry. I can't understand why they went back."
- "The game is spoiled, at all events."

"Yes; they are too many for us, and anyhow we must
look to the girl. She knew that man, Harry. She was
seared to death when she saw him. What did he look like to
you?"

"I didn't get a good look at him. Did you?"
"No; I couldn't make him out at that distance. He wore

a hunting jacket and a hat something after the style of that
everlasting old white affair of yours."

"Yes, I saw that. We are up against something new in
the mystery line, that is certain; but just what it is will
have to develop later, for I don't think we are going to find
out to-night."

While this conversation proceeded the Bradys were mov-
ing forward, and now in a moment they came upon Linn.

At first sight they thought the unfortunate girl was
dead.

She lay all in a heap with a big slab of stone over hei
body. .

Evidently she had slipped, and the stone fell upon her at
the time she gave the cry.

Old King Brady produced the little electric dark lantern
which he always carries, and with Harry's help removed the
stone.

"She's a dead one!" muttered Harry. "She must have
struck her head on these stones."

"Probably. I think, though, she is only stunned. Here,
help me lift her up. So. Now, then, I'll hold her like this
and do you bathe her forehead with whisky. The flask is
in my left hip pocket; you will have to get it for yourself."

It was a good ten minutes before poor Linn was restored
to consciousness again, and it required vigorous work to
bring her to.

Her first words were "Where is he?"
"There is no one here but ourselves, miss," said Old

King Brady. "Those whom we saw have gone on up the
gorge. Tell me about yourself. Are you much hurt?"

"I slipped and a stone fell on me."
"Yes."
"I'm afraid I have sprained my ankle. I struck my head

a terrible blow as I fell."
"You certainly did. It is cut and is swelling badly. Try

to stand. Let us see what you can do."
But Linn could do next to nothing.
She screamed with pain as she attempted to get upon

her feet, and sank down again upon the rocks.
"Oh, Mr. Brady, I've spoiled it all!" she moaned. "I

can't move! What shall I do?"
"You will try it again in a minute," replied the old de-

tective, soothingly.
"Go on! Leave me. If there is anything to be done to

help my poor father you must not think of me."
"We must not think of leaving you."
"Oh, why did I come?" moaned iLinn. "Women are out

of place in such business as this. It was all a mistake."
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"It is no use regretting now," said Old King Brady.
"What we want to do is to get you "back to the hotel."

"You can never do it."
"We must. Take your time. Pull yourself together

and we will try again."
"Where did he go?" asked Linn after a minute.
"You mean the man whose sudden appearance frightened

you so, I suppose. He went back with the rest."
"But why was he here with those Indians and Mr. Mc-

Coy? Why? Why?"
"That is something we still have to find out," replied

the old detective gravely. "I suppose you will tell us who
he was after awhile."

"Perhaps I was mistaken, but I thought "
"Well?"
"Mr. Brady, I must have been mistaken."
"Very likely, but you have not told us who you mistook

him for yet."
"I know it couldn't have been," said Linn, with a sigh.

"Of course I was mistaken, but I thought he was Arthur
Benners, the gentleman to ,whom I am engaged."

CHAPTER V.

ARTHUR BENNERS.

"Now, throw your arm about my neck, miss, and put the
other around Harry. We will lift you up and carry you so.''

The Bradys had come down to business at last.
To remain longer where they were was not to be thought

of.
The only thing to do was to get Linda Barren back to the

hotel. „
They raised her between them and started.
It was hard while they remained in the gorge, but some-

what easier after they got out on the open plain.
Still they could only carry her a little way at a time, fo?

Linn, although by no means a large person, was still of
pretty good weight.

The exertion soon started Old King Brady puffing, and
when he set the girl down for the third time it began to
look as though he would not be able to carry her further.

It was then that Harry caught the sound of hoofs,
and in a minute they saw a light coming toward them.

"We are up against something, Governor!" he exclaimed.
"What is to be done now?"

"Nothing except to wait and see who it is," replied Old
King Brady. "This seems to be a night of troubles, but
after all, if this newcomer proves friendly his horse is just
what we want."

So, instead of putting out their lantern the old detective
waved it.

The stranger appeared to comprehend the signal, for he
put his horse on the gallop and came dashing up to where
they were.

Linn gave a gasping cry as she caught sight of him.
"That is Arthur, Mr. Brady!" she exclaimed.
"That's not the man we saw before," declared Harry.
In appearance the rider was certainly somewhat differ-

ent.
Instead of a shooting jacket and big white cowboy hat,

he wore a cap and a short overcoat with the collar turned.
up about his neck. Moreover, he came from the opposite
direction. .

"For heaven sake don't tell him who I am unless you
have to," breathed Linn.

"All right," replied Old King Brady. "If he don't
tumble he will never learn your secret from us."

"Good-evening, gentlemen. Is anything the matter
here?" the man asked.

"My friend has sprained his ankle," replied Old King
Brady. "If you are disposed to help us, sir, you have come
along just in time."

Meanwhile Linn had pulled the slouch hat she wore
down over her eyes which partly concealed her face.

Young Benners looked the group over curiously as he
replied in a frank, hearty way:

"Come, now, that's too bad. How did it happen?"
"He stepped on a Stone which turned under him,^ re-

plied the old detective.
"Indeed! But what are you all doing away over here at

this hour of the night?"
"When it comes to that we might ask you the same

thing," replied the old detective. "Still we have no reason
for secrecy. We started out for a walk and we walked this
way, that is all."

"And my case is just the same," said young Benners,
with a laugh. "I started out for a ride and I rode this
way. Can we get your friend on the horse? It is at your
service. Where do you live?"

"I'm stopping at the Banner House with my young
friend here," replied Old King Brady, wondering how on
earth he was ever going to get Linn into the hotel without
attracting the attention of everyone. "This young man is
staying at the Star."

' "Indeed. I am stopping at the Banner House, too. My
name is Benners. I am connected with the Montague
mine."

"It is the same with me. I am the foreman of the ore-
house."

"Yes? Odd that we should have met here,"
"If you are going to help us, Mr. Benners, suppose we

(get about it. This young man is suffering terribly. By
the way, my name is Rowley. You might as well know."

Benners made no reply, but dismounting held the horse
while Old King Brady and Harry lifted Linn into the sad-
dle, where she was able to hold her own well enough.

"Comfortable?" demanded Benners.
"Yes," replied Linn in a voice so low that it could

scarcely be heard.
It seemed to convey no suspicion to Benners' mind, for he

said nothing. /
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"Walk along by the horse., young fellow. .I'll talk with "That he was carried off by the order of the Copper
Mr. Rdwly," he added to Harry after a moment. . jTrust because he wouldn't join."

This arrangement suited everybody. . . . . . . . • • - ' ( "That's mere nonsense." •
Linn had formed her own plans and Old King Brady was "Why so?"

only too anxious for a chance to talk with the friendly "Why so! Because he ,was just arranging to join the
Mr. Banners. , trust when he disappeared."

In spite of the change in his appearance, and the fact1 "Indeed. Well, the men up at the mine don't know that,
that he approached them from the direction opposite to the and what is more, it would be hard work to make them be-
foothills, Old King Brady could not doubt that he was the lieve it."
man they had seen in the gorge. | "It is so, all right. I had it from Colonel Barren's own

"I might be mistaken and so might Harry," he said to lips. By the way, Mr. Rowley, did it ever occur to 37ou
himself, "but for a bright girl like that to mistake her lovei that McCoy may have had something to do with the colonel's
is not to be thought of." disappearance?" '

"I have no doubt you are wondering what brought me "I could never believe that. He seems a fine gentleman."
out here to-night, Mr. Rowley," said Benners, as they walk-
ed along behind the horse. . . . :

"And that is what he is. Well, as I said before, some-
thing has to be done. I am thinking seriously of sending..

"My dear friend, I'm too old a man to indulge in much to New York to engage detectives to take the matter up."
curiosity," replied Old King Brady. "I feel too -much "Why to New York? I don't knowrthat New York deT

obliged to you for your help to pry into your affairs." i.tectives are particularly, bright propositions."- .
"I know," said Benners, "but at the same time-there is no' "I refer to the Bradys."

mystery about me. I am Colonel Barren's. Helena repre-! " Seems to me I have heard of them. They operate mostly
sentative. I got in here on the late train this evening, and m the West, do they not?"
not finding Mr. McCoy at the Banner House I rode out to "Yes; but they .belong in New York. They have been
the mine. There the watchman told me that McCoy and very-successful. I think I shall engage them if I am not
two men had gone coon-hunting over in the foothills. I was able to get some intelligence of Colonel Barron in a very
on my way there to see if I could find him—that is all. I few days."
suppose you haven't seen anything of the party?" "Does he suspect? Is he sincere? It can't be pps-

"I saw three men with a lantern going toward the foot, sible. He is surely the same man we saw in the gorge," the
hills awhile ago." . .'.' old detective said to himself.

"Did you? No doubt that was McCoy. Well, we will Be that as it might, one thing was pretty certain-
cut it out for to-night, and I'll see him in the morning. I Arthur Benners did not suspect Linn,
have heard about you, Mr. Rowley. You are the party Col- , Everything went to prove that, especially his way of
onel Barron engaged before he came West for- the last acting at the end of this strange journey. .

They were now close in. upon Montague, and Harry sud-time." . . . . .
"I am." ;

"How are you making out at the mine?"
"Very well, thank-you."
"Does McCoy treat you all right?
"Certainly. Why not?"
"He was rather jealous of your coming."

denly called out:
"Boss, Joe doesn't .want to go to the Banner House- he is

going with me to the Star."
"All right," said Old King Brady quietly.
"He'll need someone to sit up with him," added Harry,

"and I can do it better there; and beside, he won't have
"He has not shown any such spirit. I find him a very to be carried upstairs."

nice man. By the way, has anything been heard of Colonel "Suit yourself," said Old King Brady. "I think he
Barron?" ought to have the doctor, though, and I'll send him along."

"Not a word. The mystery is as black as ever. In -fact, I "Who are they?" asked Benners carelessly,
came up here to consult with his daughter, who I under- "Albert Packer, a young man from the Anaconda, who
stand is stopping at the Banner House. It is high time has just been engaged by Mr. McCoy as my assistant; the
another search was started. :It won't do to drop the matter oth«r is Joe Brown. He is a stranger to me. I met him for
so." . . . . . . . " - the first time to-night. I don't know what his. business is."

"I did n'ot have the pleasure of Colonel Barron's ac- "If he suspects her now will be the time he is going to
quaintance," replied Old King Brady, "but I have heard show it," thought the detective. " :
him spoken of as f very fine man." .- - - . But Benners gave him no reason to believe that he did

"Do you hear the men at the mine talking much about suspect,
him?" , - -; . . . . . _ . . When they arrived at the Star Harry hurried into the

"Oh, yes." - , , - : ;
"Get any hint as to what became of him?"
"Not at all. I'm sure none of them know."
"What seems to be the general opinion?" :.,

saloon and engaged a room for "Joe Brown."
"Why, I thought you had gone to bed," said the landlord.
"Not at all. Didn't you see me go out?" replied Harry,

"I was off for a walk with a friend. He has managed :to
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sprain his ankle. I want a room for him here, where I can
look after him during the night."

He got the room without question, and supported by
Harry and Old King Brady Linn hobbled in.

Arthur Benners di^ not appear to suspect even when
he saw the girl under the electric light, for Linn kept her
hat well down over her eyes.

Bidding them good-night, he mounted the horse and rode
off in the direction of the Banner House.

Once in the room Old King Brady removed the girl's shoe
and stocking, and tied a wet compress around her foot.

The sprain was a bad one, however, and it seemed likely
that poor Linn was destined to be confined many days.

"Oh, Mr. Brady, what shall I-do?" she moaned. "It will
get out that I have disappeared now. The whole town will
be talking about it." :

" Let them talk," replied Old King Brady. - * You stop
right here and I will see that you are properly cared for. I
am rather curious to see how Mr. Arthur Benners will take
your disappearance."

