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PREFACE.

Few intelligent persons in this country can have failed to note
the rapid growth of mob law among us in the last few years.
Formerly the punishment of offenders was the business of the
courts, and illegal executions in the name of justice never resorted
to except in rare instances when some deed of peculiar atrocity
stirred an entire community to frenzy. Now human beings are
frequently sent out of the world by hasty assemblages of excited
men, not only in open defiance of the authorities but often where
the offense charged would not have been punishable with death
under the law. In some instances, to our shame as a people be it
said, the irresponsible mob has burned helpless captives at the
stake, thus introducing into an enlightened country a practice
hitherto unknown except among the most cruel savages.

Surely, the time has come when serious enquiry should be made
into the causes back of this rapidly growing evil, with the view of
staying its further progress if possible. Having been for a number
of years the judge of a court in my State with criminal jurisdiction,
I have become convinced that the only reason why good citizens
countenance mob violence is that they have lost faith in the ability
of the courts to deal effectually with crime. They weary of the
delay attending criminal prosecutions, and the frequent failure of
justice in the end exasperates them. If this be true then the
remedy for mob law is to substitute for it speedy trial, and prompt
punishment, of all offenders through our regularly established
courts of justice. In dealing with criminals we had for the pres-
ent better err on the side of too much despatch than to pursue fur-
ther the procrastinating methods that have awakened a protest in
the minds of thousands of the soberest men in the country, and
brought some portions of our wide republic to the verge of
anarchy.

In framing the present story it was my purpose to show on the
one hand how easily the vengeance of a mob may be misplaced, and
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on the other how provoking to the patience of those interested in
the suppression of crime and the preservation of order must be
the progress of a modern criminal trial as it drags its slow length
along through the courts. Some of the incidents here narrated are
real, others fictitious, and I have endeavored to weave them all
into a story that while carrying a moral with it would not be
without interest to the general reader. The name of the book, I
may add, was taken from that of a secret society which soon after
the close of the civil war was organized in my community for the
purpose of administering speedy justice to evil-doers at a time
when this end could not be attained through the courts. The
title, therefore, when chosen was not without significance to me,
though doubtless it will be meaningless to most of those who
glance over my pages.

I am aware of the fact that this story lacks the polish it would
have possessed had it come from more skillful hands. It was
written however for the honest purpose of striking at a grave
existing evil, and, such as it is, I send it forth without apology,
hoping it may find a few friends among the millions of readers in
this great country, and be in the end productive of some good.

THE AUTHOR.
July 27th, 1903,



THE K. K. K.

CHAPTER 1L

IN WHICH THE READER IS TAKEN TO A GOODLY LAND AND INTRO-
DUCED TO PLEASANT COMPANY.

IF you ever take occasion to descend the Cumberland River by
steamer from Nashville, Tennessee, you will observe on the right
bank of that picturesque stream, not far from the rapids called
Harpeth Shoals, a rolling tract of highlands extending for some
distance along your route, and stretching as far back into the in-
terior as the eye can reach. This highland territory is known to
the dwellers within its borders, and the good folk of the re-
gion roundabout, as ‘“ The Marrowbone Hills.” It embraces
a considerable expanse of country, but as it recedes north-
wardly narrows some distance out from the river into a long and
precigitous neck of upland, which for some mysterious reason
has been dubbed “ Paradise Ridge.” I say for some mysterious
reason this rugged elevation has been so designated, but the old
settlers thereabouts will tell you that the ““ movers ” trekking from
Carolina and Virginia, a hundred years ago, and encountering
this formidable obstacle in their path, named it “ Paradise Ridge ”
in fine scorn. Lumbering farm wagons, often a dozen or more
together, constituted the transportation trains of that early period,
and to surmount this frowning barrier with such a vehicle, well
laden with wife, children, and household goods, was a feat scarcely
paralleled by the notable one of Bonaparte’s crossing the Alps. In
spite of vigorous application of the lash, and the liberal use of pro-
fanity, the desperate teams often stalled here on the upward
climb, and when the summit at last was reached and the descent
on the opposite side begun, the situaticn was found to be changed
by ne means for the better,

5
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Notwithstanding locked wheels and constant tugging against
the breeching on the part of the hindmost mules, the conveyance
now went forward at headlong rate, bumping against huge boul-
ders, and scattering the fearful housewife’s plunder, with now
and then a few of the children, promiscuously along the route.
Oftentimes spokes and tires were smashed, axles broken, or
tongues shattered, and it took days to mend up and start afresh
on the journey to a new home in the wilderness. All this was in
the good old times that we dream so fondly about, and which no-
body in his senses would like to have restored. The railroad from
St. Louis to Nashville now cleaves in twain this exasperating Par-
adise Ridge, and the sleepy traveler may glide smoothly down
from Ridgetop to Baker’s, at the foot, without ever being
aroused from his nap.

