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•; CHAPTER I. v 

TH* APPEARANCE OF A 8THANQVR* 
The little Tillage of Beckett's Mill 

Iwd never been in sucli a state of ex
citement In all Its history. 

Women, bareheaded and with rolled 
up Sleeves, rushed wildly' to and fro 
•cross the town's single street or lean
ed from their open windows and called 
excitedly buck and forth, asking a hun
dred questions that no one pretended 
to answer. The children huddled 
•bout tb( )• mothers, clinging to their 
altlrts, their faces white and their eyes 
wide wIHi wonder and fear. The men, 
•wcstrlcken, collected on the street cor
ner In front of the postofflce and talk-
td together In low, hashed tones. 

Thr/cause of all this excitement was 
ivy booming of cannon away oft 

' south and the barely dlstlngulsh-
•bVrattle qf musketry which told only 
too plainly that a battle was being 
fought anil that men were being killed 
and mangled by their fellow men. 

It was In the spring of 1801, at the be
ginning of the long and bloody war be
tween the souih and the north. The 

.people at Beckett's Mill and all over 
that part of Missouri known as Possum 
lUdgie bad heard rumors of a coming 
.war, but tfiey had gone on In tbetr 
*C>l«t, trtieventfui way, giving little 
thought to what they heard and feeling 
confident that even If wap came It 
Would not affect them. 

And llow, right at the beginning, a 
battle was being fought almost at their 
very doors. Just a few miles away 
General Sterling Price and his army of 
men In gray were laying siege to Lex
ington and its garrison of men In blue. 

Unused aa they were to war, tho peo
ple of Possum Ridge saw a dreadful 
meaning In the rattle of the musketry 
and the booming of the heavy cannon. 
Aa bad aa war is in reality, to the Im
agination of those people It was a thou
sandfold worse. It filled them with a 
feeling of awe and terror that is inde
scribable, and they could scarcely have 
been mare affected had they known 
that the end of time was at hand. 

One old man known as Tap Samp
son, who had long been looked np to as 

' the village oracle, shook his bead 
gravely and predicted sad and awful 
things to come. 

"As I have said time an ag*ln," he re
marked, "the people have grown wick
ed an unruly in their stiff necked pride, 
an- the Lord, he's a-gwine to humble 
'em, an he's a-gwlne to humble 'em 
down into the very dust. I've see it 
a-comln for years, an I've knowed tho 
mind of the Lord. 1 knowed ho was 
patient an long sulferln, but I knowed 
be wasn't a-gwlne to bear with these 
people forever, an that sooner or later 
he was a-gwine to humble 'em." 
,"Oh, my Lord, my Lord!" an old wom

an walled as she paced slowly back 
and forth, frantically wringing her 
bands. "Oh, my Lord, jest a-llsten to 
them cannoAB a-boomln an them guns 
a-poppin. Ob, Lordy, it's jest awful! 
They're a^klUln an .a-slaughterin an 
•-slayin 'em by the thousands, an afore 
. lt*ji over with they'll all be killed an 

there won't be nary a one left. Oh, 
my Lord, my Lord. It's Jest awful I" 
"Welt may,you say that, Qran'ma 
Fell," another' woman, a religious en
thusiast, remarked, "an well may yon 
triable for all them thousands that 
•re s-bein killed, for they are a-dyln in 
.their sins an never stoppln to ax thelr-
aelves the question, 'Where are we 
a-gwine?* It's the duty of good Chris
tians to pray for 'em, an I'm.a-gwine 
to do it." 

Suiting ber actions to her words, the 
woman knelt in the street and prayed 
long and fervently, but she prayed all 
•lone. Everybody else was too excited 
to listen to ber petitions even, much 
less take part in tbem. 
. 'It's sholy awful," Jacob Hicks re
marked, with an ominous shake of hlB 
bead. "'Pears Jest like the whole 
World Is goin all to smash an that 
pretty soon there ain't goin to be no 
end to nothln. Seems like I can most 
bear the groanB an the cries of the 
thousands that are mangled an dyln. 
My Lord, my Lord! I wonder what 
,thj world is ever goin to come to any
how." 

"An the wust ain't begin to come 
ylt," Bbenezer Sparks said solemnly. 
"Lord, the war ain't fairly got started, 
an this flghtln ain't nothln to what It 
will ljo before It's over. Jest wait till 
you've seed flghtln as I've seed it, with 
thousands an thousands of men a-flght-
In an ever'body a-gittln killed! That 
that's war shure enough." 

"I wonder If that war'll git here!" 
some otte asked in trembling and fear. • 

. At this question the men and women 
all looked Inquiringly and with wide 
eyes In one another's face as if in
viting an answer. After a short pause 
Bbenezer Sparks said confidently: 
. "Land! ' Of course that war'll git 
here. Bow can It help It when it's so 
nighT Yes, sir-ee! Xou bet It'll git 
here. Why, them two armies will wal
lop each other all round over the 
country Jest like a passel of dogs wal
lop one;. another all over ever'whar 
when th£y .git to flghtln. Course that 
War'll git here, jest; as shore as any
thing." 
' "An wo^l all be killed," one of the 
women exclaimed in terror. 

"Most shore to be," Ebenezer re
plied consolingly. "Don't sec how it 

, ca? be belied with all them guns an 
them cannons poppln away all the time 
ever1 which away. Yes, slr-eo! Ever'
body is most shore, to git killed, women 
an children as well as men." 

At this encouraging prospect the wo
men set up a walling and the children 
began to scream, while the faces of the 
tnen grew whlto and their limbs be
gan toutuake. 