"He must never know the truth.'* -
"All right. He won't know from me." -
"Mr. Brady, you surely don't suspect--^—-M

"That Arthur Benners is mixed up with your father's
disappearance? I can't say. One thing is certain, though."

"What is that?"
"He was the man who chased us in the gorge."
"It cannot be!" cried Linn. "Didn't you see how dif-

ferently he was dressed? Besides, he came up to us from
the-other way/'

"What do you say, Harry?" asked the old detective.
"There is only one thing to say," replied Young King

Brady. "Arthur Benners was tha.t man."
Linn, who was lying on the bed, turned her face over

upon the pillow and burst into tears.
"It can't be!" she moaned, "and yet—oh, if Arthur has

killed my poor father I believe I could kill him with my
own hand!"

CHAPTER VI.

MORE DISAPPEARANCES. ^

It was a week before Linda Barren was able to walk
again, and during that time: the greatest excitement pre-
vailed at the Montague mine. : : :

There were more mysterious disappearances^
First the whole community was thrown into a fever by

the disappearance of Linda from the Banner house.
This, of course, the Bradys could have explained, but

they were unable to account for the rest of it.
Mr. McCoy was now missing.
With him'had vanished two of the ore-handlers, Jack

Price and Bill Tooly by name.
They were known to have passed the guard at about ten

o'clock in the evening, presumably on their way to Mon-
tague.

They never reached the town, and all trace of them ap-
peared to have been lost from the moment they went out
of sight of the guard.

Thus, under precisely similar circumstances four had now
disappeared.

It was all blamed to the Copper Trust.
Men moved from the mine to Montague at night in gangs

—they were afraid to go alone.
It was considered very fortunate that Mr. Benners hap-

pened to be up from Helena at the time.
He immediately took charge of the mine and of the search

which followed for the missing ones.
The young man showed ihe greatest excitement over the

matter, and no wonder, since he was engaged to the missing
girl, '..- . . : - ; " - ' - ; " • ' : ' - : : ;

 : ' • • - . • . . - : '
The mine and the mill were both shut down for two days,

and parties of armed men scoured the foothills and even
penetrated into the fastnesses of the Kattlesnake range.

The Bradys were with them.
Old King Brady personally conducted one of the search

parties, and that was the time he and Harry were able to
visit the gorge by daylight and penetrate to its end.

It opened into the valley, as has been said, and no trace of
the missing ones could be discovered at any point.

Benners telegraphed to New York for the Bradys to come
out and lend their aid.

In answer he received word that the Bradys were already
West, attending to a case.

This he told Old King Brady himself, and expressed his
deep regret.

Altogether it was a week of great excitement, and if a
man hailing from Wall street had turned up at Montague
during that week it would have fared badly with him.

Chances are he would have been dragged out of the Ban-
ner House as soon as he registered his name, and hung to
the nearest tree.

During this week the Bradys worked side by side in the
ore-house.

After the third day two detectives from Chicago came
and took hold of the case, but they gave it up by the end of
the week.

The miners and millmen "were ordered back to their
work. • : :

Arthur Benners came daily to the office and gave direc-
tions, spending most of his time at the mill, superintending
the placing of the new machinery.

The young man looked troubled and worried half to
death.

Several times he came to Old King Brady and spoke of
how terribly he felt over the disappearance of Miss Bar-
ron, but he never once asked after lame Joe Brown, nor did
anyone come to disturb Linda in her retreat at the Star.

When Sunday came all Montague took to the hills and
joined in the search for the girl.

The Bradys were out also, but alone.
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This time they went clear through the gorge, and into
the broad valley beyond. - - "

It was their third visit there, and they felt-little hope
.that anything \vould come of it.

"If we could only catch that trail," said Harry, as they
strolled along the line of the hills on the valley side.

. _ • • "Impossible now," replied the old detective, "the ground
has been too thoroughly beaten up by the crowds who have
been through here.";

"Don't you think it would be well enough to give out
what we saw that night? It might lead to some discovery."

"It would lead to our being fired and then what? Re-
member we are working for Linda Barren, and not the
Montague Mining Co." .

"Do you still suspect Benners of being in it?" .
"How can I help it after what we saw?" .
"He seems a very nice young man." ;
"He is'- either that or an accomplished hypocrite, of

course."
"He certainly is worried about his girl."
"No doubt of that. He isn't half bright, or he would

have tumbled before this."
"Do you think he suspects us?"
"I am sure of it. His eyes is always on me. Still, he

may not guess that I am Old King Brady for all that."
"How do you suppose he got back on the plain before

we left the gorge?"
"That's what puzzles me, Harry. He could not have

gone over the hill, that's certain, and the next gorge either
way is a mile distant."

"If his horse was on the inside here he might have done
it in the time."

"It is possible; but both gorges are very rough, and it
would have been terrible riding in the dark."

"My theory is that he went over the hill and that his
horse was hobbled somewhere on the other side."

"But look at these cliffs! To be sure, they are not over
a hundred and fifty feet high, but just the same they are
straight up and down."

"I know; still, they are not so steep on,the other side. A
man could easily run down there; it would not be so difficult
once he got to the top."

"Theory, all theory," said Old King Brady, stopping to
light a cigar.

As he did so Harry gave a bound forward, and picking
up a stone, threw it toward the rocks,

"What now?" demanded Old King Brady. "Have you
struck a clew?"

^I've struck a rabbit, I think!" shouted Harry, "Didn't
you see him run in among the rocks there?"

"And why stone him?" replied the old detective. "The
poor creature has a right to his life."

But Harry was out of hearing of anything short of a
shout by this time, and he ran on.

Old King Brady strolled along, watching him.
All at once Harry seemed to vanish into the face of the

cliff.'

"Where in thunder did the boy go?" Old King Brady
asked himself as he quickened his steps.
. He had not taken many of them before Harry reappear-
ed.

"Say, Governor! I've solved the problem!" he shouted.
"What do you mean-—that you have killed the rabbit?"
"Rabbit nothing! I don't know what possessed me to

stone him. I've found out how Benners got through those
hills."

"The deuce you have!"
"Yes; come and see."
Old King Brady hurried to the spot.
"Well, well!" he exclaimed. "An overlapping rock.

Chance to slide in behind it—well, what is inside?"
"Get inside and see."
It was all-Old King Brady could do to crowd through

the narrow opening, but once through the case was plain.
Here was a well-defined path leading up to the top of

the hill, and most effectually hidden by the tall cliff which
stood guard in front.

"What a singular formation!" said the old detective. "I
never saw anything just like it. That rock forms a perfect
screen to this path."

"That's what it does. Shall we follow the path over the
hill?"

"By all means. I'd like to bet our Chicago friends have
not found it."

"Trust them to do the stupid act. I sized them up as a
pair of chumps at the start."

"Perhaps not so bad. Don't throw mud at the opposi-
tion, Harry. Now to get over this hill and see what we
find."

They found nothing to favor their theory until they were
entirely over the hill, but down at its foot on the other side
an important discovery was made.

Here near a certain tree indisputable proof that a horse
had been hitched there was found.

"So you see, Governor," said Harry, "that we now know,
thanks to the rabbit, that Benners could have done it."

"Not a doubt about it. It would not have taken him
more than twenty minutes and we remained a good half
hour in the gorge." »-

"And to dash over the plain and come up in front of us
would have been easy enough."

" Of course. The discovery is important, but it is a ques-
tion if it will lead to anything. We felt certain that Ben-
ners did that very thing before."

"Shall we get back to the valley?"
"Perhaps we had better. Now that we have got our hand

in something else may be learned."
The Bradys retraced their steps over the hill almost in

silence.
Harry was in the lead, and he was just about to pass out

from behind the sheltering cliff, and, indeed, had gone far
enough to look into the valley, when he suddenly drew
back.

"Hush!" he whispered. "Don't move an mefcl"
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"What now?" demanded the old detective.
"Benners is coming with another man!"
"Heavens! If they are coming in here we are trapped."
"That's what. Perhaps we had better dust over the

hill."
"Hold on, Harry."
"Well?"
"I won't run from them—I'll be hanged if I will! Letj

him find us here and make the most of it. Sooner or later!
we have to show our hand."

" So I say. Let us light up and sit down here."
"No, no! Not a light. The smell of the smoke may be-

tray us. We will stay where we are and see what luck
comes our way."

The decision was a wise one.
Luck had a whole lot in store for a couple of sharp, lis-

tening detectives just then, for where should Mr. Benners
and his companion take it into their heads to halt but
against the rocks just beyond the opening.

Here Benners handed the man with him a cigar, and1

they began to talk.

"It was foolish for you to come so far, Jack," was his first
remark. "People are wandering about the foothills every-
where looking for McCoy and the old man."

"I know, but you didn't show up, boss."
"I am late, 1 know, but all the same you might have

waited."
"There doesn't seem to be anyone in sight, I reckon

it is safe enough!"
"Hope so. We can stand here till we see someone coming,

then we can dodge in behind the rocks. How is everything
up there?"

"Quiet."
"Did McCoy put up much of a kick when he found the

tables had been turned on him?"
"Much of a kick! I should say he did! It was three

men's job to comb him down. All the same we did it,"
"I suppose you find it necessary to hold him a close

prisoner?"

"Sure."
"We will change all that as soon as I have a chance to

get up there. I will make him sign a written confession]
stating that he is responsible for the old man's disappear-
ance. Then we will have him foul."

"And you mean to set him free after that ?"
"I do. "
"It will be running a big1 risk. Mac is a bad one. I vow

I believe he'll put a knife into you."
"No, he won't," said Benners, with a short laugh. "I'll

fix him. Now about the old man. Has he sent ine any
word?"

"No."
"He is just as stubborn as ever?"
"He says nothing. Just sits there and smokes his pipe.

Looks mighty determined, boss." "
"I'll break his determination."
"I tell you it will be a bad job if he ever gets loose. I

know the old man better nor you do, if you will allow me to
say so. He'll make the feathers fly." -

"Not when his wings are clipped, Jack Price."
The man gave a grunt, but made no other answer.
"So this is Jack Price," thought Old King Brady. "One

of the missing ones comes to light and brings word of $ie
others. Come, this is great!"

There was silence for a few minutes, then Benners spoke
again.

"Jack," he said, "you get back and tell the old man that
if he don't send me word that he is ready to yield by mid-
night to-morrow the mill will be dynamited, and every dol-
lar's worth of machinery ruined."

"All right," replied Jack shortly.
" Now, one thing more before we part, has anything been

seen of Miss Barron?"
"No, boss. I did just as you ordered. The sharpest kind

of a watch has been kept, but she has not shown up."
" And yet I am certain that the girl has taken to the hills

and has started in to search for her father on her own ac-
count." : ;

"It may be, boss, but all the same she has not shown up."
"It is too bad—too bad! Ten to one she has lost her way

in the mountains and has perished! Poor Linda! I meant
to have married that girl, Jack, but with me it's business
first every time. Now get back and look sharp. Just as
soon as this problem is worked out to a finish and I am in
full charge you are to be superintendent of the Montague
mine."

But Jack Price was not quite ready to go, it seemed.
"Say, boss," he replied, "we may as well come to an un-

derstanding right now."
"An understanding—what do you mean?" demanded

Benners fiercely. "I thought we had already reached that."
"Not by a jugful!"
"What do you want?"
"More than you'll give me, perhaps."
"Spit it out. I want to bring this interview to an end;

someone is liable to catch on to us."
"Well then, boss, I don't want to be superintendent of

the Montague mine. I'm sick of the mining business, and
want to quit. I'll take mine out in cash."

"The deuce you will!"
"Yes." . • . ; . •
"Suppose—but never mind. How muck do you want?1*
"You had better make me an offer."
"Jack Price, do you mean to go back on me after all that

we have done together?"
"No, boss, no. It hain't that, but after it is all over

I propose to quit this cbuntiPy for good and all.'*
"What do you mean?"
"I mean just this, boss. I mean that ydii mean to kill

Boss Barron in the end. You dont never intend that he
shall get out of it alive."