The Marrowbone Hills, however, lie back of the narrow ridge
just described, which stretches out from among them like the
crooked handle of a gourd. The hill country proper is a pleasant
land, where moderate heights and fertile valleys, wooded tracts,
cleared fields, and running waters greet the eye of the traveler
in agreeable diversity. The soil, even on the steep hillsides, yields
a fair return to honest labor, and the atmosphere, owing to the
general elevation of the country, is bracing and healthy nearly
all the year round. The plain farmer folk who till the earth and
spend their days here seldom achieve, or aspire to, great wealth,
but they constitute a manly class, who hold their heads up, and
generally manage—as they themselves frequently boast—to get
through life without begging, borrowing or stealing.

Close to the borders of this hill region may be seen a singular
succession of high conical mounds, called knobs ; and beyond these
stretches a broad, level expanse of country as productive and
beautiful to the eye as ever the crow flew over. In this lowland
territory the dwellers are more pretentious than on the hills, and
the coil for the most part is cultivated by negroes. These, as else-
where at the South, constitute a class to themselves, and would
prove more satisfactory as laborers but for their unfortunate pro-
pensity to shift their dwelling-places with a frequency that is dis-
couraging to the landowner, and oftentimes baffling to the would-
be collectors of poll-tax. As it is, the relation between the two
races is by no means unkindly, though the negroes are a little too
suspicious of the good intentions of the whites, and the latter, as
a rule, too prone to charge up to the inferior race all offenses of
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whatever description that cannot be immediately traced to some
other source. %

At the time when my story begins—for I may as well confess
now to the gentle reader that it is my purpose to inflict upon him
a narrative in which fact is more or less mingled with fiction—
there stood within the confines of the hill country, but not far from
the vorder line, the substantial log house of an old woman who
had dwelt there in peace and comparative comfort nearly all her
days. She owned a snug little farm about her home, or, rather,
had a life interest in the property, for the fee at her death vested
in her granddaughter, a comely girl of some eighteen years, who
dwelt with her. The old lady, Mrs. Susan Bascombe, was alto-
gether illiterate, but honest, independent, courageous beyond most
of her sex, and possessed of a fund of native good sense which
stood her often in hand when mere “ book l’arnin’” would have
been of no avail. She was quite an original character—this
Widow Bascombe, as she was usually called—decidedly sharp-
tongued when she fancied occasion demanded, but as a general
thing kindly in her deportment toward others, and very popular
with her neighbors.

Her granddaughter and namesake was, I make bold to say,
as handsome and spirited a damsel as could have been found
within the length and breadth of the Marrowbone Hills, or, for
that matter, within the whole country far and near, without re-
striction of territory. The father and mother of the girl had both
died when she was a wee thing, and left her to the care of the old
lady, who had raised her, and endeavored to train her up in the
way she should go. As she grew to womanhood the neighbors
about did not fail to note that she had inherited from her grand-
mother a tall and shapely person, and that she resembled the old
widow also in being the possessor of a strong character, of which
self-reliance constituted the principal trait. In one particular the
girl bad decidedly the advantage of the elder female, and that was
in the matter of education. She had trotted back and forth as a
child to the rough log school-house in her neighborhood—wagging
often under a load of books that would have borne her down if
she had not been strong for her years—and had so acquired smat-
tering information upon many subjects and genuine knowledge
of a few. She was quick witted, like her grandmother, and very
ambitious, so that the pupil who stood above her in her classes
was required to rise early and retire late. At this backwoods insti-
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tute little Sue Bascombe, having no sensational novels to devour,
acquired a taste for solid reading, which she afterward cultivated
at home in the midst of increasing household duties. By the time
she had donned long skirts and abandoned her school satchel she
was quite a superior sort of young person, mentally as well as
physically, and could more justly have been deemed thoroughly
accomplished than many a graduate from a famed city academy.
The house where the two . omen dwelt was a double log struc-
ture with an open passageway between the lower rooms, such as
are still quite common in that part of tlie country. It was a story
and a half high, and the two contracted apartments above were
used, the one as a general lumber room, the other as a snug dor-
mitory, where the grateful wayfarer was allowed to repose in a
fat feather bed, with about six inches of breathing space betwixt
his nose and the well-seasoned rafters overhead. The genteel
room of the mansion was below and across the open passageway
from that occupied by the widow and her granddaughter. This
special company room had great brass dog-irons on the hearth,
in the well-scrubbed knobs of which one might detect his own
countenance dancing about when the fire was briskly ablaze.
There was a high-post bed here, with a canopy overhead, which
was seldom occupied, and indeed was kept more for ornament than
utility. A young man of scholastic attainments and solemn de-
meanor boarded with the family during the pedagogic months of
the year; but though he was permitted to use the company room
for chat and study during his sojourn, he was required always to
betake himself to the cuddy apartment upstairs when bedtime
came. He was now absent upon his summer vacation, whiling
away the time with some distant relatives who had consented to
supply him with food and lodging for the benefit of his society.
The schoolmaster being away, the old ladv and her grand-
daughter were left alone in the house, but they were not apprehen-
sive of danger or specially lonely, for they were not timid, and
had come to derive a good deal of comfort from each other’s so- -
ciety. Besides, there were kindly neighbors scattered around
them, and visits from one or more of these was an almost daily
occurrence. On the widow’s farm, about a half-mile from the
dwelling, a negro named Sandy Kinchen lived in a single-room
cabin with his wife and one child. His closest friend was a little
dog of the fox terrier variety, and the general opinion in regard
to them both was that they were no better than they should be.
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This Kinchea, with his dog wt his heels, would tramp the country
all night in search of ’coons and ’possums, or on worse business,
but could seldom be induced to tread a corn furrow or tobacco
row by day with the view of paying his rent or earning a support
for his family. He was indeed a worthless fellow, and little
tiought of by the neighbors, many of whom expressed surprise
that the old widow would suffer him to loaf about on her premises.
Leaving his laziness out of the questicn, however, no worse was
suspected of him as yet than that he cherished an undue fondness
for watermelons not grown in his own patch and chickens that
roosted away from his wife’s henhouse.