"Lord, Lord! Thar ain't no sparin no
body when them wars ore a-gwlne on," 
Bbenezer continued relentlessly, "an 
ever'body an ever'thlng Is Jest shot 
ail to pieces same as so many hogs. 
Teg, slr-eet What ono army don't git 
the other does, and atwlxt 'em they 
make a clean sweep, you bet Oh, my, 

_but them wars is dreadful things! I've 
flfln 'em enough to know, an to people 
that ain't never had no experience 
they're Jest awful. But thar ain't no 
Use of help skeered, an if yon all had 
ever, been In the tight places I have 
been In you wouldn't be neither. 
Land, I jest love war, an I ain't no 

. more afraid of them guns than I would 
be of that many gnats. I'd rather fight 
than to eat, an if that battle keeps up 
much longer I don't believe I'm a-gwlne 
to be able to hold myself out of It I 
got to keep a powerful grip on myself 
to keep out of It now.'' 

At that moment Jacob Hicks gave a 

ieajr* 
the linrd road lending south from the 
village there came the sound of ahorse 
in full gallop. The rest all heard It 
and stood wnitlug In brenthless silence. 
An Inquiring glance passed from one 
to another through the group, but not 
a word was spoken. 

Ten minutes passed, and then a lone 
borsemnn, wrapped In a cloud of dust, 
appeared on a little rise a quarter of a 
mile away. The women screamed, the 
children set up a cry and the men 
grew whiter than ever. Ebenezer 
Sparks—well. It was not until the ex
citement was over that any one knew 
what he did with himself. 

The horseman was bareheaded, and 
ns he came madly charging Into the vil-
lnge his hair was flying wildly In the 
wind, and his face looked almost ghost
ly In Its pallor. 

"Fly for your lives!" he shouted when 
he was near enough to make himself 
heard. "Fly quick, for they're a-com-
In, an you'll all be killed! Fly! Fly!" 

No one moved-or spoke. They were 
all so terror stricken that they had lost 
the power to move either limb or 
tongue. 

"They're a-comln; they're a-comln; a 
million of 'em!" the horseman shouted 
hoarsely. "An they're a-klllln an 
a-slayln an a-slaughterln an a-burnln 
as they go! Fly, fly, for your lives!" 

Then as the full meaning of the horse
man's words began to dawn on them a 
new and uncontrollable fear seized on 
the people. Some of them turned to 
run away as fast as their trembling 
limbs would carry them, some sat down 
and, hiding their faces, burst into lam
entations, while two or three women 
fainted. The whole population of the 
village was on the verge of a wild pan
ic, and In another moment, there would 
have been a general Btampede to the 
country. 

"Hold!" suddenly cried a voice among 
them. It was a firm, confident voice 
and a voice to be heeded and obeyed. 
"Hold! There !B no danger, and no
body is going to be hurt" 

The people looked around, and there 
In their midst they saw a tall, mild 
looking young man with a pair of keen 
black eyes and a firm cast of counte
nance that were calculated to com
mand respect and even obedience. He 
was a stranger there, and from whence 

"Flu for your Uvci!" 
he had come and how be bad so sud
denly appeared In the village were 
mysteries, but they were mysteries the 
people did not stop to consider Just 
then. Had an angel from [it'llveil ap
peared among the denizens of Beckett's 
Mill at that moment they would scarce
ly have considered It strange, for to 
them it was a day of strange and mys
terious happenings. 

"What do you mean?" the stranger 
demanded of the horseman. "And who 
Is It thnt is coming?" 

"Them armies," the horseman re
plied. "Oh,,my Lord, they're n-comin, 
a million of 'em, with guns au cannons, 
an they're a-klllln an a-slaughterln an 
a-slayln an a burntn ever'thlng In their 
track. Oh, fly, fly before If s too late!" 

The horseman spurred his horse and 
attempted to ride on, but tho stranger 
took hold of the bridle with-one band 
and with the other drew a pistol from 
his pocket, which he pointed at the 
horseman's head. 

"Damn youl" he said. "You make 
another sqneak or try to move another 
inch and I'll blow your head off. What 
do you mean by scaring all these wom
en and children out of their lives? 
Haven't you got a particle of sonso?" 

"But they're a-comln, I tell you," the 
other protested In trembling tones,-hlB 
eyes starting from their sockets, "a 
million of— 

"Shut up, I tell you, or I'll shoot you 
down like a dog. Haven't you sense 
enough to know a drove of cattle from 
an army of men? Look behind you 
once, and you'll see what your million 
of men amounts to." 

The people had already looked and, 
realizing the ridiculousness of tho situ
ation, indulged In a little nervous laugh. 

Just coming over the rlBe was a herd 
of cattle which the farmers from near 
Lexington were hurrying back Into tho 
bills In order to save them from the 
depredations of the soldiers. 

The horseman had caught a glimpse 
of the cattle back down the road and, 
being In a nervous state on account of 

V f e  « 

"Shut up, or ru shoot l/ou Wto a dog." 
the firing of the guns and cannon, had 
taken it for granted that the soldiers 
of both armies were coming. 

The coolness and the firmneBS of the 
stranger reassured the people directly, 
and, casting aside a portion of their 

_ fear, they gathered about him and look-
Btart and stood Ustijning lntentiy.'From ed up to him as a superior being. The 

mett 'Admired him for bis coolness, and 
the women admired him for that and 
also for his handsome features and his 
magnificent and manly form. 

One wohinn, young and beautiful and 
strangely unlike the people about ber, 
looked first on the stranger, then on 
the horseman. The first she regarded 
with unmistakable admiration, but un
consciously that look changed to one 
of shame as she turned her eyes on the 
other. 

"He's no such a man as that man 
there," she said to herself. "Ob, my 
Lord, If he only was. If be only was!" 

The people, crowding about him, 
would have made a hero of the stran
ger, and be allowed them to fawn on 
him and make over him, though be felt 
that he bad doue nothing to merit it 
It was all very pleasant, and he en
joyed It, especially when he surprised 
a look of admiration In the eyes of the 
young woman who had contrasted him 
with the horseman, and tbey had both 
blushed and cast their ey6s down. In 
thnt meeting of eyes there was recog
nition—aye. more than recognition. 