"Jack Price," roared Benners, "you're a fool. Go OD
about your business and leave me to attend to mine. Just
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remember that I am the wiole thing, and you are nobody.
-Now get.".. . . . . • - , . ..., . . • • . . . - . . . . . " . , - . . •

They separated then. : v : : . . •
The Bradys heard no reply from Price.... , :
Peering out a minute later they could see the pair walk-

ing along the valley in opposite directions.
"At- last we are on to it," breathed Old King Brady.

"Harry, are you game to shadow that man?"
"There were two, Governor.".,
"I mean Price." - . . . . . . r .
"Sure I am." '"'-.' - -'"'.'
"Then get a move on. ,Leave Benners to me."
A moment later and the Bradys parted.
They had made a great discovery.
Although their work was but just begun, the mystery

of the Montague mine was a mystery no more.

CHAPTER TIL

OLD KING BRADY PLOTS AND SCHEMES.

Old King Brady fully realized that he hatl despatched his
partner on a dangerous mission.
• Nothing would have induced him to let Harry undertake
it alone had he not felt the absolute necessity of keeping a
close watch on Arthur Benners. "'

The Montague mill was one of the largest in Montana
outside of the Anaconda district.

Its value was enormous, and to an outsider the idea, of
its being deliberately wrecked by the man who was engaged
to marry the daughter of its principal owner would seem ab-
surd. • - ' • - - ' ;-: - • ' . : ' ' .;;- . : ? : . : . ; . -

But Old King Brady was well a Ware that the overpro-
duction of copper had for a long time been a serious prob-
lem with those interested in copper 'mines". ',' •".'.

He also knew that Colonel Barron, through his shrewd-
ness and detailed knowledge of the business, had been able
to produce copper at a much less cost even than the trust
itself.

By what means this had been accomplished was a secret
known to very few.

According to Linda only her father and Mr. McCoy
knew it, but Old King Brady felt certain that there must
be someone at the mill who was equally well posted.

Thus far the old detective had not/even visited the mill,
which stood remote frojn the Montague mine.

Haying watched Harry's departure, Old King Brady
climbed over the hill again and came out upon the plain
just in time to see Arthur Benners emerge from the gorge,

The old detective, with his hands folded behind him,
wandered on, not even turning his eyes in the direction of
the man whom he now knew to be the head and front of this
mysterious affair.

"If he wants to tackle me let him come up of his own-

accord," he said to himself. "He sees me, of: course. I
am curious to. know what he will dp,*'. . . -;..

But -Benners did notcome up with:him. : ;/;.
After a while Old King Brady, looked around and saw

that the man was striking off toward Mpntague, wdijle he
himself had been walking in the direction of the mine,

Since Benners' arrival he had ;beeii sleeping in the rooms
over the; mine office, having given up the Banner House
after the first night. :;, • . - . . . . . . . . . : ;. "

"If he should by any means catch on to the secret.of the
girl it is bound to make trotble," thought. the ol(J ;4etec-
tive. "She ought to be removed at once, and she is able
to go anywhere now. But how to get her out of there un-
observed! It is not so easy. She is well known in Mon-
tague, and everyone is not so stupid as Mr. Arthur Benners.
I must think it over and decide what to do."

Old King Brady returned to the mine and sat until sun-
down in his room in the big boarding-house, pondering over
the problem. , -

"Even if we succeed in rescuing the Copper King this
case won't be complete until we know just what he is driv-
ing at," he said to himself again and again.

At last he came to a decision, and as soon as supper was
over the old detective started for Montague.

Before this Benners had returned to the mine. Old King
Brady saw him enter the office before he set out for the
town. ,

The old detective .hurried to the Star, where up to now
Linn had kept her room. .

If the proprietor of the place had any suspicions concern-
ing the girl he had been careful not to show them.

He had been well paid for Linn's entertainment, and
that went a long way.

Before going to the girl's room Old ;King Brady went into
the music hall, where a "sacred" concert was in progress^
and made, a careful survey of the audience.

Qver4n one. corner, with his head against the wall, sat an
elderly man with a scrubby, gray beard, who in spite of the
strident singing of the young soubrette who at that time
occupied the stage, seemed to be sound asleep.

"He is there," muttered the old detective. "Now, if he
will only stay there. But I can't do anything about it un-
til I have had my talk with Linn, and that is going to be
rather a;stormy one,.if I don't mistake."

"Come in!" called. Linn, when the detective knocked
on the door. , .. , • . v

She was seated in a big rocking-chair, with her foot upon
another chair, when the detective entered.

She certainly looked her part; anyone would have taken
her for;a- handsome young fellow, for Linn had done a
brave act on the very next morning after her arrival at the
Star. . ' • ; ' : . ; - . . . . . .•
- She had sacrificed her beautiful hair.

With her own hands she had cut it off, and when Old
King Brady looked in that evening she got him to trim it'
up for her, and carry away the long hair in his pocket.

How many girls would have consented to such a sacrifice f
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idnn declared that she-was ready, to do anything to
help along, and there was no denying that if she had re-

. taiaed her hair her sex would have been discovered.
-"Sit down, Mr. Brady,;" she exclaimed, as soon as the de-

tective had closed the -deter. "I thought you were never
cotemg. Welly is there any news?"

^%ots!":replied Old King Brady. "First prepare your-
self for the best of all news.: Your father still lives!"

Linn shed tears, and begged to know more. -
Old- King Brady- expected all kindsi of tantrums when he

began -his story. ' :
**Never was he more deceived.

Linn gave a start when he mentioned Arthur Benners'
name, but not a word did she say until he had told her all
that had occurred.

"So Arthur is the traitor!" she exclaimed. "Well, I now
say that I am not surprised. I have secretly suspected him
ever since that night in the gorge."

"There is no doubt that he is at the bottom of it all,"
replied the detective, "I am glad to see you take it so
coolly. I was afraid—"

"That I would not believe you—that I would go into
hysterics, throw fits, and all that sort of thing. No, no!
I'm not that kind. From this moment forward I can only
regard Arthur Benners as my worst enemy. Now, no more!
of this! Tell me what is to be done?"

"I have already told you that Harry has started to
shadow the man Price. Regarding your father, nothing
can be done until he returns arid reports; JBiit tbere is
something you can do in the meantime."

• "Well?" " - " - • • - • - : • - - - - - • • ; : •"-.-. . ' .
"A watch must be set on the mill."
"Can you attend to that?"

: "Not without exciting suspicion. I should have to throw
up my job. I want to watch Benners now."

"And he needs it; Do you want me to undertake it? I
-can walk now; I am ready to leave here any time you say
the word." : - ' : - :; :

"That is exactly what I want."
"But how can it be done?"
"Let me explain. Yesterday evening I asked you what

one man you regarded as most likely to be absolutely loyal
to your father."

"And I told you old Peter Farley was that man. He has
been associated with my father since the days when they
used to go prospecting together. His heart" is about broken
over father's disappearance. There is nothing he would
not do to help us in this work." : :

"So you have told me. Now, Peter Farley: is here to-
night. I say let us bring him in and tell him all. The
old house formerly occupied by your father is close to the
mill, and is now in his care. There you could hide your-
self, and with Peter's help could keep a watch on the mill
for a night or two. There is no telling to what good results
it might lead."

Linn never hesitated an instant.
"I'll do it, Mr. Brady!" she said. "Thank heaven, I can

do something. I know tire house well. There won't be the
least difficulty in hiding myself, as I will show you" after
we get there." " .:

"A secret room?" •"-"
^What amounts io the same thing. My father changed

the direction of one of the halls, which cut off a corner of
the building. To this there 'is a secret door, and he used
the little room inside for a "place where he could be abso-
lutely undisturbed. Arthur knows nothing of its existence."

"The very thing. ShaU I call Farley in?" :
"1 wish you would. I am certain that we can trust him."
"Ill attend to it now, ".said Old King Brady, and he

went out into the music hall.
The old man in the corner was still asleep, with his head

against the wall. He awoke with a start when the old de-
tective, sitting down beside him, laid his hand upon his
arm.

"Hello, Mr. Rowley!" he exclaimed. "What brings you
here ? Say, let's come and iave a drink."

"Hold on, Peter. You have had enough to drink to-
night," replied Old King Brady. "It's time to quit and
begin work for the boss."

"I don't know but one boss, and that's Jim Barren,"
growled the old man. "As for this new snoozer what's
come among us, I- - "

"Weii?"; ; . ; ' ; ' ' . . ' .; ,
"Reckon I had better not say what I was going to.

What a feller don't say can't be repeated, and I don't know
y o u s o very well." . . . . . . .

"You were going to say that you thought that Arthur
Benners knew more abouW^olonel Barren's disappearance
than he would care to own." . • ,

"Well, I have thought that; all the same, I don't say it."
"Look here, Peter." ' '

,.
"I say it, and I know It." ,,. : . . . . , .... . . . • ....
"What!" ....... ; " . ' . . :;w-'';: ". : : '".',", . ; "" .-
"Hush! Not so loud. I am sure you are a true friend of

Colonel Barron's."
"The best he ever had. Jim Barron is my old side part-

ner. He never went back onto me. He would have made
a rich man of me only for the drink."

"Right! And you are willing to work to save him?"
"Save him! He is dead! Hejnustbe." ;
"He is not dead. I know it." . ^
"You!" v .. . . :; .? . - ~ :

^Yes,'Peter. "Who do you think I am?"
"Boss Rowley, of the ore-house." - -
"Not at all. I am a detective employed lay .Linda Bar-

ron to find her father." -
: *Gee! Is that so?" :- " '

"It is a fact." - ' ' '-'• -
"And you know where the boss is?"
"No, I don't; but I soon shall, and with your help I shall

be able to learn the full details of this infernal plot to
', wreck the Montague mine. Will you give me that help?"
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"You bet I will; but you will have to prove what you
aay." . . . . . v . .-

"Will you believe if you hear it from Linda Barren's own
lips?"

"Linda! Why, she is gone, too!"
"Nothing of the sort. She is at the present moment un-

der this very roof. Come, follow me, and I will prove it.
She has sent me to ask your help."

"Then, by thunder, she shall have it!" cried the old
miner. "I used to carry Linn in my arms when she was
a baby. If she wants old Pete Farley's help she don't need
to ask it twice."

"This is my man," thought Old King Brady, as Farley
followed him from the music-hall to Linn's room.

CHAPTER VIII.

HABEY FINDS THE SECRET HOLD-OUT,

Old King .Brady's work that night was easy compared
with Harry's.

The shadowing of a shrewd criminal in an open valley
in the daylight must of necessity be a difficult task.

Harry got along all right while Jack Price kept in against
the foothills.

Here the projecting rocks offered many hiding places,
and it was by no means so difficult to jump from one to the
other, but when at last he struck across the valley, then
the troublesome part came in.

Young King Brady had to*wait until Price struck the
fringe of trees which bordered Black creek, and that waa
nearly half a mile away.

To strike across the open then was his only course, and
he did it in fear and trembling, momentarily .expecting a
shot.

None came.
Young King Brady, to his intense chagrin, found that he

had lost his man, however.
No trace of Jack Price was now to be seen.
Harry stood for awhile taking in his surroundings and

trying to arrive at some conclusion as to what would be the
best .way: to. go to work.

There was no chance of discovering a trail, for the bank
of the creek was rough and stony.

The water, though shallow, was still deep enough to float
a boat. • • - - . . - . .

Jack Price might have gone up or he might have gone
down; again, it was equally possible that he might have
crossed the creek, something easily done.

This point had to be settled first of all.
Harry tried it up the creek first, walking a few hundred

yards until he came to a place where there were not so many
stones and the grass grew down close to the water's edge.

The moment he looked at the grass the young detective
knew that he was going in the wrong direction.