At the time of the year which I write—it was an evening in
early June—the leaves on the trees had but recently come to full
growth, and there was a newness and freshness about the verdure
everywhere that presently would be dulled by the scorching heat
of summer and the dust from the roads and fields. The sun had
just disappeared behind the crest of a high hill that loomed up
immediately back of the old farmhouse, and a deep shadow had
crept across the yard and was now encroaching upon a little
piece of meadow land that lay in front beyond the highway. Sue
Bascombe had stood for some minutes in the open doorway of the
family room, looking down the road toward the level country, as if
she expected some one to approach from that direction. Near
the center of the room her grandmother sat in a split-bottomed
chair smoking a cob pipe. Early as the hour was the two had
supped, and all evidences of the evening meal had been cleared
away. The girl stood in the open doorway with her arms folded
and her head resting carelessly against the framework on her
right. She was trim and square-shouldered, with a good suit of
black hair and eyes to match. A stranger could not have failed
to notice the striking resemblance between herself and grand-
mother, notwithstanding the great disparity in their ages.

“You needn’t look so hard, Sue,” remarked the old lady, re-
moving the pipe from her mouth as she spoke. “ Looking won’t
fetch him, child.”

“I’'m not trying to fetch him,” answered the girl, with a trace
of resentment at the insinuation. * If he doesn’t want to come he
can stay away.”

The old woman laughed. ““ Somebody would have a fit of the
blues if he did,” she replied, and began sucking at her pipe-
stem again. :
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The girl made no answer. Her grandmother smoked on in
silence a while longer. Then she continued between whiffs:
“Wal, wal, honey, I ain’t a blamin’ you for bein’ a little anxious.
I ’members the time when I’d a been anxious too ef my beau
hadn’t turned up jess at the very minute he sot. Gals is gals; gals
is gals.”

“I'm not anxious, Granny,” remarked the young lady in the
doorway.

“ Naw, you ain’t, and yit you is. Wal, wal, I used to be a gal
myself, and I finds fault with no person for bein’ a gal. Times
has changed though sence I was a gal. Laws a mussy, jess to
think how times has changed. The Pearsons, they used to be reg-
ular highflyers, and your grandpappy, you know, he was a over-
seer: »

“T hope he was a good one,” interjected Sue, who had family
pride of the right sort.

“ That’s what he was,” replied the old woman promptly. “ He
was giv’ up to be the best in all the country. Up and down, fur
and wide, there wa’n’t no better overseer than Lemuel Bascombe,
and them that says to the contrary tells what ain’t so. Times has
changed though, as I was a sayin’; times has changed. Laws a
mussy, jess to think of it! This here world moves round and
round ; and some goes up while some comes down. That’s a true
word as ever was spoke. Your grandpappy, Lemuel Bascombe—
folks called him Lem for short—used to oversee for Ran Pear-
son’s daddy. That was in the old times, child, the old times. One
lived at the big house then and t’other at the quarter. I remember
it all as well as if it had been yistiddy. Mighty stuck up, I tell you,
was ole Miss Pearson, Ran’s mammy ; mighty stuck up; mighty
stuck up. When she driv by in her carriage she hilt her head high,
and was jess as like not to speak to a body as to speak. Proud she
was, I tell you, and her ways was ways of grondeur. That was
in the long time ago, and now here’s her own dear son a hitchin’
his hoss at my gate, and a comin’ in to keep company with my
granddarter. Wal, wal; will wonders never cease?”

