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THE SUNBAY CALL.

e==—HIS is the third installment of
“THE GENTLEMAN FROM
INDIANA.” If you read to the
of this installment you won't
need to be told to watch for the
FOURTH AND LAST INSTALL-
MENT in the NEXT SUNDAY
CALL.

That is one cf the big advantages
of The Sunday Call’s literary policy
of not only furnishing its readers
with the best books of the day by
most famous authors in the
world, but of presenting each novel
complete in two, three or, at most,
editions. There are no inter-
minable waits between installments
It is en offer never before equaled in
Western journalism. ]

Then in rapid succession will fol
thet thrilling new American
novel. “The Master of Appleby,” by
Franeis Lynn: “The Mississippi Bub-
by Emerson Hough; “The Tur
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— On one side of him were the tw
Bowlders. on the er was Lige Wiliett
Mr. Watts preserving peace betwee:

w oung men with perfect tact ar
sang-froid

They kept good order and simi) e
of auiet for so except r to e
rear. where old Wilkerson was bringing
ip the tail of the procession, dragging a
wretched yellow dog by a slip-noose fast-
ened ound the poor cur's prolesting
neck knot carefully arranged under

s right ear In spite of every com-
mand and protest, Wilkerson had march-
ed the whole way uproariously sing'ug,
John Brown's Body

The sun was in the west when the
came in sight of the Cross-Roads, and

cabins on the low slope stood out an-

gularly.against the radiance beyond As
they beheld the hated settlement the
heretofore orderly ranks showed a dispo-

gition to depart from the steady advance

and rush the shanties Willetts, the
Bowlders, Parker, Ross Schofield and
fifty others did, in fact, break away and

get a sharp race up the siope.
Watts tried to call them back. “What's
the use your gettin’ killed?” he shouted
“Why not?’ answered Lige, who, like
the others, was increasing his speed when

old “Wimby"” rose up suddenly from the
poadside ahead of them and motioned
them frantically to go back “They're

laid out along the fence, waitin' fer ye.”
he warned them. “Git out the road. Come
by the fields. Fer the Lord's sake
spread!” Then, as suddenly as he had
appeared he dropped down into the weeds
again. Lige and those with him paused,
and the whole body came to a hait while
1he leaders consulted. There was a sound
of metallic clicking and a thin rattie of
sieel. From far to the rear came the

0ce f W ker
lehn Brown's body . a-mouldering in th
J T( = bods es a-mou dering in tie
Fre <
A tew ear him. as they stood waiting
L in 1o tave up the t r of the song
singing sow time | a dirge; then
those further away took it up: it spread
reached end the t02.”bzzan o
sing. tal off their hats as they join
in: and soon the who'é concourse e ,
earnes covered. was ¢ L
th ¢ iem for John Ha
The = 1 wingireg lower and the
cdge noria wet embraoidered
wit} gole whie hat dee voiume of
shook air. the song of a sier
g ust i T
some of the s
vith Han nde €
f a hes «
1 e me
f mbuse e
se P v to its m'ghty ful ness
the shivered. One of them, post d
& :. 4 h'e rifle ca-e
f e 2l =, a far ta
pet P 2d i the siag
e ext behird

m and harshly: “T reckon we'll
sce a in hell to-night
i
ge murmur of the chorus ex-
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A gun spat fire from the higher ground
and Willetts dropped where he stood, but
in a second with a red line
his the ball had
grazed his temple. Then the mob spread
out llke a fan, hundreds of men climbing
the fence and beginning to advance
tkrough the fields, closing on the ambus-
cade from both sides. Mr, Watts, wad-
ing through the high grass in the fleld
north of the road, perceived the barrel of
a gun shining from a bush some distance
in front of him and, although in the same
second no weapon was seen in his hand,
éischarged a revolver at the bush behind
the gun. Instantly ten or twelve men
leaped from their hiding places along the
fences of both fields and, firing hurriediy
and harmlessly into the scattered ranks
of the oncoming mob, broke for the shel-
ter of the houses, where their fellows were
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leen, which
the wrest wail, “Last Chance”: on the
st wall, “First Chance Next to this
and £ i.-by wo or li‘ ree _acres ‘I'
weedy vacaney, from the corners whei2
tre pupuiation centered thickest .stood--f
one may so predicate of a buildiag which
nea i even direcifons—the house of
\ir. Robert €killeti, the proprietor of the
z Roth bhuildinga were shut up as
ght as thelr siate of repair parmitred.
A - w urthest to the east, they
1€ the st shelter and to then
¢ Cross rs bent their flignt,
theug tl'ev stapped notl here, t di=
appeared behird Skillett’s shanty, putting
it beiwnes them and pursuers,
begianing k. The

gooa start and the

picked runners of the -Cross-Roads, they

crossed the open, weedy acres in safety
and made for their homes. Every house
Lhiad become a fort and the defenders

would have to be fought and torn out one
by As the guns sounded a woman
in shanty near the forge began to
scream, and kept on screaming.

