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e threw Lis horse aeross | roald 1o
oppose their progi Posco1n s sty
rups and waved the paper over his

rhivad, ©* “Stop!” lne L ‘Give me
one minute!  Stop!™  Ile had a grand
voice, and he was known in many
parts ot the state for the great bass
roar with which lie startled his juries.
To be heard at a distance most men
lift the pitch of their voice. Smith
lowered his an octave or two, and the
result was like an earthquake playing
Aan organ in a catacomb

“Stop!” he thundered, *“Stop!”

In answer one of the flying Cross-
roaders turned and sent a bullet whis-
tling close to him. "The lawyer paused
long enough to how deeply in satirical
response; then, tlourishing the paper,
he roared again: “Stop! A mistake!
I have news! Stop, I suy! Horner has
got them!”

To make himself heard over that
tempestuous advance was a feat; for
him, moreover, whose counsels had so
lately been derided, to interest the pur-
puers at such a moment enough to
make them listen- to find the word
was a greater, and by the word and
by gestures at once vehemently -
perious and imploring to stop them
was a still greater. But he did it. e
had come at just the moment hefore
the moment that would have been too
late. They all heard him. ‘They ali
knew, too, that he was not trying to

Bave the Crossroads us a matter of |

duty, because he had given that up he-
fore the mob left Plattville. Indeed, it
was a question if at the Iast he huod
not tacitly approved, and no vie reared
Indictments for the day's work 1t
would do no barm to listen to what he
had to say. The work could wait. 1t

Mould “keep” for five minutes. They

began to gather around Lim, excited,
ftushed, perspiring and smelling of
Bmoke. Hartley Dowlder, won by
Lige's desperation and intrepidily, was
helping the latter tie up his head. No
one c'se was hurt.

“What is it?' they clamored impa-
tiently. “Speak quick!” There was
another harmless shot from a fugitive,
and then the Crossroaders, divining
that the diversion was in their favor,
secured themselves in their decrepit
fastnesses and held their fire.  Mean-
while the flames erackled cheerfully
in Plattville ears. No matter what the
prosccutor had to say, at least the Skil-
lett saloon and homestead were gone,
and Bob Skillett and one other would
be sick enough to he good for awhile

“Listen!” cried Warren Smith, and,
rising in his stirrups again, read the
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She made straight at Hartley
missive in his hand, a Western Union
telegraph form,  “Warren § h, P'latt

ville,”” was the direction
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['he telegram was signed by Horner,
the evitf, and by DBarvrett, the snped
fntendent of pelice at itonen

“I's all o unstake, boy the Liwy
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| opinion which, swu

ne 1ast moment, bis surprised head

garnished with a hasty wreath

rakis
fennel daisies.

“John Brow

hod lies a-moldering in |
|

le \\u' go marching on
Threo-quarters of an hour later the |
inhabitants ol the Crossroads, saved, |
they knew not how; 1ilty, knowing
nothing of the fu pendulum of !

© the events of

the day, had mavked the fatal moment
of guilt now on ors, now on them

wha deserved it vl
refugecs, conscious of atrocity, dum
for
world gone mad, hovered together in
a dark, ragged mass at-the o33iNng
corners, while the skeleton of the 1ot
ting buggzy in the slough rose behin
them against the face of the wes!.
They peered with stupetied eyes
through the smoky twilizht.

From afar, faintly through the
gloaming, came mournfully to their
cars the many voiced refrain, rainter,
fainter:

nitives

ed. by a  mivacle, thinking the

“John DBrown's body lies a-molder
the ground,
John Brown's body lies a-moldering in
the ground,
John Brown's body liecs—mold— * ¢ *
%% wo go march-*** on."”

CHAPTER X.

T the city hospital in Rouen
that pight a stout young man
introduced bhimself to Bar-
rett, superintendent of po-

*lice; Warren Smith and Ilorner, sheriff

of Carlow. He spoke in a low voice.
“My name is Meredith,” he said. *“Mr.
Harkless was an old and—and—" e

, paused for a moement. The Plattville

men nodded solemnly “An old and

. dear friend of mine,” he went on, with

|
|
|

some ditticulty, and Warren Smith took |
Lim silently by the hand. !

“You can come in and seec this man,
the Teller, with usif you like, M. Mer
edith,” said the superintendent. “Your
friend made it very bhot for him he
fore the two of 'em got away with him
He's so shot and hacked up his mother
wouldn't know him if she wanted to
At least that's what they say out here.
We haven't seen him. He's called Jer
ry the Teller, and one of my sergeants
found Lhim in the freight yard. Knew
it was the Teller, because he was stow
ed away in one of the empty cars thut
came from Plattville last night. And
Slattery—that's his running mate, the
oune we caught with the coat and hat
owned up that they beat their way on
that freight. lLooks like Sluttery-—let
the Teller do all the fighting., e ain't
scratched We've been at  Sluttery
pretty  hard, but he won't open his
Lead, and we hope to get somcthing
out of this one. He's delirvious, but
they say he'll come to before hLe dies
o you want to go in with us?”

“Yes,” said Meredith simply, and a
young surgeon presently appeared and
led them down a wide corridor and up
a narrow hall, and they entered «
quiet ward

There was a pungent smell of chem-
icals in the room. The light was low,
and the dimness was imbued with o
thick, confused murmur, incoherent
rings that came from a cot in
the cornoet It was the only cot in use

smuall

tl amd Meredith was con
ous of o terror that made him dread
to leok at it, to go near it.  Beside it
it silent, and upon it feebly
1 d the body of him whowm
| t haod culled Jerry the Teller
I'he Lead was a shapeless bundle, so
w.el it was with bandages and
clotl ml\\hltgullul the face was
Wils edloind pigmented
chie menlar the white
¢ man .v-m'rl immensely tall
Horner LW with vagne misg
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Are symptoms of nervous ex-
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with the use of Dr. Chasc's

Nerve Food.