“ He needn’t come, I’m sure, unless he wants to,” retorted Miss
Sue, tossing her head.

“Mighty uppish, mighty uppish,” replied old Mrs. Bascombe,
surveying her granddaughter however, with considerable prxde
as she spoke. “ Wal, wal; we’ll let bygones be bygones—that’s
the best way. Ran Pearson is a clever fellow, Sue; and it never
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hurt anybody yit that he come of a good fambly. Even a dog of
good breed is better'n a low down cur. Ran is a gentleman, a
gentleman born, and a gentleman in his ways, and them what says
to the contrary tells what ain’t so. To be sho, to be sho, he’s git-
tin’ along now to be considerable of a old bachelor, considerable
of a cld bachelor, but he can't help that.”

“ He’s not forty yet,” replied the girl.

“ Ef he ain’t,” replied the old woman, “ he’s so nigh thar ain’t
no fun in it. Lemme see,” taking her pipe from her mouth to
reflect, ““ come, thirty-nire year next November—or was it thirty-
eight? But that’s neither here nor thar. Ran is old enough to be
stiddy, and yit he ain’t hurt with age. That much anybody can say
for him and tell no lie. He hain’t put on specks yit, and he’s
still supple in his j’ints; but he’s gittin’ along, gittin’ along, Ran
is. Ef him and a right spry young chap was sparkin’ the same
gal, I'm afraid he’d git left; but when it’s a race ’twixt him and a
pRoke:easy fellow like the schoolmarster—I’ll lay my last dollar on

an”’

‘“ The schoolmarster, fiddlesticks,” rejoined the young lady im-
patiently. “ Who's thinking of him?”’

“ Ah, never mind, never mind,” answered the old woman, “1
tell you what——"

_‘; What does he care for me, I’d like to know ? ” interrupted the
girl.

“He cares a heap for you,” replied her grandmother,
you know it as well as you know you're standin’ thar.”

“ He wouldn’t give a page of his dry Latin and Greek for the
best girl in Marrowbone Hills,” said Miss Sue.

““He’d put all his books in a pile and burn ’em for Sue Bas-
combe; and you needn’t let on like you don’t think he would,” re-
plied the old lady.

“ He’s downright stupid,” cried Miss Sue from her place in the
doorvx,ray. “He’s stupid as an owl, for all he’s so dreadfully
wise.’

“He’s a fine young fellow,” answered old Mrs. Bascombe,
“and the best gal in the country might be proud to git
him.”

“1 wouldn’t give a snap of my finger for him,” said Sue, suit-
ing the action to the word, and snapping her middle finger sharply
against her thumb.

~“You mout go further and do wuss,” retorted the old woman,

9

and
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l?ho never allowed herself to be worsted in debate if she could
elp it.

What further would have followed between these two high-spir-
ited females must forever remain a matter of conjecture, for at
this moment the sound of a horse’s feet was heard up the road and
the girl abruptly left the doorway. She lit a candle that stood on
2 little shelf against the wall—it was now growing dark in the
room—and taking up a brush and comb began to arrange her hair.
The did not need to primp much, for she had been expecting her
visitor, but a few touches at the last moment are never out of
place. The mirror before which she stood was an old-fashioned
looking-glass, with two ships depicted at the top, sailing over a
singularly blue sea. About half her figure was reflected in this,
and she had no reason to be dissatisfied with the hurried inspection
she took of her person. After a few moments spent in tidying,
she blew out the candle, and, crossing the open passageway into
the spare room, lit a lamp that stood on a center table there. The
old woman, without invitation, arose and followed her. She was
fond of company, and she didn’t believe in leaving unmarried peo-
ple of different sexes to themselves. She took her seat in a large
arm-chair by the lamp and began knitting industriously, rocking
back and forth as she did so. Sue went to the window curtains
and gave them a shake, though there wasn’t anything specially the
matter with them. She then searched the corners of the room
with a keen eye for cobwebs, but none were visible. A step was
now heard in the passage, and afterward a rap on the bare floor,
made with the heavy end of a riding-whip or the heel of a boot.

