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But Biroam
come to Dunsinane at last,

messeniger sped. Out of the
corner of the snake fence,

part of the rise, allently
heads, of
white as the child
was carefully organised.
taken their time and bad
everything deliberataly, know-
pothing could stop them. No
sny thought of concealment;
a8 open as the light of day,
broad sunshine. Noth-
determined as to what

In froat
walked Mr. Watts, the man Harkloss
had abborred In a public spirit and be-
friended In privete. Today be was &
hero and a lender, marching to aveage
bis professional oppressor and personal
brother. Cool, unrufled and to out
ward vislon unarmed, marching the
miles {» his brown frock coat and gen

erous linen, be led the way, Oun ooe
glde of him were the two Bowlders, on
the other wan Lige Willetta, Mr, Warts
preserving peace between the young
men wilh perfect tact and sang froid.

They kept good order and o slmili
tude of quiet for so many except far to
the rear, where old Wilkerson was
bringing up the tall of the procesalon,
dragging a wretched yellow dog by &
rope fastened around the poor cur's
proteating oack, the knot carefully ar-
ranged undor his right ear, In spite of
avery command and protest Wilkerson
bad warched the whole way uproari-
ously singing “Joho Brown's Body "

The sun was In the west when they
eame In sight of the Crossrosds, and
the cabins on the low slope stood out
angularly agalost the radlance beyond.
As they bebeld the hated settiement
the bheretofore orderly mnoks sbowed a
disposition to depart fyom the steady
advance and rush the shanties, Wik
letts, the Bowiders, Parker, Ross Bcho-
feld and a dozen others did, (o fact,
break away and set a sharp pace up
the nlope,

Watts tried to call them back
“What's the use your gettin’' killed?
be shouted,

“Why not? answered Lige, and, Ilke
the others, was Increasing hin spead
when ol “Wimby" rose up suddenly
from the roadside ahead of them and
motioned them frantically (o go back.
“They're laid out nlong the fence walt-
in' fer yo." he warned them. “Git out
the road. Come by tha flelds. Fer the
Lord's sake, spread!” Then as sudden-
Iy an be had appenred he dropped down
into the weeds agaln. Lige and thosa
with him pavsed, and the whole body
came to & halt while the leaders con-
sulted. There was a sound of metallle
clicking and a thin rattie of steel. From
far to the rear came the volce of old
Wilkerson:

“Johm Hrown's body llee a-moldering In
the ground,

John Brown's body lles a-moldering In
the ground."

A few pear him as they stood wait-
ing began to take up the burden of the
song, singlog It In slow tme lke a
dirge. Then those farther awny took
it up, It spread, reached the leader.
They, too, began to sing, taking off
their hats an they joined In, and soon
the whbole concourse, solemn, carnest,
uncovered, was sloging—a thunderous
requiem for John Harkless,

The sun was wwinging lower, aod
the edges of the world were embrolder-
ed with gold, while that deep volume
of sound shook the alr, the song of a
stern, savage, juat cause—sung perhaps
as some of the ancestors of these men
sang with Hampden before the beis
tling walla of a loatile city. [t bgd
iron and steel In It The men lylog on
their gune in the ambuscade ajong the
fence heard the dirge rise apd grow
to its mighty fulloess, and they shivee
ed. One of them, posted nearest the
advance, had his rifle carefully leveled
at Lige Willetta, a falr target In the
road. When be heard the singing he
turned to the man oext behind him
and laughed harshly, “1 reckon we'll
s00 & blg jamboree other side Jordan
tonight, bubh?’

The buge murmur of the chorus ex-
panded and gathered In rhythmie
strength and awelled to power and
rolled and thundered across the plain.
“John Brown's body lles a-moldering In

the ground,
John Brown's body lles a-moldering In
the ground,
John Brown's body lles a-moldering In
the ground,
His poul goas marching on!
Glory, glory, hallslulah!
Glory, glory, hallelulah!
Glory, glory, hallelulahi
Hin soul goes marching on!*