Yes, It was all very pleasant to 
the stranger until suddenly bis past 
life flashed before blm; then bis face 
paled, and his benrt grew sick, and a 
wistful, furtive expression came to his 
eyes. There was something there that 
nothing could Ulot out — nothing bat 
death. * .• -

CHAPTER 1L 
SOKE PEOPLE A.VD KVIKTg. 

"You uns may all say jest jrbat you 
uns pleases, but I've doue said what 1 
think, an what I've said I stick to, an 
I'll contlner to stick to It till I know 
I'm wrong even If It kills ever* bug in 
the boardin bouse an ever' calf In the 
old man's barn. I have said, an 1 still 
say, that that feller is a preacher an 
that he's on his way up to Deacon 8my-
lar's to make ai^app'lntment to preach 
at the Coon Run meetln house." 

"Pap Sampson, you tyve said that, 
an you can Jest keep on a-aayln It till 
the cows come home, but I tell yoo 
right now yon ain't a-gwlne to- change 
my mind none. The words I spoke at 
first I speak ag'ln, an tfiem words Is 
that that feller ain't no more a preach
er than a rabbit Is—nary a speck mora." 

"Jason Roberts, If that feller ain't no 
preacher, an yon air so dead shore of 
It maybe you'll Jest be good enough to 
tell us what under the san he may ba" 

Pap Sampson thumped his cane 
down on the ground and straightened 
himself up with the air of one who has 
thrown down the gauntlet and Is wait
ing to see If anybody Is going to be 
foolhardy enough to take It op. 

The young stranger, having quieted 
the fears of the people at Beckett's Mill, 
had departed on bis way giving no ac
count of himself further "n" to state 
that his. name was James Melvin. He 
said nothing of whence be came nor 
whither he was going nor bow be hap
pened to be among them. 

Very naturally the people were cu
rious about him and equally as natural
ly they fell to discussing him as soon 
as he was gone. 

Pap Sampson being recognised as the 
village oracle very property resented 
the audacity of Jason Roberta In dar
ing to dissent from his conjectures, and 
In ottering his last speech be felt that 
he had certainly pot . Jason down Cor 
good and all. 

But Jason waa more tenacious thaa 
Pap supposed, and after pondering tbs 
matter a bit "he said: 

"I may be mistaken, of course, an so 
may you, Pap, bat mistaken or not my 
notion Is that that feller Is rich an that 
he has come bere.from somewba* to 
buy somethln." 

Pap gave a contemptuous sniff and 
Indulged In a little Incredulous 

"Yon have said that Jason Roberts," 
he remarked, "an mebtky yon have said 
true words ^n mebby you ain't But 
If you thinks they are true words-meb
by you can #> fudder an say what that 
feller Is flgurin on buyln." 

"Oh, I don't know," Jason replied. 
"Most anything, I reckon." 

"That won't do, Jason. It won't nigh 
do. You can't edge ont of a box In 
thnt sort of way., The fact Is you ain't 
no notion under tho sun what that teller 
Is here for, an you mongbt jest as well 
say so." 

"An you aln't no notion neither; Pap, 
no more than I have." 

"I've said, what he's here for, Jason, 
an I've said It boldly, an, aa I remark
ed, the words what I have spoke I stick 
to, an I'll bntiner .to stick to 'em as 
long as Qatrel's got A button left on his 
coat That feller |s a preacher, an 
he's"- V 

"You have said that Pap, an thar 
ain't no use In you chawtn J oar bash 
over more than three tlmea. But I 
know that feller ain't no preacher, 
'cause when he come up bere he cuss
ed. He cussed Sim Banks; an he cuss
ed him out plain. He said these words, 
•Damn you, you D«kej-another squeak 
or try to mgveJJ»other Inch, an I'll 
blow your head^oB1,' Them was the 
Identical words he said to Sim, for I 
heard blm with my own ears, an I 
guess you beard him; too, Pap." 

"I did, Jason. I beard htm speak 
them very words. But what of It? 
Strictly speakln, 'damn* ain't no cuss 
word, an I low a pteacher mougbt nse 
It In a case of emergency, though It 
ain't Jest proper." 

Jim Thorn, who had remained silent 
all this time, suddenly broke Into the 
conversation by remarking with the 
air of one who has convictions and 
who is positive of their correctness! 

"You all have had your say about 
that man, an now It's time I was hap-
In mine. £ome of you have reckoned 
one thing an some of yon have reck
oned another, but none of yon ain't 
reckoned right I know what that: fel
ler Is, an I stand ready to bet a boss 
on It" 

"What are the word you 'lows to 
speak, Jim Thorn," Pap Sampson ask
ed contemptuously, "If ytra knows so 
much about It?" 

"The word I tow to speak .Is Jest 
this. Pap Sampson, an yon all will see 
It are a true word It yoo live long 
enough: That man alnt nothln more 
nor less than a rascal, hldln out from 
the law. Thafa the word I speak, an 
It's a word I'll stand to If It kills ma* 

There was a moment of breathless 
silence while the people looked from 
one to anothet, and nobody noticed 
that one of the company colored and 
after shooting a contemptuous glance 
at Jim Thorn turned her face Siway. 
That one person waa Louise, the young 
and beautiful wife of Blm Banks, the 
man who bad fled before the advance 
of a herd of cattle. 

