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The Curse of Coronation Gulf,

or

The Outlaws of Blue Waters

By Col. Spencer Dair

Morarr Mec—TaE WitcH oF THE SERPENT—The aged for-
tune-teller whose early life began in affluence and luxury
and yet who ended her romantic career by a pistol shot
from the hands of an outlaw.
in St. Louis, Missouri, where she practiced her profes-
sion for the purpose of gaining money to aid her in the
support of a child she had stolen in infancy. The story
of old Meg touches upon the narrow line which separates
the outlaw. from the honest man.

ANpersoN FisH—He is an attorney who was named: as ex-
ecutor of the estate of 1<rq.nl\1111 Thomas, a St. Louis
banker, who had left many millions of dollars. The only
daughter of the banker ‘had been stolen in infancy and
when the will of the child’'s father was opened, it was"
discovered that one-half of the money was to be de-
voted to the finding of the missing heiress. The lawyer
found himself torn with Lonﬂlctmg emotions when a
beautiful girl claims the fortune, and whose career
hinged upon that of old Meg the fortune-teller. How
Mr. lth fulhlled his tru\t is a thrilling narrative.

ETHEL girl, who made a runaway
marriage \\1th Rudolph ‘of the Long Knife, an outlaw
well known on the shores of Coronation Gulf where he
made a wide career as leader of a band known as the
Outlaws of Blue Waters. It must not be forgotten, how-
ever, that there was an-inner cord which bound the life
of this girl with that of old Meg the fortune-teller. In
fact, Ethel Thomas and old Meg were one.

For many years she lived-

e PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN
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THIS STORY.

MaxweLL. HypE—Once more the famous gun-man and for-
mer -outlaw leader in his official position as a. detective
in the employ of the Western and Southwestern Bankers
Guild is called upon to exercise his talent in running
down a band of famous outlaws who have looted the
bank in the little hamlet of Cemetery Hill, Missouri.
Maxwell Hyde rose to the occasion and meets with a
series of exciting adventures, barely escaping with his
life;, but finding a fortune awaiting him at the end of
his dashing career, so far as this case is concerned.

Epnva TraOMAS—A beautiful girl who for many years was
supposed to be the daughter of old Meg, the Witch of the
Serpent. © A famous band of outlaws, in looting the
Cemetery Hill Bank which her father owned, discovered
that she was a long-missing heiress to many millions of
dollars.  In their attempts to abduct her, the girl suf-
fered many hardships and dangers, but finally comes to
her own after a series of episodes which almost border
on the marvelous.

Doctor MasoN WHEELOCK—A brave man who ‘knew how to
use a gun when outlaws attempt to loot a store in a quiet
Missouri hamlet.

Ruporer or THE Loxe KNirE—An outlaw who conceived a
plot of revenge which ended in the abduction of the only
daughter of Franklin Thomas, the millionaire St. Louis
banker.

CHAPTER I.

A PLOT FOR A FORTUNE.
Mother

bleary eves upcn her caller!
A serpent twined around the body of the 'wc(l hag,

Meg hissed with rage as she turned her

5
-aised its head, and, in exact imitation of the crone,
hissed at the sneering face of a young man who sat
easily in a chair and viewed the angry woman and her
no less angry pet with quiet intensity. Outside the
traffic on Olive Street, St. LLouis, made a strident com-
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pelling note to remind the figures in this drama of
the heart that there  were other things in this world
than the point they were debating.

But in the pent-up rage that surged in the woman’s
breast, there seemed to be no room for outside influ-
ences. She was in deadly earnest and the broad-
shouldered, athletic man facing her, whose sharp eyes
narrcwed with his intense gaze upon the faded ones of
the old woman, saw that his mission was near the fail-
ure point. Mother Meg did not propose to give. him
infermation if she could help it.

“ Now, Mother Meg,” cried the man, his brown eyes
shiftily looking away from the: woman, while the
snake around the hag’s waist lulled itself back to its
interrupted slumber at the touch of her withered
hand, don’t want you to get angry.”

‘I'm not angry,” the hag replied. ** But you touch
me nearly with your questions. [ do not know you
but I can imagine your mission.”

The man shrugged his <hrml(1c1"
\nnlc gazed into the woman’s f"tce

“You are shrewd,” he replied. “I am willing to pay
for any information you may give me.”

“ (GGold could not buy my knowledge

“ But how about trading a secret for a secret?”

Mother Meg gave her caller a swift glance. What
did he mean? Had he information of which she was
not in possession? Could he possibly have reached
by another path the secret that she had long concealed?
Her profession of fortune-telling: made her observant
of intonations of voice and she had the fortune-teller’s
craft in being able to translate expressions. This man
she did not know. He had called upon her and given
her her customary fee for looking into the future.
Should she raise the veil for him? At least so far as
telling him enough to whet his curiosity? ‘Or should
she lu(l him on by hints and vague allusions to the
secret that she had buried in her heart for years?

As! the hag thought, she glanced around the room
and resorted to the art of her profession. Old Meg con-
torted her face, writhed and apparently fell in a trance.

“ Ah,” she said in a faint voice, ‘' I see into the fu-
ture! [ look bhack over a stretch of desolate country.
Down a winding road I see three horsemen riding. One
man in the band is tall, clean-shaven, athletic. His
companion is younger and wears a mustache i

The caller gave a start.
knees suddenly clenched itself, and then with lightning
speed stole towards his hip pocket. The fingers of
the hand grasped the butt of a heayy army revolver., ’

Old Meg through her veiled eyes, saw the gesture,
and her intense cunning told her that she had struck
the right cord. So she continued.

‘The men 1 have been telling you of,” she mur-
mured in a small voice, * are hurrying toward a little
hamlet. [ can see the street of that little town, almost
deserted and lonely. The men have entered the vil-

and.with a half-

’

lage. They are (11~muuntmﬂ from their horses. I see
the word * bank’ in gold letters. The leader of the

little party has a revoly er in his hand. He is entering
the bank. His companions stand outside guarding the
horses. [ hear a shot——"

Old Meg gave a stifled shriek.

* Murder,” she said, faintly.  Murder!”
His face was white

The caller jumped to his feet.
with a suppressed emotion,
 Stop, step,”

he murmured. *‘ You are describing—

His hand lying upon his

INDIAN WEEKLY.

Never mind. I see that you are a clever woman. Where
vou, have gotten your information I da not know. but
you have described an event that happened within the
last twenty-four hours, and I am willing to say to you
that it was this event that caused me to call upon
you.”

It was the stranger’s turn to be puzzled. e had
known from certain knowledge that he had received,
that Old Meg the fortune-teller, was in touch with the
criminal world. The intangible underground current
that like an electric wire flashes from one criminal band
to another information of the acts of the respective
parties, had in some way been crossed so that this
old woman had been able to describe an event that had
happened in the life of the strange caller not twenty-
four hours before. Yet after all, the stranger knew that
his identity had been heralded wide-cast in various
newspapers throughout the country, and he was not
sure but that the fortune-teller knew him from this
reason. If she did, he also knew that she would have
no trouble in imagining the scene she had presented
to his mind. His career of crime had cut a wide swathe
through the great Southwest. So for the purpose of
extracting more knowledge .of the woman’s methods,
the stranger in his mind decided to cross-examine the
fortune-teller.

‘It seems to me,” he said, “ that you are groping in
the dark. Is there anything that you can tell me fur-
ther that would lead me to believe that you know me
and the object of my mission?”

Old Meg laughed shrilly. She sat up in her chair,
dropped her trance like attitude and turned her shrewd
eyes upon the speaker.

“1I do not propose to speak your name.
write it.’

The woman picked up a pad and pencil and rapidly
wrote upon it.  She extended her hand bearing the
paper to the stranger, 2nd allowed him to read “What
she had written.

‘That’s my name,” murmured the man. “1I see you
have me right. T believe in you, and I am going to tell
you the truth.”

“Tell me the truth!” repeated the hag, “I do not
believe you can tell the truth. But I am willing to
listen to you.”

“When we robbed that bank this morning, as you
have described,” the man said in a sneering voice, ‘“ we
got away with the loot! In the great steel safe in the
bank we found a tin box. In that box we discovered
certain papers. These papers told us 7

" Of a certain girl,” cried Meg with a mocking laugh.

“ You learned fmm those papers that twenty years ago
the infant child of banker Thomas, whose millions were
made in St. Louis, was stolen by its nurse, who had
taken it out into Forest Park in this city for an airing,
and from that day to this no trace of the child has
ever been found. Into the vista of nowhere the nurse
and child disappeared together. During the life of
the father of the child, thousands upon thousands of
dollars were spent in a vain endeavor to secure some
information that might lead to the recovery of the
baby. When banker Franklin T homas died and his
will was admitted to probate in the St. Louis Courts, it
was discovered that one-half of his vast fortune,
amounting to many millions of dollars, had been set
aside to be devoted to finding the missing heiress. That
girl to-day is twenty years of age. The papers con-

But T will
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tained the reports of many detective agencies and all
the facts narrowed down to one point—Old Meg the
fortune-teller!  She alone knows the secret and as
soon as you discovered from the papers this fact you
came to me. Man, do not try to fool me. I know why
you are here. Drop that gun. You cannot intimidate
me :

The stranger trembled with eagerness. His face was
white with suppressed emotion. His eyes snapped with
anxiety.

“1 see you know everything,” he said. “I don’t
know where you got your information and I don’t
care. What understanding can I come to with you?
You have the information that T must get because I
see now that an easy fortune awaits me if I can dis-
cover the whereabouts of the missing girl.
here, old woman, I didn’t come here for my health, and
I’'m out for the long green. Old man Thomas left a
fortune of ten million dollars. That means that five
millions dollars has been devoted to the finding of this
missing girl. Think of it, you old fool! Five million
dollars! The executor of the estate of Banker Thomas
is living to-day in St. Louis. If we get that girl and
deliver her to the exectitor of the estate, we can make
ourselves rich for life. I am willing to go into a deal
with you. You can’t pull this thing off alone. You
know me and who stands with me in this affair. I
know you. I know that you would sell your hope of
immortality for cold cash. Suppose that we hitch up
together. You deliver the girl to us and we will clean
up the reward. I will guarantee to you the long end of
the stick. - We will stick up the executors of the éstate
for the éntire five million dollars. Then it will be‘a
case of addition, division and silence.”

Old Meg’s lips parted in a toothless grin. She saw
that she had netted her fish. In the golden dream that
came to her caller, he had dropped his subterfuge. The
veneer of civilization and good manners had been
dropped as a child throws away the mummer’s mask.
The man stood revealed in his natural guise of a
blackmailer. ]

“ Brag is a good dog,” shrilled the old woman, “but
Holdfast is a better one! You come to me asking me to
give you a secret which I already have.  All the infor-
mation that you have I have known since the time
that you were a toddling child. If you want to do busi-
. ness with me, come over!”

As she spoke, Meg extended her skinny hand as if

receiving money. '
v The stranger arose and with head bowed paced
thoughtfully back and forth in the narrow room. The
serpent coiled around Old Meg’s body stirred its slimy
folds and hissed feebly and then contentedly bowed its
head in the woman’s neck and went to sleep again.
Birds of rare plumage flitted through the room. The
heavily draped window curtain stirred with the faint
air of the June breeze. Still the stranger paced back
and forth in his indecision., At length he raised his
head and shot a keen glance at Old Meg.

“I am in your hands,” he growled, with a. muttered
oath, * What is your price?”

“ Fifty thousand dollars,” murmured Old Meg.

“That’s pretty steep, isn’t it? ”

“Take it or leave it. Do you suppose that I have
held these secrets for all these years without knowing
their value? ” i

“How can I trust you?”

clutched them and rapidly secreted them.

Now look

“You can trust me as much as I cdn you. There
ought to be some honor among we thieves!”

“1 see you believe in calling a spade a spade,”’
laughed the stranger. ,

He thrust his hand within his clothing and rapidly
drew forth a leather money belt. Tt was crammed full
of bank bills of large denomination. With trembling
hand the stranger counted out a large pile of bills,
These he thrust into’the hand of Old Meg. She

“ Now then that we have made the bargain,” she
cried, “ I will see what I can do.”

“ Where is the girl? 7 asked the man.

" All in good time, my friend, all'in good time. You
cannot'walk until you can creep. Give me until to- &
night at midnight and 1 will think over our contract,
and you come here to-night at that time. That is all
I'have to say to you now. Go.”

The stranger faded away ; his sharp glance once more
roving around the room seemed to take in every detail
of the den.

For half an hour old Meg sat in her chair without
stirring and apparently hardly breathing.  Then she
turned and in a calm voice said to some hidden person
that the coast was clear.

With her words there stepped into the room from a
closet.in which he had been hiding a tall man. His
clean-cut face, alert and shrewd, was wreathed in
;m_iles. He sat down. and breathed a long sigh of re-
1ef.
~ “Well played, Mother,” he said. “ Youi are an art-
ist! I did not think that fool outlaw would fall for
this. It seems to me that we've got him. If I were
you, I'd bank that money quick. When that fellow
comes back he’ll have the rest of the gang with him,
and they would slit your throat for a good deal less
than fifty thousand dollars!” :

Old Meg laughed.

“ I'm not afraid,” she said. “It takes a smarter man
than that fellow to do me up. Make vourself scarce,
Return here at ten o'clock to-night. By that time T will
have my plans better laid.”

With a nod, the man left the house, leaving Old Meg
to further complete her arrangements. : :

It need not be said that the stranger who had been
hiding in the closet was Maxwell Hyde in the employ
of the Western and Southwestern Bankers Guild. No
better gun man lived than Maxwell Hyde. He had
sworn to capture the gang, one of whose members
had just bribed old Meg, and it was with great glee
that he viewed the situation. Not five hours after the
looting of the bank in the little town of Cemetery Hill,
Missouri, where the bank robbers had learned the se-
cret of the missing girl, information had been sent to
Maxwell Hyvde of the raid, and he was hot upon the
trail immediately. He had known old Meg for years
and when he had been informed of her complicity in
the disappearance of the missing girl, he had hurried to
her, knowing that the outlaws would immediately com-
municate with her. His wonderful detective mind had
given him the proper thread to follow, and he had made
an arrangement with old Meg prior to the arrival of the
outlaw on a similar errand.

Maxwell Hyde stopped beneath the lamp-post and
lighted a cigar. His heart beat high with his hope.
He could not see that there was a flaw in his campaign,
and he felt that at last, after years of endeavor, he was
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going to accomplish the mission to which he had de-
voted his life.

Old Meg arose from her chair, untwined the ser-
pent from around her waist and put the slimy thing in
a large box. She then fastened the box, hurried to the
door of the room and double-locked it, and then calmly
took from her head a wig of stringy gray hair. Her
hand quickly rubbed out the lines upon her face. She
removed from her teeth several bits of court plaster
which revealed them in their pearly whiteness, and, as
a glove is removed from one’s hand, in a few moments.
had removed all traces of the old hag Meg!

With a tinkling laugh the girl looked in the glass.
She saw revealed the contour of a beautiful girl.

Old Meg, the fortune-teller hag, was the missing
heiress!

L CHAPTER 1II.
i THE GANG MEET.

The outlaw, filled with pleasure at the easy deal he
had made with old Meg the fortune teller, hurried down
Olive Street, darted through several cross streets into
Jefferson Avenue, then at his best speed whirled across
to the Natural Bridge Road and walked along until
in a quiet corner of the city, he met a man standing by
the side of twe horses. j

The animals were Kentucky thoroughbreds. Each
horse bere a Mexican saddle. From the holster of each
saddle peeped revolvers. The man standing by one of
the horses carried a rifle slurig upon his shoulder.

Without a word the two men vaulted upon the backs
of the animals, and sent the horses forward at a smart
gallop.

Neither man spoke until they were far beyond Nor-
mandy station. Then the man who had met Mother
Meg's caller pulled his horse out of his stride into a
walk. His companion imitated him.

“Well, Clel Miller,” asked the man who had met
Mother Meg’s caller, “ Any luck?” =\

“ Good luck, Jesse James,” replied the man. “1I got
the surprise of my life when I had -a talk with old
Meg.” :

“You did!” replied Jesse, who thus stood revealed
as the head of the notorious band of bank robbers
which in the year '74 had been devastating the south-
western frontier of the United States. * You had bet-
ter tell me all about it.”

“That old hag knew ail about the bank robbery we
pulled off this morning,” replied Clel Miller, in himself
famous as a bank robber and bandit.

“What!” asked Jesse, with a tone of wonder in his
voice.

“That's right, Jesse! She was wise to the fact that
we held up the bank. She knew that we'd got to the
box containing the information of the missing heiress.
She made no bones of being the woman that I was
after. Not only did she know about all we've done,
but the old hellion had the diamond nerve to write my
name upon a card and show it to me!”

In his astonishment, Jesse James pulled hard on the
cruel Spanish bit in his horse’s mouth, and the animal
danced in fear and rage.

“You needn’t pull the head off that horse in your
amazement, Jesse,” said Clel. “ But still 1 don’t
blame you at that. I never had anything handed to me
so quick in all my life. I felt exactly as if T had

walked out of a bank we had just robbed and had a
man pull down a .45 eu me.”

“ What kind of a looking
Jesse.

“ She looked to me as if she was about four hun-
dred years old. She had a big snake around her waist
that made me feel like the morning after, but she
was right there with the goods, and I came into a deal
with her and I had to stake her to fifty thousand dol-
lars.”

“That's a good deal of money, Clel.”

“T1 know it is, but I figured it this way. That money
came easy to us. We cleaned up a hundred thousand
dollars on that round-up, to say nothing about getting
next to a secret that if we worlk it out, will give us-fifty
theusand dollars. Now I look at it this way.. It was:
dead easy money because all it took to get it was:
you, your brother Frank and me, three good horses,
a sprinkling of good guns and a good deal of nerve. 1
said to myself when I handed over to the woman that
rvoll, that all I've got to do is to give her the cash and
thus lull her into confidence:” '

“Yes,” replied Jesse, “ 1 see that much.”

“Then my plan is to go back to-night as I have
arranged to. The old woman: has confidence in me
now. She won’t object to you and Frank going back
with mre. As long as she plays fair, we will play fair.
If it ‘looks to us as if she was giving us the double
cross, it only takes about/ two: seconds and a hali to .
stick a knife in her and we can get back that money
anyhow. If she plays fair, what’s fifty thousand dol--
lars when you're talking about getting millions? "

A baleful light came into Jesse James's eyes. Cold,
cruel and mercenary by nature, yet possessed of acute
intelligence, he immediately began to find how he
could not only get possession of the millions but of the
fifty thousand dollars already invested in the enter-
prise.

Jesse James, of all the fierce and wild men that made
the frontiers of the United States at this early date
a by-word, was the most implacable of all the bandits.
It has been said of him justly, that he was the most
dangerous of all the early outlaws. His brother Frank
was probably the braver of the two. He was never
known to take down from any position that he had as-
sumed. Jesse, more diplomatic, oiten gave a point
away and resorted to an act of unnecessary cowardice
to gain his point further along in his career; Frank
always stood readv to defend his acts with his revol-
ver. Clel Miller, more of a thug than any other in
the famous Jesse James gang, governed by brute
force alone. The three men made up a startling trio
of desperate creatures. - ;

“1 will tell you,” summed up Jesse, * how we will
have to take up this situation. We will all g6 and
see the fortune-teller again to-night. After I have
talked with her, I can Dbetter judge what steps to
take. In the meantime I have told Frank to go to
an unoccupied house, half-deserted, not far from Nor-
mandy station.”

“Isn’t that rather rash? You know that there is
a price already on our heads, set by the governor of
Missouri,  and aren’t you afraid that some one will
send word to the authorities, and that a posse will
come out here and arrest us? You know there is a
standing reward: for the arrest of Jesse James, Frank
James and Clel Miller.”

'

woman was she?’” asked
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Jesse sneered.

“The only thing that 1 kick about is that the Gover-
nor has offered twenty-five thousand dollars’ reward
for each one of us. It seems to me that as I plan most
of the depredations of our crowd, that I ought to be
worth a few dollars more, dead or alive, than you fel-
lows.” ' o

“ 1 suppose we are like so many bunches of radishes.
You get three bunches for ten cents, or one bunch for
five. The only thing that I'm afraid of is that some
of the country bumpkins around here carried away
with the hope of a big reward for our lives or arrest,
will hustle into St. Louis and give the authorities the
tip.”’ , :

“ Don't you worry about that. The house that I told
Frank to go to has a reputation of being haunted,
and any country yokel that comes this way, and should
see lights about the old house, would swear that the
place was inhabited by ghosts. Besides, no one can
be sure that Jesse James and his gang will be caught.
I usually .go back and have a little personal interview
with an informer after the informer has told his little
story.”

“ And as a usual thing, the informer don’t inform
any more.”

“ Dead men tell no tales,” replied Jesse.

Without further argument, the two men hurried
away. After half an hour of hard riding, they arrived
at the haunted house.

The house was a one-story log cabin. It was tum-
ble-down, a portion of the roof having caved in, and
was situated in the midst of a clump of chestnut trees.
Through the trees from a roadway, a faint light could
be seen issuing from the windows of the cabin. The
scene was a desolate one. The house itself stood upon
a little hill and was the most prominent object to be
seen in miles. Around it stretched a bleak prairie.
No other house could be seen from it, and there was
something sinister and gloomy, stealthy with the fla-
vor of old crime, that made it in itself a shuddering
object to any eyes that might have rested upon it. The
house was well known in the country-side as having
been the scene of a particularly horrible murder years
ago. The taint of the deed seemed to have imparted
itself to the very building and so awesome was the feel-
ing in the mind of people dwelling in that vicinity
regarding the structure, that Jesse James with his
acute mind could have taken no better shelter for
himself and his gang than the one he had selected.

Even Clel Miller, steeped in crime as he was, felt
a little tingle of dread run up his back bone as he
gazed at the solitary house.

“ Holy Smoke, Jesse!” Clel murmured.
pretty bum looking joint you've selected.”

Jesse laughed, pulled up his horse, dismounted and
then gave the faint and gurgling ¢ry of an owl.

“Hoo! Hoo! Hoo! ” he shrilled.

Thrice came the same answering call from the sin-
ister house.

