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CHAPTER XIX.

BHl Watson.

The sheriff of Ellisville sat in his
oflice olling the machinery of the law;
which is to say, cleaning his revolver,
There was not yet any courthouse.
The sherl® was the law. Twelve new
mounds on the hillside back of the
Cottage Hotel showed how faithfully
he had executed his duties as judge
and jury since he had taken up his
office at the begioning of the “cow
boom"™ of Elllaviile. His right hand
had found somewhat to do, and he had
done it with his might.

Ellisville was near the zenith of its
bad eminence. The entire country had
gone broad-horn. Money belng free.
whisky was mot less s0. The bar of
the Cottage was lined perpetually.
Wild men from the range rode their
horses up the steps and Into the bar
room, demanding to be served as they
sat In the saddle, as gentlemen should.
QGlass was too tempting to the wsix-
shooters of these enthusiasts, and the
barkeeper begged the question by
stowing away the fragments of his mir
ror and keeping most of his botiles out
of sight. More than once he was asked
to hold up a bottle of whisky so that
some cow-puncher might provg his
skill by shooting the neck off from
the flask. The bartender was tacl
turn and at times glum, but his face
was the only one at the bar that show-
ed any lrritation or sadness. This
rallroad town was & bright, new thing
for the horsemen of the trall-—a very
joyous thing. No fuseral could check
thelir hilarity; no whisky could daunt
thelr throats, long seared with alkall

it was notorious that after the clvil
war human life was held very cheap
all over America, it having been seen
how amall a thing is & man, how 1itLle
missed may be & milllon men taken
bodily from the population. Nowhere
was life cheaper than on the frontler,
and at no place on that frontler of
less value than st this wicked litlle
city.

The sheriff of Ellsville looked
thoughtful as he tested the machinery
of the law. He bad a warrant for a

psew bad man who had come wp from
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“Any troubleT"”

“Yep. Plenty.”

“Who1"

“Why, it's Cal Greathouse. You
know Cal. Last week he goos off
west & ways, a-lookin’ fer some winter
range that won't be so crowded. He
goes alone. Now, to-day his horse
comes back, draggin’ his Iariat. We
'lowed we better come tell you. O’
ecourse, they aim't no horse gettin’
away f'm Cal Greathouse, not if he's
alive.” |

The sheriff fell into thought, slowly
chewing at & splinter. “I'll tell you,”™
he sald at length, slowly, “I kain’t
very well git away right now. You
o over an’ git Cap Franklin. He's a
good man, Plck up somebody else
you want to go along with you, an’
then vou start out on Cul's trall, near
as you can git at it. You better take
along that d——d Greaser o' Yyorn.
that big Juan, fer he kin run traifl
like & houn’. You stop at all the out-
fits you come to, fer say ffty miles.
Don't do nothin’ more’'n ask, an’' then
go on. If you come to a outfit that
hain’t seen him, an’ thea another
outfit furder on that has seen him.
you remember the one that hain't. If
you doon't git no track in Afty mile,
swing around to the southeast, an’ cut
the main drive trall an’' see If you
hear of anything thataway. If you
don't git no trace by that, you batter
come on back In an’ tell me, aw'
then we'll see what to do about it
mt’l‘.' ]

“All right, BIlL.” sald Curly, rising
and taking a chew of tobacco, In
which the sheriff jolned him. “All
ight. You got any papers fer ws to
take along?™

“Papers?” sald the sheriff contempl
wously. “Papers? Hell!"

5 5 % = L]

Ike Anderson was drunk—ecalmly,
magnificently, ratiafactorily drunk. It
had taken time, but It was a fact pc-
complished. The sctual state of afl-
fairs was best known to Ike Anderson
himaclf, and not cbvious Lo the passer-
by. lke Anderson’'s gase might bave
been hard, but It was direct. His
walk was perfectly decorous and
stralght, his brailm perfectly clear, his

“Any trouble?”
the Tndian nations, and who had esle | hand perfectly steady.

brated his Srst day In town by shoot-
ing two mea who declined to get off
the sidewalk, so that he could ride his
horse more comfortably there.