There was no sign of the grass having been disturbed;
Tall and straight it stood, brown from the heavy frost'

of those November days.
No one could have passed over it without leaving some

trace of his passage behind.
Young King Brady now hurried back to his point of

beginning.
Then he went in the opposite direction, to strike luck be-

fore he had gone three hundred yards.
It came in the shape of the stump of the c%ar which

Jack Price had been smoking.
There it lay on the shore, and Young King Brady knew

that he was on the right trail.
He now hurried forward with all speed, keeping a sharp

lookout on every side. "**
It was not long before he came to a place where a stick

had been driven into the ground, close to the edge of the
creek.

In the creek itself a short, upright pole stood, and there
was another stick driven into the ground on the other side.

In ten seconds Young King Brady had his shoes and
stockings off, and his trousers rolled up.

Wading the creek he struck fresh luck on the other side,
for here there was a well-defined trail in the dry grass.

It was almost a path. Anyone could see at a glance that
many persons had passed that Way.

Perhaps this was the road, and perhaps it wasn't, but
Harry decided to follow it just the same.

It lead him straight across the valley to the base of the
mountains, just as he supposed it would.

Young King Brady was now up against the true ^Rattle-
snake range.

The rise was steep, and the slope densely wooded. It
would be the easiest sort of thing to lose oneself here, and
night was now coming on.

Harry now paused long enough to make some changes of
costume.

When he had finished it would not have been easy to iden-
tify him as Albert .Packer.

He looked the rough miner all right, however. It would
not have answered for him to assume any other character
than that.

The trail left him at the foot of the mountains.
At first sight Young King Brady thought that Price

must have plunged directly into the woods.
Still, the way was so rough and the trees so thick that he

could not bring himself to believe that this could be.
"Price can't know the way so very well," he thought.

"He has been^ working at the Montague until a week ago.
There must be something to guide him."

He stood still for a long time, looking up and down along
the base of the range.

It was so difficult to decide which way to choose.
"I must find it," he said to himself again and again.

"I'll be hanged if I am going back to the Governor to report
failure. Something has to be done."

Suddenly a dazzling light flashed in his eyes.
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What had caused it?
Harry was looking up the valley then.
"It was either a bit of looking-glass or a piece of tin,"

he said to himself. "That's my road. I'll chase' up
there before the sun gets oft' that thing. Here goes."

He went on the run, for the sun was fast descending.
To try the ascent of the mountain in the dark without

something to guide him Young King Brady had no inten-
tion of doing.

'He soon arrived at the glittering object, which proved to
be nothing else than a full can of lard lying in the grass.

But this was a clew.
Evidently provisions had gone that way, and the lard can

had fallen out of somebody's basket.
A moment's investigation was enough to show Harry

a blazed tree at the foot of the mountain.
The bushes grew thick around it, but there was evidence

in the shape of broken twigs that they had been frequently
parted.

Harry pushed through them, and found a well-defined
path leading up the slope.

"This is my road," he thought. "Shall I try it?"
He examined his revolver, tightened the belt which he

wore, and made the start, anxious to get somewhere before
the sun went down.

The climb was a steep one, but nothing like what it
would have been at the place where he first struck the
range.

It grew darker and darker, and still there was no break
in the woods.

Harry could now scarcely distinguish the path, and he
began to have serious thoughts.

"I shall have to put in the night here, that is certain,'-'
he said to himself. . "It might as well be in one placets
another, as long as I don't lose myself; but I am not going
a step farther than I can follow the path without some-
thing f o r a guide." ' - » . . . . . : • ' : .

A hundred yards further and he got his guide.
Now he came out into the open, and found himself stand-

ing upon a narrow ridge which ran for a great distance.
Back of this was the second rise, not forty feet away.
£ar along on the line of the ridge he could distinguish a

moving light.
"That's Price, surest thing!" thought Young King

Brady. "He has got a dark lantern. Nothing else would
flash on the rocks like that. I'm not so far off the track,
after all."

He hurried on.
Now that he had the light there was no excuse for going

back.
And he continued to see it for upwards of a mile, when

it suddenly moved in toward the rise of the range and dis-
appeared.

It was now night and no mistake, but having come
this far there was nothing for it but to face a night in the
mountains.

Harry felt that he would never be able to find the path.

So he pushed on, going close to the base of .the. rise.
He had now produced his own dark lantern, a light fold-

ing affair with an electric attachment controlled by a tiny
battery.

The light could be shut off on the instant; without its
aid he could hardly have found the way.

It was now about time if ever that Young King Brady
should have some reward for his exertions, and he got it.

Suddenly he came upon a break in the high black cliffs
which here formed the second rise of the range.

It was narrow enough, but its location was just about
where Young King Brady calculated the light must have
disappeared.

He passed in between towering cliffs, and before he had
advanced a hundred yards came in upon one of those won-
derful formations so common in the Far West.

It was what is termed a "sink."
It was just as though some mighty giant had taken a

huge gauge and cut out a mass of rock in the mountain
side.

The break was crescent-shaped, and covered a space of
some forty acres.

The cliffs'which bounded it rose straight up to an enor-
mous height.

And now, as he stood there looking, Young King Brady
knew that he had come to the end of his journey, for in the
midst of the sink stood a group of four frame shanties, and
from the windows of two of them light came streaming,
while the music of a banjo could be distinctly heard.

"So this is their holdout," thought Harry. "Well, it's
great. It may prove easier to get in than to get out, -how-
ever. There ought to be a guard here. I must go almighty
slow."

He had cut off his lantern the moment he saw the, light.
No guard could be seeny of course, and even after the

detective had made various slight noises none was heard.
He now ventured to push forward toward the huts.
Harry had not gone ten steps when to his horror he sud-

denly saw an Indian spring out from behind a projection
in the rocks.

He carried a rifle which he leveled at Harry, with a com-
mand to halt.

Young King Brady's heart was in his mouth, so to speak.
"I'm done for!" he thought, but he did not throw up his

hands.
"Hold on thar! Who be,you?" demanded the Indian.
He spoke thickly, like a man who had been drinking.
As he came toward Young King Brady he reeled ter-

ribly.
"Drunk, by thunder!" thought Harry. "I ought to be

good for this fellow if I could get half a show."
He stood motionless and silent. Something seemed to

impel him to do so.
"Who are you?" called the fellow, halting.
Still no answer.
"Great Scott! I've got 'em again!" yelled the Indian.

"It's a ghost!"
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He turned and staggered in the other direction.
"That fellow is no Indian," thought Young King Brady;
He did not dare to move. ... • :
Suddenly the fellow wheeled around and levelling his

rifle pulled the trigger..
Harry was standing for that.
"He can never hit me, drunk as he is," he had said t0

himself. - • _ _ '
But to be hit needs a bullet.
None came.
Probably the fellow had forgotten to put in his cartridges.
"Bewitched!" he cried, and down went the rifle.
Something in the movement of throwing it caused the

drunken guard to lose his balance, and pitch forward on
the ground.

This was Young King Brady's chance, and he took it.
With one quick spring he was upon the man, ;
"Make a move and you're a dead one!" he hissed, press-

ing the cold muzzle of his revolver against the -fellow's fore-
head. ' : ; . - . . . -..'. ; . ;

"Let up on me! For heaven sake let up on me!" groaned
the drunkard. . ; .

But Harry had his searching to do and.he did it.
He took away a revolver and a long knife, and throwing

the rifiV over toward the rocks he arose. ; . ;
"You can get up now," he said, "if you'can,"
The drunkard got as far as to rise to a sitting positioii-^

he was not able to get on his feet. "- ' • ' •
It was just at this moment that the moon came into

view over the cliffs. " :

"You are no Indian," said Harry. "You are a white
man in disguise."

"That's what I am," muttered the man thickly, "and I
know who you are, too, in spite of your disguise."

"You do, eh?"
, "Yes, I do." , .

; "Well?"
"You are Young King Brady the detective. I told them

we should see you here!"

• CHAPTER DL, :

OLD KING BRADY GETS TO THE BOTTOM OF THE PLOT

AGAINST THE QOPPER KING.

• • - • \
Harry had got himself, right into -business now, and we

shall have to leave ham ta make the most of it while :we
return to Old King Brady and Linn. f

The bringing of old Peter Farley into the race promised
to prove a bright idea.

The old man was bright and intelligent, in spite of the
fact that he loaded up with whisky every night of his life.

The fact was Farley could drink a barrel and not show
it in any other way than by falling asleep wherever he
happened to be.

The old miner recognized Linn at once, and was so heart-
ily welcomed by the girl that he shed maudlin tears.

Old King Brady gave them a few minutes to talk over
old times, and then started in to talk business.

To detail all that was said is needless, for the discussion
was a long one.

What came of it afterwards is more to the point, and of
that we shall proceed to tell.

Linn left the Star that night, in company with old Pete.
Old King Brady, who went out ahead, watched the pair

from a distance, and saw them go into the old Barren house
near the big copper mill.

This house was quite a mansion in its way.
It had been built before the .mill was established, in the

days when Colonel Barren used to ship his ore to Helena.
When the mill came to be built the fumes made it an

undesirable place of residence, and it was abandoned.
For some reason—perhaps it was sentiment—^Colonel

Barren, allowed it to remain just as he had left it, placing
the faithful Farley in charger

As soon as Linn and the miner were safely inside: the
house Old King Brady sneaked over to the place, and was
admitted by Farley through the back door. ; ;

He remained inside for an hour, and then returned to the
mine. - ; /

There was no trouble in passing the guard, IOT Old King
Brady was a guard himself.

He was supposed to sleep in the ore-house, although he
also kept a room in the big boarding-house, where he
took his meals. . . . ; . . ;

It was while he was passing the office that the door sud-
denly opened and Arthur Benners looked out.

"Is that you, Rowley?" he called.
"Heavens! He is on to me!" thought the old detective

"Well, I have been prepared for this."
"Yes, sir," he replied meekly enough. "Did you want to

see me?"- ' . ::..: :
"Yes, come in here."
Old King Brady went into the office.
His disguise was nothing more than the rough miner's

clothes which he wore.
He had expected the case to be a long one, as it had

proved, and he felt that any change of facial appearance
-would merely get him into trouble. It looked as though he
was going to have the trouble now. _

Mr. Benners was smoking, and as-the old detective en-
tered he offered him a cigar. . • .•

"Rowley," he said, leaning back against the railing
"what were you doing up among the foothills'this after-
noon?"

"Why, sir, the same as everyone else," replied Old King
Brady. "Looking around to see if I couldn't find out
something about Mr. McCoy and the young lady. I'm not a
rich man, Mr. Benners. I shouldn't mind at all getting that
reward you offered."

"And did you find out anything?"
"Nothing at all."
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."What dp 3'ou suppose eyer-became of them?" '•-': .:. -
"I'm sure I don't know, sir. How can I tell?. You have

a better chance to judge than me." : "
"How do you make that out?" : :

"Because of your education, sir.
rant man."

I'm only a poor, igno-

in spite of that you -had .pull enough to get a good
position here and came all the way "from New 'York to take
it-"--:: i: •::•. -::. . ' . - . . . . . . : ,- • ' ' " ' - - -

"That, sir, was through the kindness of Miss Barron. I
did some work for her father, and she was good enough
to get me the job."

"Rowley," said Benners, leaning over the rail and tak-
ing an illustrated paper off the desk, "here in this old
paper is the picture of a man who looks very much like

It'was a bad portrait of Old King Brady himself.
This, of course, was what he expected to see. " '~"f
"Ah! That is the picfofre of the New York detective

you was speaking to me about?" he remarked:
"Exactly. He looks just like' you," said Benners.
Old King Brady put on his glasses and looked -at the

picture.
"It seems to me that it would require a good bit of im-

agination to trace out any likeness between this man and
myself," he said quietly.