“ All right,” said Jesse to Clel. And leading his
horse, followed by his companion, he wended his way
up a road along which weeds grew dank, and amid
the furtive twittering of birds which seemed to be
alarmed at the intrusion of man in this solitude, hur-
ried to the house where Frank James, pulling at his
tawny mustache, stood in the doorway of the cabin
awaiting them.

“That’s a

, f‘l'm glad to see you fellows,” Frank muttered.
“Of all the God-forsaken spots on the face of the
earth, this place is the limit and then some more.”

“ What's the matter?” snapped Jesse. * Have you
got to the point where you're afraid to be alone? If
you ‘have, the sooner vou trade your revolver for a
hoe, the longer you'll live.” :

“That’s all right,” returned Frank, “there’s more
noises in this old place than there is anything else, and
rats! I counted over a million of’em, it seems to me, in
a little more than an hour.”

“Then you wouldn’t recommend this spot as a nice
quiet Home for a gentleman in search of a country ’
residence? ” said Clel. :

“ Oh, go take a drink,” put in Jesse impatiently.
“This game we’re on needs men without nerves.”

“I don’t need any false joy, Jesse,” replied Frank.
“ Tell me what you fellows did.”

In a few brief words Jesse outlined all that had been
accomplished so far.” He told his companions that
while their plans were not as yet complete, he felt
that he had taken a long step toward the accomplish-
ment of the quest for millions upon which they had
embarked. Yet at the same time he  did not disguise
the fact that much remained to be done.

“This game is a little bit out of our line, isn’t it,
Jesse?” asked Frank. “I don’t object to walking
into a bank and putting a gun to a’cashier’s nose and
requesting him to hand me all the money he’s got in
the place, but this confounded diplomatic kind of
crime never did appeal to me. In all our former little
episodes, we've been doing the talking, and when we
three 'were together, each man knew that he had a
solid backing in the other man., Herée we have to work
through a woman of whom we know nothing and
we have to depend, therefore, upon outside aid that
may not stand straight with us. I tell you here, I
don’t like this game. It's too political. It reminds
me too much of bribing office holders to vote bills
that allow you to plunder somebody else.”

“ Of all the objectors that I ever met, you're the
limit! If the Jesse James gang can’t take the diplo-
matic field and win in it, we'd better disband. Don’t
forget that there’s millions in this scheme. We are
able to take care of ourselves. I don’t know of a sin-
gle bank robbery that we ever figured in that’s had
so much money in it as this scheme has. I vote that
we make a dash for those millions.” :

“ 1 vote that way also,” cried Clel.

“ Although I'm in a hopeless minority, I vote in the
negative,” rejoined Frank. ‘“ But as I am the kind
of 2 man who believes in running with the majority,
I'm with you, and we’ll go and talk business with that
old hag to-night.”

The three men then entered the house, where upon
an old sheet-iron stove Frank had prepared a simple
meal. After getting some dinner, the three men again
took up the question of their mission.

The general opinion, after much gonversation, was
that they had better await the developments of the
night before deciding exactly what further steps they
would take. That they would not give up the desper-
ate plans they had made even if they had to go ahead
without old Meg. was the general outline they
sketched. Clel Miller then devoted himself to tether-
ing ‘the horses so they could feed on the grass sur-
rounding the cabin, at the same time watching the
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country around for any spy that might investigate
their occupancy of the place, while Frank and Jesse
James lay down on the bare and dirty floor to get
some rest.

“ The only thing that I can’t size up,” said Jesse,
before he went to sleep, “is the position that Maxwell
Hyde is going to take in this matter. He must have
known long before this, that we have looted that
bank. We have fought some sharp battles together
and somehow by dint of great luck, we have succeeded
in escaping the wiles of that infernal dog. But I must
say that I would feel better off if Maxwell Hyde was
eliminated from our plans A

“ From our plot,” sneered Frank. “T never could
un‘(‘le,rstand, Jesse, why you don’t kill that fellow.”

I've got a reason,” replied Jesse.

“You always have a reason for everything,” replied
Frank, “ but somehow or other you always keep your
reasons to yourself.”

“Don’t bother me,” sleepily answered Jesse. “1I'll
kill Maxwell Hyde when I think it is the proper time.”

The two outlaws then went to sleep as calmly as if
they were children, although they should have been
haunted in their dreams by the terrible criminal deeds
which the testimony shown in the records of the po-

lice' authorities of the world would have born wit-
ness.

CHAPTER.III.
THE EXECUTOR IS SURPRISED,

The imposing and palatial offices of Anderson Fish
were filled with clerks on the same afternoon that Jesse
James and his brother Frank guarded by Clel Miller,
lay hidden in the haunted cabin on the Natural Bridge
Road in St. Louis. i ;

Anderson Fish, a tall, florid-faced man," with gray
side whiskers and a drooping gray mustache, sat in his
private office engaged in opening his personal mail.

As he sat at his desk, the door opened, and one of his
clerks entered bearing a neatly engraved card.

MR. MAXWELL HYDE.

Anderson TFish gasped as he read the foregoing
name,

“ God bless my soul,” he said to himself, ¢ what
does this mean?”

Turning to his clerk he ordered the instant admit-
tance of the man whose name was engraved upon the

card. With an easy air of asstrance that marked his
acquaintance with a polite world, Maxwell Hyde en-
tered. Anderson Fish viewed his caller with sharp
curiosity. He knew of Maxwell Hyde by reputa-
tion. In the deadly arena where all argument was
punctuated by the revolver's ringing shot, Maxwell
Hyde was known. In his early days, Maxwell Hyde
had lived the life of an outlaw. On the frontiers of the
United States his name was engraved for years with
those of Jesse James, Frank James and Clel Miller, but
as the days of the gun man waned, as the tide of civ-
ilization rolled onward to the border and immersed
within it what had been the border, Maxwell Hyde was
shrewd enough to see that the forces that go to make
up- civilization were stronger than those supporting
the outlaws. Having been an outlaw, he became an
outlaw catcher. He knew the ways of the men of
blood; he knew the trend of their minds, and when
in the terrible days that followed the onslaughts of

the Jesse James gang, he had been offered the re-
sponsible position of detective by the Western and
Southwestern Bankers Guild, he had accepted the offer
made him and slowly but surely had swept from the
earth all of the lesser criminals . that were making
the southwest unsafe for honest men, until now little
was left above earth of all the outlaws that had been
so numerous, save Jesse James and his companions.

Anderson Fish was the general counsel for the
Western and Southwestern Bankers Guild. His amaze-
ment and surprise upon seeing the card of Maxwell
Hyde had been due to his knowledge of the work of
this famous thief catcher and outlaw slayer, although
he had never personally met him. It was this reason
that caused the.start of amazement that the lawyer
had evidenced when he had first received the card.

In silence the two men gazed at each other. This
silence was first broken by Anderson Fish.

“1 suppose you canie to see me,” Mr. Fish said,
“ on accourit of that robbery.”

“ You mean the robbery of the bank at Cemetery
Hill this morning by the James men? " remarked Max-
well Hyde with a smile. '

“Yes, of course you have received information of
the.robbery.”

“ Yes, I have received such information, but it is not
upon that question that I have called.”

“ Indeed,” returned the lawyer in surprise. * Then
I suppose your mission is to give me information re-
garding some of the other depredations of that in-

famous James band.”

“ No,” answered Maxwell Hyde, * not to take up
your valuable time, I am here to give you information,
but not upon the subject you have broached. I am
here upon the matter concerning the estate of the late
Franklin Thomas, the millionaire banker of this city
who died a number of years ago.”

Had Maxwell Hyde laid upon the desk of Andet-
son Fish a bomb warranted to blow him into king-
dom come, his surprise could not have been greater.
But his legal mind allowed him to keep from
his face all traces of his emotion.. He did not betray
his great surprise, and simply raised his eyebrows in
interrogation.

“ Will you please proceed?” he said. e

“ I think that I can give information to you that will
lead us to the finding of the missing girl.”

“Impossible! We have information that the girl died
when she was only three years of age.”

“ I do not know what information you mayv have re-
ceived, but your information is incorrect. I happen
to know that the girl is alive. ‘I happen to know
also that there is one chance left that she may be re-
covered.”

“ I suppose you know that when Mr. Thomas died,
one-half of his fortune was to be devoted to the recoyv-
ery of his missing daughter.”

“Yes, I know that, and that is why I'm here.”

Mr. Fish nodded.

‘1 suppose,” he went on, “ that you have taken up
this matter in the hope of gaining some of the money
left to be used in finding the missing girl.”

“ Your supposition is correct, as far as it goes. Yet
at the same time, while I am willing to freely admit
that I have no objections to handling some of those
millions for myself, I am not entirely actuated by the
hope of a reward. In my position as detective for
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the banker’s organization which yot represent as coun-
sel, I have learned that in' the bank looted to-day by
Jesse James and his gang was a tin box containing all
of the information known about this missing girl. The
Jesse James gang have this information. They are
using this information to get the millions. My duty
is to round up that gang and as a side issue to that
duty, I am willing to admit that I have no objection
to gaining some of that reward. This is a position
where duty and inclination go hand in hand.”

“T1 see that I am dealing with a remarkable man. As
a lawyer, I do not think that ever before have I met
a man who did not forget his duty when it came to his
inclination.”

“Thank you. But I did not come here to bandy
compliments. I came here to ask you to give me such
information as I may need to possess that will allow
me to delve further into this mystery. First, let us
assume 'that we are on the right track and that the
girl of whom I have knowledge is the missing heir-
ess. Then what?” ;

“You can readily understand, Mr. Maxwell Hyde,
that first assuming that you are on the right track,
we would have to lla\e absolute proof of the identity
of the girl. She was an infant when she was abducted,
and now she must be about twenty years of age, and
you will admit, I think, that there is a difference be-
tween an infant of two months old and a girl of twenty
years of age. Therefore in your quest you have got
to set back the clock twenty years, lacking a few
months, and have got to prove to the satisfaction of
a court of law that the girl you have in mind is really
the infant that was abducted. You can readily see that

there must be a chain of strong proof that will estab-
lish beyond the shaddw of a doubt the identity of this
girl.

“My dear Mr. Fish, you will at least give me the
credit of possessing mtellldence I have gone through
the chain 'of evidence, and am convinced that I am

able to give you the necessary information. The girl
has never been out of the possession of the nurse who
figured in the abduction. . The evidence of that nurse
would be conclusive, would it not?”

“In a measure. But the courts would require that
the testimony of the nurse is substantiated by the
testimony of others. Having got thus far, the re-
mainder of your mission would not seem to be hard.
I will say to you however, frankly, that you are stand-
ing on ticklish ground. The courts of Missouri have
been flooded for years with actions.growing out of
claims to large estates on the part of persons who
have never been able to conclusively prove their iden-
tity. I know you to be an honest man and T believe
that you are here from the best motives in the ‘world,
but T wish to call attention to the fact that in Missouri
we have ‘got to be shown.”

Maxwell Hyde folded his arms and began studying
over the words of Mr. Fish. He could see that as
executor of the great Thomas estate, he was acting
clearly within his rights. Maxwell Hyde himself, like
Jesse James'and his gang, was groping for a light in
the dark. Neither®side to this exciting episode were
in possession of all the facts surrounding the mystery.
They both were interdependent in having as a basis
for their quests the word of old Meg. So far as Max-
well Hyde was concerned, he had no actudl knowledge
as to the reliability of the fortune-teller. As a rule

I

.you,

he knew they were pretty shiity propositions. They
lived upon chicanery and their stock in trade consisted
of the gullibility of their victims. In his career as a
detective, Maxwell Hyde had met old Meg about five
years before and he had some professional dealings
with her and she had assisted him greatly. But in all
of the past dealings there had never been the golden
touch.  What some people would do for money he
had only to turn to criminal records to find out, aside
from his own experience. Was old Meg telling the
truth? Was she merely a cheap trickster who had
gained possession of the story of the missing heiress,
which at the time of the abduction had been strewn
broadcast in the newspapers, and had she used this
information in attempting to force upon him and upon
Mr. Fish a spurious heiress?

In his own /mind, Maxwell Hyde could not but feel
that he -had been baffled by the purely legal attitude
taken by Mr. Fish. Yet he respected Mr. Fish for that
very attitude. Maxwell Hyde saw at once that Mr.
Fish was a man of honor and standing in the commun-
ity and that he was willing to aid in the return of the
heiress, but that he had thro“ n the burden of proof
dlrectly upon Maxwell Hyde's shoulders. The detec-
tive himself was willing to accept the responsibility,
but he had no great faith in the outcome. With these
ideas in his: mmd Maxwell Hyde resumed the con-
versation.

“T1 do not know exactly what I ought to say to
Mr. Fish,” Maxwell Hyde said. “1 am not a
lawyer but 1T believe that I've got information that is
valiable. T do not come here to dictate terms to you.
1 have fallen into this matter through my life-long
attempt at the extermination of the Iesse James gang.
You know my reputation and I know yours. \Ian to
man, what shall I do?”

Had Maxwell Hyde known it, he could not have
taken a more direct and convincing line than he had ta-
ken in this last remark: Up to thm time, Mr. Fish, with
the suspicion of the average lawyer had hardly ac-
cepted Maxwell Hyde or his story. He now believed
that Maxwell Hyde, right or wrong believed that he
was right.

0 lhere is only one thing for you to do,” said Mr.
Fish. ¢ Get that girl and brmfr her here to me. If she
is really the missing heiress, Edna Thomas. T think
that rmht and justice will prevail .and we will be able
to prove -it. If she is merely a trickster in league
with other tricksters, we will at least have the satis-
faction of putting her in jail where she belongs alond
with the rest of her gang. Do you need any monev?

“No. " The only thm(r that 1 wish from you, Mr:
Fish, is advice.”

“ There it is, then. Produce the girl. Now we will
eliminate her from the proposition, and will you please
tell me quickly what you think the Jesse James gang
mtend to do?”’

* Get the girl.”

“That’s bad. [If,she is really the heiress, it would
mean that we would have to pay a remorseless gang
of criminals a tremendous sum for her liberation.”

. Exactly.”

“ It means that we must go upon the hypothesis that
this girl is the heiress. We must therefore take steps
to protect her from the Jesse James gang.”

13 Xres‘ll

“Do you wish me to call in the local authorities?
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‘Heaven forbid! If there’s anything in the world
that I wish to eliminate from this case it is the average
broad-shoed detective. I've got enough trouble as it
is, without having to ward off the bunolmn attempts
of @ man who ([oun t know the detective game. Then
my idea would be to take this matter up alone, and if
I succeed to also figure in the reward. I am going
back to the sources nf my information and dlone and
unaided, secure this girl if I can, and at the same time

' round up the gang I “have been SO many years search-
ing for.”

Mr Fish notl(le(l
I—Ivdc s remark,

“You can count upon me to assist you,” he ‘said.
“My advice is for you to continue on your mission
and consult with me as often as circumstances war-
rant. [ am willing to say to you that if you do succeed
in this mission I, as executor of this estate, will see that
any arrangement you may make is honored and that
you will 1'e<:ei\'e a substantial reward in case you are
successful.”

Having made this arrangement, Maxwell Hyde left
Mr. F:sll and returned to hm hotel for the purpose of
studying out his next step. He well knew that he was
facing a tremendously dangerous condition. Maxwell
Hyde did not underrate the Jesse James gang, and he
knew that when he returned that night to the home
of old Meg the fortune-teller, he was placing his life
upon a hazardous chance.

He saw the force of Maxwell

CHAPTER 1V.

THE OUTLAWS MAKE A SIDE MOVE.

As soon as night had fallen and the country around
the haunted cabm was blurred and indistinct, Jesse
James, Clel Miller, and Frank James mounted their
horses again and starte(l out for the purpose of ac-
Compllshmfr another deed of violence, -

In talking over their plots, Jesse had happened to
think that as they were not due at the home of Old
Meg until midnight; it might be as well to see if they
could not clean up what he called easy money before
keeping the engagement.

“It’s this way, boys,” said Jesse James. “ We got
fifty thousand dollars and a.little over along with those
papers. Now we've had to give up fifty thousand
to get Mother Meg to go in with us. In case she
throws us down, we will have only a few hundred dol-
lars left. It seems to me that we better kill two birds
with one stone. There’s a little six by four bank in
a jig-water town near here that ought to bé pretty
good picking for us. Our horses are fresh and we'’re
feeling pretty good, so what’s the matter with our
going over there and sticking up that bank?”

“You get me where I live,” laughed Frank. “I'm
all right in the bank robbing business, and as our
bank-roll is getting pretty thin, let’s we three walk
over there and do up that bank. I hate to put my hand
in my pocket and find only a few hundred dollars
there.”

“ That’s right,” sighed Clel Miller. ‘“ What in thun-
der can a fellow do with a few hundred dollars?”

Accordingly led by Jesse James, at the end of an
hour the party had negotiated ten miles of country
and halted their horses on the outskirts of a tiny
town which straggled over the landscape at the bottom
of a steep hill.

The three outlaws halted their horses long enougl
to cover their faces with black masks and then draw-
ing their revolvers, they started into the town at a
attling pace, screaming at the top of their voices
and punctuating the atmosphere with bullets. It was
in this deadly fashion that the three men usually
opened their campaign of bank looting.

In the darkness of the night, the startled inhabi-
tants of the town were petrified with fright. The
tramping of horses’ hoofs and the wild shrieks and
oaths of the outlaws, the detonations of their weapons
and the whistling of numerous bullets made the scene
a terrifying one. Men and women dodged back into
their houses and closed the doors in deadly fear.
Children screamed and cried in fright, but the out-
laws with their campaign clear in their minds in a
moment had reached the bank, which was in a tiny
stone building in the center of the town.

Jesse James swung from his horse, followed by
Frank, throwing the reins of their respective animals.
tg Clel Miller, who was assigned to act the part of out-
side guard, and who steadily fired his weapons right
and left thus keeping the vicinity clear of all interlo-
pers. Jesse James rushed to the bank door and thun- '
dered upon it with the butt of his revolver.

Frank stood right ‘behind him. Within the bank
an aged night watchman, half deaf, who had not heard.
the shots and screams of the approaching outlaws,
gingerly opened the door. In a trice, Jesse-James’s
sinewy brown hands closed around his throat. The un-
fortunate watchman who was dragged out of the bank
door much as though he had been a stray cat who
had been dragged out of an ash barrel by an angry
dog, was trussed up, gagged and bound in a moment.

“ Oh, Clel,” bawled: Jesxe “watch this fellow! If
he moves, kill him!?”

Jesse James then strode into the bank. He held his
heavy revolvers, one in each hand, and remorselessly-
as fate clicked across the marble flooring of the bank
and swept around behind a counter where an elderly
man sat at a desk with amazement on his face.

“Hands up!” hissed Jesse. * If you dare to move,
'l kill you!”

The firightened bank official started involuntarily
to put his hands toward a revolver that lay on the desk
before him, but one' glance at the evil eyes of the out-
law peering through the slits in his mask told him that
an action of this kKind would be the last one he'd take
in this world. With a choking cry, the bank official
held up his hands.

“ Give me the combination to the safe!” sneered
Jesse.

“The safe is open,”’
torted twith fear.

Jesse started towards the safe. Just then he saw a
form dart behind him toward the door of the bank. It
was that of the bank messenger, a young man. about
twenty-five years of age.

Jesse raised his revolver with the same action pull-
ing the trigger. As the deadly weapon belched forth
the shot, the unfortunate messenger crumpled up like
a dry leaf and staggered against the bank railing and
then fell in a heap with hlk shoulder broken by the
bullet

“You lie still or I'll kill you!” muttered Jesse, his
face distorted with wrath.

Now an entire master of the situation, Jesse dashed

cried the banker, his face dis-
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to the safe, a great steel vault in the rear of the bank,
while Frank james S§tood with his two revolvers
trained upon the bank official and the wounded mes-
senger.

In a second Jesse came out of the bank vault with
his pockets filled with ‘money, and bearing in his right
hand a sack filled with gold.

The two outlaws then with flying steps hurried out
of the building, mounted their horses and still carrying
their plunder, dashed into the darkness’ and disap-
peared.

The town awoke with a roar. Men came running
from every corner of the tiny town and soon willing
hands had raised the bank messenger, while a physi-
cian leaned over him and staunched his wound.

The citizens hurriedly organized a posse and rushed
away after the bandits, but Jesse and his band had
made their escape, and soon the bank officials who had
hurriedly rushed to the beleaguered institution, gave
up the pursuit and another bank robbery had been
added to the crimes of Missouri.

Highly elated at their success, the three outlaws
rode speedily toward St. Louis.

“Well, we turned that trick,”
that bank messenger all right.”

“ What's the matter with your gun?” asked Frank
James. * You got that fellow in the shoulder.”

“My gun carried to the left,” -replied Jesse. I
didn’t see that fellow until he ran crosswise from me,
and I didn’t get a good shot at him. I suppose it’s just
as well that I didn’t kill him under the circumstances.”

“It 1s only one more deed charged up to our ac-
count,” ventured Clel. ““How much do you think we
COt? )7

“I don’t think there was more than ten or fifteen
thousand dollars in that bank,” replied Jesse. “ I took
every cent I could find, and didn’t leave anything but
the books.”

The trio of outlaws then htirried back to the haunted
cabin where Jesse placed the money in a hole he dug.in
the hard earth floor.

“ Why don’t you carry the money with you?”
Clel.

“T don’t want to have any money found on me in
case I am. arrested when we go to old Meg’s house
to-night. You see I'm not 'dead sure that this thing
isn’t a plant. If the old woman is giving us a false
steer, she must be dealt with, but if we are trapped
to-night, it’s a pretty sure thing that one of us will get
away. Whoever knows of us, knows that we usually
carry the plunder that we secure about us. In this
case, I'm going to fool ’em. Now this is the under-
standing, boys. Whichever of us gets away, in case of
a plant, must hurry back here, dig up this cash and
hustle back home. My plan is to have all three go to
old. Meg’s house. She is our next live wire. If we're
surprised the only thing to do is to fight our way out,
if we can, and the survivor must get back here to the
cash. That is the quickest way out for us all. Come
onnow.”

The three outlaws then hurried back
the old fortune-teller.

There they found old Meg awaiting them, she hav-
ing resumed her make-up, and the three outlaws filed
into her room and sat down, Jesse James peering at
the woman with his cold, fishy eyes.

Old Meg smiled at them and then resumed the role

said Jesse. “1I got

asked

to the home of

of a fortune—tellef and began questioning the three
men.