The people of Beckett's Mill were 
like the rest of humanity In that they 
were more ready to believe III of a. fel
low creature than they were to believe 
good of him. For this reason the ma
jority of those present tell at once la 
with Jim Thorn's Idea and proceeded 
to announce their belief that he w 
right 

To be sure. Pap Bampson sbook bis 
head and thumped, the earth with bis 
cane and stoutiy maintained that he 
was correct Bo did Jason Roberts 
contend that he was right Those two 
men had taken positions, and they felt 
thnt It was Incumbent on them to main' 
tain them, and nothing short , of abso
lute. convlctloa_would Infuse them to 

- "r.'T. 
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recede so much as a hair's breadth. 
Wlth-the others, however, It was dif
ferent 

"Lord, I reckpn Jim Thorn Is shore 
rightl" Hicks said, breaking the pause. 
Yes, slr-ee! Come to think of it, I had 
a sort of a Bneakln notion while that 
feller was here that he wa'n't Jest ex
actly plumb straight." I 

"I noticed," observed another, "that 
he had a sort of an uneasy look about j 
the eye, like he was skeered that he' 
mought be overtook an ketched up. 
Didn't none of you uns notice that?" ' 

"Lord, I reckon I did," another re
plied, "an I mind most distinctly that 
be didn't appear to act a bit nat'ral. It 
flashed over me In a minute that thar 
was somethln wrong about blm some 
way." 

"Shucks!" exclaimed a third. "I seed 
through that feller the very minute I 
clapped my eyes on him, an I knowed 
as well as If he'd told me that he was 
hldln from the law. I wouldn't never 
a-mentloned It, though, If somebody 
else hadn't a-mentloned It fust." 

Jim Thorn listened In silence to all 
these men, a cold, Incredulous smile on 
his face and a look of contempt shining 
in his eyes. He knew thnt every one 
of them was uttering a positive false
hood and that not one of tbem had 
thought of Jim Melvin as a rascal and 
a fugitive from Justice until he had 
suggested It 

"Wonder what that chap's been up to 
now," some one said after a pause, 
"that he's had to take to hldln out this 
a-way?" 

"Lord, I hope he ain't been an killed 
nobody," Hicks remarked, with a shud
der, "but like enough that's jest what 
he's done." 

"Or it may be that he's stoled a boss 
or somethln," another added. "I reck
on he's moBt mean enough to do any
thing, Judgln by his looks." 

"Or he mought 'a' robbed a bank, \for 
all we know. Land, like as not he's 
got a bushel, ef money hid about him 
somewbar." 

These were all merely surmises on 
the port of the speakers, for none of 
them knew a thing on earth about 
James Melvin. It is strange, however, 
how near to tho truth a mere surmise 
may sometimes draw. That James 
Ifelvta was a fugitive from the law 
was a fact and that some of the other 
surmises smacked strongly of the truth 
were also facts. 

All at once at this point the attention 
of the villagers was drawn away from 
James Melvin and fixed on another 
subject Mrs. Sparks had come dash
ing In among them, her face pale and 
haggard and ber eyes wet with tears. 

"Wha^s my old man?" she cried. 
"What's Ebenezer? Haln'tVnone of 
you una seed nothln of him? - Oh, my 
Lorar 

Not until this moment had (any one 
noticed that Ebenezer Sparks'was ab
sent and consequently nobody was In 
a position to enlighten)his other half 
as to his whereabouts. Mrs. Sparks 
looked eagerly from facetto face, then 
broke forth hi heartrending) lamenta-

"Oh, my poor, brave, foolhardy Ebe-
neser!" sbe wailed. 'Tilt never git to 
see him no more, never In all this 
world! Hell be killed! He's shore to 
be killed! I Jeet know ho\will!" 

"Why, great granny, Mrs. i Sparks," 
:Uiaa 

Into yon to make you talk that a-way? 
Hicks exclaimed, "whatever yias got 

Who or'what Is goin to kill Bbenezer, 
do you s'pose?" 

"Oh, my Lord, Jake, the (war'll kill 
hlmt If R jest shore to, an iiwon't nev
er gtt to lay my eyes on hlmi ag'ln." 

"Why, land of Goshen, MM. Sparks, 
how do you go 'bout figgerln that out? 
Bow's the war gwlne to kill Ebenezer 
when he ain't got nothlntto do with it 
Fd like to know?" 

"Bat he's a-goln to have ^somethln to 
do with It Don't you all know that 
them cannons an them guns has done 
sot blm plumb crazy an made blm so 
wild to fight that he's Jest pot out over 
thar to Jlne the war?" 

Some of the little groupi laughed out
right while some of them only smiled. 
Hicks did neither, although he was 
strongly tempted to laugh. Ue saw 
that Mrs. Sparks was Intensely In ear
nest and sorely troubled, and he pitied 
her. Everybody knew Ebenezer Sparks 
was a braggart and a coward—every
body except his wife, the one person 
who should have known it better than 
any one else on earth. 

The blind, unreasoning faith some 
wives repose in their husbands would 
be ridiculous were It not so pathetic, 
and Mrs. Sparks was of that class. 

"I guess yon ain't got no call to be 
skeered about Ebenezer, Mrs. Sparks," 
Hicks remarked presently. "You can 
Jest bet be ain't gone to jlne no war 
an that he'll turn up here the fust 
thing you know." v 

The woman shook ber bead. ' ; 
"You can't fool me," she replied. 

"You uns all don't know Ebenezer like 
I do. If you uns had ever heard him 
talk as I have, a-tellln about the times 
when he fit Into the war an whupped 
the battles, you uns would know whnr 
he Is now. Time an ag'ln I've heard 
him a-slgbln an a-hopln for a war to 
gtt started, so's he could git a chanst 
to Jlne It sn fight like he uster. He 
was shy, an he wouldn't tell you all 
them things, but he told 'em to me." 

Even Hicks smiled at this. Ho could 
not help It when bo remembered how 
often Ebenezer, sitting by the store 
stove of winter evenings, had boasted 
of his brave exploits tn war and yearn
ed, as a sick child yearns for Its moth
er, for a chance to repeat them. Eben-
ezer*s modesty, like his bravery, was a 
mere matter of assumption. 

Just at that moment a boy came run
ning down the street in a high state of 
excitement and, stopping In front of 
the.group, panted out: 

"You all better come on git Ebene-
•er Sparks outen the storo cellar, 'cause 

They found Ebenezer. 
If he stays thar much longer he'll be 
deader 'an a mackerel. He's most 
played out now, I guess." 