“ Come in,” cried Sue. ;

The visitor who entered at this invitation looked to be forty
years of age, if he wasn’t. The hair on the summit of his head
was decidedly thin, so much so that his pate glistened through it
in places, but it could not be fairly said as yet that he was bald.
His face was serious—a good, honest face, one would say—and
in manner he was rather retiring. Indeed, there was a sort of stiff-
ness about him as he returned their salutation, which indicated
that he was not entirely at ease in company ; and this perhaps was
the highest compliment he could have paid those on whom he had
called. It was convincing proof that while the old woman might
have considered it a half-condescension on his part to visit them,
there was no such idea predominant in his own mind. Randolph
Pearson always felt somewhat constrained in the presence of fe-
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males, for he had never been a society man. His father had been
wealthy, but extravagant, and the son at his death inherited from
him a comparatively small patrimony. He had added to this ma-
terially, however, by frugality, sobriety, and strict attention to his
business, and by pursuing this course for a number of years had
finally won for himself among the good ladies of the vicinity the
double reputation of being a desirable catch and a confirmed old
bachelor. He had begun casting a wistful eye upon the Bascombe
girl while she was yet tramping to and from the country school-
house, loaded down with books. When she grew up to be a
young lady, and a handsome one to boot, he made bold to call
upon her, and as this was a startling step for a man of his habits,
his first visit set the tongue of rumor wagging in his neighborhood
most industriously.

Between two entertaining females Mr. Pearson managed on this
occasion to while away the time quite agreeably. He discoursed
with the old lady about the best method of protecting her fowls
from varmints, and the safest preventive against the ravages of
the potato bug in the garden. He listened politely while she in-
dulged in reminiscences of the days when. her husband—Lem Bas-
combe, folk called him—was overseer for his father.

“ Terbacker brought better figgers them times than nowadays.
All you had to do was to haul it to the river, and it floated down
natural to New Ileens. Now it’s got to be loaded on the steam
cars, and drug across the country away off to New Yark, and
that costs money. Three acres of terbacker them times was a
average crop for a field hand, and he had to tend it or take the
consequences. Now, bless your life, niggers is too genteel to sile
thar fingers with suckers and horn worms. ’Stidder puttin’ in
thar best licks on the farm, they go trapesing about with guns,
shootin’ rabbits, and plottin’ all manner of devilment agin the
whites.”

Miss Sue was a party to much of the above promiscuous talk,
occasionally agreeing with her grandmother, sometimes taking
issue with her stoutly. Now and then a subject was sprung where
the discourse for a time was necessarily between the damsel and
her steady-going wooer, but on the whole it would have been dif-
ficult to tell from the drift of the talk whether Pearson’s visit was
to the old lady, the young lady, or the family. He remained until
nine o’clock—which is considered honest bedtime in the Marrow-
bone Hills—and when he took his departure the girl accompanied
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him out to the stile block. There presumably they had some chat
of a nature customary and proper between bachelor and maiden
who contemplate establishing between themselves a firmer and
more lasting union. Even this confidential confab, however, was
of no great duration, and, after the lapse of a further half-hour,
the visitor mounted and rode away.

The girl stood at the fence till the sound of the horse’s feet had
died away in the distance. Then she walked slowly back to the
house. She fastened the windows down in the spare room, ex-
tinguished the light and locked the door. This done, she crossed
the passageway to the apartment occupied by herself and grand-
mother. The old lady had preceded her and was now preparing
for bed; but the girl took her stand again in the open doorway,
as she had done in the early evening. The night was pleasant,
and not very dark. There were stars a plenty in the blue vault of
the sky, but no moon,
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CHAPTER II.
A MIDNIGHT ALARM.

TaE girl stood in the doorway and looked up at the sky and out
into the dim night for some time. “Somehow, I feel lonesome
to-night, Granny,” she said, after a while, without turning her
head. “I wonder what’s the matter with me?”

“ Go to bed, go to bed,” said the old woman, ““ and git up eatly
in the mornin’, and let’s have breakfast betimes.”

The girl made no reply, but continued looking out across the lit-
tle meadow in front of the house. She could discern dim outlines
beyond, but no objects could be distinguished. A screech ow],
from a dead tree in the wood, set up its harrowing cry.

“ Heigho,” said the girl, after a silence of some minutes, ‘‘ some-
how I feel lonesome to-night.”

“ Go to bed, go to bed,” repeated the old woman. ‘ Thar ain’t
but two ways to drive off a lonesome feel. One is to drap off to
sleep and furgit it; t'other is to lay to and work like the mis-
chief.”

“ What was that Mr. Pearson said about the robbers breaking
into Lipscombe’s house and stealing his watch and money? ”

“ He said they done it, that’s all.”

“Tramps? ” inquired the girl.

“ Niggers,” answered the old woman. “1I know in reason they
was niggers. In these parts they is gettin’ wuss and wuss. They
always would take little things when nobody wa’n’t lookin’. Now
they break in at night, and rob, and murder, and the Lord knows
what. I dunno what the country is a comin’ to.”

“Tt was last Saturday night, he said.”

“Yes, Sadday night, Sadday night. That’s the devil’s own
night. Low-lived folks makes out to kinder behave theyselves
during the week, but let Sadday night come, and they loads up on
mean whisky and plays the wild. Whnsky and the devil go to-
gether, and have done so sence the world begun.”
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“This is Saturday night, Granny.”