“ So you brought your friends \\1th you, did your
she said, turning ' to Clel.

& Yes," that outlaw replied.

*Well,” said the hag, “ I'm ready to do business
with you. I have managed to arrange with you so far
as the cash end is concerned. Now it's up to me to
deliver the girl.”

“ That’s about the size of it,” replied Jesse.

*“Where is the girl?” asked Clel.

“ She is not far away,” replied Meg.

“No, I don’t think she is,” put in Jesse with a cyn-
ical grin.

As he spoke the outlaw arose from his seat and ap-
proached the fortune-teller. His long arm reached
forth and grasped the woman by the throat. Frank
James, seeing the action of his brother, rushed to his
side and caught Meg by the arm. Clel stood in open-
mouthed amazement.

Quick as thought, Jesse thrust a gag in the mouth
of Meg, put his arm around her waist, plucked her
from her feet as if she had been a feather, and throw-
ing her over his shoulder; rushed out of the room,
followed by his two companions.

The three men hurried to their horses which were
hitched to a post in front of the house, just as the
form of Maxwell Hyde was seen approachmq In a
moment Maxwell Hyde sensed the situation. His revol-
ver tipped his hand in a second and with a loud shout
he dashed at the three outlaws, firing his revolver as he
ran. The semi-darkness only lighted up by the fitful
gleam from a lamp-post near at hand disconcerted
his aim, and as he hurried along, he did not see that
Frank James had stepped to the gutter and was await-
ing his approach. Instead of shooting him, Frank
James brought the butt of his revolver down upon
the head of Maxwell Hyde. As'the sky and the earth
clashed together, Hyde fell prone upon his face, a
senseless mass, while with a wild hurrah, the three
outlaws bearing the form of old Meg in their arms,
mounted their horses and darted up the solitary silent
street at top speed

“ What in thunder did you do that for, Jesse:
asked Frank, as they sped along. “ What do you want
that old bhag for?”

* Shut up-' " rejoined Te::e “Don’t you see I have
no hag? This thing is a plant. This girl, instead of
being old Meg, the Tortune- teller, is the missing heir-
ess. The millions are in our grasp!”

52

;n

CHAPTER V.
MAXWELL HYDE AWAKES.

For several moments after the terrible blow that
had been dealt him by the outlaw Frank James, Max-
well Hyde lay as one dead.

Then slmvl\ consciousness returned. For a moment
he lay staring vaguely up at the clouds which were
charging in the xl\\' above him, and then struggled
to a sitting position. The detective put his hand to
his head. His fingers were covered with his blood. He
feebly man'wcd to crawl up the steps. So sudden and
crashing ad been the onslaught upon him that his
eyes 1etu\ed to believe what the\ had seen, and he
was confident in his own mind that he had not wit-
nessed the forcible abduction of the fortune-teller, but
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that all the whirling facts that rubhed upon him were
the result of an Lwl\ dream.

jut when he w eakl\ tottered into the fortune-teller’s
home. he hegan to piece out the story that the mute
cvnluuu of upturne(l furniture told him.

“They have captured old Meg,” he muttered, in dire
dismay. ** Somebody ‘hit me on the head!”

Maxwell Hyde put his hand to the deep scalp wound
hg lmre and laughed bitterly to himself at his remark.

‘When a man has got a hole in his head,” he mur-
mured, " that made him see all the stars in the firma-
ment, for him to say that somebody hit him is a_trifle
funn)

Maxwell Hyde had been a bit late in keeping his
appointment with old Meg, unfortunately. If he had
not been late, the scheme of the James brothers would
not have been accomplished. Jesse James, without
consultation with his companions, had deftly made up
his mind that Meg, the fortune-teller, was really the
heiress in disguise. He had not known absolutely that
this was so until he had entered the fortune-teller’s
home. Then his keen eyés had searched the woman’s
face, penetrated her disguise, and he had quickly un-
derstood that he could only win the campaign upon
which he had embarked by abducting the girl. Jesse
did not know why the heiress to so many millions had
thus disguised herself, and this mooted nothing to
him. He made up his mind quickly to capture the
girl, and thus place within his own hands the power
to extort from her dead father’s estate every dollar
that he could for her safe return.

The appearance of Maxwell Hyde upon the scene
had astonished Jesse.
James which had extricated the gang from a perilous
position, had greatly pleased him.

“That was good work, Frank,” he said to his
brother. * But then you always were there with the
goods, when an cmergency arose.”

‘I never saw a man get his nicer or neater than did
Maxwell Hyde,” chimed in Clel. “1I hope you killed
him.”

“He's too

i“

laughed Jesse.

thick-headed for 'that,”
‘ I'rank, you used the wrong end of your revolver.
Why didn’t you shoot!”

‘I was afraid of making too much noise.

to me that the quickest way out of it was to hit that

It seemed

fellow a belt over the head.
this world, if T was going to do it again, I would do
it different. Anyway, I knocked the detective out, and
we have the heiress, if what Jesse says is straight.”

“'She’s a pretty bum looking heiress at that!” cried
Clel, who was carrying the form of the girl on the
pummcl of his saddle.

“Anyway,

Like everything else in

b3

we've got her,” rejoined Jesse

And the party then proceeded at the best speed
possible under the circumstances, to the haunted cabin.

As soon as they reached the deserted spot, the girl
was released from her bonds and the gag was taken
from her mouth. The sight of a revolver gleaming in
the hands of Jesse was enough to intimidate the girl,
had she wished to shriek or cry for assistance.

But the heiress was too frightened and bruised by
her terrible ride to do more than utter a faint pro-
test. Her mind was in a whirl of excitement. There
had been certain reasons which she would not com-
municate to any one at present why she had disguised
herself. These reasons had much to do with her not

The quick action of Frank

revealing herself to the executor of her father’s es-
tate, although she had known for some years that she
was_ the heiress to his millions.

When Jesse James tried to ask the girl the reasons
for her disguise, she firmly refused to answer. In-
stead, she sat and stared at the outlaw, her face
showing white beneath the paint with which it was
enveloped. : ‘.

* Well, my girl,” laughed Jesse, * welcome to our
home. It is a temporary home, and we are not in pos-
session of much antique furniture in it, but if you don't
mind, I will ask you a few questions.”

¢ Ask them,” replied the girl. 1 do not agree to
answer them.”

“Why did you disguise yourself as old Meg, the
fortune-teller?”

“That is my secret,” the girl replied.
kill me, but I will not explain to you.”

“You are bright enough to know that we will not
harm you,’ ]e%qe lauohed “You are worth too much
money to us as you stand. If you will remain here
and not try to make trouble by screaming, crying and
wailing, we will guarantee you safety at Ieast for the
present. Will you tell me whether you are Edna
Thomas, the missing heiress?”

“I am,” the girl replied.

Jesse laughed and winked at his companions.

“Didn’t I tell you so, boys?” he said. “ This mat-
ter now requires quick action on our part. I am go-
ing to write a note to Anderson Fish, whom T happen
to know is the executor of the Thomas estate. In it
I am going to tell the lawyer that the heiress is our
captive and I am going to tell him how he can make
terms with us. If he puts up three million dollars cash,
he can have this girl.”

Frank James drew his brother aside and engaged in
a whispered conversation with him.

“T'll take that note all right,” he said, ‘“but sup-
pose Fish won’t come over with the cash. What are
we going to do then?”

“The only thing for us to do then will be to take
that girl over to the river, tie a couple of big stones
about her waist and drop her in. If Fish won’t give
us the money, the girl is no good to us. We might as

“You may

~well kill her and at least get revenge out of this whole

affair.”

“T guess you're right,” replied Frank. “ You scrib-
ble that note as fast as you can, and I will take it to the
lawyer. In the meantime, it seems to me that you and
Clel had better remain here and guard the girl. This
is the safest place there is about here. There is no
danger in any way of that detective finding where we

”

are.

Jesse James nodded and then hastily scribbling a
note to Anderson Fish, handed it to Jesse, who rapidly
disappeared-in the direction of St. Louis, spurring his
horse to his utmost endeavor.

While this little drama was being enacted, Maxwell
Hyde had bound up his head, hurried to the nearest
telephone and had called a cab which he had entered
and had ordered the driver to hurry to the home of
Fish. Maxwell Hyde had immediately decided in his
own mind that the James gang having abducted Edna
Thomas the heiress, their next step would be to inform
Anderson Fish of the capture of the girl and thus
pave the way for the beginning of negotiations that
might end in the payment of a reward for the return
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of the heiress. It was past midnight when Maxwell
Hyde arrived at the beautiful home of Mr. Fish. It
required repeated ringing of the bell at the residence
before any one answered, but when a sleepy butler had
been induced to take a message to his employer by
Maxwell Hyde, Mr. Fish immediately ordered that the
detective be brought to his room.” The lawyer gave a
cry of astonishment when he saw the white face of the
detective with his head bound up in a bloody bandage,
and when he had learned of the abduction of the heir-
ess, his astonishment knew no bounds.

“ You must let me telephone for the.police,” Fish
advised. /

“Not much!” cried the indomitable detective. “I
still insist upon carrying on this matter alone. My

idea is that you will receive from the James brothers

shortly some information as to where the girl is.
When you get: this information, I feel sure that we
can devise a plan that we can carry on much better
without police interference. Have you got a good fast
horse in your stable?”

“ Some of the best in the country,” replied the law-
ver, who was a lover of good horses and had his
stable filled with them.

“Order me one quick, saddled and bridled,” snapped
Maxwell Hyde.

Within a few moments, upon the command of the
lawyer, a horse was led to a side entrance to his house,
and Maxwell Hyde mounted the animal.

Just as he was rushing away, he was stopped by
the voice of the lawyer.

“ A message has just been handed in at the front
door,” the lawyer cried. “ Wait!”

In wonder the detective stopped. He did not
know that Frank James had craftily ridden to the end
of the street and had walked to the front door, slipped
the note which Jesse James had scribbled in the
haunted cabin under the door of the banker’s house,
rang the door bell and rushed away.

Mr. Fish ran out of the house and handed the note
to Maxwell Hyde. By the faint radiance from a
gas jet near at hand, the detective read the note.

b}

“1t says that the outlaws are willing to give up the

girl for three million dollars. I think R4

As he spoke Maxwell Hyde happened to look
across the street and caught sight of a man hurrying
along in the shadow of a stone fence which surrounded
the grounds to the Fish estate.  Maxwell Hyde in a
moment made up his mind that the furtive form was
that of a messenger from the James's den. Drawing
his revolver, he leaped from his horse and silently
stalked after the flying ficure. A moment later, as
the man he was pursuing turned so that the light fell
upon his face, Maxwell Hyde saw that he was upon
the right track and that the figure was that of Frank
James.

Looking on all sides as he proceeded, the keen
glances of Frank James did not see the f6llowing de-
tective. Believing that he had been entirely secret
in his mission, Frank James mounted his horse, and
wishing to spare the beast on his return journey, pro-
ceeded down the street not knowing that in the shadow
that lay at his right, in the depths of the misty dark-
ness, he was being stalked by the detective.

So the chase swept on. Utterly unconscious that
he was being pursued, Frank James proceeded along
until he had turned into the Natural Bridge Road.

Then he spurred his horse to a faster pace and van-
ished into the darkness, while Maxwell Hyde retraced
his steps to Lawyer Fish’s home, which he again en-
tered for a further conversation with the lawyer.

“You remind me of a vanishing lady show,” cried
the lawyer merrily when he saw the detective. “ What
on earth did you run away so quickly for?”

“1 was after the man who had delivered that mes-
sage.”

*1 saw no man.”

“But I did.”

“Who was he?”

“ Frank James.”

“What, Frank James, the outlaw?”

“That was the man.”

“Did he bear that note to me?”

- “He did.”

“ Why didn’t' you arrest him?”

“What good would that do me?”

“You would have had at least one of the outlaws in
your grasp.”

“T1 have been looking for outlaws for years. My
point of view has changed. At present I am engaged
in looking for an heiress.. Had 1 arrested Frank
James, the secret of where the missing girl is to be
found we never could have extorted from him. Wher-
ever she is, she is in the possession of Jesse James,
and that thug would immediately have spirited her
away. I took care not to let Frank James see me. T
followed him as far as the Natural Bridge Road and
I figure in my own mind that the girl has been hidden
by the outlaws in some unfrequented spot some-
where along that thoroughfare. My plan is to mount
that horse of yours and hurry out along the road which
Frank James has taken. Somewhere or other a few
miles from St. Louis, I feel confident that I can find
the missing girl.  When I do, I may have to call in the
assistance of ‘the local police, but until T find her and
the place of her-concealment, it is better for me to work
alone. If I should call upon the police here in St.
Louis and ask them to go out of the town in search
of the outlaws, they would laugh at me, believing
that there were no outlaws to be pursued. They would
turn me over to the county authorities, and by the
time the county authorities in whose jurisdiction the
bandits now are had taken action, the outlaws would
be hundreds of miles away from here. Great bodies
move slowly, and county officials are too great a body
to move swiftly.” '

Anderson Fish saw the force of Maxwell Hyde’s
argument. While he felt that it was a dangerous
mission that the detective had planned for himself, he
could not help but think that the campaign of the de-
tective was shrewdly laid, and so he acquiesced in
what was said with a nod.

In spite of the pain of his ' wound, Maxwell Hyde
mounted the staunch thoroughbred furnished to him
by Anderson Fish, and soon found himself on the’
Natural Bridge Road, heading in the same direction
that Frank James had taken hardly an hour before.

“I must approach this situation,” murmured Max-
well Hyde to himself, “ by a process of elimination.
The James boys, I figure, would not dare come into the
open and go to any farmhouse with Edna Thomas.
They therefore have gone to some unusual place. I
worked over this route three years ago in search of a
band of counterfeiters, and it seems to me that I

.
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remember a story of a haunted house that was situated
somewhere in this vicinity. I believe in my heart that
the James boys have taken that girl to-that house.
I wonder if I can find it?”

For the purpose of keeping his horse fresh, Max-
well Hyde did not hurry in his outward journey. He
had kept to himself one part of the note received from
the James gang by Anderson Fish, and this part was
of the greatest importance. It had briefly instructed
Anderson Fish to deposit a note in the United States
mail addressed to Thomas James. The note was
to bear further the simple superscription St. Louis, and
thus, Maxwell Hyde knew, would go into the general
delivery of the post-office of that city, and he felt
sure that, eventually, one of the gang would call at
the post-office and get the note. It was Maxwell
Hyde’s plan to answer the missive of the James boys
with one that would -acquiesce apparently in’ their
plans and would offer a million dollars for the return
of the girl. But pending the sending of this note, Max-
well Hyde had decided that he would find the hiding
place of the gang if possible. He then planned in his
own mind to arrest the messenger just as he turned
away from the general delivery window in the St.
Louis post-office, for he would then have upon his
person the incriminating letter that Maxwell Hyde pro-
posed writing to him, and at the same time, he de-
signed, if he could gain the information, to round up
the members of the gang and the missing girl at the
same time. This would insure a long term of imprison-
ment for Frank James and Clel Miller for the abduc-
tion, while Jesse James could be tried and executed
for the many murders he had been known to have com-
mitted. A ‘

“It now seems to me,” said Maxwell Hyde to him-
self, “that my objective point at present should be
the haunted house where the gang, if I know anything
about bandit nature, is probably hidden.”

Keeping a sharp watch over the surrounding coun-
try, the intrepid detective at length managed to get
to a point where his general recollection of the coun-
try told him the house he was in search of could be
found. He stopped his harse at the top of a short rise
of ground and peered hither and thither around the
murky landscape. A stifled cry escaped him when he
saw far to the right, shining brightly, a tight which he
felt confident came from the window of a house. Max-
well Hyde tied his steed to a tree and softly hurried
through the gloom up to the side of a house through
which he had seen the light streaming.  With infinite
caution he raised himself on his tiptoes and looked
into the cabin. Within the house he saw the forms
of the two outlaws for whom he was searching, while
in the fitful light he discerned the white face of the
missing girl.

CHAPTER VI.
CAUGHT.

Maxwell Hyde fell to the ground-and began speed-
ing backward toward the shelter of a chestnut tree.

He had not proceeded but a few feet when he felt
himself grasped by a gigantic hand. He wormed him-
self around and made a grab for a huge shape that
stood over him. He missed grasping the man by the
throat who was holding him, and in the next second
felt himself pinioned by the arms while his revolver
was torn from his grasp. '

“T've got him!"” howled a voice.

The door opened with a crash and out streamed the
two outlaws, Jesse and Frank James.

Maxwell ,Hyde saw that he was a captive in- the
hands of Clel Miller. He gave himself up for lost. He
felt himself grasped by all the outlaws and roughly
hurled into the cabin. The door was shut with a bang
and without ceremony Maxwell Hyde was bound and
gagged.

The detectives saw the grinning countenances of the
three bandits turned upon him.

“T was out there on watch,” Clel Miller explained,
“and I saw this fellow come stealing across the prairie
and peep into the window. I just naturally got be-
hind him, threw my arms around him, took his re-
volver, and yelled to you fellows inside.”

““Ha, ha!” laughed Jesse James. ‘ Was there ever
such luck? I've been wanting to get that fellow Max-
well Hyde in my clutches for some time. Now I've
got him and I've got the girl, too! If we can’t clean
something out of this situation, I'm a Dutchman!”

Clel Miller drew his revolver from his belt and
with a fiendish expression on his face, stepped over
toward the detective. ' A

“You hound pup,” he shrieked. * I've got an-old
score to pay off on you myself! You put a bullet in
my arm back there at this girl’s house,mand I'll get
even with you-by putting a bullet through your head!”

“ None o' that!” put in Jesse James, as he caught
Miller by the arm. ““ Don’t make a.fool of yourself.
There's plenty of time to kill this fellow. I can make
him useful in this round-up.” :

“T don’t see how you can!” hissed Clel.

" “You don’t, eh? This fellow is employed by .the
Western and Southwestern Bankers’ Guild, and An-
derson Fish is the lawyer for that organization, and
he also is the executor of the Thomas estate. I guess
I.can get the Bankers’ Guild-to put up a bundle of
cold cash for their detective's ‘worthless life. If I
can’t, I. can kill him a week from now just as easy
as I can now.” !

“That’s right!” put in Frank James.  What's the
use of killing this fellow, Clel, when we have him in
our power? Don’t make a fool of yourself. Just hang
onto this fellow for a few days and let us see where
we're at. IHe can’t get away any more than the girl

oA

Clel Miller hated to be dissuaded from his purpose,

.but he saw the force of the argument presented by
‘his leader, Jesse James.

“All right. just as you fellows say,” he growled.
“The only thing I want you to do is to promise me
that if it does come to a Kkilling, that T may be se-
lected to fire the shot that snuffs this fellow’s candle
out!”

“T’ll agree to that, old fellow,” replied James. *“ Now
the best thing for us to do is to stand these two peo-
ple up in line and talk turkey to them. You go out,
Frank, and get some dry wood. We can build a nice
little fire in the center of this cabin, and I'll put that
detective in the middle of the fire, and after he’s
been scorched some, I guess he will talk. You go too,
Clel, and help Frank bring in some wood.”

But the outlaws had not counted upon the daunt-
less courage within the heart of Maxwell Hyde,

While the outlaws had been debating what to do
with him, and Jesse had been calming his infur-
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iated associgte, Maxwell Hyde had been secretly
straining at the new rope:with which his hands had
been confined and had wrenched himself loose.. With
the bound of a tiger he flashed down upon Jesse James.
His great fist shot out and caught the outlaw directly
upon the point of his jaw. Jesse was out in a mo-
ment. His head struck the ground some seconds be-
fore his heels and he lay insensible; as cleanly knocked
out as if the blow had been dealt by a pugilist.

Maxwell Hyde who had been (lqm\cl of his arms
when: the l'imc\ boys captured him, looked around
the room and seeing a butcher knife [aying on the sheet-
iron stove, grasped it and with swiit.blows severed
the bonds that bound the. girl, Edna Thomas. Max-
well Hyde, in the semi- (Ln']\nu\ of the cabin sup-
posed that he was 1'c.\unng old Meg, the fortune-teller.
He gathered the girl up in his stalwart'arms, and with

‘fleet steps, darted through the doorway and in a
breath had buried himself ‘beneath the shade of the
chestnut trees that surrounded the solitary cabin.

“ Crouch down, Meg!" he murmured. ; * Hide be-
hind the roots of that 1)10 trees

Utterly bewildered at the suddenness of her rescue,
Edna instinctively followed this advice. Maxwell
Hyde crept forward until he could see over the timbers
and noticed that the two outlaws Frank James and
Clel’ Miller were approaching the cabin with their
arms filled with bits of dry wood which they had gath-
ered for the purpose of torturing,the detective.

Maxwell Hyde stole back “to the side of Ednd and
motioned her to follow him. Edna obeyed, and the
couple, secreting themselves as well as they could
in the high grass and weeds, ran at their utmost speed
toward the Mississippi River whi¢h could be seen
winding along about half a mile distant under the
stars which dotted the horizon.

“We will have to hurry,” said Maxwell Hyde to the
girl. - There \\11] be Umlw doing in that cabin in a
moment or two.’

The detective spoke truly. Shouts and oaths rang
throyoh the atmosphere and told the detective that
Clel Miller and Frank James had found Jesse lying
insensible upon the floor, and had immediately under-
stood how. the detective had effected his escape.

The noise made by the outlaws in their mad pursuit
of the fleeing couple indicated to the: detective the
fact that the three bandits -had separated and were
threshing. the bushes, each for himself, at divergent
points.

“ That’s right!” said Maxwell Hyde. * Waste your
time around the cabin and possibly we may escape!’

“How are you going to cross the river? " 'asked the
girl in a low tone.
from the detective so that he could not see her face,
There was something in her tone and attitude that
puzzled Maxwell Hyde. The voice in which the girl
spoke, although her tones were low, was not.that of
a querulous old hag who spoke in the shrill tone of
age, but was a.full, round voice that smacked of youth.

“Ts this old Meg? ' murmured the detective to him-
self. “ Who in the world have I rescued? Is there
some deception here? What does this mean? Who
is this girl?”

But the thoughts of the detective were turned in
another direction immediately by the sound made by
an approaching man. Maxwell Hyde and Edna ran

.

As she spoke she turned half away '

at right angles to the sound, the detective’s eager eyes

seatching the river bank in the hopes of finding a boat.