Bill Watson, the sheriff of Elllsville,
was a hearily bullt man, sandy haired,
rod-mustached, and solid. Hia legs
were bowed and his carrlage awk-
ward. He had thick, clumsy looking
fingers, whose appearance belled their
deftness. Bill Watson had pgone
through the Quantrell rald In his time.
it was ncthing to him when he was
ts be killed. Buch a man is eareful
shooting, becanse he Is care
beiag shot, having therefore a
atage over the desperado
or three vietims, who docea not
the fact that his own days
numbered. The omnly trouble Ia
rd ihis mew bad man from
ow that his mental attitede
on this point was much the same as
t of Sherifl Bill Watson. There-
fore the sheriff was extremely careful
about the olling of the eylinder.

fie finished the cleaning of his six-
and tossed the clied rag into
the drawer of the tablé where he
kept the warrants, He slipped the
heavy weapon Into the scabbard at
his right leg and saw that the string
held the scabbard firmly to his trouser
leg, so that he might draw the gun
smoothly and without hindramce from
fta sheath. He was a simple, unpre-
tentious man; not a herofc figure as
he stood, his weight resting on the
sides of his feet, locking out of the
window down the long and wind-awept
street of Ellisville.

Gradually the gaze of the sheriff
foonsed, becoming occupled with the
re of & horseman whose steady
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Only, some
where deep down In his mind there
burned some litle, still, bine Bame of
devilishness, which left lke Anderson
not & human being. but a akilifel, logi-
cal and murderous animai.

“Thia,” sald Tka Anderason to him-
self all the time, “this Is little ke An-
derson, a little boy, playing. [ ean
#ra the greem flelda, the pleasant
meadows, the little brook that erosa-d
them, | remember my mother gave
me bread and milk for my supper, al
ways. My sister washed my bare feet,
when | waa a Iitile, Httle boy.” He
panaed and leaned one hand againat a
porch post, thinking. “A littie, little
boy,” he repeated to himself.

“No, It isan't,” he thought. “It's
ke Anderson, growing up. He's play-
ing tag. The boy tripped him and
langhed at him, and Ike Asnderson
got out his knife” He cast a red
eye about him.

“No, it lsa't,” he thought. “Tt's Tke
Anderson, with the people chasing
him. And the shotgun. [ke's grow-
ing np faster, growing right along
They all want him, but they don’t get
him. One, two, three, five, nine,
eight, seven—I counld count them all
once. Ike Anderson. No mother. No
sweetheart. No home. Moving, mov-
ing. But they never scared him yet
—Ike Anderson. 1 never took
any eattle!”

An impulse to walk seized him, and
he did so, quietly, steadily, umtil he
met a stranger, A man whose clothing
beapoke his reaidemce In Anotler re-
glon.

5 morning, gentle =ir,” said
Tke.

“Good moraning, friend,” said the
other, smiling.

“Centle wmir,” said Tke, “just lemme
look at yom watch a minuta, won't
you, please?”

Laughingly the stranger complied.
suspecting only that his odd accoster
might have tarried too long over his
cups, lke took the watch In his
hand, looked at it gravely for & mo-
ment, them gave it a jerk that broke
the chain, and dropped it into his own

sald softly, and
shot the glase of strawa off the eoun-
ter. “Thaunk you. Not after me.”
The whisky ran out over the floor, out
of the door, over the path and into
the road, but no one raised a voice in
rebhuke.

The blue flame burned a trifie higher
in Ike Anderson’s brain. He was
growing very much intoxiccted, and
therefore very qulet and very sober-
looking. He did not yell and flourish
his revolvers, but walked nlong de-
cently, engaged in thought. He passed
by the front of the Cottage Hotel. A
negro boy, who worked about the
place, was sweeping ldly at the porch
door, shuflling lazily about at his em-
ployment. Ike paused and looked
amiably at him for some moments.

“Good morning, colored scion,” he
sald plersantly.
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HOW TO DEAL WITH SERVANTS |

improve Home Ceonditions.
walked out of the

The Chicago Woman's club; after
a lengthy discussion, lald down the
following as seven vital rules In deal
ing with the servant girl problem.

improved, and this is the net result
as to dealing with servants:

Recognize that they are working
at a trade.

Pay the experis by the hour.

Let them share in the family Ife.

- Clearly define their duties. Don't
order suppers after the hired girl has
knocked off for the day.

Give her the best labor-saving In-
ventions.

Cut out the talk about social superi-
ority and recognize Mary Anm as a
human being belongilug to the same

strike was precipitated because of
fallure of the management of a mine
to interpret the rules regarding work
on & lower roadway Ian accordance
with the ideas of the miners, and not
on account of wages.

Pays Up Old Dsbta.
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‘moment of study, that with his wsixn

“Mawnin’, bo=s,” sald the negro, isterhood.
Teach ignorant mistresses that ca-
price doesn’t go with the women who
sell thelr time for speeifio duties.