“So ’tis, so ’tis. I clean forgot. Wal, mark my words; the
next time you read your paper you’ll find whar some devilment’s
been did to-night. Thar was Abe Staudfield, for an insty, a ridin’
home on a Sadday night, and shot down dead from a cornder of
the fence. Johnny Allbright was tuck up for it, and it went pooty
hard with him.”

“Did they hang him?” :

“Naw, naw; naw, naw. They seesawed, and seesawed, 'twix’
courts and courts with him. They drug him here and thar, and
lawyers, judges, witnesses and clerks, all sot on him more times
‘n I've got fingers and toes. They worried him till his head turned
gray, and atter so long a time ’mongst hands of ’em they got all his
money and turned him loose.”

“Is he dead now?”

“Dead, child, dead. I seed him atter he was laid away in his
coffin, and thar wa’n’t none of the trouble in his face that they said
the lawyers and judges had writ thar while he was passin’ through
the deep waters. Dead and gone, dead and gone these many years
is Johnny Allbright, like so many more I have know’d in this sor-
rowful world.”

The screech owl, from the dead tree in the wood, repeated its
tremulous, plaintive cry again and again, again and again.

“ Come to bed,” said the old woman, who had already lain down.
“Ye ain’t a goin’ to stand thar all night, be ye, Sue?”

The girl stepped back into the room and closed the door. She
undressed in a few minutes, knelt down and said her prayers, and
retired for the night. There were two beds in the room. Her
grandmother occupied one in a corner near the door, she the other
on the opposite side of the room. By her bed was a window,
which was often left open on sultry summer nights. The sash
was raised now, but the blind was closed.

The screech owl, from the dead tree in the wood, kept repeating
its mournful cry. At regular intervals its pitiful plaint broke the
stillness of the night again and again, again and again.

“ T wish it would quit,” cried the girl after a while, in the dark-
ness. She had been endeavoring in vain to compose herself to
sleep.

“pSome say the thing sees hants,” replied the old woman. “ For
my part, I don’t believe in no sich. If livin’ folks will let me
alone I ain’t afeered of the dead ones.”
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“ It makes my flesh creep,” said the girl, impatiently. “ I believe
I'll go out and shoo it away.”

“ Go to sleep, go to sleep,” replied the old woman. “Don’t be
skeered out of your senses by a night bird. Screech owls has been
hollerin’ around this house for thirty year and no harm ain’t befell
us yit.”

The old woman dropped into a doze and then into profound
slumber. The girl continued restless and wakeful in spite of her-
self. She counted a hundred backwards, fixed her mind on un-
interesting subjects, tried all the plans she had ever heard of for
wooing sleep, but her faculties remained keenly alive to all that
was passing about her. The night bird at last flew away. Its con-
stantly recurring plaint came no more to startle her and banish re-
pose from her pillow. Other sounds familiar to the night suc-
ceeded, but these smote not so discordantly upon her ear. An old
cow on a neighboring farm bellowed a long time, presumably
for her missing calf. So far away was the sound that it was mel-
lowed by distance, and, though vexed a little at first, she was
finally soothed by it. Fainter and fainter grew the note, till now
it died away entirely. Either the anxious call had ceased to float
over field and timber land or the drowsy ear of the maiden had
grown too dull to catch it.

It was now past midnight, and the occupants of the old house
were both asleep. In the immediate vicinity, and through all the
region of the Marrowbone Hills, stillness reigned, broken only by
the usual noise. of the night. From some lonely farmhouse the
hoarse bark of a watch-dog arose occasionally to warn unseen in-
truders away. An old rooster, safely perched among the pullets
in his henhouse, awoke, crew drowsily, and went to sleep again.
A prowling fox near by turned his ear toward the inspiring note,
hesitated a while, then trotted off down the deserted road, his
stealthy footfall giving back no sound. Through all the region
of the Marrowbone Hills almost unbroken stillness reigned.

Suddenly, penetrating for a long distance the quiet of the night,
the shrill cry of a human being arose. It roused in an instant all
those upon whose startled ears it fell, for it was unmistakably the
cry of a woman in distress. Many of those who heard it left their
beds, and in more than one habitation opened their doors to listen.
The note of alarm rose the second time, more vehemently than
at first, but abruptly ended, as if cut short by some violent
agency.

2
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Now the sky above the place from which the wild cry of distress
had come began to glow faintly. Soon it became a dull red, then
brightened, and all the heaven was lit. Long streaks of light
climbed next toward the zenith, and a ruddy blaze leaped high
amid a thick volume of ascending smoke.

Those who had been called hurriedly from their beds were at no
loss to determine the spot from which the flames arose. The
old Bascombe house was on fire,
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CHAPTER III.
SWIFT RETRIBUTION FOLLOWS A FEARFUL CRIME.