"I don't see it so." . ; -:•
"No?"- - . . - . . / . • . . : - - . ' : .- . - • . . .:... ' ' '' •'- : : ' : - • • - • -----
"No," sir," . - . - : . - • » - : . . - . • . ; : . - ' . . . ' . . : ' ' : •- • • , • . • : . ' -
"Well, everyone to his opinion. What has this detective

been doing? Do you want me to read the article?"
"No; it isn't necessary."
Old King Brady laid the paper down and a moment- of

strained silence followed./ : .
"Did you want anything more of me, Mr. Benners?" the

detective asked. ; . ; .
I shall want you in the morn-"Nothing more to-night,

ing, though."
"Very well, sir; in the morning I will be on hand. Good-

night."
"Good-night," replied Benners, and then, just as Old

King Brady got to the door he called out in a confidential
tone;/;-. - , . . - . - - . ' : • • • : -.' :.- : ' •'. . - . . .-:" ''.:-' ' :

"Oh, Mr. Rowley, jusi one minute, please."
"Well ?" said Old King Brady, halting.
"How much are you getting now?" ; -
"My pay is four dollars a day, sir."
"That was what I was thinking. How would you like

to have it raised to fifty dollars a day for a while?" :
"You are joking with me, Mr. Benners."
"Not at all, I am.quite in' earnest. : Even" if -you don't

look like the.old man in the picture, I am satisfied that
you could, act like him if you chose; in short, that you could
do the detective act just as weE. as he. Since you take se
much interest in that sort of business, suppose you go intc
it for the present. We'll see. about it irt the morning. If

Having said this Benners went into Mr. McCoy's private
office^ and Old King Brady pursued, his way - to: :the; ore-
house, pondering upon what he had heard. : . ' •-•'."_

"He can't just make me: out5": he said to- himself. "That's
what's the matter. He thinks I am: Old King Btrady.;
indeed, he felt quite sure of it r when: he "called me in,, but
he feels less sure now." . .: .-. : : : : ; . - , . .:. : G .

Old King Brady went to the ore-house, turned on his;
light, and prepared to begin' his . watch in the little room
near the door. ;

He was not expected to stay up all night.
There was a good dynamo at the Montague, and the

premises were lit by electricity, like most modern mines
of any size. *

Every door and window in the ore-house was wired so that
if any attempt was made* to force an :enirance: ai bell would
ring in the foreman's room, while a dropping number: on
a signal board would show at just which door or window the
attempt , was being made; . : '. . • - . . ••:.

Old King Brady locked the door, and sat down to finish-

Out of his window he could watch the door of the little
office building, and .his eyes were never once removed from it
during the next half hour. i

At the end of that time a light was still burning inside,
and no one came put,

Now there came a low tap on th^e door of the ore-house.
Old King Brady rose and shot the bolt. v ,
"In quick!" he whispered.
A stout young fellow came gliding into the room.
"You are from Pete Farley?" demanded the old detective.
"I am, sir. He told me to report to you."
"How did you get past the guard?" . ; .
"I watched my chance, sir. I work at the mill. I know

pretty much how them fellers pace their beat."
"All right. Stand back a little, so you, can't be seen by

anyone watching outside. Now, what you want to do is this,
put out the light as soon as I leave here, and lie down on
that bed. You have pins to push in this watchman's clock
twice, at twelve and at three; the alarm will wake you. It
is supposed that you make the round of the building then,
but you needn't do it. In case of an attack on the build-
ing a bell will ring, and a' number drop on this board.
Here is your rifle, and here is a revolver. No one is al-
lowed here af ten teri o'clock -under any pretext. You are
to shoot to kill." :-.~ • : -. ̂ ' :- ,,

"I understand, sir. And you will be back when?"
"Before daylight. If I don't show up at; sunrise- -you

sneak and leave the place alone. Attend to these directions
faithfully, and you will be well paid." ' -

Avlittfe later -Old King1 Brady left: the ofe-houee, and
took up his station at a point where he could watch the
orfice windows without being seen. > " : " . -;..'."

Benn'ers was there, writing at Mr. McCoy's desk;. "-••'-
It was eleven o'clock before- he turned his tight out.
Question:was now:did he intend to go to bed, or was there

anybody can find Miss Barron I believe you are the man.';| other business on hand.
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The latter proved to be the case.
In a moment Benners let himself out of the building and

struck off down the hill.
Old King Brady stole after him.
The detective was now prepared for business.
He had been watching the movements of the watchman,

and he felt sure that he could slip out.
And so it proved.
The watchman came forward to meet Benners, and as

he did so Old King Brady glided past the carelessly guarded
line in the darkness.

He was dressed in black from head to foot—he had taken
care of that before leaving the mill.

He even went so far as to throw a black cloth over his
face in which holes were cut for the eyes, and thus he
passed unseen and struck off toward the old Barren house
looking behind him repeatedly to see when Benners waa
about.

The man came rapidly on down the hill after he'had fin-
ished his talk with the watchman.

A few blasted trees stood ahead of him, and the old de-
tective lost no time in gaining the shelter of one.

"He's not going to the mill. Where the deuce is he head-
ing for?" he asked himself. "As sure as I live it's the Bar-
ron house. Can it be that he and those he is plotting with
hold their meetings there?"

And as Old King Brady continued to think about it noth-
ing seemed more probable.

"They could do it easy enough, and Farley never know,
since he is drunk every night," he said to himself.

The old detective chuckled then, and added mentally;
"How admirably all this fits in with my plan!"
He continued to watch, and saw Benners pass around the

corner of the deserted house and disappear.
The detective then started.
He had not gone ten yards when he saw a man come

away from the mill and start to cross the open space be-
tween it and the Barren house.

"There's his confederate," he said to himself. "They
meet at the house, that's certain; but I must not be seen."

He dropped to the ground, and crouched there until the
man had passed around the corner of the house.

Then with better speed than one might have expected of
a man of his age, Old King Brady made a dash for the
front door.

Had he been seen?
It was impossible to tell.
The detective gave three smart raps, first two and then

one.
Instantly the door was unlocked, and Linn's face peered

out.
"Is that you, Mr. B.?"
"Yes."
"Come in, quick! Farley is asleep; he tried to keep

awake, poor fellow, but his lead was too heavy. I think
that someone has broken into the house by the back base-
ment door."

"I don't think—I know it is so."
"Oh, Mr. Brady, is it Arthur?"
"No one else! Arthur and another man."
"What shall we do?" *
"Wait! He has no idea that you are in this house. He

counts upon Farley's drunken sleep and thinks he has picked
out a perfectly safe meeting place. We can take him
unawares if you are game for your part."

"I am! I must be! Oh, to think that I should once
have loved that villain!"

"We don't know just how much of a villain he is yet, but
now is our time to find out, and the sooner we go at it the
better. Where is Farley?"

"He has a bed in the parlor. He is lying asleep upon it
now."

"The secret room is ready?"
"All ready." •
"And your clothes? You want to appear in your own

character now."
"I have found clothes enough in the room I formerly oc-

cupied. You must know that after my mother's death fath-
er just closed up this house as it stood. Very few of our
things were ever moved. The only trouble is about showing
a light."

"That must not be. Don't you know your way about in
the dark?"

"Perfectly. I have been going about in the dark since I
heard those sounds downstairs a few minutes ago."

"Get back into the room and make your change. I'll
investigate. How are you making out with your foot?"

"Much better than I expected. I am able to walk.
You needn't worry about me."

"Right. Get to the room quick. The moon will be up
over the mountains in a few minutes, and that will give us
light enough. Now I am going downstairs."

"But you don't know the way?"
"Certainly not. I can find it, though. Be off."
Linn started up the stairs, and Old King Brady, produc-

ing a little electric dark lantern which was the duplicate
of Harry's, turned on the light so that a single ray shot
along the hall.

The detective advanced, opening the door of the back
parlor and locating Farley.

"I'll spoil your sleep in a moment, my friend," he said
to himself, "but for the present I shall have to go it alone!"

He had now located the basement stairs, and he stole
down with every caution.

The Barron mansion being built on the side of the hill,
was a story lower here than in front.

No light was to be seen, nor did Old King Brady expect
it, but as he listened the hum of voices reached his ear.

It was easy to locate them as coming from a room on
the left.

Shutting off his own light entirely, Old King Brady crept
forward with all the caution of a eat, and clapped his ear
to the keyhole.

He had made no mistake.
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Benners was talking inside.
"Why do you hesitate?" he was saying. "I tell yo\i there

are millions in it. With the mill out of business the Copper
Trust will pay more for the Montague than if it is run-
ning. Their object is to wreck the mine and cut it off as a
copper producing property."

"But you have givefi me no assurance that you are really
acting for the Copper Trust yet," a voice replied.

"Jim, that I can't give you. How many times do you
want me to explain the situation? I don't know the trust
and the trust don't know me, but I am next to a man who
can deal with them, and the deal is a dead open and shut
thing. I am named executor of old Barren's will. He will
never return. I shall have the handling of all. Come now,
no backing and filling. You dynamite the mill and it
means a million just as soon as I can put my deal through."

"At last!" thought Old King Brady. "Now I am at
the bottom of this plot against the Copper King."

CHAPTER X.

HARRY CAPTURES THE COPPER KING.

The pronouncing of his own name by the "Indian" came
to Young King Brady as a complete surprise.

How could it be possible that this fellow should know
him?

Harry was certain as he looked into the fellow's face, all
daubed with red paint to help carry out the disguise, that he
had seen him neither at Montague nor at the mine.

"How do you figure that out?" he asked.
"I know yer—that's all. Look at me! Don't you re-

member Gus Wren?"
"Gus Wren! Not the Gus Wren we caught in the taid

on Sing Yet's opium joint on Mott street a year ago, when
we were working on the case of Mrs. Singer, who had de-
serted her millionaire husband when he had taken to hop-
smoking in the joints!"

"That's me. I see you remember, Harry. I helped you
and old man Brady get evidence dat time. Youse seen me
cleared and give me a good big stake. And say, I hain't
got a ting against youse."

Here was Bowery dialect being spoken among Montana
mountains.

It gave Young King Brady quite a "home sweet home'*
feeling.

He remembered the fellow perfectly now.
Secretly Harry was immensely elated.
He felt that he had struck an ally.
"Homesick for New York, of course," he said to him-

self. "He jumps at me as though I was his best friend
"Why, how are you?" he exclaimed, extending his hand.

"I didn't know you in those togs, but I do now. Whatever
brought you away out here?"

"De very dough dat you and Old King Brady give me.

I shook de hop for good. Give you my word I hain't smoked
in two years, only once in a while, when I've been down to
Helena, and dat don't count. Knowed you'd butt in on
dis business. I told de boss so from de first."

It was a case which required careful handling, but Young
King Brady was sure of his man.

He backed against the rocks, helping Gus to a place
where he could rest his weary limbs, for once he got sat
down the "Indian" did not seem disposed to do guard duty
very vigorously.

Gus wanted to talk. What was more, he wanted to talk
New York, and in this Young King Brady humored him,
and gave him his fill.

The fellow was drunker in his legs than he was in his
head.

Not a word about the business in hand did Harry say
until he had answered every question Gus Wren had to
put. )

Wren came around to himself in the end.
"But say, Harry," he suddenly broke out, "what are you

doing up here?"
"You've guessed it, Gus."
"Is de old man wid yer? Are youse guys working on de

case of de Copper King?"
"Sure."
"And you shadowed Jack Price back in here?"
"Of course."
"What do you know?"
"Lots."
"Where's de old mail?"
" Working the Montague end of the business. He has got

Arthur Benners dead to rights."
"I dunno who you mean. I suppose it's de other guy

what's staking de gang. I tought Boss McCoy was de man.
It was him what hired me. But say, dey have tied him
up now, and dis here Jack Price seems to be de boss.
Blamed if I like it overmuch. I don't wanter do time here
in Montana—it's too blamed cold. I s'pose now de Bradys
has took hold dat's what it wiU come to. Say, Barry, what
do yer tink?"

"There isn't the least doubt about it, Gus. You had
better get in out of the rain. Even if I am captured to-
night—even if I was killed—it would be all the same. Old
King Brady is bound to down this gang in the end. Now is
your time to get aboard the band wagon. We shall want a
State's-evidence man, and to-night the job is yours for the
asking."