“ I remember reading once about an English King
who was willing to give his crown for a horse,” mur-
mured Maxwell Hyde to himself, ** but I'd give a good
share of thc tmumc I hope to win for a forty-cent
dugout!’ y

Indeed the detective's plight was one that would
stir the most phlegmatic heart. He was unarmed,
having in custody a woman who was distranght with
iear, and he was far from St. Louis in a country of
which he knew little, and was being pursyed by
foes who were pledﬁ'e(l to murder him.

5 \\ herever there is life there must be some hope
left,” laughed the 111(1«)1111&11)10 detective. “ I am not
going to give up vet!”

As he spol\e these words, upon a little bluff above.
him; silhouetted upon .the background of the night
sky, appeared the form of a man whom Maxwell H) de

saw at once was Jesse James.

Maxwell Hyde gave one despairing g
What could he do now? He was unarmed and Jesse
was armed! He was encumbered with a woman he
was bound to protect and save, and Jesse was alone
and thirsting for his blood. Times like these make
men in \vhose veins run good red blood think quickly.
The detective shed his coat and kicked himself out of
his boots, almost with the same motion. Grasping
]“dna Thomas by the arm, he whispered to the girl.

Lan you sswim? " he %ald

¢ A little,” replied Edna. |

{&he \[1<51551pp1 River is nearly a mlle wide here.
It looks to me as if I'll have to swim for both of us.
Come on!”

Edna boldly waded into the water until it reached
above "her waist. The unpleasant sensation seemed
almost to make her heart stop beating. She made one
wild scramble for land, but with the least ceremony
in the world, Maxwell Hyde pushed her ahead of him
into deep water.. The current of the sluggish and
muddy river caught her frail form in a tnce “and she
was whirled out beyond her depth. Edna tried to
swim, but she discovered that the current seemed to
tug and pull at her with such mighty strength that
she could not breast it. The girl murmured a prayer
and in her own mind decided that she must die. She
stopped swimming and slowly began to sink beneath
the water. The horrible sensation as the stream
closed over her head made her struggle upward again,
and then she felt herself supported by a strong arm.
She turned feebly to the right to see swimming along
bv fer side the \ta]\\'alt form of the detective.

‘ Don’t be afraid,” he said, * and for goodness sake
don’t swallow " any more water! You've shipped
enough now to last you the rest of your life. Try to
turn over on your back.”

Edna succeeded after a mighty effort and found to
her surprise that her clothmn instead of dragging her
down to a watery death in thc position she had as-
sumed buoyed her up.

Maxwell Hyde dove down far beneath the girl, and
when he came up her arms were resting on his shou-
ders, and adopting the over-hand English method of
swimming, he began cleaving the water like an infur-
iated motor-boat.

To her intense surprise, Edna found not only was
her head out of water and she could breathe ireely,

glance around.
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but that she was darting through the waves at a
speed that she never would have believed possible,
had  she not experienced the sensation. Edna
breathed a sigh of relief, which was not however,
echoed by Maxwell Hyde. ‘It is no easy matter to
carry a hundred and thirty-five pound girl across a
rapidly flowing river, knowing at the sdme time that
an outlaw, one of the deadliest shots in the world,
is standing on the river bank awaiting an opportun-
ity to lodge a bullet in one’s back. So Maxwell Hyde
put as great distance between him and Jesse James as
he possibly could. His efforts soon got them to the
middle of the river, and then he allowed the current
to carry him down stream, he merely swimming
enough to keep them both afloat, and at the same time
to allow him to fill his lungs with air. He had not
the slightest idea in the world where he was, but he
decided that it was safer to put himself on the shore
opposite the dangerous bandits as quickly as circum-
stances would permit.

So the detective cut across the water, bearing his
burden and trying to use the current itself to a1d him
in his endeavor. In the course of fifteen minutes he
raised himself in the water and glanced at the oppo-
site shore. He gave a cry of joy, for he saw that it
was only two hundred feet away. Directly in front
of him loomed a pier, and to this haven he directed his
efforts. In the course of a few moments, his perse-
He felt
his feet touch the muddy bottom of the river, and a
few more strokes placed him in shallow water. e

picked the girl up in his arms and splashed and stum-.

bled ‘ashore and finally reached the pier, and grasped
a bit of board to which he clung with the tenacity of
a drowning man. By this time Edna had managed to
gain some of her needed courage, and she grasped the
pier also, and with the assistance of Maxwell Hyde,
managed to crawl up on a planking. She was quickly
followed by Maxwell Hyde.

“"We're wet, but anyway we're safe,” remarked the
detective with a smile. 1 think I know of better
places on this fair earth than the Mississippi River
at about two o'clock on a summer morning. | But we
must not wait here. Are you able to walk?” :

The girl'nodded. Without further words, the de-
tective led the way down the long pier and up a road
to a point where he saw a light.

“You wait here,” the detective whispered. “ 1 don’t
know anything about who may be in that house, but
I'll steal up and see what I can discover.”

As he spoke, Maxwell Hyde happened to look at
the girl he had rescued." In the course of his long
career, Maxwell Hyde thought that he had reached a
point where he was not to be surprised, but when he
looked at the woman he had rescued, he received the
greatest surprise of his life. Instead of the wrinkled
aged face of old Meg, the fortune-teller, he looked into
the clear brown eyes and regular features of a remark-
ably pretty girl.

“Good Lord!” he said. “ Who are you? I knew
you wete not old Meg, but I'll he—what does all this
mean? Who are you, anyway?”

In spite of her bedraggled condition, Edna Thomas

burst into a merry laugh.

“Who am 1?7 she repeated, with a roguish twinkle
in her fine eyes. “ Oh, I am Edna Thomas, the miss-
ing heiréss!”

$

For the second time in his life, Maxwell Hyde again
was introduced to a feeling of surprise. He stuttered
and stammered, his eyes resembling the harvest moon,
while his wide-open mouth and utter bewilderment
so appealed to Edna that she again burst into a merry
laugh. .

“Yes,” she repeated, ¢ I am Edna Thomas, the miss-
ing heiress.. But don't you think you had better go
up and find out who occupies the house in which we
see a light? And by the way, if you can get a pair
of curling irons and a powder puff, I shall be obliged
to you.”

Maxwell Hyde dumbly shook his head, looked at
the girl, smiled and hurriedly walked toward the light,
leavi ing Edna standing alone in the shadow.

'lhe detective looked into the house through a
window and saw that it was an 'old frame shack, oc-
cupied by Italians whom he surmised were employed
in some road improvement near at hand.

“1 don’t like the looks of that gang,” he muttered
to himself. “ I think I'd better go back and ask Edna '
Thomas if she’s strong enough to walk further down
the roadway, because °I do not think the shelter ai-
forded by a gang of Italian road- workels is quite the
place to mtroduce a beautiful heiress to.”

Maxwell Hyde hurried back to the point where he
had left Edna Thomas. Right then and there he re-
ceived the third surprise of This life. The heiress was
missing!

Maxwell Hyde's face titrned white with suppressed
emotion. Like an old hound, with his head in the air,
he beat over every inch of ground within a circle of
half'a mile. No trace of the girl could be found. Was
she again the victim of the James gang? Had she
purpo<e1v deserted him? Why had she figured in the
amazing disguise she had assumed? W'hy had she.
revealed her identity to him? How had the Jesse
James gang penetrated her disguise and captured her
0] easﬂv These thoughts went whirling through
the detective’s mind, but no solution appeared to h1m
The more he delv ed into the mystery, the greater the
mystery became. ’

CHAPTER VII.
THE DOWNFALL OF JESSE JAMES.

If ever there was an angry outlaw on the face of the
earth, it was Jesse James when he came to himself
and found that he had been neatly put out of business
by a well-directed blow delivered on the point of
his jaw by Maxwell Hyde. Never in his life had such
a circumstance happened to him. He had not been
given one second’s opportunity to draw his weapon.
He had vanished into by-by land with a wholesome
suddenness that had jarred his self esteem.

When Clel Miller and Frank James had returned to
the cabin, they found Jesse insensible, and it took
several moments to resuscitate him. It was just these
few moments that gave Maxwell Hyde and Edna
Thomas the opportunity to escape. = When Jesse
jumped to his feet, a roaring furnace of anger, his wits
came back with a rush.

“ Spread out!” he snarled at his comrades.  Beat
every inch of ground around this cabin. Kill that
blank-blank detective on sight!”

Eager to retrieve the error into which they had been
led by leaving Maxwell and Jesse alone, Clel Miller




THE AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY. ' : 15

and Frank James, followed by Jesse ran from the
cabin and began beating the immediate vicinity in
every direction. The outlaws spread out like a fan and
they expected that they would immediately find the
couple they were pursuing. But fate was against them.
No trace could be found of Maxwell Hyde or Edna
Thomas. They had vanished completely.

With angry oaths, Jesse instructed his companions
to hurry to the river because in his mind he figured
that this would be the objective point of the detective.
Jesse surmised that Maxwell Hyde would not take
to the high-road, knowing that the outlaws had horses
with which to pursue him. It lacked only a few hours
to morning, and Jesse knew that if Hyde remained in
the vicinity, in a country prairie-like in its character,
that when the morning broke, he would be imme-
diately discovered. The only bit of woods: within
many miles surrounded the haunted cabin from which
Maxwell Hyde had escaped. It was therefore a safe
proposition to assume that the detective would hurry
to the river.

In his wish to recapture the detective and the heir-
ess, Jesse outstripped his companions in the race and
reached the river bank far in advance of them. His
sharp eyes, however, did not see the detective and
the heiress struggling in the middle of the river, nor
did he see the gallant landing made on the opposite
shore.

“Tricked!” hissed Jesse, with ‘many fierce oaths.
“ Where in thé world could that couple have gone to?
They have certainly escaped me this time!”

Jesse remained for nearly an hour, hoping against
hope that from some hidden nook he could see the
two beleaguered people issue. But his hopes met with
disappointment, and ‘he retraced his steps and re-
joined his companions who had been equally as un-
successiul as he.

“T haven't seen a single trace of them!”
" Clel Miller,

“Nor I!” snapped Frank James.
as if they had gotten clean off.”

Jesse said nothmq, but with his head bowed walked
gloomily back to the cabin. He immediately dug up
the money obtained in the loot of the bank, and which
he had buried, and concealed it in his money belt.

Frank James watched him with curious eyes.

“ Well, that detective put one over on us that time,
didn’t he, Jesse?” cried Frank.

“He did!” vindictively replied Jesse, as he felt of
his sore and swollen jaw. ‘ Maxwell Hyde has got
the punch all right!”

“ Well, what are we going to do now?
helplessly.

“ Oh—" snarled Jesse, “ we're going to do the best
we. can. Clel, run out and get the horses ready.
We've got to «dust out of here in a hurry!”

“It’s all right to dust out of here, ” sarcastically re-
joined Frank, “ but where are you going to dust to?”

“To St. Louis.”

“What for?”

“I'm going back to old Meg’s house.”

“ You've got a button loose somewhere! "

“I'm not as crazy as I look.”

$Why aren’t you? "

“You don't suppose that I'm going
rebuff té daunt me, do you?”

growled

“ 1t looks to me

"asked Frank

to allow one

going to go back to 01(1 \I g’s house!

“When everybody is killed and wounded more .or
less, what are you going to do?”

“1 don’t see any killed and wounded around here.
I can do some shooting yet, if my jaw is sore!”

* Of ‘course you can, Jesse, but don’t you see that
your plan is a foelhardy one?”

““Why?”

“That detective will beat us into St. Louis, and
when we get there he will have stirred up the local

-authorities so that we will be in the position of the

small boy who poked his finger into a hornet’s

*“That'’s
selves.”

“That’s true, but how many men do you suppose
three men ‘can sting?”

“ Just as many as we have shots in our revolvers.”

“Yes, but don’t you see, Jesse, Maxwell Hyde will
raise a hue and cry against us and we will have to
face a posse of fortv or fifty men? How long do you
think we'd last under those circumstances?”

“I don’t care. I'm going back to St. Louis, and I'm
I'm going to
get to 111e bottom of this mystery if I die with' my
boots on. No twenty year old girl and a bum detective
can etichre me out of those millions.”

“ Oh, very well, I'm ready to start any time you are.”

The three outlaws accordingly started back over the
Natural Bridge Road to St. Louis. By the time they
reached that city, it was broad daylight. In spite of
that fact, with a desperation born of the situation,
the three men went directly to the home of old Meg.

Leaving their horses in the street, Jesse, who as
usual, plarmed the campaigns of the gang, instructed
Clel Miller to remain with the animals and guard
them. Frank James was told to stand on the stoop
of old Meg’s home and bar the progress of any one
who mlght try to go out of or into the house, and Jesse
himself took up the dangerous mission of entering the
room from which he had abducted the heiress now
no longer his prisoner. With his eyes blazing with
wrath, Jesse James gave a resounding rap upon the
door of old Meg’s house.

“ Enter!” sounded a voice in a cracked treble.

Jesse tore open the door and stalked in, and then
he staggered back in utter amazement. Seated on a
chair in the center of the room, wearing a long red
robe, her hair flying down her back, sat old Meg, the
picture of the Witch of Endor. Around her waist
was wound a great serpent, and her rheumy eyes
peered at him from out of her wrinkled face.

“Well, of all the nerve!” cried Jesse James.

“Who: are you and what do you want?” the old

nest.”
all very well, but we can sting some our-

woman asked.

“ Never you mind what I want. I'm Jesse James!”

“T don’t care who you are,” the woman said.
“ How dare you come into this room?”

“Jesse James dares anything!”

“T'm not going to fool with you a minute.
that make-up off!’

The rage of the old witch, Jesse saw, was not as-
sumed. He stepped over near her and rudely ex-
tended his hand and grasped what he had supposed
was a wig, and gave it a stout pull. The genuine
shriek that resulted, evidenced that Jesse was mis-
taken again, and that he was pulling the real hair of
the old witch. In one second, old Meg jumped upon
Jesse like an infuriated cat. Her nails dug into his’

Take
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face and drew the blood in a moment. The horrible
serpent twined about the woman’s waist awoke, and
with shining eyes began hissing violently. Fearless
as he was, Jesse staggered back utterly astonished.
He threw his hands back to grasp his revolver, when
into the room there rang the sound of a cold, deadly
voice.

“Hands up!” came the swift command.

With the words, Jesse felt the cold pressure of a
revolver barrel upon the back of his head. He knew
in a moment that he was a prisoner. He dared not
make a grab for his revolver, for out of the corner of
his eye he saw gazing at him the mocking face of
Maxwell Hyde. '

“Put up your hands quick!”
are my prisoner, Jesse James!”

With the swagger of the born outlaw, fesse' James
thrust his hands high in the air. There was a start-
ling click, and his wrists were decorated with hand-
cuffs. Now utterly unable to move, Jesse felt Max-
well Hyde relieve him of his revolvers, and he knew
that the fate he had so long dreaded had overtaken
him. Famous bandit as he was, he had fallen a prey
to the plot of Maxwell Hyde, the: detective, and was
his prisoner!

Jesse looked around with a sneer on his face and
saw that the room was filling up with armed men.
But he breathed a sigh of relief when he heard the
clatter of horses’ hoofs in the street and knew that

added Hyde. *You

Clel Miller and Frank James had escaped, evidently .

having gained knowledge of the dread drama that had
been enacted in the silent room.

Jesse looked at Maxwell Hyde and growled one
request.

“You've got me right,” he scoffed, ““and I suppose
I'll have to take my medicine, but will you tell me
who this old witch is?”

““ Certainly,” replied Maxwell Hyde. 1 don’t know
what her real name is, but in the fortune-teller’s pro-
fession, where she is more or less: known, she is
called © Old Meg, the Witch of the Serpent.’” .

‘ But isn’t she Edna Thomas, the heiress?” cried
Jesse James. * Isn’t she disguised as an old woman?”

A gleam of merriment showed in the eyes of Max-
well Hyde.

“ Dreams, Jesse James,” he remarked, * dreams!
I would advise you to change your brand of liquor.
The only disguise that old Meg bears is that of old
age. I repeat, Jesse James, don’t dream!”

i

CHAPTER VIIIL:
IN JAIL.

The fate of Jesse James can. easily be imagined.
Bound and manacled and placed in the center of a
guard of men with drawn revolvers, all knowing his
desperate character, Jesse was marched to the jail
where he was received with great pleasure.

His bonds were removed and he was taken to a
steel cell in the upper tier of cells of the innermost
prison. The newspapers issued extras at ‘lightning
speed, detailing the story of his capture, but Maxwell
Hyde carefully eliminated from the story of the cap-
ture, which he gave to the host of reporters who
hesieged- the jail, any information of the appearance
and-disappearance of Edna Thomas, the heiress.

The reporters, therefore, only knew that old Meg,
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the Witch of the Serpent; in some unknown way, had
lured Jesse James to her room, and that she had thus
allowed a posse of detectives, headed by Maxwell
Hyde, to arrest the desperado.

Maxwell Hyde had spent some time at the pier on
the Mississippi River where he had last seen Edna
Thomas, in a vain search for her.

When he found that she had utterly disappeared,

he reverted to this old outlaw days, walked down the
thoroughfare toward St. Louis until he came to a
farmer’s house; broke into a barn, secured a farm
horse. and made the astonished beast travel to St.
Louis at a pace he had not taken since his colt days.
Maxwell Hyde hurried ‘to police headquarters, ex-
plained the fact that Jesse James would soon be a
caller on the old fortune-teller, had secured a posse of
fifty detectives and plain clothes men, had hurried back
to the fortune-teller's home, and with great adroitness
had succeeded in arresting the chief of the desperado
gang. i s

While he was overjoyed at the arrest of Jesse, there
was a fly in the detective’'s honey-pot. He could not
reconcile the situation with what he knew of the facts.
He was partially in the dark regarding the disguise
assumed by Edna Thomas, but he had made up his
mind after thinking over all the circumstances in his
possession, that for some reason he could not fathom,
the girl had disguised herself as old Meg, but he was
utterly at a loss to understand why she had taken
this course. After the arrest of Jesse, he had closely
cross-questioned old Meg, and she had denied any
complicity in the disguise. Her story, briefly told,
-was that on the day that Clel Miller had called at her
home, she was visiting a friend, another fortune-teller
in a distant part of the city.. Old Meg said that she
had left the house early in the morning, and had not
returned to it until late at night. When ¢he had re-
turned, she said’that she was utterly amazed to find
the house upturned, showing signs of a struggle, and
she had thought until Maxwell Hyde had called upon
her two hours before the arrival of Jesse James, that
her home had been visited by sneak thieves. OI1d
Meg denied absolutely knowing anything about the
missing heiress, Edna Thomas, and her sincerity
seemed to-be so apparent, that in spite of himself,
Maxwell Hyde almost believed her. When he had
visited the fortune-teller with whom old Meg claimed
she had passed the fatal day, he was greatly surprised
to learn that old Meg?s story was entirely substan-
tiated.

Groping in the. dark, and trying to piece out fact and
suspicion, Maxwell Hyde saw one clear light. He
knew that Jesse James had abducted the heiress from
old Meg’s room.

He further knew that he had rescued the heiress
and at imminent risk had negotiated the dangerous
Mississippi River, had talked with the girl, who had
admitted her identity, and who had then disappeared.
Yet here before him was what appeared to be a com-
plete chain of evidence indicating that the missing
heiress had never been in old Meg’s house.

*“ Whatever is behind all this mystery,” argued Max-
well Hyde to himself, “ T am left wholly.in the bag so
far as the heiress is concerned. I've got Jesse James
all right, but I'm no nearer the fortune and the heir-
ess than T was when I started. It seems to me, how-
ever, that the only thing left for me to do‘is to try
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somewhere else to find ‘a way out of this labyrinth.

I do not. think that Clel Miller and Erank James will
dare to remain longer in this vicinity. Bold and des-

perate as- they are, the two men are not going to fry’

to rescuie Jesse, and from my standpoint, it looks to
v me as if Jesse James was in Yail tq stay. 1 think T’ll
go to my hotel and get some rest. To-morrow morn-
mg I'll eo and see Anderson Fish, tell him all I've
discavered, and get his advice as to what course I had
better pursue.”

Meanwhile Jesse James sat in his cell, torn by angry
emotions. He knew that he was in a situation tlmt
required all his ability! to extricate himseli from, but
from the moment of his arrest, he began to plot how
to free himself from this (lilenmm. A man not of the
criminal world would have thought it impossible for
Jesse, James to.escape from his cell. He was in the
strongeést cell of a strong jail, well-guarded by many
brave men. Not a single opportunity seemed appar-
ent that would lead to his escape. In front of his cell
door stood an armed guard. He had no weapon and
he had no friend \vho could smuggle one in to him.
Nevertheless, he did not despair, but he waited until
*night before putting into execution a plan that his
brain had conceived.

When the jail had sunk to slumber and there was
‘only to be heard the soft breathing and inarticulate
murmurs of the prisoners within its confines, Jesse
began to take action. [e sharply watched his guard
and saw that the man had secured an iron chair in
which he had seated himseli. Occasionally Jesse no-
ticed that the guard would drop into an uneasy
slumber, but would quickly awaken himself and would
peer into the cell from where he sat, and upon seeing
the form of Jesse lying upon a cot within the’ cell
“would drop off to slumber again.

This gave Jesse an idea. He stealthily arranged the
clothing on the cot so that it assumed the form of a
man. [t required intense deftness to accomplish this
purpose. The action had to be taken in the few sec-
onds of slumber which the guard permitted himself,
and by great care Jesse placed a bundle of clothing
on the cot and dodged back out of the line of vision

of the guard, during one of the lapses of his momen-:

tary ~1un1bc1

[e\sc hardly dared breath when he had accomplished
the preliminary step in his plot. He watched the
guard narrowly from around a corner of the cot and
saw that the official had not discovered the transposi-
tion.

Fiive, ten, fifteen minutes passed, and still Jesse lay
coiled like a great snake, awaiting his opportunity to
take one more step toward his: liberation.

“Oh, it T had a gun,” he murmured to himself.
“ Just one shot would do me a lot of good, just now.”

Jesse looked with longing eyes at a silvet mounted
revolver which dangled fmm the guard’s belt, and he
vowed to himself that he would get that weapon; if
he ever succeeded in breaking out of his cell.