“ HaNG him! hang him! hang him!”

The captive negro struggled for a while in the midst of the
crowd of infuriated white men. Then he paused and gasped for
breath ; then, by a sudden wrench, jerked himself loose from the
strong hand that had gripped his collar and fled into the darkness.
Over the yard fence he leaped like a deer, down the road, then out
across the meadow, scarcely touching the earth with his feet, he
fled for-his life. His wild burst of speed was vain, for the angry
mob was at his heels, their determination to avenge as strong as his
to escape. He had on no coat, but the foremost among his pur-
suers seized his loose shirt and snatched him violently backward to
the earth.

He was a slim, black fellow, rather undersized, with low fore-
head, and manifestly of no high order of intelligence. Whatever
guilty impulse might have prompted him a few hours before, ab-
ject terror alone possessed him now. His teeth chattered, his eye-
balls seemed about to start from their sockets, and his hurried
glance from side to side showed that he meditated another break,
and another desperate rush for liberty, if the slightest opportunity
should again be presented.

It is wonderful how quickly news of a startling nature flies in
a neighborhood where the means of communication are slight.
Scarcely two hours had elapsed since the flames took possession
of the Bascombe house, and now dozens of excited men were
tramping the earth about the place, and more were coming in
every minute. Those who first reached the spot after the alarm
was given found the building nearly destroyed, and old Mrs. Bas-
combe at some distance away, unconscious from a fearful wound
on her head, but still alive. She had evidently been closer to the
flames,for her lower limbs were badly burned, and her nightgown
had been partially consumed by fire. Hurried search was made
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about the premises, and an ax was picked up with the blade alt
bloody. This, they made sure, was the weapon with which the
fearful gash on the old woman’s head had been inflicted.

Sue Bascombe was by her grandmother’s side when the first
visitors reached the scene of the tragedy, and to these she related
with singular calmness the startling incidents of the night. As
she lay after midnight in light slumber, she was suddenly awak-
ened by steps on the floor of the open passage between the two
lower rooms of the house. The next moment, without prelimi-
nary knock or demand for admittance, some heavy object was
dashed violently against the door leading from the passage into
the room which she and her grandmother occupied. There was a
slight interval and then a second blow, more violent if possible
than the first, was delivered. Old Mrs. Bascombe, who was un-
commonly active for one of her years, arose and made for the door
near her bed, which-opened into the front yard. As the quickest
methodeof egress for herself the girl undid the bolt of the window
close at hand and leaped through the open space into the back yard
just as some one entered the room over the fragments of the shat-
tered door. She saw at a glance the outlines of a man’s figure,
but it was too dark to distinguish features. Not knowing how
many others were behind the intruder, and supposing her grand-
mother had escaped, she followed the instinct of self-preservation,
and fled into the thick copse that covered the hillside behind the
house. She ran in her bare feet over the rough stones, how far
she hardly knew. Then she stopped for breath, and, as she did so,
heard the old widow’s uplifted voice that alarmed the neighbor-
hood. Without hesitation she started back to her relief. Then the
second outcry arose, which was quickly suppressed, and for a
time all about the house was still. The girl stole softly down
the hill now, till she almost reached the yard fence. Flames from
the burning house lit up the space around; she heard hurrying
footsteps, voices, and the bark of a dog. Determined at all haz-
ard to ascertain her grandmothcr’s fate, she ventured forward
and found the old woman lying senseless on the ground a little
way off from the burning dwelling. No one else was near, for
the brutal assailants, whoever they were, had fled from the scene
of the crime.

This was the tale Sue Bascombe told to those who, roused by the
fire and the wild cry in the night, hurried to her ruined home. She
was herself barefooted and in her nightgown, but clothing was



Swift Retribution Follows a Fearful Crime. 21

soon brought for her from the house of the nearest neigh-
bor.

Old Mrs. Bascombe lay out in her yard, unconscious, and ap-
parently near death’s door. They gave her whisky, sent off for
a doctor, and applied such palliatives to her wounds as were at
hand. Little else could be done, however, except to stanch the
flow of blood from her head by liberal applications of cold water,
and to lessen temporarily the pain of her burns by the use of wet
Landages. Presently, under the influence of the liberal stimulants
that had been administered, she began to revive.

“Did they ketch him?” she cried suddenly, opening her eyes
wide, and striving to rise. “ Whar’s Sandy Kinchen?”

They crowded about her and listened for more, but the effort
had exhausted her, and she sank into a stupor again. A man at
her side took her by the arm and shook her rather roughly. She
opened her eyes again and stared at him. He stooped down and
asked in a loud voice though his face was close to hers:

“ Say, do you hear me?”

“Yes,” she answered, staring blankly at him.

“Did you see Sandy Kinchen?”