The herolsm of wives whose hus
bands ounly get $9 a week was por-
trayed by Mrs. Ethelbert Stewart at
tha conference on “Woman ia Modern

ing forward with a scream. Ike had Industrialism.”
shot off the heel of his shoe, in the

. told women who
process not sparing all of the foot. l“"'"!r"r:ﬂul ;'“‘ B

bulldings till after miduight, in order
to eke out the lttle lncome and rear
families, Chicago, according to the
spoaker, has many such mothers, and

their courage is greater than that of
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problem.

The sherllf stood quletly facing him,
with his thumbs resting lightly in his
belit. He had not drawn his own re-
volver., He was chewing a splinter,
“Ike.” sald bhe, “throw up your hands.™

The nervea of some men aet more
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quickly tham those of others, and
such wen make the most dangorous chorus of 100 volees for the cocasion.
pistol abots, when they have good db St V. 08 6 A

postion and loag practice at the rapid
drawing of the revolver, an art at

that Uime moch caltivated. lke An-

derson's mind and perves and muy "T ""' “"':T “"“':
clen were alwayn lightaing ke In the .“:. . “":"" P paat l'"
instantaneous rapldity of thelr action, v ' bursements,
#2842, When all collections ashall
The eye could mcarce have followed Save Losn made aad Mils patd; there
s B8 By Wi (R Fyveier will be a notl balance In the lreasury

leaped to a lovel from his right-hand

duciod a apecial serviee al the meont-
ing which was followed by musical
and Merary exercises. The ladies’ ald
pociety of (he organization sarved a
sumptuwous supper, which was atlend-
ed by 115 guesia

R e

ncabbard.

abcoter he had fired onece at the whis-
xy barrel, once al the glasa of straws,
nnce al the negro's heel, twice atl the
floor, and once at the broomstick. The
elick on the emply shell was heard
clearly st the hotel bar, distinctly
ahoad of the double report thal fol
bowed, For, such was the rharpne=s
of this man's mental and muascular
actiom, be had dropped the emply re-
volver from hia right hand and drawn
th other with his left hand in time
to mect the fire of the aberiff,
(To be continued.)

A EULOGY ON SIN

Letter Carriers Lo Maal.

M. T. Finnan of Rloomington, see-
retary of the [llinols asscciation of
letter earriers, has lsaned the call for
the slzth annual conventlon, to be
beld at Oak Park Thursday, May 11
The represeniation for Chicago will
be one delegate for each 200 earriera,
and for all other ciiea one delagale
for each office. T. 1. MeCann of
Rockford s the wsiate president. A
number of suhjects of Importance to
the carriers of IMlinols will be dis-

cussed

M in Fﬂw Ceanter,

it 1s annownced In railroad eireles
that the freight runs om the [llinois
Central between Centralia and Dw
gquoin and Mounds and Duquoda are to
be run through from Centraila 0
Mounds without change. This will
i neceasitate the removal cf & namber
of rallroad families from Dmgquois to
thia city.

Woman's Declaration That It s All
Werth Living Fer.

The Parts correapondent of the Loe-
don Qlobe tells a curious story of &
cartain Englhiah writer . who
had alwayn, before he came to a most
disastrona end, been famous for his
want of balance.” Thia individual ap-
peara to have come by his defect nat-
urally enough, to judge from the por
trait of hia mother gketched by one
of his friends. The writer once fook
that friend to see the lady in question
and this Is the way In which the in-
terview la described.

“It was a beauntiful sunny day n
June, the sort of day when all normal
people want to be out of doors. We
went to a pretiy bouse in London, and
were ushered into a drawing rocm.
the shutters and curtaina of which
were all carefully closed, the gas be-
ing lighted, and where thers was &
gickening smell of some very strong
perfume. Crouched in a large chair
was the most terrible looking old | the Gartside mine, No. 3, mear Belle
dame, with long, skinny hands and | yille, came near bleeding to death
glittering black eves. She gave me & from a wound In hia right arm, cansed
claw to shake amd looked at me fixed- | by a chisel while he was at work.
lyv. ‘Young man, said she, ‘1 dont
know why yom eome to see am old
woman ke me, but [ can give yom
some excellent advice,
this. There iz omly one thi
earth worth liviag for,
gin.' "

behind bim, and he wheeled, still pus-
gled with the red film and the mental

Rainfall at Mashville.

W. C Spencer, the Nashville
weather forecaster, reporta that the
rainfall during the month of March
was 825 inches. In the same meonth
last year the precipitation was oaly
2.50 inches.

Miner's Life Is Baved.
Willlam CGray, a miner employed at

Sues Coal Company.

Frank leonard has filed mil
againet the Vietor Coal company of
fcr $10,000 dAamages for In-
received while employed ia the

A Child's Definitions.