There was a moment's silence; then 
several of the men broke into a loud 
laugh. Presently Hicks turned to the 
boy and said: 

"Is Ebenezer In my store cellar?" 
"Yon bet be Is," the boy replied, "on 

he can't git out nuther, 'less'n he's 
helped oat." ,, . 

"What's happened to blm?" 
"Why, he's all burled up under you 

all's taters. They's most a thousand 
bushels on top of him." 
. Without another word Hicks led the 

way to the cellar, and there, sure 
enough, they found Ebenezer, the 
brave and the bold, bulled under a 
mass of potatoes which had rolled 
down over him when he had attempted 
to secrete himself by burrowing Into 
them. 

He looked sheepish and cheap when 
be was hauled out, and when the men 
laughed at him he was in half a mind • 
to get angry, but he thought better oti 
it and grluned instead. „ 

"Your woman 'lowed|you war gwlne 
to Jlne the war." Pap Sampson said, 
with a smile "lmt we ans reckoned you' 
warn't Im so bad as all that to 
whup no I...ties, an it looks like we 
uns war right." 

"I—I did start to Jlne the war," 
Ebenezer stammered, "but how could 
I git to go any fudder when I done 
got kotclied under them derned ta
ters?" 

"Did you 'low the war had done 
retched clean to Hicks' cellar," Pap 
Sampson asked, "nn war you down 
thar lookln round 'mong them taters 
for a battle to whup?" 

Ebenezer grinned, but made no reply. 
His wife, however, who had come up 
•just In time to hear Pap's question, 
said: 

"I reckon. Pap Sampson, you all 
thinks you uns Is powerful smart. My 
land, didn't none of you uns never 
start uowliar an git lost on the way? 
Humph! Like ns If Elienezer couldn't 
'a' fell Into that cellar or got sort of 
rattled an run Into It by mistake! 
Iteckon the next thing you all '111 be 
tryia to make out that Ebenezer are a 
coward." 

"Lord, Mls'us Sparks, we don't need 
to do nary sicli a thing as that," I'ap 
Sampson replied promptly. "Ebcne-
r.er has done made that all out as plain 
as the nose on your face hisself. Yes, 
slr-ce." 

"Guess Ebenezer an Sim Banks has 
done showed jest how brave they are," 
Jason Roberts observed, with a laugh. 
"One of 'em a-hldln In a cellar an the 
other'n tearin down the road Uppety-
clippety, an all on account of a drove 
of old cows. Say, I bet the war*d soon 
be fit If they uns had a whack at It" 

"Lord! Wouldn't It though?" Pap 
said, with a chuckle. "Why, lfd Jest 
be whupped all to frazzles in no time." 

Then everybody laughed—everybody 
except Sparks and Banks and their 
wives. The two first hung their heads 
in shame, Mra. Sparks bristled up In 
ber husband's defense, while Mrs. 
Banks gave her husband a look full of 
disgust and coolly turned her back on 
him. 

Mrs. Mann noticed the conduct of 
Mrs. Banks and promptly called atten
tion to It by Baying: 

"Lord, Loueesy, you ain't nigh so 
quick to stand up for your husband as 
Betty Sparks Is for her'n. You acts for 
all the world Jest like yoo Is plnmb 
ashamed of Sim." 

"I am," Mrs. Banks replied flatly. 
"Who could help being ashamed of a 
coward, I'd like to know?" 

Sim looked up at his wife, a pained 
expression In his eyes and his face very 
red. 

"Loueesy," he gasped, "you dast to 
talk that a-way about me an we ans 
jest been married a year?" 

"I dare to speak the truth," Mrs. 
Banks replied cuttingly, her lips curl
ing with scorn. "I'm plumb ashamed 
of you." 

"Then you don't love mo none," Sim 
whimpered broken heartedly. "A wife 
what loves her old man ain't goin to 
run blm down afore other folks. Lou
eesy, you don't love me; yoa don't lovo 
me!" 

Mrs. Banks, Instead of being touched, 
gave her husband one scornful glance 
and tnrned and walked away. 

With her utter want of tact Mrs. 
Mann said: 

"I guess, Sim Banks, Loueesy's been 
a-contrastln you with that Mr. Melvin, 
an I reckon she thinks you ain't much 
shakes compared with him." 

Sim's eyes flashed fire In an Instant 
and, trembling with anger, ho cried: 

"You are a-lyln, Mrs. Mann, when 
you say any slch a thing as that an If 
you was a man I'd whup you till your 
hide wouldn't hold shucks. Hain't no
body got no call to speak nary a word 
ag'ln Loueesy, an I ain't goin to stand 
still an let no slch a word be spoke. 
That's jest what I got to say, an I 
mean It" 

Mrs. Mann sniffed contemptuously. 
"Sim Banks," she said, "you kin jest 

stand up for Loueesy all you pleases, 
but I mind sbe didn't stand up for ^ou 
none, an my notion is she hain't goin 
to stand up for you, no matter what 
anybody says. I've got eyes, an what 
I see I see. Loueesy was plumb struck 
with that man, an you mark my words, 
Sim Banks, If sbe ever gits to know 
him she'll learn to love his little finger 
better than she'll ever love your whole 
body. You jest bear them words In 
mind, Sim Banks, an if you live you 
will find that they are the gospel truth." 

Mrs. Mann, though actuated by a 
selfish Interest and influenced by that 
feeling of bitter enmity which a wom
an has for a successful rival In the af
fections of the man she loves, spoke 
nearer the truth than any of her hear
ers dreamed—nearer even than sho her
self supposed. 

f J CHAPTER III. 
8EEKINO IXFOKMATIOPF. '' 

James Melvin was In no very pleas
ant humor to begin with. 