A gun spat fire from the higher
ground, and Willetts dropped where
be stood, but was up agaln in a second,
with a red line across his forehead
where the ball had grased his temple.
The wmob spread out Uke g fay, {ho

men whoss sallow. |

men climbiig the fenes and begionlng
the advance through the felds, thus
closiog ou the smbuscude from both
aldow, Mr. Watts, wading through the
bigh grass In the Beld north of the
foad, percelved (be barrel of a gun
shining from the fence some distance
In front of bim and the same second,
although no wespon was seen In his
band, discharged u revolver at the
clump of grass and woeds behind the
gun. Instantly ten or twelve men
loaped from thelr hiding places along
the fences of both Belds and, firing
hurriedly and barmisssly into the seat.
tored runka of the sncoming mob,
broke for the sbelter of the bouses,
whare their fellows were posted. Tak-
en on the fanks and from the rear,
there was but ope thing for them to
do to keep from being hemmed (n and
shiot or captured. (They axconsively pre-
ferred being shot) With a wild, high,
Joyous yell, sounding like the bay of
youug bounds breaking into view of
their quarry, the Plattville men fol-
lowed,

The most saltward of the debilitated
edifices of Bix wis the sa-
loon. It bore the palnted legends, oo
the west wall, “Last Chance;” on the
cast wall, “First Chanea” Next lo
this and separated by two or three
acres of weedy vacancy from the cor-
ners, where the population centered
thickest, stood—If one may so predi
cute of a buliding which leaned In sev.
en directions—the bouse of Mr. Rob-
ort Bkillett, the proprietor of the sa-
loon. Both bulldings were shut up as
tight as their state of repair permit-
tod. Aa they wers farthest to the east,
they formed the nearest shelter, and to

- | them the Crossroaders beat their fight,

though they stopped not here, but dis
appeared behind Skillett's shanty, put-
ting It betwesn them and thelr pur
suers, whose guns were beginning to
speak. The fugitives had a good start,
and, being the pleked runpers of the
Crossroads, they crossed the open,
woedy acres lo safety and made for
their homes. Every houss had become
s fort, and the defenders would have
to be fought and torn ont one by one.
As the guns sounded, & woman io a

shanty near the forge began to scream
and kept on screaming.

Qo came the (armers and the men of
Plattville. They took the saloou at a
run, battered down the cragy doors
with a fence rall and swarmed [naide
ke busy [nsects, making the piace
hum like a hive, but with the botter
Industries of destruction. It was empty
of Iife us a tomb, but they beat and
tors and battersd and broke and ham.
mered and shattered like madmen; they
reduced the tawdry Interior to a mere
chaos and came pouring forth laden
with trophies of ruln, and then there
was a charry smell In the air, and a
slender fomther of smoke foatsd up
from a second story window,

At the same time Watta led an as
sault on the adjoining house, an ansault
which came to a sudden pause, for
from cracks (n the front wall a squirrel
rile and a sbotgun soapped and
banged, and the crowd fell back In dis
order. Homer Tibbs had a bat blown
away, full of bucksbot holes, while Mr
Watts solicitously examimed a small

They wers coming,
aperture In the skirts of his brown coat.
The house commanded the road, and
the rush of the mob Into the village
wan checked, but only for the instant.

A rickety woodahed which formed a
portion of the Skillett mansion closely
jolued the “Last Chaoce™ side of the
family place of business, Scarcely had
the guom of the defenders sounded
when, with a loud shout, Lige Willetts
leaped from an upper window on that
slde of the burning saloon and landed
on the woodshed and, Immediately
climbing the roof of the mansion ltself,
applied a brand to the dry, time worn
clapboards. Ross Schofield dropped on
the woodshed close behind him, his
arm lovingly lnfolding a gallon jug of
whisky, which be emptied (not without
ovident regret) upon the clapboards as
Lige fired them. Flathes burst forth
almost instantly, and the smoke, unit-
Ing with that now rolling out of every
window of the salpon, went up to heav-
¢n ln & cumbrous, gray column.

An the fames began to spread there
was a rapid fustllade from the rear of
the bhouse, and a hundred men and
more, whe had kept on through the
fieids to the north, assalled it from be-
hind. Thelr shots passed clear through
the Nimsy partitions, and there was a
screaming ke beasts’ howls from with.
In. The front door was thrown open,
and a lean, flerce eyed girl, with a case
knife In her band, ran out in the face
of the mob. At sound of the shots In
the rear they had begun to advance on
the house a second time, and Hartley
Bowlder was the nearest man to the
girl. With awful words and shrieking
lpconcelvably she made stralght at
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Hurtloy afd attacked him willi (he
kunife. Bhe struck at him again and
sgnio, and o ber poguish of hate and
fear sha was o extraordinary a specta-
cle that she galned for har companions
the seconds they needad to escape from
the bouse. As she huried herself alone
at the oncoming torrent they sped from
the door unnoticed, sprang over the
fence and reached the opea lots to the
went before they were seen by Willetls
from the roof.