"Anything more?" inquired Gus, slyly.
"Yes; if you will put Colonel Barren into my hands to-

night and tell me what you know, and agree to tell the
same story on the witness stand later, you get a thousand
sure—Bradys' guarantee, mind you—and as much more as
the Copper King will stand for. There ought to be some-
thing coming from him, too."

"Blame it all, Harry, it's a go. I want to get home.
Dis seems to be a chance. I won't be touched if I go back
to New York, will I?"
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"Not on any charge the Bradys have against you, surely.
Think it over, Gus, and decide quick."

"Suppose it's no?"
"Then I leave. I have found out all I want to-know

here."
"I could holler for help., Harry."

.. "You are drunk, and I. could put you.out of business."
''Would you do dat?""; r .
"Gus, the Bradys don't stand for failure—you know that

very well."
"All right. Let her go! I'm on your side, Harry. Now

what?"
Young King Brady had won out, as he knew very well

would be the case from the first moment he identified Gus
"Wren.

"We want to get down to business just as quick as ever
we can," he said. "Tell me, is Colonel Barron here?"

."Yair. In dat hut what's dark."
"Tied up a prisoner?"
"Tied up at night. Dey leave him loose in de daytime.'
"And McCoy?"
"He's dere, too."
"How many others?"
."Dere's five'of us, outside of Jack Price and dat other

guy what-come in wid McCoy. Bill Tooley is his name."
"Seven altogether."

."Yes." '." " . . . . ' 7. . . - -7 ' ' ." ." .
"Now about the plot. What do,you know?"
"Not a blamed ting. All I know is dat .1 was getting

two a day handling ore, and Boss McCoy sends for me and
asks didn't I want to make it six, and den he springs dis
ting upon me. I agreed, of course."

"Who caught the Copper Bang that night?"
"Well, I was one." " • -. 7 • -
"And the other?" . ' . . . . • " •
"Now, no matter about dat, Harry. It's one ting to turn

informer on de head guys of a gang like dis, and anoder to
give your side-partner away."

"Right! Cut it out! Was McCoy surprised when they
brought him in?"

"He come in himself. Price and Toolejr turned onto
him afterwards. You orter seen him. Talk about taking
it hard! Well, he did." . ' . . . - . ,

"What are they holding him for?"
"Well, I can't make out. It seems like as if some other

guy-was over, him in de hull business, and has got afraid
dat Boss McCoy would go back onto him. Dat's ahout.de
size of it near as I can tell."

"Have a smoke, Gus, and let us think," said Harry, after
a little. . . . . . . .

And it was while their cigars were going that the arrange-
ments were made, - . . . . - - .

It was then between nine and ten o'clock, and Gus, Wren
was to be relieved at midnight. . - . - • .

He had managed to steal some whisky from Price's stores,
but the effects were now rapidly wearing away.

Whatever was to be done had to be .done promptly, and

Harry determined upon an attempt to rescue the Copper
King.

Wren was willing to lend a hand, but he wanted to in-
clude McCoy in the rescue.

ThisvHarry firmly opposed,
7 "It cannot be and it shall not be," he declared, "tet
the man take the consequences of his own doings. If .he
escapes later then let him go. I can't handle him,, and I
am not going to try. What I am out for is to rescue Col-
onel Barron. The arrests must come later—that's all."

Gus Wren did not hold out long.
"All right. Have it yer own way, blame it," he said at

last. "De boss will put up a kick, dough, surest ting, and
like enough he'll kick us all into de soup."

"No, he won't," replied Harry. "Leave that to me.*
Let us start right now."

. Up here on the mountain the night was decidedly chilly,
and. there was little chance of. any of the men coming, out-
side of the hut. . ' . . . . . . . '

Guided by Gus, Young King Brady crept up to the first
of the .lighted huts, and peered in at the window.

Here he saw Price, Tooley, and the others deep in a game
of poker.

They seemed fully occupied, and the chance of interfer-
ence seemed small/.

. • • ; • • • / • " . • - ; . . c ' . ' . ' : ' . , .".
In the other hut where the light burned there was nobody.

Gus said that some of the men slept there. . . . ,
. The dark hut was next in order.
It was beautifully located for the. business, for.the un-

occupied lighted hut shielded it from the one in which
the poker game was in progress.

Harry ventured to produce his dark lantern as he .drew
near the door.

He had given Gus full instructions as to how to proceed
—it was all arranged.

Suddenly Young King Brady pushed open the door and
stepped inside, leaving Gus on guard without.

There were four bunks against the wall of this hut, and
two of theme were occupied by men who were bound hand
and foot.

Young King Brady flashed his dark lantern upon the
mine superintendent. He paid no attention to the Copper
King, whom he.assumed that the elderly man in the other
bunk must be.

"Good-evening, Mr. McCoy!" he said. "I hope I see
you weH?" . \ . 7 . - - : . " .

The superintendent stared.
"Come, you're a new one!" he growled. "Who are you?

What brings you here? If you have come to help me out
of this mess then you are -making no mistake, young man.
for I will pay you well."

"You have hit it! Look at me! You ought to know me;

although I have changed my appearance some what."
"I don't know you just the same."
"Packer! The man you hired as. a spy!"
"Ah!" . . . . ' . . ' . :
" Otherwise Young King, Brady, the detective!"

J
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"Thunder—no!" :

"Yes. Do you want to go free?"
"I cert airily do."
"Then name the man who- is at the bottom of this plot

against Colonel Barron. You might as well yield. The
Bradys have got the case. They never fail. The end of
this business is in sight."

"And even if it wasn't I would name him!" cried McCoy
fiercely. "He has gone back on me, scoundrel that he is.
Arthur Benners is the man."

"What!" cried the man from the other bunk. "Mac, you
are lying. It is yourself, you scoundrel! Arthur is not in
this deal!"

"He's the head and front of it, and that's what. I'll
prove my words. Colonel Barron, I—what is this?"

Suddenly Gus Wren popped in.
The instant he showed himself Young King Brady

pounced upon the superintendent, and clapped a heavy
hand over his mouth.

"Gag him, Gus!" he whispered. "Now, be quick! Si-
lence, Colonel Barron! There has been too much talking
here,!"

Gus had come in ready for business, and he lost not an
instant in cramming a handkerchief into McCoy's mouth.
Harry flew to the side of the Copper King.

"Up, colonel!" he exclaimed. "I am here to save you.
Don't make a sound! Follow me!"

"Do we leave that scoundrel here?" gasped the colonel.
"He ought to be arrested. He lies when he tries to put it
up to Arthur Benners. He himself is at the bottom of all
this." ' ;

"He stays where he is," replied Harry. "We have all we
can do to take care of you, colonel. Now come!"

The colonel was on his feet by this time, and paused only
to take his hat from a peg.

If looks could have killed then McCoy's fierce glances
would have slain them all on the spot.

"On the run!" breathed Harry, once they were outside,
and a dash began for the opening which was to lead them
out of the sink.

They had not half covered the distance when Young
King Brady knew that his plans had miscarried.

In some way McCoy must have managed to dispose of
the gag, for now a wild cry rang out:

"Price! Tooley! Hey, boys! Hey! Wake up there!
Detectives. They have carried off your Copper King!"

CHAPTER XL-

OLD KING BRADY BAGS BENNEES.

Old King Brady listened at the door in the basement of
the old Barron mansion for fully twenty minutes.

In that time he heard enough to show him that Arthur
Benners was at heart a desperate criminal, a man who
would stick at nothing to gain his ends.

Whether he really was a paid, agent of the Copper Trust
or not the detective could only conjecture, for although in
his conversation with the man Jim Benners denied this,
Old King Brady was more than half inclined to believe that
such was actually the case.

The plan to dynamite the mill wasnot discussed in detail.
Once""Jim" consented to go in for it, which he did.after

a little, Benners drew back and promised to meet him again
next night, when the full details were to be arranged.

This was the time Old King Brady drew back, too.
He pulled away and went upstairs.
Here he found Linn in the main hall, waiting for him in

the dark.
Joe Brown had gone out of business now, and Linda

Barron in the dress proper to her sex had taken his place.
"Well! It was he?" she exclaimed in a whisper. "Ar-

thur is here?"
"He is in the room on the left, plotting with a man he

calls Jim."
"Jim Thomas, a foreman in the mill, most likely. What

is the word?"
"The word is that they propose to dynamite the mill."
"When?"
"Time not stated; details to be arranged to-morrow

night."
"Anything said about my father?"
"Only in a general way. It is certain that he lives, to

judge from their talk, but then we knew that before."
"Yes. And now, Mr. Brady, what do you propose to

do?"
"My wish is to capture Benners, and I think it can be

done with your help." .
"You want me to play ghost. You think he will follow

me. You want me to lead him into the secret room?"
"Yes; as I said before."
"Very well. I am ready to undertake it; but Jim

Thomas! What about him?"
"If he remains behind Farley will have to look out for

him. Benners came alone, and I am in hopes that he may
wait to go out alone. We must be quick. I judge they
are nearly through their talk."

"I am ready any moment, Mr. B."
"You won't weaken?"
"Not I." -
"Your love for this man is all gone?"
"On the contrary, it has turned to hate, and I am nurs-

ing it all right here in my breast."
"You'll do. Now, listen while I give you my instruc-

tions."
Old King Brady talked rapidly, listening for any sound

from below as he spoke.
"All right, and I am ready!" declared Linn when he

was through.
Old King Brady then woke up Farley.
The old fellow came back to life easily.
"Oh, you are here?" he gasped. "Say, I must have drop-

ped off for a moment."
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"You have been sleeping for an hour or more. Wake up,
now! The time has cornel"

"I am wide awake, Mr. Brady."
"Good. Benners is below, and with him a man whom

we believe to be Jim Thomas, a foreman at the mill."
"Wouldn't wonder a bit. Jim Thomas is a rascal."
"We want to capture Benners, Pete. Now, listen to my

plan."

Farley took the retails of the old detective's scheme in
readily enough.

The time had now come to act.
Farley and Linn were just about to start downstairs, when

a movement was heard below, then in an instant someone
closed a door.

"Hush! Wait!" breathed Old King Brady.
In a moment they heard footsteps again, and knew that

while one had gone the other had remained behind.
" So much the better!" breathed Old King Brady. "Slide

into the parlor, Pete, and keep behind him, as I told you.
I'm off upstairs. Now, then, Linn, do your part and all
will be well!-'

A moment later and a low wailing cry rang out through
the old house.

It was ghostly enough in all conscience:
Old King Brady, leaning over the bannisters on the up-

per floor, listened with intense interest.
"Will it fail?" he asked himself. "Suppose the scoundrel

proves to be also a coward ? Suppose he turns tail and
runs?"

Then in^an instant Arthur Benners proved himself to
be a different sort.

Footsteps were heard on the lower stairs.
"Who is there?" a voice called.
"Arthur! Arthur! Come to me, Arthur!" a woman's

voice, low and plaintive, replied.
"Linn is doing her part to the queen's taste," thought

the old detective.
"Who spoke?" he heard Benners call.
Then he knew that he had ventured up the basement

stairs.
"He must be mighty confident that Farley is sound

asleep," thought Old King Brady. "But then I suppose
he knows the old man's habits, and has been here many
times before."

A light flashed in the hall then.
Benners had a dark lantern, too, it seemed, so Linn did

not have to use the one Old King Brady had given her.
"Arthur! Oh, Arthur! How could you?" the girl

wailed.
Benners must have seen her by this time, for he made a

quick spring forward.
Linn turned and fled up the stairs.
She was in her stocking-feet and her tread was absolutely

noiseless.
"Great heavens! What is this!" Benners was heard to

exclaim.

"He'll never come! He'll never dare!" breathed Linn,
as she came up to Old King Brady.

" Call him again," said the detective. " He has more
sand in him than I gave him credit for. He'll come!"

"Arthur! Come to me, Arthur!" called Linn.
"By heavens, I will come! Ghost or no ghost, I will

meet you face to face!" they heard Benners exclaim.
The door of the secret room in the tower which occupied

this angle of the house stood open, and Old King Brady
darted inside.