A distant clock outside the jail boomed the hour
of three before Jesse took further steps. ‘Then he
carefully wrenched the heel of his right boot off. In
a little hollowed out space within the bit of leather
lay a tiny steel saw. It was splendidly tempered and
although it was only three inches long, Jesse smiled
when he saw it. The outlaw crept noiselessly to.the
door of his cell, crouching toward one side so that

" with his steel saw,
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he lay in the shadow. His nervous sinewy fingers
graspedsthe bit of steel and he inserted it within the
lock of the door. His joy was boundless when he dis-
covered that he was confined in a steel cell which had
been. locked separately from the other cells, the jail
at that time not having been fitted. out with the new
interdependent locking system whereby the action of
opening one cell door will open all the other’ cells in
a tier of steel structures, and thus in Lhe very act of
opening, alarm the prison 0u<u(1~

Jesse felt with great care d]unn‘ the side of the lock
until he reached the little wheel
which moves the lock backward and forward. He
pressed his steel saw firmly upon this wheel to the
right and to his great pleasure, saw the bolt-noise-
lessly shoot backward. He knew that the steel door
to his cell was now open, and that it needed but one
slight push to allow him egress to the corridor where
sat the guard. s

Jesse's mext step was to crouch low ‘and ‘slowly
wiggle up to the cell door. The guard had relapsed
into slumber,.and unfortunately for him, had taken
a longer time than usual for his excursion into dream-
land. This was Jesse James’s opportunity. :

He stepped noiselessly into the corridor. With a
bound he stood over the sleeping guard.  His hands
closed around the man’s neck, and with the strength
of desperation he pulled the guard back bodily. So
sudden was the attack that the guard did not make a
single sound. Jesse carried him into the cell, gagged
and bound him, laid him on the cot, plucked his re-
volver from its holster, searched the man’s pockets
until he found the key to the cell door and then again
he stepped out into the corridor and locked the door
as he did so. The outlaw picked up the guard’s cap
and placed it on his head. Fortunately for Jesse, the
guard was not in a uniform but wore a dark suit of
clothes, and as Jesse also wore dark clothing and he
and the guard were about of the same height and
build, Ieb\e felt that in the hali- dall\ness of the cor-
ridor he might escape.

Jesse st tarted down the corriddr toward the main
door at its extreme end, and just as he did so, he
saw. a man coming toward him. Here was a situation
that the outlaw had not bargained for. He knew that
the oncoming figure was that of the guard who was to
relieve the one he had captured. What was best to
be done? Should he attack the guard? If he did so,
would there not be an alarm 01\'en° Jesse stood ir-
resolute and then Dame Fortune concluded to smile
upon him.

“1Is Jesse James asleep?
guard.

sHiSures
long?”

“I overslept. I wasn’t due-until three o’clock and
it's only ten. minutes after three now. What you
kicking about?”

* Oh, nothing.
rest.”

The relieving guard glanced into the cell and seeing
a figure lying on the cot, felt sure it was that of Jesse
James. Jesse walked slowly down the corridor where
a man sat at the outer door, half asleep in a chair.

“ Good-night,” whispered Jesse, as this guard
opened the door.

Half-awake hintself, the guard nodded sleepily and

” murmured the oncoming

whispered Jesse. ‘““What made you so

I guess I'll turn in and get some
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allowed Jesse to proceed on his way. Jesse found
himself in a room which was untenanted. At one end
of the room he saw narrow staircases, and he boldly
walked down the stairs and found himself on the
main floor of the jail. At this point, another dilemma
confronted him. He did not know whether the guard
of the jail slept within it or not, but he made up his
mind that in all probability, the guards when off duty,
left the building, so Jesse calmly walked forward un-
til he had reached the main door fronting the street.
He saw a man sitting in a chair by this door, holding
in his hand a large key which Jesse knew at once was
the key to the door itself, and as Jesse turned around,
he saw that the man was looking at him,'and to his
horror, discovered that the guard was a young man
from Jesse’s own Jackson County, in Missouri.

“ That fellow knows me all right,” Jesse muttered
to himself, but there was no opportunity for him to
hesitate. Hesitation would ‘mean instant discovery.
Discovery would mean his return to his. cé€ll, so Jesse
slouched along, keeping in the .shadow as well as he
could, and hoping that the single gas jet which' lighted
up the dismal place would not betray him to the
guagd. \

The guard looked at Jesse, and seeing the prison
official cap upon his head, thought at first that Jesse
was the guard on his way out of the prison to his
home. This allowed Jesse to get within a few feet of

the guard, but this action brought Jesse's face into
the relief of the: light, and the outlaw saw from the
face that his identity

expression on the other man’s
had been discovered.

“ Jesse James!” murmured the guide.

Jesse hurled himself upon his opponent, grasped
him by the throat and bore him backward. The action
made a tremendous noise in the narrow space, and
Jesse felt the man’s form under him begin to writh
as he tried to escape the encircling hand about his
throat. The outlaw’s blood was up, however, and
awaiting an opportunity he brought his fist down upon
the guard’s face with all his force. The blow was
sufficient. The guard stretched out insensible. Jesse
robbed him of his key, in a trice opened the big door
to the jail, stepped out into the free air of the street,
and rapidly, yet not at top speed, was lost in the
gloom of the early morning. Jesse plunged into a net-
work of streets at the left, and as he did so, he heard
the jail become the scene of a wonderful turmoil. A
shot or two rang out. He heard wild cries and the
booming of a deep-toned bell. Jesse james laughed
to himself in sardonic fashion as he plunged deeper
and deeper into the city’s streets. Maxwell Hyde's
prisoner had “ broken jail.” .

CHAPTER IX.
OLD MEG AND THE HEIRESS.

Edna Thomas, the heiress, when she was left alone
on the pier by her gallant rescuer, Maxwell Hyde, had
not melted into obscurity without having a reason for
such strange action,

Although Maxwell Hyde did not know it, as soon
as he had left her, she had hurried to the main road,
and had walked back to St. Louis until she reached a
line of street cars, and had then gone to the Union
station where she passed an hour or two walking up
and down. Her brisk walk had somewhat dried her
wet clothing, but there were many curious glances
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directed toward her as she entered the station, but
no' one spoke to her. 'She availed herself of the fa-
cilities in the station to make herself presentable, and "
as soon as daylight broke, she left the Union station
and went to a restaurant and got something to eat.
After a substantial breakfast, she called a cab and
hurried to a dry goods store. There she purchased a
trunk and a quantity of clothing and ordered the cab-
man to place the trunk upon the box of the cab and
to return to Union station. The girl then sent her
trunk to the baggage room and re-entered the station

&

<and remained another hour, dismissing her cab mean-

while. She called another cab, secured her trunk and
drove at once to the Planters’ Hotel, where she en-

gaged a room, sending her card to the clerk at the

desk, which bore the name, “ Miss Edna Thomas, St.
Louis.”

The girl went at once to her apartment and 'then
sat down to think over her situation. The heiress had
a well defined plan in her mind as to her future ac-
tions. She had learned through a newspaper extra :
edition which 'she had purchased, of the arrest of
Jesse James and of the fact that Frank James and
Clel Miller had escaped. She read with some amuse-o
ment the accounts which in no way implicated her, and
she was highly amused at the astuteness of Maxwell
Hyde. Then Edna wrote a note to old Meg, which
she mailed as soon as she left the hotel, about an hour
later, and then after a short walk she returned to the
hotel and waited until her watch told her that it was
eleven o’clock. ' The girl called a cab and ordered the
driver to go to the office of Anderson Fish, whom she
well knew rwas the executor of her father’'s estate.

She was told that Mr. Fish was in his office, but
that he was very busy. Edna looked at the clerk
who spoke to her, fished a five-dollar gold piece from
her pocket-book and handed it to the:clerk with a
dazzling smile.

“Tell Mr. Fish,” the girl said, * that a lady has
called upon him for the purpose of giving him informa-
tion regarding matters concerning the estate of the late
Franklin Thomas.”

The clerk was greatly imystified at the message, but
the five-dollar gold piece and his own curiosity caused
him to take the message to his employer.

Mr. Fish was seated in his office, and when Edna
entered, he arose from his chair and looked at her in
open-mouthed amazement. He recognized in a mo-
ment the likeness the girl bore to the dead banker, her
father. He did not know how to act. He felt that
he was in the presence of a woman who was going
to give him some astounding information and Edna,
seeing the expression on the lawyer’s face, plunged
immediately into her subject,

“ I think, from your expression, that you know me,”
she said.

““No, I do not know yaqu,” the lawyer replied, * but
I can fancy who you are or who you claim to be.”

“T am Edna Thomas,” the girl said.

Lawyer Fish looked incredible.

“ 1f you are Edna Thomas, why do you come to me
in this mysterious fashion? "

“1I can only give you the usual woman's reason—
Because!” smiled the girl.

“That is not a reason. 'It's a phantom.”

“Tt is the only reason I will give at present.”

“1f you are Miss Thomas, the heiress to the millions
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left by Franklin Thomas, you doubtless can tell me
some method that you have outlmed which will fully
convince me of your identity.”

“I did not come to-day to make any claims upon
my father's estate. I understand that you are attor-
ney for the Western and Southwe:tem Jankers’
Guild and that you know Maxwell Hy de.”

The lawyer nodded.

“ 1 do not know whether you know or uot but Mr.
Hyde rescued me last night from the ]es:e Iame:
gang by whom I had been’ abducted if

“T did not know of that fact.”

“I think that I am not yet safe from further at-
tempts to abduct me, although I have escaped this
time, and my visit to you has more to do with the
Jesse James gang than it has with the question of
obtaining my father’s estate.”

' Before we discuss the question of your protection,
I would like to ask you a few questions.”

“ Ask all you wish.”

“Do you intend filing a claim for the estate?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know!”

“ Exactly. I don’t know.”

“That is a strange answer.”

Edna did not reply for a few moments. She did not
wish at the present time to do more than declare her
identity to the lawyer. Her course of action was due
to a secret which she wished to keep within her own
possession for the present. She knew that if she told
the lawyer just why she was in the frame of mind
that made her weigh a claim to millions, he would
with his natural shrewdness pick her mind of her
secret.  This she did not propose to have happen at
present.

“ You may think it strange, Mr, Fish,” the girl con-
tinued, ¢ for me to sit here and calnily tell you that I
do not know whether I want my father’s millions or
not. With your materialistic mind you probably do
not know that there are other things in this world be-
sides mere money.”

“Yes,” drily replied the attorney, “I have always
found that the lack of money is sometimes harder to
bear than its possession.”

“ That is the answer that T would have supposed you
would give me. I want to say to. you, however, that
I am not averse to regdining possession of my father’s
millions if I can do so along a line that I have marked
out for myself. All my Tife I have had sufficient.
Sufficient money is better than too much. If I should
inherit my father’'s money, I may have to change my
standard of living, and I may have to take up a new
phase that I do not like. I am going to tell you,
however, that I know all the circumstances surrotnd-
ing my abduction when I was an infant. I know
who stole me, and why. The people who stole me
have all their lives cared for me. IfI were to claim my
fortune, can the law touch those who stole me away
from my father in my infancy?”

Lawyer Fish was surprised at the words of the girl.
In his mind he saw why she was hesitating, but he did
not betray this knowledge upon his face.

“As a lawyer,” he 1eplled “T do not think that
there would be any danger attending the person who
stole you in infancy at this late day, in case you were
able to substantiate your claim. The onl) person
who would be liable to take legal action, would be

vourself. From what you have told me I do not think
that you feel like taking such' action.”

“No, I do not,” murmured the girl.

“Then the reason why you do not claim your
father’s estate is because of the fear you have that
the law might step in and touch those who abducted
you in fancy and who since then have cared for you,
educated you, and, while they may have done you a
wrong by taking you from your natural environment,
appear to have succeeded in producing quite as charm-
ing a young woman, and I may say as ingenuous a
one, as your dead father could have done. But what-
ever pain he may have suffered in the years that have
gone by, are buried with him in his orave. My advice
to you, young lady, is to resume the natural position
which your fortune gives you, and to immediately em-
ploy an attorney to substantiate your claim in the
courts of '\Ilssouri

“Thank you,” replied Edna. “I will think over
your advice and will give you my answer later. In
the meantime I want you to consider what I have told
vou to be a professional communication. We both
know what that means to a good lawyer.”

“1 see, young lady, that you are somewhat versed
in the law. The communications of a client to a law-
yer, those made to a religious adviser, or to a phys-
ician, may not be revealed unless with the consent
of the person interested. I will respect your aston-
ishing communications to me, but my advice to you
is—Get a good lawyer and get one quickly!”

“We will now take up the question of Jesse James,
if you do not mind,” the girl said.

“Very good,” replied the lawyer.

“ Of course we both know,” the girl went on, * that
when Jesse James robbed the bank at Cemetery Hill,
Missouri, he learned the fact that I was heiress to my
father’s estate. Could you tell me how it was that all
the facts were in a tin box in-‘.ide the vault of the
1ol)bed institution?”’ :

“ My dear young lady, did you not know that your
father owned the Cemqter_\ Hill Bank when he was
alive, and that the major portion of the stock in the

anl\ is now a pOI‘thIl of your father's estate?”

"I did not know it.”

“ It is so, nevertheless. Z\'early all of your father’s
personal papers have been stored since his death in
the vaults of the Cemetery Hill institution. It was
an unlucky moment that turned the attention of Jesse
James to that bank. But if I were you, I would not
mourn over the loss of the papers in the tin box which
Jesse James has, for after all, they consist of merely
reports of detective agencies, all of which showed that
old Meg, the Witch of the Serpent, could, if she
chose, tell where you were to be found. Now tell
me, please, what is the inner cord that binds you and
that fortune-teller together.”

“ No, no, no!” rejoined Edna,

“ Why not?”

“1I have reasons which I propose to keep to myseli.
If at any time that I can unseal my lips and tell you
what those reasons are, I assure you that I will do
so. At present, my lips must be sealed. What I want
vou to do is to take some step to protect me from
Jesse James. I have passed one night as his prisoner
and I assure you that the night was not happily spent.
I do not want to be captured again by him. And
therefore I ask you what to do.”

“ I will not tell you.”
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Mr. Fish turned to a bell on his desk and rang it
sharply. When an office boy entered the room, the
lawyer instructed him to go immediately to the hotel
of Maxwell Hyde and instruct that detective to hasten
without delay to his office. '
I know of; from Jesse James and his gang,” the lawyer
said. ** That man is Maxwell-Hyvde. Go back to the
Planters’ Hotel, where I think vou said you were stop-
ping, and as soon as Maxwell Hyde comes to this
office, T will send him tb you. You may have every
confidence in his discretion and ability to aid you.”

CEARTERIX:
THE JAMES GANG AT 4%,

Jesse James hurried away after his escape from jail
until he reached a:saloon in the lowest quarter of St.
Louis.

When he entered the saloon it was vacant save for
an old colored woman who sat behind the bar awaiting
The woman was an extremely fat ne-
gress about sixty vears of age. Jesse James, as he
entered, looked at the old»woman narrowly to be

sure that he knew her, and when he had identified her

in his mind, he walked up to the bar. ;

“ Hello, Mammy Sue!” ' s

“ Ef it ain’t Jesse James!" the negress said. * How
in the worl’ did you break jail? .

“Never mind. What I want to get is a horse. I
want a good one and I'm willing to pay for it.”

The negress explained that there was a horse in the
stables that she had bought of a negro horse thief for
one hundred dollars. She offered to sell the horse and
a saddle and bridle to Jesse for two hundred and fifty
dollars, The outlaw embraced the opportunity with
alacrity and, as soon as the woman had gone to the
stable, saddled and bridled the horse and brought it
around to the front street upon whieh the saloon stood ;

Jesse counted out the money into the avaricious palm _

of the saloon keeper and mounted his horse.

It was with a feeling of joy that he found he was
riding a Kentucky 'thoroughbred not more than five
years old, and from the springy step of the beast he
knew that the animal had been bred in the famous blue
grass region of Kentucky.

“ It does a. man a lot of good to throw his leg over
a good horse,” murmured Jesse to himself: “1I can
get away from every man, woman and child in St.
Louis with this beast. If I knew where Frank and
Clel Miller were, I could join them, and we three, in
spite of the trcubles that we've been through, might
get our hands on the millions after all.” '

Jesse rode through the streets of St. Louis but with
a puzzled mind. He did not' know whether it would
be wise for him to return to the vicinity: of the
Natural Bridge Road, or to branch out in a different
direction. He knew that his escape from the jail in
St. Louis was by this time a matter of common prop-
erty. In fact, a newsboy darted out from a sidewalk
and tried to sell him a paper. Jesse stopped his horse

and bought the paper and saw the great staring head-
lines of block type which announced ‘ Jesse James
Breaks Jail!” ,

Jesse noticed that the newsboy stared at him crit-
ically, and then he remembered that he was riding
through the streets without a hat. With the town

['here is only ‘one man who can save you, that
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around him alive with his enemié€s, he knew that any-
thing in his attire that excited criticism: or laughter
would end in his identification. Jesse, however, was
a man of resources, and he waited until he had ridden
about a block further and then, seeing a young man
with a broad white felt hat on his head coming down
the deserted street, Jesse rode over to the man, leaned
down, plucked the hat irom the stranger’s head, and
placed it on his own forehead.

* How' dare you!” cried the stranger.
you, anvway?

Jesse drew a five-dollar gold piece from the pocket
and dropped it at the {feet of the stranger.

“ There 1s money to buy you a new hat,” the outlaw
laughed. * You go home and tell your wife that
Jesse James bought you a hat in exchange for your old
one!” -

Leaving the white-faced and astonished strangér
standing aghast on the sidewalk, Jesse spurred his
horse into a gallop and latinched off down the street
at a speed that defied pursuit. )

In turning all the evils of his position over in his
mind, Jesse decided that he probably would be able
to rejoin his companions somewhere near the Natural
Jridge Road. At the end of an hour’s riding, he saw
the forms of two men mounted on horses coming along
the thoroughfare, and when the horsemen had ap-
proached nearer, to his intense joy the men proved

“ Who are

to be his brother Frank and Clel Miller,

Jesse waved his stolen hat, and'Frank James gave a
loud shout when he saw his brother, and in a fewn
moments more, the three outlaws were again together.
Jesse explained quickly how he had escaped from jail,
and the pleasure of the outlaws over the escape of their
leader was intense. ;

“1 figured they wouldn’t keep you in jail long,
Jesse.” said Frank. ; '

“The only way to keep Jesse in a cell,” laughed
Clel Miller, © would be to put him in a cell aiter he was
dead.” '

“I'm not so sure I wouldn’t get up then and get
out,” remarked Jesse. “I am put, but by this time,
there ‘'must be any number of posses searching the
town for me.” ] ' ;

*“ What of that?” said Frank. “ We three fellows
have been chased before. A good many men who
chased us aren’t chasing anybody any more. If I were
in your place, Jesse, I'd hike for old Jackson County.
Those fellows won’t dare to follow us there, and I
think it's getting pretty dangerous to be laying
around here. Let’s start for home.” 5 ‘

“ Not much,” said Jesse." “I'm going to get that
girl yet and get that money! Don’t you think that
I’'m going to let the fact that there’s two hundred men,
more or less, after me, stop me in this dash for mil-
lions.”

“It seems to me, Jesse, that we're going too far in
this thing,” remarked Clel Miller. * We have made
some money out of this trip. What's the matter with
drawing out of this game, letting all this hue and cry
die away, and coming back and getting the girl after-

wards? ”’

“You talk like a crazy man replied Jesse.
“ Maxwell Hyde, by the time we could get back,
would have got to that girl, turned her over to that
lawyer who's running her father’s estate, and would
have cleaned up the reward. If we’re going to get

"’
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her at all, we've got to get that heiress now. To-
morrow will be too late, perhaps. Don’t you see that
the only chance we have to getia piece of that fortune
is by capturing the girl again, and then re-opening
negotiations with the executor of the estate whereby
he w111 be willing to pay us money for the return of the
heness’ { /

‘But don’t you see,” expostulated Frank, “that
when Maxwell H) de took the girl away from us, he
figtired on doing just what we propose to do? How
do you know but that by this time Maxwell Hyde has
not escorted the girl to the office of Anderson Fish, re-
vealed the identity of ‘the girl to the lawyer and
cleaned up-that reward?”

“1 know better than that,” said Jesse.

* How do you know?” interrogated Frank.

‘ Because I bought an extra edition of the news-
paper, isstied not an hour ago, and while I find plenty
of news about the escape of Jesse James, not one word
do I find relating to the return of Edna Thomas. If
the girl had been returned to Anderson Fish, it would
have been such an astounding plue of news that the
papers would be filled with it.”

* Jesse is right,” remarked Clel.
propose to do?”

“I'm going to strike across country,” said Jesse,
“until I can get around St. Louis and come into town
by another route. We can’t hope to get back again
as we are now. My plan is to raid some farmer’s
house and get some different clothing, and when we
are able to disguise ourselves, make a circuit of the
town, cross the river far above St. Louis, and get
into the city by an entirely different route.”

“ But, Jesse, won't the authorities be watching for
you that way??*

“ No,” answered Jesse firmly.

“ Why not?” asked Frank.

“T fixed all that,” said Jesse.

“How? " asked Frank.

“When I pinched the hat off that fellow I told him
to go home and tell his wife that Jesse Iame: did it.’

i \/\7hat a confounded fool trick that was!” sneered
Frank. “ You have brought down the police upon us
by that act.”

“Not much T haven’t,” rejoined Jesse.  That fool
stranger has told by this time at least a hundred men
that Jesse James took his hat. At least seventy-five
of those hundred men have sent this word to the po-
lice. Every policeman in town will hurry out
here, expecting to capture me here in this vicinity,”

“They’ll do it all right,” whispered Clel.

“No, they won't!”

“ Why not?” asked Frank.