“Don’t let ‘em fool you!" he shouted.
“look to your left! There they go!
Dan't et 'em got away™

The Crossroaders were runaing across
the feld. They were Bob Skillett and
his younger brother, and Mr. Bkillett
was badly damaged. Ho seemed to be
bolding his jaw on his face with both
hands. The girl turned and sped after
them, Bhe was over the fence almost
A% soon as they were, and the three ran
In single file, the girl lnst. She was el-
ther magnificently sacrificial and fear-
less or sbe cunningly calculated that

the regulators would take no chances |

of kllling a woman-child, for she kept
betwoen thelr guns and ber two com-
panions, trying to cover and shield the
latter with her frall body.
“Bhoot, Lige,” called Watts. “If we
fire from bere we'll hit the girl. Shoot!"
Willetta and Hoss Bebofield were still

standing on the rof at the edge out

of the smoke, and both fired at the

same time. The fugitives did not turn, |

They kept on running, and they had
nearly reached the other side of the
fleld when suddenly, without any pre-
monitory gesture, the eider Skillett
dropped flat on his face. The Cross
roaders stood by each other that day,
for four or five men ran out of the
pearest shanty into the open, lifted the
prostrate figure from the ground and
began to carry it back with them. But
Bkillstt was alive. His curses wer
beard above all other sounds. Lige
and Bchofleld fired agaln, and one of
the rescuers slaggered. Nevertheless
a8 the two men slid down from the roof
the burdened (‘rossroaders were seen
to break Into a run, and at that, with
another yell, fercer, wilder, more joy-
ous than the first, the Plattrille men
followed,

The yell rang loudly In the ears of
old Wilkerson, who had remalned back

n the road, and at the same [nstant
be heard another shout belind him.
He had wot sbared in the attack; but,
greatly preoccupled with his own his
trionlc affalss, was procesding alove
up the pike, except for the unbappy
yellow mongrel still dragged along by
the rope, and alterbating, as was his
natural wont, from one fence to the
other, crouching behind every bush to
@re an lmaginary ride at the dog and
then springing out with triumpbant
bellowings to fall prooe upon the terri-
fad animal. It was after one of these
victories that a shout of warning was
ralsed behind bim, and Mr. Wilkerson,
by grace of the god Bacchus, rolliog
out of the way in time to save his lirs,
saw a borse dash by him, a big. black
horwe whose polished flanks wers drip-
plog with lather. Warren Smith was
the rider, He was waving a slip of yel-
low paper high Ino the air.

He rode up the slope and drew reln
beyond the burning buildings Jjust
ahead of those foremost in the pursult
He threw his horse ucross the road to
oppose thelr progress, rose (n his stir
rups and waved the paper over his
bhead. “Stop!" he roared. “Give me
one minute! Stop!” He had a grand
volee, and he was knowun (n many
parts of the state for the great bass
roar with which he startied his juries.
To be heard at a distance most men
lire the pitch of their volce. Smith
lowered Lis un octave or two, and the
result was like an earthquake playing
An organ In A catacomb,

"Stop!” be thundered, “Stop!”

In anawer one of the fylng Cross
roaders turned and sent a bullet whis-
tiing close to him. The lawyer paused
long enough to bow deeply In satirieal
response; then, Oourishing the paper,
be roared agaln: “Stop! A mistake!
I bave newa! Stop, | say! Horner has
got them!"