Linn took her place in the doorway.
She made no sound, not even breathing heavily; the girl

was an accomplished actress, it would seem.
Benners bounded up the stairs and flashed his dark-

lantern upon her.
"Linn!" he gasped. "Oh, Linn! Is it really you? Are

you-^are you alive?" :
"Arthur! Follow me!"
Linn held out her hands and backed in through the

secret door.
And he followed—followed, believing her to be the spirit

of the girl he loved better than anyone but himself.
Instantly he had crossed the threshold. Linn pressed

the secret spring and the door closed upon him.
Then Benners knew that he had been trapped, for out

of the shadows stepped Old King Brady, now in his well-
known dress, the old blue coat, the big white hat and all
the rest of it were there!

"Good-evening, Mr. Benners!" he exclaimed, at the same
time covering the scoundrel with his revolver. "Put down
that lantern, please. You can set it on the table. Miss
Barron and I have something to say to you!"

Benners placed the lantern on the table, fixing upon
Linn a look of intense hatred.
- "I'll never forgive you for this!" he hissed. "I did
love you, Linn Barron! You may not believe it, but I
did."

"Love!" cried Linn, "and you talk of love! You, the
man who entrapped my poor father, who meant to kill
him. Pah!"

Benners made a move toward the girl.
"Hold!" cried Old King Brady. "Your life hangs by a,

thread, Arthur Benners. Obey me implicitly, or I'll shoot
you like a dog. Linn, open the door and let Farley in!"

Linn obeyed.
Pete came in with another revolver.
Benners viewed him as he aimed it with a sarcastic

smile. '
"Well, I seem to have walked into a pretty trap, all

right," he said, with a degree of coolness which showed
the boldness of the man. "Of course, you are Old King
Brady, alias Rowley. I suspected it from the first. Pity I
didn't shoot you when I had the chance to-night."

"The chance you did not have," replied the old detective.
"I think I am quicker on the draw than you are, Benners.
I was ready for you every instant of our talk."

"And what do you mean to do with me?"
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"That depends upon yourself. I propose to secure you
first. You'll get your deserts, never fear."

"Bah! You know nothing of my business, old man!"
"More than you think for. Every word you spoke to

Jack Price this afternoon was overheard by me. Same
with your interesting conversation with Jim Thomas just
now."

Benners subsided.
Probably he felt that there had been too much talking

done already.
At all events, after that his remarks were few and far

between.
While Farley kept him covered, Old King Brady securely

tied his hands behind him, but first the fellow was'W6r-
oughly searched and two revolvers and a knife taken away.

.Leaving him in care of Farley for the mor'^bt, Old
King Brady called him out into the hall.

"It will soon be daybreak," he said, "and I think my
plan is to take this man tErou.gTi tRe sroree and into the
valley of the Rattlesnake range. I shall not say a word
about your father until we reach the point where he and
Price had their talk; there I will stop and try to force him
to tell where Colonel Barron is. He will then know that
I must have overheard his conversation and very likely
can be made to confess."

"I leave it all to you, Mr. Brady," was Linn's reply.
"Shall you be afraid to stay here alone? I shall want to

take Farley along."
"What's the matter with me going, too?"
"Oh, you had better not. You have been on your feet

enough for one night."
"It won't hurt me a bit. I must go. I am determined

to see this thing through."
To this Old King Brady objected, but in the end Linn

had her way.
It was two o'clock when they started.
Old King Brady was rather doubtful about the way, but

Farley, who provided a good stable-Jantern assured him
that he could easily find it.

And it proved so.
The old man led them unerringly to the gorge.
Benners offered some objections at the start, but he soon

gave that up and resumed his attitude of sulky silence.
Farley led them over the foothills, which was the easiest

way.
At length they reached the place where Harry had started

in to chase the rabbit, and Old King Brady called a halt.
"Now, then, Brother Benners, your time has come,"

said the detective. "Tell us what you have done with
Colonel Barron. That he lives and is a prisoner in your
hands we know, for my partner and I, standing behind that
cliff, heard it from your own lips."

"You did, hey?" retorted Benners. "Perhaps I'm not
disputing you, but it is all about the business you will ever
hear from me."

"Don't say it, A'rthur," put in Linn. "You tell, and I
have no doubt father will be merciful to you."

"No."
"Just think, he took you a poor boy and educated you.

Everything you have is due to his kindness. How could
you treat him so?"

Benners was silent.
" Ingratitude! Black ingratitude," said Old King Brady.

"I tell you, Miss Barron, there is nothing to be expected
from such a wretch. Let us remain here until daylight,
and by that time I have no doubt my partner will return
with news of the Copper King."

CHAPTER XII.

CONCLUSION.

"Hully gee! Deyse onto us!" gasped Gus, as Mr. Mc-
Coy's cry rang through the sink.

"Run! Run for your life, Mr. Barron!" Young King
Brady exclaimed. "Once we are through the break I am
sure we can find some place to hide."

"I don't know about that," panted Colonel Barron.
"I'm an old man. I'm afraid my strength won't hold out."

"But there seems no other way. You don't know any,
do you? -This place is strange to me."

"There is no hiding-place here. Run! Don't make me
talk. I shall lose my wind."

By this time lights were flashing behind them; everybody
seemed to be on the move.

But it would seem that Jack Price, or whoever was boss-
ing the business, had no confidence in McCoy, for all ran,
to the other hut first.

This gave Harry his advantage.
They succeeded in gaining the narrow passage which led

out of the sink before the chase began.
Here for an instant Harry paused and looked back.
"They are coming full tilt," he said. "We can never

hope to outdistance them. We must try to find some place
to hide."

"Out on the ridge!" panted Colonel Barron. "Only get
me there. I know !"

There was no further talk.
All three buckled down to it and ran for all they were

worth.
Before they emerged from the passage they could hear

their pursuers enter it at the other end.
But they managed to hold their own, and in a few min-

utes came out on the ridge.
"Light!" gasped the Copper King. "That lantern!

Quick!"
Harry flashed his lantern and Colonel Barron staggered

forward to a point where the bushes grew thick at the base
of the cliffs.

Here he parted the bushes and motioned the others in.
Evidently the colonel knew the place, for here there was

a pile of quartz which had been blasted out of the rocks,
leaving a hole extending in for ten feet or more.
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„,;••-" We stop here, for I can go no further," panted the
-Copper King.. "I don?t: think .any of those fellows can
knaw: the place. If they :dow.e are lost,": .•.;-; ; .

--...--"Not quite," replied Hurry, as they crawled in under
the cliffs. "I have a couple; of .good revolvers. .If it comes
|o a pinch we can put up;a fight,! suppose." . : "

^Qimme one of them antl you'll see what kind of a -fight
,1 kin put up," said Gus.: -.

" "Baa't".trust, him," groaned ~ Colonel Barron. /'He is
one of those wno captured me."".,

"If he was against you before he is for you now," replied
Harry. "I know this man, Colonel. He will not go back
on me."

"Dat's what I won't," growled Gus, as he took re-
volver. "You needn't be afraid of me, Don. Harry and
me is old chums." . . . _ _ . . - . , . .

They stopped talking then, for they could hear their pur-
suers on the ridge. ' - : ' • } ] ' -

"Blame it all! Where are they?" Price sung out. •
"Don't see nothing of them," replied another, voice,

which Gus whispered to Harry belonged to. Bill Tooley. =
"They can't have run on," said Price. "Old man Bar-

ron might be good for a' dash through the gorge, _but .not
for no more. They must be hiding somewhere.here."...-

'A! search then followed, which Harry felt almost certain
would end in discovery. '- / "

But it did not. ..' ".-.
Once they even parted the bushes, but .none..:of them

seemed to know about the cave. -
For half an hour and over the search was continued, but

nothing came of it. - - ., , ,
That was the time when Gus Wren heard all sorts of

things said about him.
Price declared that he would shoot Trim at sight; as for

Harry, they did not seem able to make out who he was,
and there was considerable discussion about it.

At last they gave it up and all halted just beyond the
bushes and began to talk.

"Come, this is a bad business," remarked Price. "If
the old man succeeds in getting down to Montague, and
it begins to look as if he might, we shall all be in the
soup." »

"That's what's the matter," replied Tooley. "I said
'from the first it was a big mistake to go. against-"Boss
McCoy. He was managing the thing all right. He's a
slick one, he is." - .

In* this sentiment the others joined.
Each one had some remark to make, and it was evident

that Benners- was anything but popular with these men.
"I tell you what it is, fellers," said Price, at last, "let's

get Boss McCoy and bring Mm here. It was he who
helped the old man start the mine there in the sink. He
kn,ows this place as we don't, and you must remember the
old man knows it, too. If there is any hiding-hole about
here Mac can find it. It has come to the point where we
have just got to stand in with him now." ^ :

"I agree to that," replied Tooley. "Benners hasn't

come up to -the scratch, nohow. I've a blame good mind to
turn on him. I believe we could make more by giving him
away,to the old man than by holding the old man for his
benefit, yes I do."

"It's too late to think of that now," replied Price. "For
my part, I am disgusted with, the hull business. :For :two
pins I'd throw up the contract and light out."

"Not now," snarled Tooley. "Somebody's got-to pay
foT the trouble we have been at. But come on> boys, we
.will see isrhat Boss McCoy has got to say.'?

All started then, and soon their footsteps had died aWay.
"Safe for the moment," whispered Colonel Barron.

"Boys,* we must get on the move. McCoy knows of the
existence of this cave. If he is disposed to do it, he can
lead them straight here."
: "If Ve. could only get down into the valley," said Harry,
"but I clon't suppose we could ever find the path in the
dark."- . - . . . _ . - . - . - :

"I think I can," said Colonel Barron, "I know the
place thoroughly. All I want is light."
;.: TTHey started then^ and in a few minutes the moon
obligingly came out from behind: the clouds> making their
way plain. ; : :

It was but a comparatively short distance to the path,
and in a little while they found themselves scrambling
down, the mountain.

By 0 the time they reached the valley Colonel Barron
found himself very much exhausted. -

"It is no use, boys," he said. "I can go no further.
Follow me and I will take you to my old corral, where we
can hide for awhile, at. least." :

; "You seem to know this place like a book," remarked
Young King Brady. :• . -

"I ought to/' was the reply. "Perhaps you are not
aware that all this land belongs to me." . . . . . . .

Harry admitted his ignorance. .
, ,"It is all mine," said the .Copper King, "and-it is as rich
in minerals as any tract in. Montana. I know a dozen
copper leads in these mountains, each one of ;them as good
as the Montague. Some of these days it may pay to work
them. But here we are. Now let me rest, and while I
am doing it you can tell me all about this business. From
what we overheard up there it would seem that you are
right, and that there could be no doubt that Arthur Ben-
ners was at the bottom of this business; and yet I-'5ean't
understand why he should turn against me.;. I have ;b,een
more than a father to him. He never received anything
but kindness at my hands." : . :

They were walking in the opposite direction from Mon-
tague now, and in a minute they came upon a small hut
built up against the cliffs. : : . ' •

Alongside was .an old-fashioned corral built of high
wooden palings, in the style which was universal before
barbed wire came into use. : : ' . :

"Here we are,",said the Copper King. "This is my old
home. I built this hut when I first came to Montana
years asro. It was here that T brought my wife when T
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first married her—poor soul, she is long since dead.
Here—"'

"Hush!" breathed Harry, "don't you see?" Someone
in there! A light!"

"Surest thing you know," spid Gus. "Say, we're up
against it. Ah! Look dere! Blame it all, ifs a gal!"

"Linn! My daughter!" cried Colonel Barron, rushing
forward.
: In an instant the girl was locked in her father's arms.

"And the Governor!" exclaimed Harry. "Always turns
up at the right time !"

For Old King Brady had come out of the hut then.
"Well, well!" he exclaimed, "and who have we here?"
"My father, Mr. Brady!" cried Linn. "Pa, this is Old

King Brady, the detective. He has worked so hard to
help me, and:—oh, how can I tell you! Arthur is at the
bottom of all this."