Since early morning he had been In 
the saddle, and for 12 long hours bo 
had followed the tortuous course of a 
dimly marked road which wound un
certainly up and dowii and In and out 
among the rugged bills that border the 
Missouri river. ' ' 

His assertion that the horse he rode 
possessed a gait like that of a cow~wns 
not an exaggeration, and neither was 
that other assertion, that ho was hun
grier than a bear. He bad eaten noth
ing since early morning, and his break
fast secured at a log cabin back In the 
hills, had not been anything like ns 
sumptuous as he could have desired. 

And now, on top of these discomforts, 
James Melvin had suddenly awakened 
to a realization of the fact that he was 
lost —lost, with night and darkness 
coming on and nothing to guide him 
back to. his course. 

Since leaving Beckett's, Mill he bad 
traveled the main road for a short dls-
taqpe, then had turned off to follow a 
path that led up a ridge through a 
dark, heavy forest For a time he got 
on very well, but by and by he came to 
a point where the path gave out, and, 
having nothing to further guide blm, 
be began to ramble about the wood In 
an uncertain manner. This he contin
ued for an hour before he discovered 
that he was merely wandering around 

and aronnd, and It dawned on blm that 
he was lost 

He reined up his horse to consider-
bis situation and to try to decide what 
he had better do under the circum
stances. He found that reining up his 
horse was tho easiest thing he had at
tempted that day. The animal may 

¥ave possessed other strong points,"Bui 
the speed with which he came to a halt 
was centdnly far the strongest 

While.Melvin sat there puzzling over 
his situation, unnble to decide which 
way to turn, his attention was attract
ed by a noise which came from a point 
just beyond a clump of trees. Tbat 
noise sounded like some one coaghing, 
and It brnatfbt a thrill of Joy and a ray 
of hope to Melvln's weary soul. 

Getting his horse In motion as soon 
as possible and after some effort ht 
rode forward until he had passed the 
trees. There, sitting on a log, with his 
elbows resting on his knees and his 
face In his hands, was an old man who 
had every appearance of being a native 
of Possum Ridge. 

Melvin was glad to see the old fel
low, for he had no doubt that he would 
easily gain from him the Information 
necessary to guide him to a place of 
refuge for the night. It must be re
membered that Melvin was a total 
stranger to Possum Ridge and to the 
manners and peculiarities of Its peo
ple. Had he not been he would have 
been far less sanguine of the prospect 
the dlscovery of the old man opened up. 

Approaching to within speaking dis
tance, Melvin passed the nsual galnta-

Melvin was plad to tee the old fellow. 
tlon. To his surprise, the other took no 
notice. Approaching still nearer, he 
tried again. 

"A pleasant evening," he said. 
Still no reply and no movement on 

the part of the other. 
Thinking the old man must be hard 

of hearing, Melvin advanced nearer yet 
and, raising his voice almost to a shout 
said: 

"Pretty rough country around here, 
isn't it?" 

No reply, and not even so much as 
the stir of a band or foot Apparently 
the old man was totally unaware of 
Melvln's presence even. 

Becoming desperate, Melvin drew 
closer still and, raising his voice to its 
highest pitch, shouted: 

"Are you deaf?" 
There was a momentary silence. Then 

slowly the old fellow raised his head 
and, looking Melvin over calmly and 
deliberately from head to foot and 
back again, said quietly: 

"Young feller, air yon a-sp'illn for a 
fight?' 

Melvin started back and opened his 
eyes wide In astonishment 

"Why, no," he stammered presently; 
"why do you ask that?" 

• "Are you achln to be chawed up?" 
the old man continued, taking no no
tice of Melvln's question. 

"Of course not" 

[TO be CORTUIUIU.1 - ' 

' The large ana increasing circulation 
of The Iowa Homestead In this county 
is a matter for congratulation to tbe 
publishers and to good farming, fer, of 
all tbe papers of ita class In the coun
try, It Is easily the best and most help
ful. Its Special Farmers' Institute 
editions, issued with tbe regular edition 
the flrst week in each month, have been 
'for years the admiration of all practi
cal farmers. Written wholly by farm
ers, they are full of actnai experience, 
and smell of the Boil. We have been 
fortunate enough this season to secure 
terms for The Homestead and Its Spec
ial Farmers' Institute Editions,together 
with The Poultry Farmer ana The 
Farmers' Mutual Insurance Journal, 
four of the moat valuable farm publi
cations in the country, that enable us to 
oiler the four In connection with onr 
own paper for $1.90 for the entire five, 
one year. This is emphatically a good 
thing; and no fanner in this county 
should fall to take advantage of this 
offer. For a large line of thoroughly 
practical 'farm reading nothing haB ever 
been offered before that equals it. A 
county paper, a term paper, a poultry 
paper, a farm insurance paper and the 
Special farmers' Isntltute, all for 81.9a 
Come In and order them. 

Spring coughs are specialty danger
ous and unless cured at once, serioua re
sults often follow. One Minute Cough 
Care acts' like magic. It 1B not a com
mon mixture but a high grade remedy. 
—Smith Bros. 

M .  DONNELL, M. D 
Physician and Surpeon, 

Proprietor of toe 

Ryan Drug Si ore. 
Dealer In 

Drugs, Stationery, Kfec. 
HVAV to V <1 

UiWib 

Do Ydii See How 
the Time 

Plies 
* 

So be sure you are right then go 
ahead. And it is timn you came 
to our yard and bought your lum
ber as we are giving, you the best 
of it. We have it and we sell it 
too. 

qr fa 

The ;, 
chewing 
tobacco 
with a 

conscience 
behind it. 

No Premiums! 
Wetmore's Best 

sells on its merits* -
Made only by 

M. C. WETMORE TOBACCO CO. 
St. Louis. Mo. 

77ie Inrgctt independent 
/uetory tn sl?H«rtca. 

Skin troubles, cuts, burns, scalds and 
chBllng qutchly heal by the use of Ue-
Witle's Witch Hazel Salve. It is imi
tated. lie sure you get DeWitt'ti.— 
Smith Bros. 