“ Because I don’t propose to remain here to be cap-
tured. I'm going to find how fast this horse that I
have bought can carry me in a few hours. Your fel-
lows turn my horse loose. The police will find the ani-
mal grazing along the roadside, and after they have got
it through their fool noddles that it is Jesse James’s
horse they will spend valuable time in hunting for
Jesse, which will give said Jesse plenty of time to ar-
rive hence. Come on, boys!” 1

Jesse put spurs to his horse, and the party were soon
many miles from the scene which the police, several
hours later, as Jesse had predicted, selected as the very
spot in which they would recapture the outlaw. There
was much beating of bushes, ridings to and fro on the

“ But what do you

. who was

part of the police, and finally they came across Jesse
James’s horse, which one member of the posse pro-
nounced after an examination, to be one of the fav-
orite steeds of the infamous outlaw. This identifica-
tion whetted the curiosity of the authorities, and they
became sure in their own minds that Jesse was se-
creted somewhere in the vicinity. They soon learned,
however, that while they had arrested Jesse James’s
horse, they had not arrested the animal’s outlaw rider,
and crestfallen, they returned to the jail in St. Louis
and admitted to a horde of waiting reporters, that
they did not have the slightest idea as to where Jesse
James could be found.

By this time, Jesse and his two companions were
within twenty miles of St. Louis, riding along a coun-
try road. It was three o'clock in the afternoon of an
extremely hot day.

“ Better ride around that village ahead of us,”
tioned Frank _Tames

“1 think not, xephed Tcsxe
know the name of this village?

Al (lont know its name, but it looks like a tank
tow n,” replied Frank. ;

sl dont think anvbodv around here is liable to
know us,” said Jesse. “ Let’s us ride right into the
town, go up to a store, walk in, hold up the store
proprietor and get some food. I'm -hollow down to
my bootheels.” /

It was a noticeable fact about Jesse James that no
matter how much money he had, nor how much he
secured in his lawless career; he had made up his
mind never to part with a cent for the purchase of
anything if there was a fair chance of getting it by
some deed of crime. Jesse James ought to have known
better than to engage in the petty robbery of a country
store when his easiest way would have been to have
gone to the store and for a few dollars, made all the
necessary purchases.

So the entire party started down the main street
of this unknown to them, sleepy, contented little
old village, in a quiet part pf the country where no
one for a moment dreamed that the quiet riders en-
tering their peaceful village were the bandits of the
bloody band of Jackson County. At the store, Jesse
swung off his horse and walked within it with his
revolver in his -hand. The outlaw ordered a gray-
bearded half-farmer, half-merchant who stood at a
desk in the store, to hustle out some food for him.
Clel Miller and Frank James remained on their horses
outside of the store in the street, awaiting the return
of their fellow desperado.

By one of those intangible ﬂdahe\ that seem some-
how in - quiet communities to communicate from man
to man, citizens in the town became cognizant of the
fact that Jesse and Frank James and Clel Miller were
figuring in a hold-up at the only large store in the
village.

Men were seen running across the fields bearing
rifles, and soon a fringe of fire began creeping from
the underbrush, as citizens under cover commenced
shooting at the outlaws. .

Doctor Manson Wheelock, a physician in the town,
across the/street in an upstairs room, fired
a revolver at Frank James’s horse, hitting it in the
neck. Frank James returned the fire with lightning
rapidity, smashing the windows all about the doctor,
and Jesse, who heard the shots. rushed out of  the

cau-
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store, not stopping to get the bundle the storekeeper wore into the place, meelxly paid for the articles and

had put up for him. As soon as Jesse reached the
street, he cut loose with his revolver. A young man
who resided in the town fired at Jesse James. The
outlaw’s hat went spinning away with the shot, and
Jesse returned the fire, shooting the young man
through the lungs. The young man staggered a few
feet and fell on his face, but as he did so fired two
rapid shots at Clel Miller. One of the bullets struck
Clel in the wrist, breaking it.

By this time, Jesse had remounted his horse and
ordered an instant retreat. Clel Miller shifted his
revolver to his left hand, and as the three outlaws
spurred their horses to their utmost endeavor in a
mad effort to get back into the country, a negro fired
from a doorway at Clel. With quick flash Clel re-
turned the’ shot; his bullet cutting a furrow through
the negro’s cheek, but not killing him. The outlaws,
however, had had enough. 7TFhey retreated rapidly,
and were soon out in the country again, a dilapidated
trio. They had been caught almost for the first time,
but it was possible that swift and sharp punishment

" would be meted out to them at any moment.

The outlaws knew that they would be pursued, and
while Clel Miller bound up his arm as well as he
could, the entire party scampered away with such
speed that they soon distanced their pursuers. After
a fifteen mile ride, they found themselves in one of
the suburbs of St. Louis, but on the opposite side of
the river to the city. Here they turned their horses
loose in a lonely field to graze, hiding their saddles
and bridles in the underbrush which skirted the field,
and Jesse James led the way to the river where after
some difficulty they secured a boat. It was decided on
the way over that Clel Miller, who was not known
at all in that vicinity, had better return at once to
Jackson County by rail, as far as he could go. All
around the home section of the Jesse James gang, they
had many {riends and admirers. Jesse examined Clel
Miller’s wound, but he did not think that it was se-
rious. The bullet had broken one of the small bones
in the outlaw’s right wrist, but it lay so near the
surface that Jesse picked it out with his penknife.
He roughly bandaged up the injury, and, as soon as
the party had reached the St. Louis shore Clel Miller
stole away in the darkness of the early evening in-
tending to board a late train out of the town for Jack-
son County.

Frank and Jesse James were therefore left alone, and
in spite of the fact that they had not secured a suit-
able disguise, as they had planned, decided to imme-
diately re-enter the city, and trust to luck.

This luck came to them in an astonishing fashion.
A trifle cowed by his last attempt which bordered
upon the realms of petty thievery;’Jesse and Frank
entered a clothing store.and although a clerk in'the
store was so filled with the story of the escape of
Jesse James from the jail that he could hardly have
time to negotiate a sale of goods, the two outlaws
purchased two suits of clothing entirely different from
the ones they were wearing. They also bought two
derby hats,

style of wide felt hat, this in itself changed their ap-
pearance materially.

The two outlaws changed their clothes in the store,
and after the clerk had bundled up the clothing they

and as they always wore the western:

left.

Jesse rapidly retraced his steps to the river, and
after he had well weighted his and his brother’s
clothing with heavy stones, dropped the respective
bundles beneath the water into which they disap-
peared forever.

Jesse could not help but laugh at Frank as he saw
him in his new neat gray suit and black derby hat.\

“You look like a whiskey salesman,” Jesse laughed.

“You look like a psalm singing parson,” replied
Frank.

“ At all events,” returned Jesse, “I think we are
effectually disguised. I think we are safe to go ‘any-
where in town we may feel like going to.”

The two outlaws had no trouble from this time on,
at least for the night in question, in roaming about St.
Louis unobserved. Everywhere they found the town
ringing with their story. They drifted from saloon to
saloon, from dance hall to dance hall, from theater
to theater, walked about hotel lobbies, as free as any
citizen in St. Louis.

“ There is more in this disguise business than people
think for,” murmured Jesse to Frank, as they turned
into Vine Street, and saw knots of excited citizens
standing on street corners discussing their deeds of
blood.’

“What are you going to do next?” asked Frank.
“ Tt seems to me that I'm always asking that question
of you, Jesse. I seem to have lost all my originality.
Say, wasn’t that a hot brush we had back there in that
town?”

“We certainly picked up a lot of live wires there.
Who would ever have thought such a lot of country-
men could ' have been so handy with their guns?
When I came running out of that grocery, I was dead
sure that we were all going to see our finish. I'm
sorry Clel got hit, but between us, I was awfully glad
to ship him off home. Clel is a good fellow, but he
isn't much good any more to us in this campaign. We
have got to a point where we can’t do anything by
qhootmcr The minute we open up with a gun, we're
marked men, and I don’t want the contract of shoot-
ing up all of St. Louis. 'Now, I’ll tell you what we'll
do, Frank. We will drift around toward that fortune-
telling joint.”

“ Suppose the old dope ain’t there?”

“ Then it’s up to us to find her,

asked Frank.
” replied Jesse.

CHAPTER XI.
MAXWELL HYDE SEES A LIGHT.,

Maxwell Hyde, the detective, when he received the
message from Anderson Fish, immediately went to
the lawyer’s office.

“1 have news for you,” Fish said, the moment he
was closeted with the detective.

Good news, I hope?” asked Maxwell Hyde anx-
iously.

“Tn'a measure.”

“Tell it to me quick, please.”

“T had a caller to-day.”

“Who was it?”

“ Edna Thomas.”

“The devil!”

“ Oh, no, on]v Edna Thoma%—or at least a girl who
said she waé Edna Thomas.”
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*“ Where did she come from? ”

“ Heavens only knows!”

“ Did she have a big snake with her? ”

“ Did she have what? What do you mean by that?”

* Did she show signs of having been in the river?”

“ Snakes! River! What in the world are you talk-
ing about? Who said anything about snakes or rivers?
I just told you that Edna Thomas had been here.”

Maxwell Hyde grinned sheepishly. 1In his amaze-
ment at the astonishing news imparted to him, he had
forgotten that Anderson Fish knew nothing of the

fact that the heiress had disguised herself as old Meg,

the fortune-teller, had wound a hideous snake around
her waist, and had fooled him as well as Clel Miller.
Nor did he know that possibly Mr. Fish was holding
back the information regarding his bold deed in res-
cuing the heiress.

“ It seems to me that there isn’t very much more
for me to do,” Maxwell Hyde remarked. * You have
gotten in touch with Miss Thomas, now, and doubt-
less she is ready to throw off her disguises and claim
her father’s fortune. What else is there for me to do
except to try to recapture Jesse James.”

“ There’s a good deal more for you to do than you
think there is,” returned Mr. Fish. ** Miss Thomas is at
the Planters’ Hotel. .She is registered there in her own
name, or at least, in the name that she says is her own.
She wants someone to protect her against any future
attempts of the Jesse James gang to abduct her. I
have told her that if you would consent to take the
question of her protection upon your shoulders, that
she could depend upon your fidelity and discretion.”

* That’s all right, Mr. Fish. I am willing to do all
I can to aid you and to aid Miss Thomas in any pos-
sible way. 1 am willing to take my chances at get-
ting killed by taking Jesse James or any member of
his band, but I don’t want to act as fighting attendant
to any woman on earth, if I can possibly escape it.
I’ve had much experience in this world, and T’ll take
my chances with any gun man on earth. I know
pretty near what a gun man will do. T can watch out
for any of his tricks, but I'm not smart enough to
figure what Miss Thomas will do next. ' If you don’t
mind, and you can get somebody else to act as her
squire, I would prefer to have you do it, but don’t
stack me up against any maiden who one moment
receives me as an old fortune-teller, and the next mo-
ment makes me fish her out of the river at the im-
minent peril of my life. That young lady’s entirely
too swift for a poor detective like myself.”

Anderson Fish laughed loudly and long at the re-
mark of Maxwell Hyde. He saw in a moment that
Hyde was in deadly earnest, and did not relish the
job of further protecting Miss Thomas. But after a
great deal of argument and much persuasion, the de-
tective accepted the duty thrust upon him, and Max-
well immediately repaired to the Planters’ Hotel
where he sent his card to Miss Thomas.

The young lady received him in the public parlor of
the hotel, and immediately began thanking him for
saving her life.

“Don’t mention’it!” stammered the detective.

“ 1 know that it was a little thing,” the girl rejoined,
“but I think I'm going to ask a greater service of
you, although I’see that you lightly value my life,
which, while it may not be particularly valuable to
you, I assure you is necessary to my continued exist-

ence. Now I want to tell you something that will
surprise you.”

“ What is it?” asked the detective, nonplussed at
the tone of raillery adopted by the girl.

“1 am informed by the clerk at the hotel, that two
men clad in gray suits of clothes, and wearing derby
hats, have been asking after me at the hotel desk.”

Maxwell Hyde flashed a glance at the girl’s face.

“ What kind of looking men were they? Did the
clerk describe them to you?” :

“1 sent for the clerk myself,” replied Edna, “and
gained from him an accurate description of the two
men.”

“ Describe them.” .

“One man is said to have been tall, broad shoul-
dered, with brown hair and eyes.”

“Aht” breathed the detective.

“The second man is said to be a little shorter than
his companion with light hair and blue eyes. He wore
a tawny mustache.” ?

O
“ Do you know,” continued Edna, “ that I believe
' 23

those two men were Frank and Jesse James!

Maxwell Hyde nodded.

“They certainly in some ways fit the descriptions
of the two outlaws,” the detective said. “ But I have
yet to see Jesse James and Frank James dressed in the
manner described by the clerk. Do you know any
young men that would answer the description of these
two callers?”

“I do not,” replied Edna. “I do not believe that
I know a dozen young men in the world. My life has
always been a sheltered one, and I am confident that
there is no one who would know me who would in
any way answer the description of those two callers.”

Maxwell Hyde paced back and forth in the wide
parlor, imniersed in thought. He had not yet received
the slightest atom of information as to the where-
abouts of the James brothers since he had arrested
Jesse James at old Meg's home, and at which time
Frank James and Clel Miller had escaped upon their
horses. In the last analysis of all the facts surround-
ing this mysterious case, Maxwell Hyde felt confident
that Edna Thomas had not seen the last of the James
boys. Maxwell Hyde believed that the stupendous
amount of money involved would lead the outlaws to
take the most desperate steps to recapture the girl.
She was the crux of their campaign. ‘Without' her,
there was no possible chance of their getting at the
banker’s money. Maxwell Hyde believed that in his
effort to protect Edna Thomas, he would once more
have to try conclusions with the James boys. He felt
sure that he was correct in assuming that the callers
were Frank and Jesse James. He communicated this
conclusion to Edna.  The girl’s face turned white, but
after all she knew that Maxwell Hyde had only voiced
her own opinion. She gave the detective an appeal-
ing glance.

“ What step had T ought to take for you to protect
me from the James boys? ' she asked. ;

“T went to the theater the other night,” replied the
detective, “and I saw a five-act play. After twenty-
five words had been spoken by the actors on the stage,
had one man been possessed of the simplest common .
sense, the play could have closed there without the
other four acts. But none of the characters appeared

b
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to have the necessary common sense to end
lemma and the play went on to the end.”

* 1 see your application. You mean that if I had
a little common sense, this play, as you call it, which
may end in a tragedy for me, might be ended before
thc other four acts are finished?”

‘ Exactly ! ” replied the detective.
1 will admit that A haven't much common sense,
and I must ask you to furnish me with some.”

*Very well! I will try to do that very thing. All
you have got to do, Miss Thomas, is to send for the
chief of police of this town, and he will guard you
safe]v against all of the Jesse James gang.”

“'Nonsense!” replied the girl. * Do you mean to
tell me that I am safe w hen guarded by the police,
who did not seem to be able to guard Jesse James
when you delivered him over into their hands? "

‘Don’t knock the police, please. It is the .fashion
just now to criticize policemen, but in this particular

case, the escape of Jesse james‘ was due to the jail
authorities and not to the police.”

Silenced, although not convinced, Edna waited a few
moments before 1'epl\mo

“ Perhaps after all there 1s a good deal of tmth in
what you say. But I have a pelsonal reason for keep-
ing to myself, and from the public, at least for the
present, all knowledge as to my identity.”

‘ You mean to say, therefore, that you do not wish
to take the common sense plan that 1 have presented
to you?”

sulodo

‘ Would you mind telling me why?”

“Tell you why? You are worse than
Iiish! He did nothing but ask me why.
men do nothing but ask questions? Is there no other
word in the English language save ‘why’? You
may think me a very foolish girl, but I tell you at the
present time it is as impossiblé for me to appeal to
the St. Louis police for protection as it is for me to
tell you why I am not willing to.reveal my identity,
or for the present to substantiate my claim to my
father’s fortune in 'the courts as Anderson Fish pro-
posed to me.”

“ Then there is nothing more for me to do, except
personally to try to protect you as well as I can.
Haying told you that I think you are a very foolish
girl, for the attitude you are taking, I am willing to
take on the difficult proposition of again saving your
life.”’

“ Do you think T am safe in this hotel?”

“1 do not.”

*“ What shall T do?”

“1 don’t know.”

‘ What are you going tordo?”

“1 don’t know.”

“You are the most exasperating man I have ever
met.”

* Not to be impolite, I must say’that you are the
most exasperating woman 1 have ever met. Now, my
dear young lady, do you not see that it is impossible
for ws to do anything? If anything is going to be
done, it will be done by Jesse James’s band. We have
got to remain quiet and act upon the defensive. They
are the flying artillery of this campaign. When they
start anything, we've got to be ready to meet it.  So
far as you are concerned, I think you had better re-
main in this hotel. It is a public place, and T do.not

Anderson
Can you

e

think that either Frank or Jesse James would dare to
attempt to attack you here

As the detective spoke, on the marble corridor out-
side of the room he heard the click of bootheels. There
was something ominous and sinister in the footfalls.
Maxwell Hyde jumped to his feet just as a crimson silk
portiére which hung in the door of the room in which
he and Edna Thomas were seated, parted, and there,
framed in the background of the blood-red curtain,
stood a man with a revolver in his hand. With a ery,
Maxwell Hyde darted at the figure.

“ It’s Jesse James!” he shouted.

CHAPTER XII. :
A LAST FIGHT FOR THE FORTUNE.

Edna Thomas gave a wild shriek.

She saw the dilemma in which she and the dctectlve
were placed in a second. The outlaw, in some um-
khown way, had discovered that she and Maxwell
Hyde were together in the public parlor, and he had
calmly walked up the marble staircase leading to the
first floor of the Planters’ Hotel, and had entered the
room with the determination in his mind to kill the .
detective, and again make the girl a prisoner.

The quickness of mind of Maxwell Hyde had made
him see instantaneously that the figure in the doorway
was that of the outlaw. Although no man lived at
that  time who was quicker w1th his revolver than
Jesse James, the detective with his vast experience in
mafi to man fights, had embraced the only chance that
life held for him. With the speed of thought, he
jumped over the intervening space -between himself
and the outlaw and grasped the revolver far back from
the muzzle, and with a quick \\xendl threw it upwards
in the air.

Crash! The weapon exploded with a deafening re-
port.  Exerting all his strength, the detective pulled
the revolver out of Jesse's grasp. Jesse caught the
detective by the arm and by the throat with the same
motion, and a titantic struggle began.  The two men
wrestled over the room, upsetting furniture, while
Edna shrieked at the top of her voice, thus hoping to
bring immediate assistance. -Maxwell Hyde, in his
anxiety to get the revolver away from Jesse, had not
time to draw his own weapon until it was too late.
In fact, in the fierce situation that confronted him, he
had not jor a moment thought of drawing his weapon.
When he did think of this action, Jesse had him by the
throat and by the arm. making it impossible for him
to get at his weapon. which was in his hip pocket. In
their struggles, the two men fell over a chair and came
down with a tremendous crash, Jesse James on top..

Although extremely excited, Edna Thomas acted
with rare discretion. On a mantel of reddish marble
in the room stood a gilt clock. - The girl rushed to the
clock, picked it up. dashed back to the struggling
forms on the floor, and raising the clock in her white
hands, brought it down with all her strength upon the
back of Jesse James’s head. It was fortunate for the
outlaw that the clock was made of flimsy material. Had
it been the average bronze clock, JJesse James's head
would have been split open by the force of the girl’s
blow, and he would have been immediately killed.

As it was, the blow coyered his head with glass, and
in his fierce rage, he turned to grapple with the girl.
At this critical moment, men came running into the
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room, headed by the clerk of the hotel, who, as soon
as he saw the struggling men on the floor, began
wildly firing a revolver at them. Edna Thomas was
in imminent danger of being killed' by a stray bullet,
but she had presence of mind enough to fall to the
floor, and the missiles harmlessly whistled over her
head. Detective Maxwell lay on his back choked al-
most into complete insensibility. [ollowing the hotel
clerk, came a horde of men, all shouting and gesticula-
ting, and when Jesse James saw them, without at-
tempting further attack upon Edna or upon the detec-
tive, he rushed to an open window at one end of the
room, and vaulted out into the night. The desperado
knew that directly beneath the window was a long,
low building only one story in height, and he dashed
along the roof of this building, let himself down by
his hands from its eaves, and dropped into the street,
mingled with the crowd hurrying backwards and for-
wards, and disappeared.

. By this time, detective Maxwell Hyde had regained
possession of his faculties, and he ran to the window
just as Jesse James dropped into the street below.

Edna Thomas followed him quickly, and her de-
taining hand stopped the detective from vaulting
through the window after the flying outlaw. = |

“ He has escaped you,” the girl murmured. * Do not
try to follow him! Stay here and get me out of this
room as quickly as ‘you can.”

“You're right,” cried the detective.
to remain here. Come this way!’"

Rapidly threading the crowd of 'men who gazed at
her curiously, but who did not dare ask the detective
in whose hand was a revolyer what the trouble was,
Maxwell Hyde and Edna managed to escape from the
room and get out into the corridor of the hotel.

“ You’:e not safe here,” said the detective. * That’s
evident.”

“ Are you hult’ ? asked the girl.

“ The only thing that’s hurt about me,” the detec-
tive said, “ is my feelings. My throat is a little bit sore
and I am slightly bruised, but the only thing for us
to do is to get away from this hotel just as quickly as
we can. Never mind my injuries.”

When Maxwell Hyde and Edna reached the lower
floor of the hotel, they found it crowded with men
which a squad of policemen were trying to beat back
into some semblance of order. A police captain saw
Maxwell Hyde and rushed up to.him.

*““What's the trouble, Maxwell? Do you know?
asked the police captam

“T don’t know,” calmly answered Maxwell Hyde.
“There seemed to be some kind of a domestic dis-
turbance up stairs there somewhere. 1 heard some
shots, but [ didn’t go up to see what 1t was about. It
wasn't any of my business, you know.”

“1 guess vou're right,” rejoined the police captain.
“Tt's better for an outsider not to.mix in any shoot-
ing scrapes in which he's not per \onallv concerned.
But Maxwell, what are you doing here?

“T’m escorting this yvoung lady, who is a friend of
the family of Mr. Anderson Fish. I am anxious to
get a cab, Captain. Can you send one of the boys out
to get one for me?”

“ Certainly,” replied the captain. “Iknow Mr. IFish
very well indeed, and I would be glad to assist any
friend of his family.”

In a few moments Maxwell Hyde and Edna were

“ It is my duty

39’

placed in a cab by the police captain, and at the request
of the detective, a plain clothes policeman was placed
on the box of the cab and a uniformed officer got in
with the couple, and the driver was instructed to hurry
m the residence of Anderson Fish.

“You see, Miss Thomas,” whispered Maxwell Hyde
to the gipl, “ that jt-is possible to place you under
police protection without rev calmo the secret that you
are so carefully concealing!”