"I know," replied Colonel Barron, as he shook hands
with Old King Brady. "I"think I know all. Just wait
till I come up with that scoundrel and——"

"And there need be no waiting/? broke in Old King
Brady. "Arthur Benners is here."

"Here!"
"Yes. Ah, here comes Farley!"
The miner came tumbling out of the hut then.
"And is it the-boss!" he cried. "Oh, Mr. Barron, and

is it yerself, sir? Dear, dear! Such goings on never was
since the days I fust took wufruk wid you here in dis
very house."

"Then you are not one of my enemies, Pete," said the
Copper King, shaking hands vigorously.

Old King Brady recognized Gus instantly, and after
Harry had told his story, he said: :

"Gus Wren, you have done me a great service, and I
shall see to it that yoir are well paid. You can, however,
do me a greater one still if you will. What do you say to
trying? Come,, now, you had better square yourself with
the Copper King while you can."

"What is it?" asked Gus.
"Get back to the mountain. Bring those men here at

daylight. Tell them any old yarn, only entice them to
this hut."

"HI do it/' said Gus. "I'll make out that I was forced
into this."

He was off in a minute, and five minutes later Farley
was on the run toward Montague for help.
- • ' • # • - . - . . . • * . * " - " . * . : . : . * . ' : . .T . : # ' . • • ' • $ . .

It was a lucky thing that Linn thought, of coming in to
the hut. • • • • • • -

No. headway had been made in the effort to force a con-
fession from Benners, and Old King Brady felt the neces-
sity of tying up somewhere for the night,

So they came on to the hut with the fortunate result
already related, and now that morning was dawning all
hands stood about the door watching the mountain trail.

.<fThere they come!" exclaimed Harry, at last. "I see
them!",

"Stand where you are, Colonel Barron," said Old King
Brady, as he and Harry stepped inside. "This is the
trap, you are the bait. Let them see you, but don't let
them know that you see them. We shall have them foul,
now, in a few minutes' time:"

It was Jack Price, BillTooley and the others, and Mr.
McCoy was with them, Gus Wren being in the lead.

Apparently Old King Brady's ruse was working well,
for as soon as Price caught sight of the Copper King they
set up a shout and came forward on the run.

"He went in there! I seen him!" cried Price, as they
came up. "Come out of there, Barron! We've got you!
You can't escape us now!"

Colonel Barron came out in response to the call.
So did the Bradys.
So also ten miners—out of the corral.
In an instant the gang was covered with rifles and re-

volvers.
"It is our day, boys \" cried Old King Brady. "For you

there is nothing left but to throw up your hands!"

The case was closed. The Copper King was restored to
his own and the mystery of the .Montague mine explained.
Once more the Bradys had won out and subsequent hap-
penings may be disposed of in very few words.

Captured by the Bradys and the men brought up from
Montague by Pete Farley, McCoy, Price and. the rest were
taken to town and jailed.

McCoy made a full confession involving Benners and
the man Jim Thomas, arrested at the mill, did the same.

Colonel Barron showed no mercy to anyone but Gus
Wren, to whom he gave fifteen hundred dollars, and Gus
jumped to New York forthwith.

As for Benners^ McCoy & Co., they landed in the peni-
tentiary.

The representatives of the Copper Tsust denied all
knowledge of the affair.

Colonel Barron handsomely rewarded the Bradys for
their services, and he and Linn returned to New York'
under their escort.

The Montague mine is still an independent concern, and
is paying handsomely.

And such was the very satisfactory ending of the ease
of The Bradys and the Copper King.

THE END.

.Read "THE BRADYS AND 'BUI/LIQN BILLY OR,
THE MYSTERY OF MILL NO. 13," which will be the
next number (314) of "Secret Service."
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are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any
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you order by return mail.
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THE STAGE,
No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE

BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful little book.

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.—
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse-
ment and amateur shows.

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Every
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or-
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe.

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES.—This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is br imful of wit and humor. It
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke 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
•tage: together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.

No 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat-
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author.

HOUSEKEEPING.
No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing

full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub-
lished.

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats,
fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
cooks.

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for
sverybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments,
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.

ELECTRICAL.
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de-

scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ;
together with fu l l instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il-
lustrations.

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con-
taining f u l l directions for making electrical machines, induction
foils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.

'No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a
'large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.

ENTERTAINMENT.
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi-
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himsejf and friends. It is the
greatest book over published, and there's mill ions (of f u n ) in it.

No. 20. HO^y TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A
-very valuable li t t le book just published. A complete compendium
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the
tnonev than any book published.

Nol 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle,
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc.

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches
and witty sayings.

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and ful l directions for playing Euchre, Crib-
bage. Casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker,
Auction Pitch. All Fours, and many other popular games of cards.

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.

ETIQUETTE.
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It

5s a great l ife secret, and one that every young man desires to know
all abowt. Thore's happiness in it.

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and
in the drawing-room.

DECLAMATION.
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS.

--—Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together
with many standard readings.

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing four-
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the moet
simple and concise manner possible.

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for conducting de-
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the beet
sources for procuring information on the questions given.

SOCIETY.
No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation art

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con-
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which it
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy
without one.

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc-
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at partiee,
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square
dances.

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love,
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen-
trally known.

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up.

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world.
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book
and be convinced how to become beautiful.

BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated an*

containing fuH instructions for the management and training of the
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc.

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illue-
trated. By Ira Drofraw.

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds,
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington
Keene.

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting
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, keeping,
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eigbfc
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind eves
published.

MISCELLANEOUS.
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and In-

structive book, giving a. complete treatise on chemistry; also ex<=
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di-
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thle
book cannot be equaled.

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book fof
making all kinds of candy, ice-cr««m, syrups, essences, etc., etc.

Ao. 84. l iU\ \ 10 ID INCOME AN AUTHUK.—Containing full
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and s u b m i t t i n g manuscript. Also containing
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general com-
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince
Hiland.

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won-
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com-
plaints.

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady,
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
and experiences of well-known detectives.

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain-
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work It|
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and othe*
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W*
Abney.

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
CADET.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance.,
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Poet
Guard, Police Regulations. Fire Department, and all a boy should
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, authow
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete In-
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Nayal
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy
should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Com
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of "How to Become ffl
West Point Military Cadet."

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, Xew York,



S E C R E T S E R V I C E
OLD AND YOUM KING BKA1)Y, DETECTIVES.

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY
LATEST ISSUES:

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 Kace-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 Cl i f f ; 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, Rounding up the Green

Goods Fakirs.
248 The Bradys and "Simple Sue" ; or, The Keno Queen of Sawdust

City.
249 The Bradys and 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.
254 The Bradys' Graveyard Clue ; or, Dealings With Doctor Death.
255 The Bradys and "Lonely Luke" ; or, The Hard Gang of Hard-

scrabble.
256 The Bradys and Tombstone Toin ; or, A Hurry Call from Arizona.
257 The Bradys' Backwoods Trail; or, Landing the Log Rollers

Gang.
258 The Bradys and "Joe Jinger" ; or, The Clew in the Convict Camp.
259 The Bradys at Madman's Roost; or, A Clew from the Golden

Gate.
260 The Bradys and the Border Band; or, Six WTeeks' Work Along

the Line.
261 The Bradys in Sample City ; or, The Gang of the Silver Seven.
262 The Bradys' Mott Street Mystery; or, The Case of Mrs. Ching

Chow.
263 The Bradys' Black Butte Raid ; or, Trailing the Idaho "Terror."
264 The Bradys and Jockey Joe ; or, Crooked Work at the Racetrack.
265 The Bradys at Kicking Horse Canyon ; or, Working for the Can-

adian Pacific.
266 The Bradys and "Black Jack" ; or, Tracking the Negro Crooks.
267 The Bradys' Wild West Clew ; or, Knocking About Nevada.
268 The Bradys' Dash to Deadwood; or, A Mystery of the Black

Hills.
269 The Bradys and "Humpy Hank" ; or, The Silver Gang of Shasta.
270 The Bradys and Dr. Dockery : or, The Secret Band of Seven.
271 The Bradys' Western Raid ; or, Trailing A "Bad" Man to Texas.
272 The Bradys at Fort Yuma; or, The Mix-up with the "King of

Mexico."
273 The Bradys and the Bond King : or, Working on a Wall Street

Case.

274 The Bradys and Fakir Fred; or, The Mystery of the County
Fair.

275 The Bradys' California Call ; or, Hot Work in Hangtown.
276 The Bradys' Million Dollar Camp; or, Rough Times in Rattle-

snake Canyon.
277 The Bradys and the Black Hounds; or, The Mystery of the Midas

Mine.
278 The Bradys Up Bad River: or, After the Worst Man of All.
279 The Bradys and "Uncle Hiram" ; or, Hot Work with a Hayseed

Crook.
280 The Bradys and Kid King ; or, Tracking the Arizona Terror.
281 The Bradys' Chicago Clew; or, Exposing the Board of Trade

Crooks.
282 The Bradys and Silver King; or, After the Man of Mystery.
283 The Bradys' Hard Struggle; or, The Search for the Missing

Fingers.
284 The Bradys in Sunflower City; or. After "Bad" Man Brown.
285 The Bradys and "Wild Bill" : or, The Sharp Gang of Sundown.
286 The Bradys in the Saddle : or, Chasing "Broncho Bill."
287 The Bradys and the Mock Millionaire : or, The Trail which Led

to Tuxedo.
288 The Bradys' Wall Street Trail : or. The Matter of X-Y-Z.
289 The Bradys and the Bandits' Gold; or, Secret Work in the

Southwest.
290 The Bradys and Captain Thunderbolt; or, Daring Work in Death

Valley.
291 The Bradys' Trip to Chinatown ; or, Trailing an Opium Fiend.
292 The Bradys and Diamond Dafl; or, The Mystery of the John

Street Jewels.
293 The Bradys on Badman's Island; or, Trapping the Texas "Ter-

ror."
294 The Bradys and the Hop Hitters ; or, Among the Opium Fiends

of 'Frisco.
29 5 The Bradys and "Boston Ben;" or. Tracking a Trickster to Tennessee.
296 The Bradys1 Latest "Bad" Man; or, The Cuse ot Idaho Ike.
297 The Bradys and the Wall Street "Wonder"; or, The Keen Detectires

Quick Case.
29 8 The Bradys' Call to Kansas; or, The Matter of Marshal Mundy.
299 The Bradys and Old Bill Battle; or, After the Colorado Coiners.
300 The Bradys and the Man from Wall Street; or, The Strange Disappear-

ance of Capt. Cnrevv.
301 The Bradys and Big Bart Brown; or, Trapping the "Terror" of Toddle-

ton.
302 The Bradys and the 'Frisco Fakirs; or, The Boy who was Lost m

Chinatown.
303 The Bradys and 'Klondike Kate'; or, The Hurry Call from Dawson.
304 The Bradys and "Pullman Pete"; or, The Mystery of the Chicago

Special.
3 05, The Bradys and the Wall Street Prince; or, The Boy who Broke the

Brokers.
306 The Bradys and the Belle of Bolton; or, The Search for the Lost Frisco

Liner.
307 The Bradys and the Bingo Boys; or. The Trail that Led to Hangtown.
308 The Bradys and the Brokers' Club; or, Solving a Wall Street Mystery.
309 The Bradys and "Bad Buzzard"; or, The Fight for the Five Forks Mine
310 The Bradys and the Chinese Prince; or. The Latest MottStreet Mys'ery
311 The Bradys and the Man From Tombstone; or, After the King of

Arizona.
3 1 2 The Bradys and Hop Toy; or, 'Working for the Mayor of Chinatown.
313 The Bradys and the Copper King; or. The Mystery of the Montague

Mine.
314 The Bradys and "Bullion Bill"; or, The Mystery of Mill No. 1 3.

For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Receipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
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. . . . " « BLUE AND GRAY WEEKLY, Nos
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---- " " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos

Street and No .................... Town

,190

State.