To make bimself beard over that
tempestuous advance was a feat: for
blm, moreover, whose counsels had so
lately been derided, to Intereat the pur
suers at such a moment enough to
make them listen—to fAnd the word—
Was & greater, and by the word and
by gestures at once vebemently im-
perious and lmploring to stop them
was a still greater. But he did (t. He
had come at just the moment before
the moment that would have been too
late. They all heard him. They all
knew, too, that he was pot trylng to
save the Crossronds as a matter of
duty, because he had given that up be-
fore the mob left Plattville, Indeed, It
was & question If at the last be had
not tacitly approved, and no one feared
Indictments for the day's work. It
would do no harm to listen to what be
had to say. The work could walt. It

M0
GOLDEN

Jumber car left Plattville 1 p. m., badly
pposed

would “Kéep™ for five minutes. They
began to gather around him, excited,
flusbed, perspiring and smelling of
:r::a. Hm:gu Bowlder, won by
" hq»u and Intrepidity, was
belping the intter tie up his head. No
one else wus hurt
“What s It7" they clamored impas-
tiently. “Bpesk quick!” There was
another harmiess shot from a fugitive,
and then the Crossroaders, divining
that the diversion was in thefr favor,
sectured themselves In thelr decrepit
fastnesses and beld their fire. Mean-
while the flames crackled cheerfully
In Plattville ears, No matter what the
prosecutor had to say, at least the Skil
lett maloon and homestesd wore gone,
and Bob Bkillett and one other would
be sick enough to be good for awhile.
“Listen!” cried Warren Bmith, and,
rising In bis stirrups again, read the

She made straight at Harfley.
missive in bis bhand, 8 Western Unlon

telegraph form. “Warren Bmith, Platt
ville,"” was the direction.

Found both shell men. Pollce famillar
with both, and both wanted here. One
arrested al noon In msecondhand clothes
stors wearing Harkless' hat; also trying
te dispose torn full dresa coat known to
have been worn by Harkless last night
Stalnson lining belleved blood. Becond man
found later & freight yards In empty

hurt, shot and brulsed. Bu Hark-
leas made hard fight. Hurt man taken to
hospital unconscious, Will dla. Other
man refuses to talk so far. Check any
movement Crossroads. This clears Bkil-
lett, stc. Come over on 9:6 sccommoda-
tion.

The telegram was signed by Horner,
the sheriff, and by Barrett, the super-
intendent of police at Rouen.

“It's all & mistake, boys,” the lawyer
sald as he handed the paper to Watts
and Parker for Inspection. “The ladles

—

8 aWay Ta dile 5 e Sty ey That
eame from Plativille last night And
Blattery—that's his running mate, the
one we caught with the coat and hat—
owned up that they best their way on
that freight. Looks lNke Hlattery—iet
the Teller do all the Aghting. He aln't
scratched. We've beenm at

pretty hard, but he won't open bis
head, and we lope to get something
out of this one. He's delirious, but
they say he'll come to before he dies,
Do you want to go In with us?”

“Yes,” wald Meredith stmply, and s
young surgeon presently appeared and
led them down s wide corridor and up
A narrow hall, and they entered a
small, quiet ward.

There was a pungent smell of chem-
leals In the room. The light was low,
and the dimness was imbued with a
thick, confused
whisperings that came from a cot In
the corner, It was the only cot in use
ln the ward, and Meredith was con-
scloun of u terror that made him dread
to look at It, to go pear it. Beside It

E

swathed it was with bandages
cloths, and what part of the face was
visible was discolored and pigmentsd
with drugs. Btreiched under the white
sheet the man looked Immensely tall—
a8 Horner saw with vague misgiving—
ind be lay In an odd, Inhoman fash
lon, as though he had been all broken
to pleces. His attempts to move were
constantly soothed by the nurse, and
he as constantly continued such at-
tempts, and one hand, though torn
and bandaged, was not to be restraloed
from a wandering, restless movement
that Meredith felt to be pathetic. He
had entered the rmom with a flare of
bate for the thug whom he had come
to see die and who had struck down
the old friend whoke nearness be had
pever known until it was too late. But
at first sight of the broken figure be
felt all animosity fall away from him.
Only awe remained and & growing
traitorous pity as he watched the long
white ingers of the Teller pick at the
coveriet. The man was muttering
rapld fragments of words and sylla-
bles.

“Bomebow [ feel a sense of wrong,
Gay,” Meredith whispered to the sur-
geon, whom he know, “I feel as if I
had done the fellow to death myself,
as If it were all out of gear. 1 know
now bow Henry felt over the great
Guisard, How “tall he looka! That
doesn’t seem to me llke a thug's hand.”