The girl smiled.

“ What is vour idea,”
derson Fish?”

“T haven't any idea,” he said, “in that. It is cer-
tainly impossible for you to stay in that hotel, now
that we know Jesse Tdme\ is after you. The only
place of refuge that I can think of is in the home of Mr.
Tls]] %

“Very well,” replied Edna. “T suppose it is a mat-
ter that in a good many ways is out of our hands. 1
suppose that you know I called on Mr. Fish?”

i YeS_”

“ And of course you know what I said to him. Under
the circumstances do you think that he would receive
me? " :

“T think that he would.”

Edna said no more, and the cab soon stopped at
the home of Anderson Fish. Maxwell Hyde briefly
related the circumstances surrounding the renewed at-
tack on the part of the James band upon the girl, and
Mr. Fish in a tone of surprise asked many questions.
In spite of himself, Mr. Fish felt that Edna Thomas
was telling the truth. His mind was in a chaotic state
because while he did not think it possible for the girl
to produce the necessary legal proof that she was ‘the
daughter of Franklin Thomas vet at the same time
Mr. Fish felt in his innermost heart that the girl was
telling the truth. Under the circumstances he decided
that after all, it would be best to receive IEdna and,
as Mrs. Fish was of the same opinion as her husband,
the beautiful girl became a member-of his household
temporarily. "

Maxwell Hyde, to whom had been assigned the uni-
form and plam clothes policemen, ordered the two offi-
cers to maintain a close watch by patrolling around the
outside of the Fish residence, and then Maxwell re-
signed his active participation in the protection of
Edna to these officers and after a few words with Mr.
Fish, started away to continue active search for the
James boys. ’

Jesse James, meanwhile, had been hurrying away
from the scene of his last attack upon Edna Thomas.
The outlaw reproached himself for having allowed

“in taking me to An-

she said,

~himself to be betrayed into the position of attacking

the girl in such a public place. As a matter of fact, he
had not intended to make the attack. He was spying
about at the hotel in an effort to get the lay of the
land, and his sudden coming upon Maxwell Hyde and
Edna had caused him to lose his hair-trigger temper.
Jesse had made his escape irom the hotel without diffi-
culty, and after he had searched through the crowd
about him. rejoined his brother Frank, and the two
outlaws walked hastily away together.

“You certainly got into trouble that trip,
said Frank in a laughing tone of voice.

“T certainly did,” replied Jesse.. ‘I know it was a
foolish thing for me to do, but when I saw.that infer-
nal detective, I lost my head completely.”

Jesse,”
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“Well, it's the first time on record.”

“ Why didn’t you use your gun?”

“I didn’t have time. That fellow Hyde got me
quicker than a flash, and then that girl dropped a
clock on top of my head and it was all off with me.”

“1It’s a wonder she didn’t kill you!”

“ She would, if the clock had been heavier. As it was,
I am pretty well cut up on the top of my head. Do
you know, Frank, that 'girl’s got an awful temper!”

“1 don’t know much about her temper, but if she
fires clocks like that very often, she'd need to get her
father’s fortune to pay up the expenses—a girl who
fires a forty-dollar clock at a man will eat up a lot of
furniture at the end of a year. But look here, Jesse,
what are we going to do?”

*“I'm going back to see old Meg, that fortune-teller.”

“ Why, youre crazy! TIl bet you that fortune-
teller’s joint is alive with policemen.”

“I don’t believe so. Those policemen never would
suspect that we’d have the nerve to go back to see old
Meg, and I'll bet you seven dollars that we will find
her unprotected. If we do, I'll warrant it’ll be a bad
five minutes for her.”

*“ What are you going to do with her?”

“I’'m ashamed to tell you. I'm goimg to make her
tell me first what charm she uses to make her appear
as an old woman one moment, and a pretty young girl
the next. When I get that out of her, I'm going to
make her cough up all the facts about that missing
heiress.  If she don’t tell me where I can find that girl,
people will ‘be walking slow behind her ‘and there’ll
be a wreath of immortelles on her coffin in about four
minutes.”

There was a deadly light of anger in Jesse James’s
eyes as he spoke. Jesse always, in his career, had re-
softed to unnecessary cruelty. Frank thought of the
days when he and his brother had tortured to death a
Pinkerton detective whom they had captured in a vain
effort to make their captive divulge the plans of his
employers.  Frank drew a long breath and looked at
Jesse. He knew when he saw a flickering light that
glanced in the outlaw’s eyes, and a sudden tlghtemng
of the thin lips of his brother, that the devilish nature
of the man was in the ascendency Frank knew fur-
ther that it was impossible to thwart his brother when
he had thrown every consideration to the winds, except
that of revenge.

“ All right, old man,” Frank laughed. “All T can
say is that I hope old Meg has made her will! It seems
to me that the old hag has been cut apart from hu-
man life and is standing in the shadow of her grave.”

The two outlaws soon reached the home of old Meg.
Utterly careless of consequences and with but a brief
investigation, they decided that old Meg’s home was
unguarded, and the two men entered the house and
knocked at the fortune-tellet’s reception parlor on the
first floor. Old Meg opened the door. She staggered
back, her face wlnte drawn, and tense with fear. She
knew Jesse James in a moment, and she identified the
tawny mustached man with him as Jesse’s no less
dangerous brother Frank.

With a faint smile on his face, Frank James held a
revolver at the cowering and trembling old woman's
head. Frank locked the door, the grating of,the lock
sounding like a knell of doom.

“T want you to answer some questions,” Jesse mur-
mured in his low, deep voice, which at times seemed

to contain the same notes that make up the snarl of a
wild beast. ‘ You sit down, and don’t you try to make
a fuss!”

The unfortunate fortune- tellm sank into a chair and
covered her face with her hands.

Frank posted himself near the door.

“ Now look here, Mother Meg,” said Jesse, “ I want
you to tell me how you changed yourself from an old
woman to a young one, and thus deceived my side
partner, Clel Miller.”

“I didn’t!” replied Meg.

“You lie!” returned Jesse.

“1I swear to you I didn’t!”

“Then how was it,” asked Jesse, “ that when Clel
Miller came here he talked to a woman he supposed
was you? She looked exactly like you, yet when
I came here, I quickly found that the woman Clel had
talked to was disguised and was the missing heiress.”

“1 tell you, I don’t know anything about it,” an-
swered old Meg. ¢ Maxwell Hyde asked me these
same questions. I answered him as I am answering
you. I don’t know.”

Jesse laughed sarcastically.

“ Nonsense,” he said.  You can’t fool me!
me where that girl, is or I'll kill you.”

She threw all dis-

You téll

Old Meg jumped to her feet.
cretion to the winds.

“ If you touch a single hair of that girl’s head, I will
put the great curse upon you, outlaws that ye are!”
howled the Witch of the Serpent.

Jesse James raised his hand. There was a sharp re-
port, a burst of flame, and old Meg pitched forward
on her face dead.

“ Good ' God, Jesse, what did you do that for!”
gasped Irank,

“ There was no use fooling W1th that old hag,” mur-
mured Jesse. ©“ You hurry up and search this room and
see if we can’'t get some trace of where that girl is:
This is our last chance for the million. This game is
too hot for us. We don’t stand the shadow of a look
in.”

With frantic haste the two men searched the room,
A desk in one corner of the room was broken open by
Frank with his Bowie knife. Papers within the desk
were quickly scanned, but not one single thing was
discovered that in any way threw light on the mystery.

“ Foiled!” hissed Jesse, with a blood curdling oath.
“ Frank, it's no use. The jig is up! ‘All St. Louis
is up against us. All Missouri is aflame with the desire
to exterminate us. It's back to old Jackson Country
for ours!”

“1 don’t know whether we'll get there or not.”

“I don’'t much care. Here's
were ever in-ending in nothing.
hard luck!”

the biggest scheme we,
Was there ever such
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“ Let’s dust out of here quick,” said Frank. “ Some-
body may have heard your shot.”

The outlaws quickly left the house, paying no atten-
tion to the silent form lying face downward on a rug.
Jesse James had secured his revenge and cared noth-
ing for the life that he had taken.

As the two men issued from the fortune-teller’s
home, Jesse grasped Frank by the arm.

“ There comes Maxwell Hyde!” snapped Jesse.

At the same moment, the two men saw coming from
an opposite direction a squad of blue-coated police-
men.

Maxwell Hyde saw the outlaws almost at the same

instant that Jesse discovered him. In a moment Max-
well Hyde let fly with his revolver, just as Jesse raised
his pistol to shoot. The bullet from Hyde’s revolver
struck the weapon of Jesse, but did not harm the out-
law. But the shot tore Jesse's gun from his grasp, and
the impact of the shot caused the outlaw to stagger
backwards, while his revolver rang upon the stone
pavement, and again exploded, the shot, however,
harmlessly burying itself in a tree.

Frank took a flying shot at Maxwell Hyde, but
missed. The posse of policemen rushed forward as
they heard the shots and a fusillade of bullets came
tearing towards the outlaws.

“Back, Jesse, back!” howled Frank. “Into the
house, quick!” ¢ ‘

Jesse did not stop to pick up his revolver, but disap-
peared with Frank again into the fortune-teller’s home.
The outlaws, ran through the house, leaped into an
area or courtyard in the rear of the dwelling, scaled a
fence with remarkable agility, and disappeared down
the street as the howling mob of police, headed by
Maxwell Hyde dashed through the front door in pur-
suit.

The policemen commanded by Maxwell Hyde,
searched every nook and cranny in the building and
made a house to house canvass in a gallant effort to
round up the outlaws. They were unsuccessful. Max-
well Hyde, baffled again, felt that the two outlaws had
made their escape, and although he did not tell his
companions so, felt sure that they had made off and he
surmised that the outlaws had given up their too dan-
gerous plot and had returned to Jackson County, where
the detective knew that they were perfectly safe, sur-
rounded as they would be there by a multitude of
friends and confederates. But Maxwell Hyde's indom-
itable perseverance made him once more swear to him-
self that come what might, he would catch the out-
laws, and with bowed head and in no amiable frame of
mind, he returned to the home of Anderson Fish to
acquaint him and Edna Thomas with the terrible story
of the death of old Meg, the fortune-teller, and the es-
cape of her murderers.

CHAPTER XIIIL.
EDNA THOMAS REVEALS HER SECRET.

On the same evening of the day in which old Meg
had been so foully assassinated, Anderson Fish, Edna
Thomas, and Maxwell Hyde sat in the library of Mr.
Fish’s home listening to the story of the death of the
fortune-teller;

Edna’s face was white with suppressed emotion, and
it was with difficulty that she restrained her tears.
Neither Maxwell Hyde nor Anderson' Fish, under the
circumstances, felt like pressing Edna for the explana-
tion that they felt was their due as to her strange con-
duct in not only refusing to claim the fortune which
awaited her, but in her association with the fortune-
teller.

Edna, however, felt that the time for concealment
on her part had ended. Her heart was torn with sor-
row over the death of old Meg, and in a faltering voice
she told Mr. Anderson that the death of old Meg had
removed from her lips the seal of secrecy which would
haye bound them not to answer any questions as long
as the old woman was alive.

“1I do not know how to begin my recital,” Edna fal-
tered.

“ Perhaps it would be better for me to ask you ques-
tions,” rejoined Mr. Fish.

“ For some reason or other, I believe that we can
more quickly arrive at a solution of the mystery in
this manner than by asking you to tell the story, which
I doubt in your nervous and grief-stricken state you
could easily do.”

“ Thank you,” Edna replied.
questions as well as I can.”

Maxwell. Hyde folded his arms and stared into the
flickering flame of the lamp that stood on a table. Mr.
Fish folded his arms also and began pacing up and
down as if he had been in a court-room examining a
witness, while Edna sat in a chair in the center of the
room, her white face turned in appeal to the lawyer.

“ First, Miss Thomas,” asked Mr. Fish, * who was
old Meg?”

“ She was my father’s only sister,” replied the girl.

“T will answer your

Anderson Fish wheeled around and looked at the
girl with ‘amazement on his face.*

“What!” he said, “are you mad? The only sister
of Franklin Thomas died many years ago. I know
this to be true because Mr. Thomas told me so.”

“ I know that my father did not know that his sis-
ter was not dead. Mr. Fish, as you are conversant
with all my dead father’s affairs, you know how fond
he was of hunting wild game, and how, every summer,
he used to go on hunting expeditions to the shores of

- Coronation Gulf far away out in the remote frontier

of British North America.”
“ Yes, yes, I know that,” answered the lawyer.
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“Very often my father’'s sister Ethel Thomas ac-
companied her brother to those inaccessible wilds as
she was equally as fond of an out-door life as he.”

“ 1 did not know that,” the lawyer returned.

“ On one of the summer trips, my aunt met on the
shores of Coronation Gulf, a young man with whom
she fell in love. This young man, Rudolph of the
LLong Knife, as he was called, was a member of the
band known as the Outlazvs of Blue-IWaters. The
band was not much better than that now surround-
ing Jesse James. Of course my father, as soon as he
heard of the foolish love escapade of his Sistér, at-
tempted to break up the friendship.® Possibly, if my
father had been a little wiser, he would not have com-
batted the friendship quite so strenuously. Resistance
on the part of the family of a girl to the man she
thinks she's in love with, usually makes the girl stick
to the man she has selected. My father tried every
means possible to break up the marriage that he saw
foreshadowed, -but he was unsuccessful. His only
sister eloped and married the outlaw, and my father
never communicated with her or had anything to do
with her after the marriage. This treatment rankled
in the mind of Rudolph of the Long Knife; who was a
thoroughly bad man, and one night he conceived the
plan of stealing me, who was then an infant.
horn some time after the marriage of my father’s sis-
ter to the outlaw Rudolph, and Rudolph thought that
his revenge upon my father would be complete by
stealing me. Old Meg was not old Meg then, and

I am sorry to say she assisted in the plot of her hus-

band, as she was bitterly angry at her brother for
not accepting her husband, and for casting her off and
leaving her out of his will, as she well knew that he
done.”

~ Anderson Fish was utterly dumbfounded by the rey-
elations of the girl, but he felt sure from some facts
that he knew, that Edna was telling the truth. He
listened intently while Edna continued.

“ After my abduction,” the girl continued, “1 was
taken charge of by old Meg, and for several years lived
with her on the shores of Coronation Gulf. Of course,
my treatment was of the best. Old Meg did all in the
world that any one could do for a child. After the
death of her husband, who was shot when I was five
years oid in a battle with revenue officers, who wished
to arrest him as a smuggler, old Meg came to St.
Louis.”

* Did she bring you with her? " asked the lawyer.

foyesi

““What did she do with you next?” questioned the
attorney.

* She educated me here in St. Louis. In my younger
days she maintained me at a convent, and as the money

she had brought with her soon dwindled, she resorted
to the occupation of a fortune-hunter to gain enough
money for our support.”

stand them.

I was-

“Old Meg revealed all these circumstances to you,
did she not?” asked the lawyer: ]

“ She did, as soon as I was old enough to under-

We talked the matter over thoroughly,
and old Meg, my aunt, often assured me that she bit-
terly regretted her part of stealing me from my
father. So far as I was concerned, my father was more
a vision to me than an actuality. I had never seen
him, my mother died at my birth, and of course, I had
never seen her. I had always been reared with more
or less luxury, and I did not care for my father’s mil-
lions. You can see how, torn by conflicting feelings,
it would be impossible for me to claim/ my father’s
fortune. If1 had made this claim, I would have to tell
the scandalous story of how my own aunt abducted me,
of how she had made an unfortunate marriage, and I
preferred to allow the skeleton in our family closet
to remain closely locked in, rather than to unleash
it and allow it to dance in the sight of all mankind.”

“Well,” replied Anderson Fish, “ it was very loyal
in you, of course, but at the same time, slightly—ah—
Utopian!” G

* Of course, you do not see the sentimental stand-
point with which I view this circumstance,” the girl
replied. *“ Men and women do not look upon problems
of this kind from the same angle. I felt that it was
my duty not to cover old Meg, who had sheltered, fed
and educated me, with the mantle of her crime merely
to gain possession of money that I did not need, and
which I am not sure that I want now.”

“Your feelings were laudable, at least,” said the
lawyer, “but when did you finally decide to make
the claim ‘upon your father’s millions? o

“ Not until I read in the newspapers of the raiding
of the bank at Cemetery Hill by Jesse James and his
companions. Then old Meg, my aunt, told me that my
father’s private papers were there. I then knew that
it was time for me to take-.action. I suspected that
Jesse James would secure the documents which would
lead him to make a dash for the Thomas millions, and
I assumed a disguise that made me look like my aunt
on the day that Clel Miller called .in the hopes that I
could throw the outlaws off the scent, and could pro-
tect my aunt and myself from their dastardly at-
tempts to blackmail you, Mr. Fish, as executor of the
estate, into paying them a tremendous reward to reveal
my identity and my whereabouts. But the further I
got in this plot, the more mixed it became.”

Maxwell Hyde leaned forward earnestly as the girl
finished speaking.

“Did old Meg
Thomas?” Maxwell Hyde asked.

“ She did not.

know of your disguise, Miss

She told the truth when she said that

she was away from her home that day, visiting another

She did not lie to
She

friend who was also a fortune-teller.
vou, Mr. Hyde, when she made that statement.
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knew nothing at all of my attempts to save her from
the consequences of her own misdeeds.”

“1 suppose of course that you have records that
will prove the truth of your story?” said the material-
istic lawyer,

“1 have,” replied the girl.. * My aunt, old Meg, has
a safe im a Safe Deposit Company’s vault here in St.
Louis, and all the facts that I've related to you can be
substantiated by those records.” :

Anderson Fish studied over the words of the girl for
somegtime. He knew in his own mind that she spoke
the truth. He had accepted her story as being true,
but he felt that after all the anguish and pain she had
suffered, that he would like, if possible, to reinstate
her in the possession of her father's millions without
in the slightest degree shedding upon the terrible
story the fierce light of publicity.

“ It would seem to me that the best thing for us to
«do now,” the lawyer said, “ will be for Miss Thomas
to go quietly away from St. Louis without making
any claim at present upon her father’s estate. I think
she had ‘better go to New York, and after several
months, when the escape of Jesse James from jail, his
flight and his return to his home in Jackson County
have become mere memories in the public mind, then
Miss Thomas can make a claim upon the estate. This
she can do through counsel to whom I will send her in
New York, and it need not be known in any way that
1, as executor of the estate of Franklin Thomas had
.any knowledge of the heiress prior to the time that
the New York attorneys make the claim upon the es-
‘tate.

“Iam in your hands, of course, Mr. Fish,” the girl
replied. “ And possibly the proposition that you have
made is the best one for us all.”

“Have you any mponey? " asked the lawyer.

, 1 have fifty thousand dollars,” replied the girl, with
a gleam of amusement in her eyes. “ It was paid to
me by Clel Miller as what you—er—lawyers say—
well, as a retaining fee, so as to speak.”

Iiish,

“And like all good lawyers,” answered Mr.

“ you have retained the fee.”

“But I suspect,” answered the girl, “that this
money was part of the loot taken from the Cemetery
Hill Bank. Rightfully, of course, the money should
be returned to the bank.”

‘As your father’'s estate holds all of the stock in
the Cemetery Hill Bank, with the exception of a few
shares held by dummy directors, it would appear to
me, as a lawyer, that Jesse James, when he robbed the
Cemetery Hill Bank, robbed you of fifty thousand dol-
lars.”

“ And when he retained me with that fifty thousand
dollars, he was simply paying me back my own,” re-
marked the girl. * Do yvou know what I am going to do
with that money, if you think I may as well retain it? ”

“1 paid over a few years irom father’s
estate, the sum of fifty thousand dollars in a draft
made payable to the president of the Cemetery Hill
Bank to reimburse depositors for the money of theirs
stolen by Jesse James and his gang. I think then you
can retain the fifty thousand dollars given to you by
Clel Miller as a retaining fee, without taxing your con-
science very much.”

ago your

i \
“ There now remains little for me to do except to see

that the deserving poor is rewarded.”

asked the

“ Are rewarded, you mean, do you not?”
lawyer. i
“No, I mean is rewarded,” laughed the girl, “I'm
going to give that money to Maxwell Hyde for his
bravery in protecting me from the Jesse James gang,
and also for saving my life, which, between us, I do not

think is worth fifty thousand dollars.”
* You probably® would not sell it for ﬁftv thousand

dollars, would you?” asked the lawyer. o

“ Of course not,” answered the girl. e v

Anderson Fish turned toward the chair in thée
shadow where Maxwell Hyde should have been
seated. He gave a gasp of astonishment when he

found the chair tenantless.

“Where is Maxwell Hyde?
astonishnient.

the lawyer asked

“He cer'tainl_\' is not sitting in that chai¥ where he
was five minutes ago, and I do not remembes seeing
him steal out of the room,” Edna Thomas replied. -

*“ There’s something white in that chair,”
lawyer. * It looks like a card.”

said the

Edna ran to the chair and picked up a card. She
carried it to the lamplight and read it aloud to Ander-
son Fish.

¢

I can do no more good here. T have gone to find

Jesse James—Masxwell Hyde!’”

These were the words that Edna Fhomas read :

* Maxwell Hyde is a remarkable man,”
Edna.

murmured

“ Alas, his mission is a dangerous oite |
: e

- ETRHY

THE END.
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wierd document found within a secret cabinet of
Napoleon Bonaparte’s. ;

The fact that dozens of worthless and unreliable
imitations have been placed on the market demon-
strates it to be a fact that THE OLD THREE
WITCHES DREAM BOOK stands today as al-
ways the original and only reliable Dream Book
published.

It is for sale by all newsdealers, or it will be sent
postage paid upon receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,

Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

2

book as a guide it is impossible to go astray.

The New and Complete
LETTER WRITER

The latest book. The most .
complete and best book eyer
published upon the important
subject of THE ART OF LET-
TER WRITING.

It is the largest book ever of-
fered for the money.

It contains all the modern
forms, of correspondence and
gives all the information needed
by those desiring to write Love
Letters or Business Letters.

FRIENDSHIP, LOVE AND
COURTSHIP

 In all its phases up to marriage
are carefully provided for by letters covering every
possible subject that might arise; and by using this

THE BUSINESS LETTERS

Contained in this' book are invaluable to those en-
gaged in mercantile pursuits.