On came farmers and the men of
Plattville They took the saloon at a
run; battered down the cragzy.doors with
a fence rail and swarmed inside like busy
insects, making the place hum llke a hive,
vut with the hotter industries of destruc-
tion. It was empty of life as a tomb, but
they beat and tore and battered and
biroke and ltammered and shattered like
madmen: they reduced the tawdry inter-
1wr to a mere chaos and came pouring
forth laden with trophies of ruin. And
then there wag a charry smell in the air
and a slender feather of smoke floated
up from a second-story window.

At the same time Watts led an assault
on the adjoining housg—an assault which
came to a sudden pause, for, from cracks
in the’ front wall a squirrel rifle and a
shotgun snapped and banged and the
crowd fel} back in disorder. Homer
*1bbe had a hat blown away, full of buck-
shot holes, while Mr. Watts solicitously
examined 2 small aperture in the
skirts of his brown coat. The house com.
manded the road, and the rush of the
mob into the village was checked, but
only for the instant. »

A rickety woodghed, which formed a
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portion of the Skillett mansion, closeiy
joined the *“Last Chance’ side of the
family place of business. Scarcely had

the guns of the defenders sounded, when,
with a loud shout, Lige ‘Willetts leaped
from an upper window on that side of the
burning saloon and landed on the wood-
shed, and, immed ately ciimbiug the roof
of the house ftself. applied a flery brand
to the time-worn clapocards. Ross Scho-
field dropved on the shed, close behind
him, hizs arm lovingly enfolding a gallon
jug of whis'y, which emptied (not
withcut evident regret) uvpon the clap-
boards as L'ge fired then Flames burst
forth aimost Ins antly, smoke
uniting. with that now roliing cut of every

1
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w ndoew of the sa n, went up to heaven
in a cumbrcus, gray column

As the flames beg to spread there was
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&, and there waz a horrid

like a beast’'s howls, from

witl Fhe front doer was thrown apen,

and » lean, fierce-eved zrl. with a case-

kn fe in her hand. ran out in the facre of

the mob. At sound of  the shots in the
rear they had begun to advance on the
house a second time, and Hartley Bowl-
der wa# the nearest man to the girl
With awful words, and shrieking incon-
celvably, she made straight at Hartley
and attacked him with the knife. She
struck at him again and again, and. in
her anguish of hate and fear, was su ex-
traordinary a spectacle that she gained
for her companions the four or five sec-
onds they needed to escape from the
house. As she hurled herself alone at
the oncoming torrent, they sped from the
door -unnoticed, sprang over the fence and
reached the omen lots to the west before
they were seen by Willtts from the roof.

“Don’'t let 'em fool you! he shouted.
“Look to your left! There they go! Don't
let 'em get away."”

The Cross-Roaders were running across
the field. They were Bob Skillett and his
younger brother, and Mr. Skillett was
badly damaged; he seemed to be holding
his jaw on his face with both hands. The
girl turned and sped after them. Bhe
was over the fence almost as soon as
they were, and the three ran in_ single
file, the girl last. She was either mag-
nificently sacrificial and fearless or she
cunningly calculated that the regulators
would take no chances of killing a
woman-child, for she kept between their
guns and her two companions, trying to
cover and shield the latter with her frail
body. '

“Shoot, Lige,’” called Watts. “If we fire
from here we'll hit the girl. Shoot!"

Willetts and Ross Schofield were still

standing on the roof, 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 field when

suddenly, witheut any premonitery ges-
ture, the elder Skillett dropped flat on
his face. The Cross-Roaders slood
by each other that day., for four
or five men ran out of the
nearest shantv into the open, lifted the

prostrate figure from tne ground, and be-
gan to carry it back with them. But Mr

Skillet was alive; his curges were heard
above all other scunds. Lige and Scho-
neld fired agaln, and one of the rescuers

siaggered. Neveriheless, ag the two me:
slild down f(rom the ouf, the burdened
Cross-Roaders were seen to break into a
run; and at that with another yell,
ficreer, wilder, more joyous than the first,
the Plattvi.le men followed.