One fin Pins $2. 
There are still some good lands tn northwest

ern Iowa, southwestern Minnesota and South 
Dakota, and if you are expecting to make a 
change in location, you should take advantage 
of the low excursion rates In effect. On tbe f mt 
and third Tuesday of each month excursion 
tickets, bearing 21 days' ilcnlt, can he purchased 
to all points on the Burlington, Cedar Rapids & 
Northern Baliway, north of and including Ab
bott, Shell Kock and Waverly at ONE FAKE 
plus |2. 

Full Information relative to these lands will 
be cheerfully given a poo application to Messrs 
Ilten Se Brooks, our industrial and Immigration 
Agents. Cedar Rapids, Iowa. 

If you are thinking of making a trip to any 
point In Alabama. Arkansas. Arizona. British 
Columbia,CanadianNorthwest.Colorado, Flor
ida, Geoiyls, Idaho, Indian Territory, Iowa, 
Kansas, Kentucky, Louisiana, Manitoba, Min
nesota, Michigan, Missouri, Mississippi, Mon
tana. New Mexico, Nebraska, North Carolina, 
North Dakota, Oklahoma, Oregon South Dakota, 
South Carolina, Tennessee, Texas, Utah, Vlr-enta, Washington, Wisconsin and Northern 

Ichfgan and Wyoming, call on agents of the 
"Cedar Rapids Route" for rates, etc., or address 

JOHN G, FARMER, A. 6. P. & T. A., 
. . B.,0. R, &N, Ry. 
&-21w Cedar Rapids, la. 

! 
IllinoisCentral RR 

Ton cannot enjoy perfect health, 
rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes it your 
liver is sluggish and vonr bowels clog
ged. DeWltt's Little Early Itlsers 
cleanse the whole system. They never 
gripe.—Smith Bros. 

Beaidence Property for Sale. 
A good house, barn and large lot in 

Manchester for - sale at a bargain. 
Long time given on half of purchase 
money if deslrea. 

Inquire of UBONSON & CARR 

Those famous little pills, DeWitt'B 
Little Early Risers will remove all im
purities from your system, cleanse 
your -bowels, make them regular.— 
Smith Bros. 

BnekaFor Sale. 
Five eholce grate Lincoln and Cotswold 

buck, for sale. Inquire at Bradley farm In 
Comna Grove twp. tf. 

David City, Neb., April 1,1900. 
Genessee Pure Food Co., LeRoy, N. Y.: 

Gentlemen:—I must say in regard to 
Urain-0 that there is nothing better or 
healthier. We have used it for years. 
My brother WBB a great coffee drinker. 
He'was taken sick and the doctor Bald 
coffee was the cause of it, and told us 
to use Grain-O. We got a package but 
did not like it at first, but now would 
not be without it. My brother has been 
well ever since we Btarted to use it. 

Tours Truly, 
Lillie Sochor. 

These Jacksonville can run over the 
•Je weU known Dixie Flyer Scenic Bouts 
via Lookout Mountain, and leave, Chicago and 
Stl^mlae^ery eve. on the Central', fast"Llm It-
ed vestibule train for the south, and arrive at' 
Nashville the next morning, at ChitUnooM the 
next afternoon, at Atlanta early the qext even-

and at Jacksonville the second mornlnt 
? departure. Connection made by Illinois 

---Jtral train out of Poorla with the ear from 
Chicago. 

HORSES FOR SALE. 
Having rented our south farm will sell a num

ber of Kood wook and delivery horses, also a 
number of colts. This stock will be sold right 
and on good noteB. Apply to 

JOSEPH HUTCHINSON, 
7-tf Manchester, la. 

"I have been troubled with indigeS' 
tion for ten years, have tried many 
things and spent much money to no 
purpose nntll I tried Kodol Dyspepsia 
Cure. I have taken two bottles and 
gotten more relief from tbem than all 
other medicine taken. I feel more like 
a boy than I have felt in twenty years." 
—Anderson Riggs,of Sunny Lane, Tex. 
Thousands have testified as did Mr. 
Riggs.—bmlth Bros. 

LOW-RATE-EXCURSIONS 
Twice each month, on specific dates, the Illi

nois Central will sell at greatly reduced rates 
from points on its line north of Cairo, round-trio 
Homeseekers' Excursion tickets South to cer
tain points on or reached by lis Unes In Ken
tucky, Tennesseee, Mississippi, Louisiana and 
Alabama. Also to certain points West and 
Southwest in Iowa, Minnesota, North Dakota. 
South Dakota, Nebraska, Kansas, Oklahoma 
and Indian Territory. Particulars of your Illi
nois Central agents. 
, For a free copy of the Homeseekers' Guide* 
describing the advantages and resources of the 
South, address J. P. Merry, A. 6. P. A.. I. C. K 
R., Dubuque, Iowa. For Information i 

Full Particulars 
agents of the Illinois Central, or by addressing 
TF. Me rry, A. (i. V. A.;Dubuque, Iowa. 

BARGAIN IN RESIDENCE PROPERTY 
A boose and lot in one of tbe best resident 

portions of eit» of Manchester forxale cheap 
and on easy terms. Good dwelling, barn, etc. 

Enquire at DEMOCRAT OFFICE. 

THE ILLINOIS CENTRAL 
-AND THE— 

Pan-American Exposition. ; 

In none of the new industries of the 
laBt decade has there been greater pro
gress than In the art of preparing and' 
managing great expositions. It waa 

Washington, D. C. 
Uenessee Pure Food Co., LeRoy, N. Y.: 

Gentlemen:—Our family realize so 
much from the use of Grain-0 that I 
feel I must say a word to induce others 
to use it. If people are interested in 
their health and the welfare of their 
childreu they will use no other bever
age. I have used them all, but Grain-0 
I nave found superior to any, for the 
reason that it is solid grain. 

Yours for health, 
O. F. Meyers. 