THE NEW AND COMPLETE LETTER
WRITER
is for sale by all newsdealers or it will be sent post-
age paid to any address upon receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.

NEW TOASTS
AND MAXIMS

ALSO A FEW PROVERBS

If you want the best book of
TOASTS that has ever been
published; if you want new
Toasts to spring upon your
friends instead of the hoary with
age, moss grown assortments
published in the so called
“Toast Books” of other pub-
lishers buy this book of NEW
TOASTS which has just been
published in our  MAMMOTH
SERIES. It is not only the
best book but the largest book ever sold for ten
cents.

For sale by all newsdealers or sent postpaid upon
receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A,

Riddles and
Conundrums

Hard Nuts to Crack :

All New and
Up-to-Date

One thousand brand new up-
to-date RIDDLES AND CON-
UNDRUMS that you have nev-
er heard before, instead of the
old chestnuts that make your
victims want to hit you on the
t head with a sand bag when you

get them off.

This is the best Riddle Book and collection of f
Conundrums ever published, and the biggest one
ever sold for ten cents. 2

For sale by all newsdealers or sent postage paid
by the publishers upon the receipt of ten cents.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY,
Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A.




The Most Thrilling,

THE ADVENTURE SERIES e Most Thriling,

Stories of Adventure and the Far West ever Published. The Absolutely True
and Authentic History of the Lives and Exploits of America’s Famous Bandits.

ALL PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED

No. 2. The James Boys of Qld Missouri.

The Only True Account Ever Published of the Most
Desperate Bandits of All Time.

This thrilling story of the Outlaw Kings, who
terrorized the Middle and Far West, is profusely
illustrated. It is based on facts related by eye-
witnesses of the awful deeds. It breathes of ter-
rible revenge. It pulses with intense excitement.
For the first time the real history of the assassina«
tioa of JESSE JAMES is set forth.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 6. The Younger Brothers.

The = startling and nigh incredible exploits of
these four brothers who terrorized a dozen States
are written from the account of their deeds given
by Cole and Bob. Driven from their homes by
the persecutions of the Federal troops during the
Civil War, one after another of them enlisted under
the ‘“ Black Flag” of the Guerrilla Chieftain,
Quantrell, and finally joined the notorious James
Boys as members of their gang.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per ‘copy.

No. 8.

Known in Alabama and throughout the adjacent
tates as the ‘‘ Prince of Train Robbers,” Rube
Burrow held up the railroad flyers and looted the
safes in the express cars for four years ere he
was finally killed. Hundreds of detectives were
sent out to capture him, but his arrest was actually
accomplished by a huge negro. Even after he was
in jail, by ~ clever ruse, he made his captors
prisoners. .

Rube Burrow.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 11. Jesse James’ Midnight Raid.

This story describes the descent of the notorious
outlaw and his men upon a * boom ” mining town
of Nevada. As they are encamped in a canyon they
are startled by a cry.. An investigation leads to an
encounter with several ferocious mountain lions and
the finding of a woman’s corpse. Proceeding to the
town, the bandits arrive just in time to prevent the
lynching of the husband of the woman, who, it is
learned, fled from her home with her baby to escape
the advances of the boss of the town, a gambler.
Jesse decides to unmask the,villain, and in doing so
meets with a series of adventures that are thrilling,
finally escaping from a snake-infested cave by mak-
ing a human bridge.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 4. Harry Tracy.
The Death Dealing Oregon Outlaw,

The trail of blood left by this terrible bandit from -

one side of the State to the other is set forth with
all its graphic details in this book. With the narra-
tion of the gruesome crimes there is the story of
thé overwhelming love of this reckless desperado, a
love which lured him to his death, a death well
fitting his wild, lawless life. More than fifty illus-
trations.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20¢ per copy.

No. 7.

These bandits of the Far West were the most
desperate train robbers that ever lived. In this
book is given the first true history of the raids
and robberies, including an account of the most
daring "deed in the annals of crime, the robbing of
two banks at the same time, in broad daylight, and
the outlaws’ battle with twenty armed men,, as told
by the United States Deputy Marshal.

Dalton Gang.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 9. Jesse James"Dash for Fortune.

With a handful of men, the terrible desperado sets
out to steal the gate-money at the fair in Kansas
City. He and his pals have a series of adventures,
discovering the dead body of a young girl, running
the murderer to earth at the danger of being cap-
tured themselves by detcetives, finally arriving at
the fair grounds where Jesse seizes the cash box
from two men, escaping with more than $10,000 in
booty.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c per copy.

No. 12. Jésse James’ Greatest Haul.

)
The awful threat of the ‘‘ Red Death' having
been declared against some friends of the despera-
does by a band of night riders, Jesse and his men
set out to exterminate the gang. The pursuit of
this purpose carries them on a raid into Kentucky,
marked by a trail of biood and arson and terrible
deeds which culminate in the robbery of the bank
in Russelville in broad daylight in the presence of
scores of citizens and a successful escape despite
the inexpected arrival of a posse of detectives.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 20c Per copy.

$20,000 Reward—Dead or Alive!!

Read about it in the great book, “TESSE TAMES,
MY FATHER,” written by his son, Jesse James,
Jr., the only true account of the life of the famous
outlaw. Read how this bandit kept an army of de-
tectives, sheriffs and United States marshals scour-
ing the country and was shot in the back by a
traitorous pal. ~Read about the fatality attached to
the name of Jesse James; how the officers of the law
tried to visit the sins of the father on the head of
the son. Read about the persecution and the har-

rowing anguish of Jesse James’ family in the graphic '

words of his son and heir. Read these facts. Every-
body should know them. There is nothing to perveri
the young, there is nothing to repel the old.
at the reproductions of the only pictures of Jesse
James, his mother and his son in existence, except
those owned by his family.

Price, by mail, postpaid, 25¢c per copy.

Look-

Truth Stranger Than Fiction.

The most marvelous and extraordinary
book ever written, ** THE MAN THEY
COULD NOT HANG.” Absolutely true,
The astounding history of John Lee. Three
times placed upon the scaffold and the
trap sprunfz! Vet to-day he walks the
streets a free man!!! Tllustrated from
photographs. Do not fail to read this, the
most remarkable book of the century. For
sale everywhere, or sent, postpaid, upon
receipt of 15 cents.

The Above Books are For Sale by All Booksellers and Newsdealers or They will be sent
Post Paid upon Receipt of Price by the Publishers

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK CO. CLEVELAND,O.




THE GREATEST OF ALL WEEKLIES

BY THE GREATEST OF ALL DETECTIVE WRITERS

tions as those of “OLD SLEUTH.”
the enormous total of 50,000 words.

OLD SLEUTH WEEKLY

These stories, issued every Friday, are the greatest detective stories ever written.
country or any other whose tales are so thrilling, so entrancing, which so teem with excitement and desperate situa-
I The : stories are twice as long as those in any:other library, each story having

Nothing like it ever before attempted.

No man, has ever lived in this

THE FOLLOWING NUMBERS ARE NOW OUT:

1, The 7\11'{;:;‘;:;' of Old Sleuth, the Detective; or The Great Philadelphia
2. The. M.yslcx:y of the Missi Milli s
,.’ Dertha Missing Millions; or Tracked by a Great
3. The I:‘?iol:lcrct'of the Haunted House; or The Great Detective's Tragic

A

4 The King of all Detectives; or Young Jack Sleuth on the Trail
5. The L&xé;:tt Detective's Last Shadow;g.\' Tale of Herculean Detective
nture. )

'_{}m .\S}ll‘elnt Terrot; A Narrative of Genuine Detective Strategy.

é‘ .,“‘L. 1\;3! ed Beauty};] or The Mystery of the California Heiress.

. The Mystery of the Spaniard’s” Vendetta; or A Great Detective’s

Marvelous Strategy,

]9. ;T)I]lf g:reat JBond Robbery; or Tracked by a Female Detective.

& 'l'l( Sleuth’s Greatest Case; or Caught by the King of all Detectives.

L The Bay Ridge Mystery; or Old Sleuth’s Winning Hand.

12, §lmdo)vcd to h_xs Doom; or Foiled by the Yankee Detective.,
Lrapping the Counterfeiters; or The Lightning Detective on the Trail.

4. Trailed by the Wall' Street Detective; or Badger’s Midnight Quest.

A5, The Irish Detective’s Greatest Case; or The Strategy of O’Neil !

... McDarragh. f

16. The Greatest Mystery of the Age: or Saved by the Gipsy Detective.
Trapping the Moonshiners; or Strange Adventures of a Govermment

Dgtccti\'e in the Tennessee Mountains.
18. The (n'.'\nt D\e'lccuve Among the Cowboys; or The Weird Narrative of
a Lost Man, !

19, The Mystery of the. Black Trunk; or Manfred’s Strange Quest.

2 The Chief of the Counterfeiters: or The Boy Detective’s Greatest Haul.

21. The Mystery of the Floating Head; or Caught by the King of the
. "Detectives.

2 :l‘hc I{cautlf,u_] Criminal ; or The New York Detective’s Strangest Case. /

24 The Great Train Robbery; or Saved by a Woman Detective.

..’_1 The Ttalian Adventuress; A Tale of Marvelous Plots.

125, Rcd-]!{ng'ht (\_\ ill, The River Detective; or The Round-Up of the Wharf

at's Gang. :

26. The Twin Shadowers; or A Suprising Case of Mistaken Identity.

27, lhccbl_uugglc'.'s of New York Bay; or The River Pirates” Greatest
rime, A

28, Black Raven, the Terror' of the Georgia Moonshiners; or The Moun-. '

taineers' Last Stand.

on, Unmasking a Villain; or The French Detective’s Greatest Case.

Snm'i\vl!' .]]x.,\' a Russian Duke; or An American Detective ‘Among the
thilists.

#1. The Mystery of the Black Pool; or The Dutch Detective’s Sensational

i

anfl,
The Veiled Tady of the Ruins: or Hamud’s Ghastlv Discovery.
3. Foiled by a Corpse: or A Tale of the Great Southwest.
Nigl;t Hawk, the Mounted Detective; or Trailing the Mountain Ont-’
aws. .
45, Kidnapped in New York; or The Dangers of a Great City.
Tured by a Siren: or In the Clutches of a Beautiful Blackmailer.
a7, ©Old Sleuth’s Triumph; or The Great Bronx Mysterv.
28 A Trail of Blood; Being the seauel to ‘“ Old Slenth’s Trimmph.” i
00, The Band of the “ Red Oath;” or Run to Cover by a Government
Spy.
40. Tcmp{éd by a Woman; or The French Detective’s Narrow Escape.
41, The Million Dollar Conspiracv: or. Old Sleuth to the Rescue.
49, Accused from the Coffin; or The Frustration ef a Dastardly Plot.
43, Coolness Against Cunning: or Trailed by * Faithful Mike.”
44, Toiled by T.ove; or The *“ Molly Maguires” 7 ‘East Stand.
{5, Under a Million Disguises; or Manfred the Metamorphosist. §
#6. Tracked by the Man of Mvstery; or Manfred’s Great Trinzmph, being
2 a sequel to Under a Million Disguises. . :
47. The Human Blood-Hound; or The Bowery Detective on the Trail.
" Manfred’s Strangest Case; or Foiled by the Weird Detective.
49. Monte-Cristo Ben, the Ever Ready Detective; A Narrative of Re-
markable Complications. i
50, Old Terrible, the Iron Arm Detective: or The Mystery of The Beauti- }
71, The Stain of Guilt; or * Old Puritan”” to the Resene.
ful Heiress. A 3
52 A Conspiracy of Crime; or TFoiling the Kidnappers. X
5. 4 Old Tronsides” in France; or ‘Trailed by the Giant Detective.
54, The Beautiful Muystery of Paris; being the sequel to “ Old Iron~)
sides’”” in France. i, i
55, The Gypsy Detective on the Trail: or Solving a Great Crime.
56, The Half-Breed's Secret; A Narrative of Phenomenal Adventures.
57. “The Ttalian’s Revenge; A Thrilling Narrative of Adventures.
5R. A ‘Three-Fold Mystery; A Straight Out Detective Narrative.
50. The Midnight League; or The Giant Detective in Treland. SRR
The Secret of the Dungeon; being the sequel to ¢ The Midnight
T.eague.” 4
Gvpsy. l?r:mk. the Long Trail Detective; or Solving a Great Mystery,
62 The Weird Detective: or “ Old Baldy » on the Trail. i
i A Terrible Mystery; A Narrative of Peculiar Detective Tricks and
devices, SAVNS
The ]Ftr:||1_s:c<t Mystery in the World: or Harry Brand’s Winning Play.

el .

::lt The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case.
G The Old Miser’s Secret; A Strange Detective Case.
67. The Man of Mystery; or Mephisto the Detective,
68, The Mysterious Detective: or Solving a Great Case.

A Strange and Marvelous Narrative.

10. The American Monte-Cristo t ¢ 3
i) b continuation of ‘ The American Monte-

70. On Their Track; being the
Cristo.”

Tor sale by all newsdealers

Postage stamps taken the same

N

as money.

ya b
2.
3.
4.

[ores

(17X

70,

141.
142,

143.

and booksellers or ‘sent, postage paid by the publishers upon receipt of 6 cents per copy, 10 copies for 50 cents.
All back numbers always in stock.

The Onﬁnyipresent Avenger; being the continuation of * On Their

Track.
Tragedy and Strategy; being the conclusion of “ The Omnipresent
Avenger.” S
TheR Gypsy Detective’s Greatest Case; or Phil Tremaine to the
escue,
The Shadows of New York; or The American Monte-Cristo’s Winning
and,  \
The Ollddl_\Iagician's Weird Legacy; A Tale of Marvelous Happenings
in India,

A Mysterious Disappearance; A Singularly Strange Narrative.
The Red Detective; A Great Tale of Mystery.
The Weird Warnings of Fate; or Ebeon’s Strange Case.
The Treasure of the,Rockies; A Tale of Strange Adventures.
\ Bonanza Bardie’s Winning Strike; being the sequel to “ The Treasure
of the Rcckies.”
Long Shadow, the Detective; A Tale of Indian Strategy.
'lhef th,ic Disguise Detective; The Wierd Adventures of a * Trans-
orm.

. A Young Detective’s Great Shadow; A "Narrative of Extraordinary

Detective Devices.

Stealthy Brock, the Detective; or Trailed to their Doom. /.

Old Sleuth to the Rescue; A Startling Narrative of Hidden Treasure.

()ldR'Sleuthy; the Avenger; being the sequel to * Old Slemth -to the
escue. :

The Great Jewel Mystery: or The Right Man in the €ase.

Jackson Cooper, the Wizerd Detective; A Narrative of Wonderful
Detective Skill.

Foiling the Conspirators; or Daring Tom Carey to the Rescue.

'l'lu-aI P.;'x,nker’s Crime; or The Weird Adventures of * Phenoménral
oe.

Gasparoni, the Italian Detective; A Strange Weird Tale of City Life.

Tlu:D\-’o.ngcan‘ce of .Fate; being the sequel to * Gasparoni, the Italian

etective.” . >
The Seccret Special Detective; or “Old Transform” on the Trail.»
The Shadow~of a Crime; or the “ Iron Duke’s” Strange Case.
he Secret of the Kidnapped Heir; A Strange Detective Narrative.

Foi_}?d. h,,; a: Female Detective; being the sequel to * The Kidnapped
Teir.

¢ O1d Tronsides ” in New York; or The Daughter of the G. A. R.

The Irish Detective: or Fergus Connor’s Greatest Case.

The Shadow Detective; or The Mysteries of a Night.

Detective Thrash, the Man-Trapper; A Story of Extraordinary De-
tective Devices. %

“ 01d Ironsides’ at His Best; A Marvelous Detective Narrative.

Trailed by an Assassin; A Tale of Italian Vengeance.

The Lust of Hate; being the sequel to * Trailed by an Assassin.”

A Golden Cursc; or The Harvest of Sin. {

The Hotel Trawedv: or Manfred’s Greatest Detective Adventure.

The Mystery of Room 207; being the sequel to The Hotel Tragedy.

Gardemore, the Detective; or the King of the * Shadowers.”

The Fatal Chair; being the sequel to Gardemore, the Detective,

The Mack ‘of Mystery: or The Gravevard Murder.

The Twisted Trail: being the secuel to the Mask of Mystery.

Booth Bell: or The Prince of Detectives Among the Indians.

The Beautiful Cantive; being the continuation of Booth Bell. i

Boo(th Bell’'s Twisted Trail; being the sequel to The Beautiful
“antive. b

The Wall Street Detective; or Harry Weir, the Lightning Trailer.

The Banker's Sec-et: being the sequel to The Wall Street Detective.

The Wizard's T-ail: or The Mvstery of a Lost Casket.

The HMouse of Mysterv: being the sequel to The Wizard’s Trail.

Old Sleuth in New York: or Trailing a Great Criminal. s

Manfred, the Ventriloonist Detective; or Wonderful Midnight
“ Shadows ” in New York. X :

Wild Madge; or The Femrle Government Detective. <

Old TFlectricity in New York; or Wayne Winthrop’s Trail of a
“Dead Secret.”

Gamal the Hinchhacks or The Adventures of a Ventriloquist.

Seth Bond, Detective: or the Mystery of an Old Mansion,

Galloway, the Detective; or Running the Crooks to Earth,

0Old Sleuth’s Quest: or A Fair Davghter’s Fate.

Presto Quick: or The Weird Magician Detective.

O1d Tronsides T.ong Trail; or The Giant Detective Out West. £

TForging the Links: being the seauel to Old_Tronsides Long Trail.

Oueen Myra; or A Woman’s Great Game of Hide and Seek.

The Duke of New York: or The Adventures of a Billionaire.

Prowler’ Tom, the Detective: or The TFloating Beauty Mystery.

Man Against Man; being the seauel to Prowler Tom.

O1d Sleuth’s Silent-Witness: or The Dead Hand at the Morgue.

The Teague of Four; or The Trail of the Man Tracker.

The House of Fear: or The Young Dnke’s Strange Ouest.

Toiled by Fate: heing the seauel to The House of Fear.

A Dash for Millions; or Old Tronsides Trail of Mystery.

The Trail of Three: or The Motor Pirates’ T.ast Stand.

A Dead Man’s Hand; or Caught by his Own Victim.

The Woman of Mystery; or The Round up of the Diamond Smug:

glers.
Pooth Bell’s Double Mystery; or The Beautiful Mountain Maiden.
The Trail of the Black Trunk; or * Old: Ironsides’ and the kid-
nappers.
Manfred’s . Great Enigma; or Following the Ruby Trail.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY, CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S. A.







Standing Alone at the Head of‘ Its Class

The
American Indian Weekly

PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY

This great weekly is a radical departure from all other five-cent weeklies that are now being
published.

It has the greatest stories of frontier life, of Indians and of the far West that have ever been
issued.

The stories are longer than those published in any other five-cent library, except the celebrated
Orp SLeutTH WEEKLY.

They are all edited by Colonel Spencer Dair, the most celebrated Indian Scout, Bandit Tracker
and Gun Fighter of modern fiction.

A tew number is issued every Thursday.

LIST OF TITLES

THE OUTLAW’S PLEDGE or The Raid on the Old Stockade
TRACKED TO HIS LAIR or The Pursuit of the Midnight Raider
THE BLACK DEATH or The Curse of the Navajo Witch
THE SQUAW MAN’'S REVENGE or Kidnapped by the Piutes
TRAPPED BY THE CREES or Tricked by a Renegade Scout
BETRAYED BY A MOCCASIN or The Round-Up of the Indian Smugglers
FLYING CLOUD'S LAST STAND or The Battle of Dead Man’s Canyon
A DASH FOR LIFE or Tricked by Timber Wolves
RHEDECON. MBS SAG R s i e o e s or The Ruse of the Border Jumpers
. THE MIDNIGHT ALARM or The Raid on the Paymaster’s Camp
No. 11. THE MASKED RIDERS or The Mystery of Grizzly Gulch
or The Mounted Ranger’s Desperate Ride

: or The B‘andits of Great Bear Lake

No. 14. THE TRAGEDY OF HANGMAN’'S GULCH..................or The Ghost of Horn Mountains
No: 45 -+ THES TREASURES HORESNVMACKEN ZEE I SEES (et it o et berteat or The Outlaw’s Drag-Net
EFELED RS AT. SN BAS TNy st e e sanset o it or The Renegade’s Death-Vote

No. 1. THE MAIL RIDER’S DASH WITH DEATH or The Desperado of Poker Flat
. THE RED MASSACRE or. The Hold-Up Men of Barren Lands

No# 19 THE MYSTERY-OF THE ARCTLG CIRCLEE =5 i aa et s, or The Robbers’ Round-Up
No. 200 HOUNDED BY RED MEN or The Road Agents of Porcupine River
No. 21. THE FUR TRADER’S DISCOVERY or The Brotherhood of Thieves
No. 22. THE SMUGGLERS OF LITTLE SLAVE LAKE or The Trapper's Vengeance
No. 23. NIGHT RIDERS OF THE NORTH-WEST or The Vigilantes’ Revenge
No. 24. “THE SPECTRE OF THUNDERBOLT CAVERN............ or Tricked by Midnight Assassins
No. 25, RED HAND OF THE NORTH-WEST or The Pirates of Hornaday River

TO BE PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY

RO T o

No.
No.

© ®

1
]

RS

——

Y

s

May 25—No. 26, THE HERMIT BANDIT'S REVENGE or The League of the Fur-Stealers
June 1—No. 27. THE CURSE OF CORONATION GULF..............or The Outlaws of Blue Waters
June 8—No. 28. THE DOOM OF THE BANDED BROTHERS..............or The Demon Renegades
June 15—No. 29. THE WITCH OF DEVIL WHIRLPOOL or The Gun-Men of Split Lake
June 22—No. 30. TORNADO BESS THE KIDNAPPER or The Outlaws of Rabbit Island
June 29—No. 31. THE WRECKERS OF CARIBOU REEF or Border Bandits at Bay
July 6—No. 32. THE PLAGUE SPREADERS OF HUNGRY TRAIL....or The Robbers of Little Wind

The AMERICAN INDIAN WEEKLY is for sale by all newsdealers and booksellers, or it
will be sent to any address postpaid by the publishers upon receipt of 6¢c per copy, 10 copies for 50c.
All'back numbers always in stock.

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY
CLEVELAND, OHIO, U. S. A.
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