The yell rang loudiy in the ears of old
Wiikerson, who had remained hack in the
road. and at the same instant he heard
another shaut behind him. Mr. Wilkerson

had not sharsd in the attack. but, greatly
with own histrienic a“-

ceeding up the pike

preoccunied his

was pr

1

vellow mon-

slip-noose

—except for the unhappy
, still dragged along by

—and alternating, as w&s his patural
wont, from one fence to the other:
crouching behind every bush to fire an
imaginary rifle at his dog, and then
springing out, with triumphant bellow-

ings, to fall prone upon the terrified ani-
mal. It was after one of these victories
that a shout of warning was raised bé-
hind him, and Mr. Wilkerson, by grace
of the god Bacchus, rolling out of the
way in time to save his life, saw a horse
dash by him—a big, black horse whose

polished flanks were dripping with lather.
Warren Smith was the rider. He was

waving a slip of yellow paper high In
the air.
He rode up the slope, and drew rein

bevond the burning buildings. just ahead
of thuse foremost in the pursuit. He
threw his horse across the road to op-
pose their progress, rose in his stirrups,
and waved the paper over his head.
“Stop!" he roared. “Give me one minute.
Stop!"" He had a grand voice; and He
was known in many parts of the State
for the great bass ‘roar with which he
startled his juries. To be heard at a dis-
tance most men lift the pitch of their
voices; Smith lowered his an octave or
two, and the result was like an earth-
quake playing an organ in a catacomb,

“Stop!"” he thundered. “‘Stop!”

In answer, one of the flying Cross-
Roaders turned and sent a bullet whist-
ling ciose to him. The lawyer paused
long enough to bow deeply in satirical re-
sponse; then, flourishing the paper, he

roared again: “Stop! A mistake! I have
news! Stop, 1 say! Horner has got
them!"”

To make himself heard over that
pestuous advance was a fea for him
moreover. whose counsels had so | !

been derided to interest the pursuers

such a moment enos to make
listen—to find the wo was a gt
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THE FIGHT AT
THE: SiX
CROSS*EQADS

heiping the latter tie up his head; no e
else was hurt

“What i clamored impailent
I “Speak quic There was another
harmless =hot from ive, and then
the Cross-Roade that the
version was in secured (iem.
seives in  the t iwstnesses and
held their fire 3 the fAames
crackled cheerfully ille ears NO
matter what the pros had to say

at least the Skillett saloon and homestead

were gone, and Bob Skillett and one other

would be sick enough to be good for a
in his hand, a Western Urion telegraph
while.

“Listen,”” cried Warren Smith, and, ris-

ing in his stirrups again, read the missive
ferm “Warren Smith, Plattville,” was
the direction “Found both’ sheli-mnen.
Poiice familiar with both, and both w
ed here. One arrested at noon in a
ond-hand clothes store, wearing Harkless
hat, also trying to dispose torn full-dress
coat known to have been worn by Hark-
less last night. Stains on lining believed
blood. Second man found later at freight-
vards in empty lumber car left Plattville
1 p. m.,, badly hurt, shot and bruiscc.
Supposed Harkless made bard fight. Hyr:
man taken to hospital unconscious. Wil
die. Hope able question him first ang dis-
cover whereabouts body. Other man re-
fuses talk so far. Check any move mﬁt
Cross-Roads. This clears Skillett, cu}
Come over on 9:15." A y

The telegram was signed by Horner and
by Barreti, the superintendent of police
at Rouen.

It's a a mistake. bovs,” the lawyer
said, as he anded +Lhe to Watls
and Parker for ladi a
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i e he grief 2 3
f stout people appea 2
dumfound even themselves The
man took off his glasses and wiped
slowly -An old and very dear
of e He replaced the glasses inse-
cuar upon his nose. "1 telephoned
your headquarters and they said you had
come here

“Yes, sir ' the superintenden

cheerfully “Thesze
vo gentlemen from Plattville; M:
itk just got in. They mighty near had
big trouble doewn there to-day, but I guess
we'll settle things for 'em up here. Ye
me make vou acquainted with my friend.
Mr. Smith, and my friend, Mr. Horner
Gentlemen, my friend, Mr. Meredith, one
of our well known citizens.”

“¥You hear, it from. the palice, gentle-
men,” added Mr. Meredith, perking up 2
little. *“I know Dr. Gay.” He nodded to
the surgeon,

“1 suppose you have heard some of the
circumstances—those that we've given
out,” said Barvett.

“i read the account in the evening pa-
per. I had heard of Harkless of Carlow,
but it never occurred to me that it was

police