CYCLONE AND TORNADO 
Insurance In flrst class companies written and 

policies Issued by ItunNsoN 16 CAliit. 
tf 

Henry Hutchinson 
Breeder of Thoroughbred 

She/thorn Cattle. 
, JOSEPH HUTCHINSON 

Manchester, Iowa. 

The New York World, 
i Thrice-a-Week Edition. 

Almost A Daily At The Price Ot A 
Weekly. 

The presidential campaign is over 
but the World goes on just the same 
and it is full of newB. To learn this 
news, just BS it is—promptly and im 
partially—all that you have to do iB to 
look in the colums of The Thrice-a-
Week Edition of The New York 
World which comes to the subscriber 
156 times a year. 

The Thrice-a-Week World's diligence 
as a publisher of first news has given it 
circulation wherever the English lan
guage is spoken—and you want it. 

The Thrice a-week World's rei 
subscription price is only SI.00 per 
year, *,VVe offer this unequalled news-
pape'rvnd the Manchester Democrat 
together one year for @2.15. 

The regular subscription price of the 
two papers Is 82.50. 12 

BATHS 

mmtm mmmm A, 

Compound VaDorand Sham-
ooo Baths. 

Most all dis
eases are caused 
by poisonous sec 
rations, which 
clog the wheels 
of NATURE. 

Vapor sap Rename and 
W the symptoms 

OTiQ may be different 
Shampoo. but tlie cause 0{ 

disease can us
ually be traced 

to the imperiect action ol the millions 
of pores of the human body. A bath In 
accordance with scientific require
ments is the best preventative and 
remedy known. The methods employ 
ed by me are the most scientific ever 
Invented or discovered for dispelling 
disease. Results tell the story. Give 
me a trial. ThU is the Conant system 
of baths. A competent lady attendant 
In oharge of the ladlesdepartment. 

Office and bath rooms on Franklin 
Btreet, opposite Globe Hotel 
"tf Q. D. QATCS. 

HOT 5PRINQS 
ARKANSAS, VIA MEMPHIS 

' WITHOUT CHANGS i 
The Illinois Central Is now running a through 

Pullman sleeping car dally'between Chicago 
and Hot Springs, Ark., on Its "Limited" leaving 
Chicago In the evening arriving Hot Springs 6.16 
the next afternoon. 

CALIFORNIA 
Through Pullman excursion sleeping ears: 

leave Chicago every Tuesday for Los Angeles 
and San Francisco via New Orleans an<f the 
Southern Route: leave Chicago every Tueedayfor 
Los Angeles and San Franclso via Omaha and 
the Scenic Route. 

FLORIDA 
Through sleeping cars from Chicago* and iron 

St. Louis, to < 

NASHVILLE, 
CHATTANOOGA 
ATLANTA, 
JACKSONVILLE. 

R., Dubuque. Iowa. For WoraultloIi, ragaw 
liwr lands In the famous Yuoo Valley or MlMr 
Y l^Dyt a^Irtrfws K. JMWeoe, I«ndComn]|utoaer 

V. R. B , ciilesga. 

often Baid after the World's b'air closed 
its gates that this country would not 
see its equal in fifty years. Tbat pre
diction will be disproved in the present 
year of 1901; for in all but the space oc
cupied, the Pan-American Exposition 
at Buffalo will excel the great show of 
1893. This means tbat more can be 
seen in the same length of time at the 
Pan-American, with Diss of the fatigue 
and weariness that was unavoidable at 
the World's Fair. The exhibits will be 
SB varid, interesting and Instructive as 
it Is possible to make them; and in the 
matter of entertainment features, tbe 
Buffalo show will surpass all former ex
positions. 

An artiBtic booklet, of sixteen pages, 
beautifully illustrated, and giving a 
concise description of what this great 
exposition is to be, will be mailed free 
on application to the undersigned. 

The Illinois Central is prepared tb 
handle a very-large business to Buffalo 
this season, and is in a position to oiler 
unsurpassed service to the Exposition 
City. The excursion rates have not 
been announced as yet, but so soon as 
they are, all those who have sent for a 
copy of the Exposition Booklet will be 
promptly notified. 

J. F. MERRY, . 
Asst. Gen. Pass. Agent, 

I2wll Dubuque, Iowa. • 

STATE 

Retail Grocers Convention 
WATERLOO, IOWA, 

For this meeting the Illinois Central 
will sell excursions Tickets at an open 
rate of one and one-third fare from 
points in Iowa within one hundred 
miles of Waterloo, tickets on sale April 
21-25 inclusive, limited to the 81th for 
return. From other polutB In Iowa, 
outBide of the one hundred mile radius, 
a fare and one-third on tbe certificate 
plsn has been named. 

J. F. MERRY, 
Asst. Gen. Pass. Agent, 

13w5 Dubuque, Iowa. 

EXCURSION RATES 

G. A- R. 
STATE ENCAMPMENT, 

Duhuque, June 4-6. 

Dubuque is planning to entertain tbe 
Old Soldiers royally; tbe Illlnola Cen
tral iB planning to give them tbe usual 
good treatment ana service en route, 
and the Old Soldiers themselves are 
planning to attend In force, and have a 
royal good time. 

All of these plans will be successfully 
carried out and the Annual Encamp
ment, Department of Iowa, Grand 
Army of the Republic, at Dubuque this 
year, will be a record breaker in every 
way. 

The Illinois Central will sell excur
sion tickets to Dubuque at a rate of 
one fare for the round trip from all 
points in Iowa where the one way fare 
to Dubuque is $2.00 or more. From 
points where tbe fare is less than 82.00 
the rate will be one and one-third, 
with a maximum of 82.00. Tickets on 
sale June 3, 4 and 5, and for trains 
reaching Dubuque before noon of the 
0th; limited to June 8 for return. 

J. F. KERRY, 
Asst. Gen. Past. Agent, 

I2wll Dubuque, Iowa, 

tMsiai 
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