1 o g
from
yiupt ¢
] rt e
v 1 Ly restoring
Ly the use of J
¢ 1 W s §

tiem and  nery

terposed. Bending over the cot,

1 ' I
2 ! 13

i ! [ ) ) Y e Sl i« hin
L i rentvined ol a s growin
1 Pty as he wat 1 tl
W i3 of v Peller piek
‘

i 1 ¢ ds and
Dies

sonse of wrong

spered. to the, sur

@ 1 now, . L foel as it 1
fellow to death myself,
it it were all ont of gear.. 1 know

now how gty felt over the KI'«‘;\!:

Guizard HTow tall he Jooks! That
doesn't seem to e like a thug's hand.”
‘he surzgdon nodded.  Or course if

t':. re's i m»!ulm to beimad» you can

make it. T doubt if this j= th mat.
When they foumd him. what clothes
he wore were tarn and stained, but
they had been good once, especially

the linen

I ‘1t bent over the recumbent fig
ure. “Nee here, Jerry,” he said, *'I want
to talk to you a little. Rouse up, will
}"1:1" Iiwant to. talk“toryou a8 a

Jert repeated l!’I"lt
more sharply. “Jerry! Rouse up, will
voun? We don't want any fooling, un-
derstand that, Jerry!” He dropped his
hand on the man's shoulder and shook
Lim slightly

The Teller uttered a short, gasping

“Let me,” sald Uday end swiltly in-

he said
in a pleasant voice: “It's all right, old
man; it's all right. Slattery wants to
know what you il with that mau
down at Plattviile when you got
through with him. Ile can’t remember,
and be thinks there was money left o
him. Slattery's head was hurt.  ite
can’'t remember. Ie'll go shares with
you when he gets it. Slattery’s going to
stand by you if he can get the money."”

The Teller only tried to move his free
hand to the shoulder Barrett had shak-
en. ;

“Slattery wants to know,” repeated
the young surgeon, gently moving the
hand back upon the sheet. “lle'll divvy
up when he gets it. He'll stand by you,
old man.”

“Would you please not mind,” whis
pered the Teller faintly—"would you
please not mind if you took care not to
brush against my shoulder again?”

The surgeon drew back, with an ex
clamation, but the Teller's whisper
gathered strength, and they heard him
murmuring oddly to himseltf. Mer:»
dith moved forward, with a startled
gesture. “What's that?" he said

“‘Seems to be trying to sing, or somn
thing,” said Barrett, bending over to
listen.

The Teller swung his arm heavily
over the side of the cot, the fingers ne
er ceasing their painful twitching., The
surgeon leaned down and gently moved
the cloths so that the white, scarred
lips were free. They moved steadily
They seemed to be framing the sem
blance of an old ballad that Meredith
knew. The whisper grew more distinet
It became a rich but broken voice, and
they heard it singing like the sound of
some far, halting minstrelsy:

“Wave “x*’rwa murmur witers—golden
sunbe
Earthly m

Annie Li

cannot w.ken—lovely—

Meredith gave an exclamation.

The bandaged hand waved jauntdy
over the Teller's head, “Ah, men,” he
said, almost clearly, and tried to lirt
himself on his arni, 1 tell you it's a
grand eleven we have this year! There
will be little 1ot of anything that
stands against them. It's our cham

| count on Barrett amd his sergeants to
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pionship. Did you sce Jim Romley ride " Y(

over his man this afternoon?”

As the voice grew clearer the sheriff
stepped  forward, but Tom Mereditl:,
with a loud cry of ‘grief, threw him-
self on his knees beside the cot and
seized the wandering fingers in his
own. “John!” he cried. *John, is it
you?:”

The voice went on rapidly, not heed-
ing him, “Ah, you needn’t how!! Well,
laugh away, you Indians! If it hadn't
been for this ankle—-but it seems to be
my chest that's hurt—and side-—not
that it gnatters, you know. The sopho
more's just as good or better.. It's on-
ly my egotism Yes, it must be the
slde—and chest—amd head-all over, I
believe. I'll try again next year—next
year I'll make it a daily. Helen said,
not that I should cull you Helen—I
mean  Miss—Mi I'ishee—no,  Sher
wood—but I've al thought Ilelen
was the pretti ame in the world
you'll forgive me?-and  please tell
I"irker there's no more copy and won't
be -1 wouldn’t grind out another stick
to save his immortal--she said-uh,
never made a good trade—no-—-unless

they can’t come seven miles—huat I'il
tinish you, 8 | tirst; I kuow you!
I know nearly ail of you. Now let's
sing ‘\un Lisle'* Ile lifted his

hand as if to beat the time for a
choru

“Oh, J cridd Towm Mere
dith, and sobbed omtright “My b
my ho) i I'he cry of
classunite wuas Lxe that of a wother,
for it was his old idol and hero who
lay helpless and broken before bim

* . * . . .

I'wo pairs of carrviage lamps sparklod
in fron! of the hospital in the ea t
of the siumll hours, these subjoin d to
two di haoded pl ns, (1o each
of which quiekly desconded a goatle
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