The surgeon nodded. “Of course If
there's a mistake to be made you can
count on Barrett and his sergeants to
make it. I doubt If this is their man.
When they found bim, what clothes
he wore were torn and stained, but

at the judge's were mistaken, that's all,

and this proves It. It's easy enough to:

understand. They were frightened by
the storm, and watching a fence a
quarter of a mile away by fashes of
lightning any one would have been
confused and imagined all the horrors
on earth. | don't deny but what I be-
lleved It for awhile, and [ don't deny
but the Crossroads Is pretty tough, but
you've done a good deal here already
today, and we're saved In time from a
mistake that would have turned out
mighty bad. This settles it. Horper got

& wire {o go scon as they got track of
the first man That was when we saw
bim on the Rouen accommodation.”

A ulightly cracked volee, yet a huskl:
Iy tuneful one, was lifted quaveringly

on the air from the roadside, where au|}

old man and a yellow dog sat In the
dust together, the latter reprieved at
the last moment, his surprised head
rakiehly garnished with a hasty wreath
of dog fennel daisies.
“John Brown's body liss a-moldering in
the ground,
While we go marching on.”

Threegquarters of an bhour later the
inhabitants of the Crossroads, saved.
they knew not how; guilty, knowing
pothing of the fantastic pendulum of
opinion which, swung by the events of
the day, bad marked the fatal moment
of gullt pow on others, now on them
who deserved it—these natives and
refugees, conscious of atrocity, dum-
founded by a miracle, thinking the
world gone mad, hovered together In
a dark, ragged mass at the crossing
corners, while the skeleton of the rot-
ting buggy in the slough rose behind
them agalnst the face of the west

They peered with stupefied eyes
through the smoky twilight.
From afar, faintly through the

gloaming, came mournfully to their
ears the many voiced refraln, fainter,
fainter:

“John Brown's body lles a-moldering In
the ground,

John Brown's body lies a-moldering IﬂI

the ground,
John Brown's body liea—mold— * * *
® 98P wego march® ** on"
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the city bospital In Rouen
that night a stout young man
introduced himself to Bar-

i rett, superintendent of po-
lice; Warren Smith and Horner, sherif
of Cariow. He spoke In a low velce
“My name ls Meredith,” be sald. “Mr,
Harkless was an old and—and—" Ha
paused for a moment. The Plattville
men podded solemnly, “An old and
dear friend of mine,” he went on, with

some difficoity, and Warren 8mith took |

him silently by the hand.

“You ¢an cowe in and see this man,
the Teller, with us If you like, Mr, Mer
edith,” said the superintendent. “Your
friend made {t very bot for him be
fore the two of 'em got away with him.
He's 30 shot and hacked up his mother
wouldn't know him If she wanted to.
At least that's what they aay out here.
We baven't seen him. He's called Jeor-
ry the Teller, nnd one of my sergeants
found him In the frelght yard. Knew

they bhad been good once, especially
linen.” |

murmur, [ncoberent
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Meredith gave an exclamation.

Thbe bandaged hand waved jauntily
over the Teller's head. “Ah, men.” he
sald, nlmost clearly, and tried to Mft
himself on his arm. “I tell you It's a
grand eleven we have this year! Thers
will be little left of anything that
stands against them. It's our cham-
plonship. Did you see Jim Romley ride
over his man this afterncon?*.

(Continued Next Sunday.)

Special Sale !
800 Pairs

- P

OMEN'S

SHOES !

Regular $1.75 and $2.00 Values

~—=FOR—

$1.30

Wherity, Ralston ® Company

The Leading Shoe Dealers,

l;ir;t National Bénk of Astoria, Ore.

ESTABLISHED 1886,

— e e
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Capital and Surplus $100,000

. Q. A, BOWLBY
L PETERHON,

ereaident
Vice-Pronident

FRANK PATTON, Canhier
J. W, GARNER, Amistant Cashier

Astoria Savings Bank

Capital Paid In 3100000,

Transacts & General Banking Business,

168 Tenth Street,

Surpius and Undivided Profits £35,000.

[ntereat Puid on Time Deposits

ASTORIA, OREGON.

 Sherman Transfer Co.

HENRY SHERMAN, Msnager

Hacks, Carriages—-Baggugr Checked and Transferred—Trucks and
Furniture Wagons- Pianos Moved, Boxed and Shipped.

{Cwas the Teller, because he was stow-

433 Commercial Street

Phone Main 121