The late Frederie R. Coudert,
yer and wit, had a great fondness For three months, ending Mareh 11,

children. He ecollected indefat there were 168 birthas in Jefferson
the quaint sayings of childres, and county, eighty-nine being girls and
one of the treasares of his Hbrary . seventy-nine boys.
was a amall manuescript volums filled
with definitions that childreh bad
composned. This volume was called a
“shild’s dictionary,” and these are e¢ivil war, aged 70, was
soma of the definitions that Mr. Con= by belng struck by
dert would read from fIt: | Upper Alton while

“Dust—Mud with the julce squeezed track. He was moved to
out of It hospital.

“Snoring—Letting off sleep.
“Apples—The bubbles that npple Mas Mie Bkull Fractured.
treen blow, Thomas Duffy, a member
“Back biter—a mosqunito.
“Fan—A thing to brush the warm on the
' Hilisboro, -

More Girle Than Boys.
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* ALMA MINEWORKERS WALK OUT | WANT A 8INOLE
Women Lay Dewn Rules on How %o | Men Are Sald to Be Dissatistied With | Winas slity

Henry Burmelster, formerly a farm-
er of near New Memphis, Clinton
county, who lost a fortune in specula-
tion, has been heard from by & num-
ber of his Belleville creditors, to
whom he has been indebted ever since
his disappearance, over Lwenly years
ago. A Belleville attorney recelved a
draft for over §600 with which to pay
Burmelster's Belleville creditors, with
interest. Burmelster had taken wup
the matter of his Indebtednesa some
weeks ago and had his atforney learn
the pames of his creditors and the
amount of clalms held agalast him.
After leaving New Memphis, Mr. Bur

The closing of the Hopewell school
ia Grand Prairie township was guite
novel. The puplls and parents, all of
whom are sturdy farmer folks, mel at
the schoolhouse on the closlag day
erocted a long table in the grove and
served a feasl to all comers, and sev-
eral hundred pupils, parents and vis-
itors partook of the good things to et
A Mierary program was given by the
puplls and a fine easy chalr was pre-
sented to Morris Flaher, the reliriag
teacher.

Young Man Killa Himaeelf.
John Lawrence Biricklin, 26 yvars
old, commitied sulchde at his bhome
three milea morth of Harrisborg by
shooting his head off with a shotgun.

Young Biricklia procared a shotgun,
saying he was golag hesting. Ooing

a abort distance from (he house, he
pulled off his shoe, placed the muzzie
of the gun In his mouth and, with hie
toe, pulled the trigger and biew his
head ol

e e —

Travia Kimore, a law student of
Ann Arbor, s In trouble at Ashiand.
He ia charged with abooting Attorsey
F. C. Mortimer of Bpriagfield, who de
fended the stepmother of Kimore ia A
family gquarrel. The young man o a
son of Valentine Elmore, a wealthy
grain dealer, and all of the people In-
volved move In the best circles of
Anhland.

Bhoota Aister With Rifle

AL Meteall, In the porthwesl guar
ter of Rdgar counly, Hasel, 7-yearold
daughier of Mr. and Mra Willam
Jones, waa Instantly killed by the ae-
ecidental discharge of a target rifle In
the hands of her brother, Eddle, aged
11. The ball entered the forehead of
penetrated the

the Mttle girl and
bhraim.

Qrester Vieginia.

The Virginia ity comnei]l has passed
an ordisance anmpexing to the ety of
Iﬂrﬂnh that part of Beer's Cheston
Hill addition now owlalde the corpor
| ate imits. The terrftory Includes two
housea belonging to Rebert Maalin,
with thelr grousds, and the Daslel
Mitehell, Miles Kendall and E B

Conover residences

Accepts Call From Texaa

Rev. C. W. Yates, who resiffned the
pastorate of the Comberiand Presby-
terian church at Salem to acoepl a
[ eall to the church at Lebanom, Ohlo,
haa given up the charge thers to ae
cept a call to the church at Balling-
er, Tex.

Goes to Anna Asylum,

Mra. Busan Worcester, wife of Mer-
rit Worcester of Raccoom township,
was adjodged insane in the county
ecourt and ordered taken to the Anma
hompital for treatment.

Joimt Chureh Concert.

A eoncert by the choirs of the Oer- |
man Evangelical churches of Nash-
ville and Centralia will be given fn |
the Evangelieal church in Nashrville
Thursday, May 12. |

Te Extend Telephone Lines.
The directors cf the Farmers’ Tele

to extend the company’s line
Hardin south to Meppin,