13 Hey? »

He repeated the question, and she gazed at him for some mo-
ments longer. Then she replied in a low tone, but distinctly:

“Yas, I seen him.”

“ Was he here? Is he the man that done this devilment? ”

She had sunk into a stupor again. He shook her by the arm,
but she made no answer. He shook her again more roughly,
but she only uttered unintelligible words.

“Let her alone, let her alone,” cried those standing around.
“Don’t worry a dying woman. Hang the man that committed
this outrage. Catch him and hang him.”

Then another one of the crowd spoke up, addressing Sue Bas-
combe: :

“Did you say you heard the bark of a dog?”

“Yes, I heard that,” replied the girl.

““Was it Kinchen’s little dog? ”

She hesitated and turned a little red in the face. “ I—I thought
so,” she replied, ““ but I will not say that.”

“ Hang him, hang him, hang him!” now the cry arose on
every-hand. “ Hang the scoundrel that did this murder!”

In a few minutes dozens of men were scouring the country for
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the negro tenant whose name the old woman had pronounced,
and whose dog was known to be his close attendant upon all occa-
sions. They went at once to the cabin where he dwelt, but he was
not there. He had left soon after dark, his wife said, with the little
dog, and she had not seen him since. Presently they came upon
him hiding behind a tree, not far from the spot where the old
woman lay. With blows and curses they dragged him to the
scene of his crime. It was with difficulty that some of the more
hasty among them were prevented from killing fiim on the way.

The widow Bascombe was still in a stupor when they drew
nigh. The doctor, who had just arrived, felt her pulse, and said
she had but a brief while longer to live. Her breathing could
scarcely be detected, and there was no speculation in her wide-
open eyes. Her ghastly wound and scorched limbs cried aloud
for vengeance.

The infuriated crowd pressed about the negro and strove to
snatch him from the few having him in custody. “ Hang him,
hang him, hang him!” cried a dozen voices at once. “ Burn him,
burn him!” demanded others. “ Throw him into the old house
and burn him to death!”

“ Ho-ho-hole on, gin’lemen!” exclaimed the shaking culprit, as
the yells of the mob assailed him. ‘ Ho-ho-hole on; hole on.
Ye gwine too fast. Ye is in fack; ye is in fack. Dis here ole
lady—dis here—dis here ole lady 81

““Tell the truth, damn you” cried an angry man, shaking his
clenched fist at the culprit. “ What are you stuttering about? ”

“Yas, sir; yas, sir; yas, sir. I is gwy tell de trufe. ’Fo’ God,
gin’lemen, I'is gwy tell de trufe.”

“ Have you been here before to-night? ”

“ Has I been here before to-night? Has I been here before to-
night? Has I 2

“ Can’t you hear? ” thundered the man who had before accosted
him. “ Speak quick and tell the truth or you're a dead nigger.”

“Yas, sir; yas, sir; yas, sir, I is gwy tell de trufe. 'Fo’ God,
gin’lemen, I is gwy tell de trufe.”

“ Have you been here before to-night?”

He looked from one to another of those about him., Then he
lifted his voice and proclaimed vehemently so that all might
hear:

“’Fo’ God, gin’lemen, I has not.”

“The widow Bascombe told a damned lie then when she said
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you had?” cried the exasperated individual who was interrogat-
ing.

& Yes, sir; yes, sir. Ef she said dat she tole a damn lie. Ef
she said dat she tole a damn lie. Sho’s yer born, gin’lemen. Sho’s
yer born.” :

They dragged him toward the burning-house, as if to cast him
into the fire. It was then he managed to break away and flee
for his life. When recaptured, some loudly demanded that he
be burned to death, but the less savage among them prevailed.
They tied his hands and took him some distance away from the
spot where the old woman lay: They found a deep hollow in the
wood, known as Gallows Hollow to this day. Some one had
procured a strong rope from a neightoring stable, and a noose
at one end of this was slipped about the prisoner’s neck. He
was lifted from the ground by dozens of hands and placed on the
back of a gentle horse belonging to one of the party. The animal
was brought to a stand directly under a stout limb branching
out nearly horizontally from a scrubby tree, and an active fellow
climbing up to this limb fastened the loose end of the rope to
it. The malefactor sat on the horse shivering, grimacing, turning
from one to another in the surging mass about him as if he hoped
to find a pitying face. More than once he essayed to speak, but
the voice of the angry crowd drowned his own. Finally, when
he saw they were about to lead the animal from under him, he
broke again into wild and incoherent talk.

“ Ho-ho-hole on, gin’lemen ; ho-ho-hole on. You is fixin’ to do
the wrong thing. You is in fack. You is in fack. Now I’'m
gwy give you de trufe. I'm gwy give you de Gawd’s trufe.”

“Tell 1t then. Tell it. Tell it,” came from a hundred
throats.

“Yas, sir; yas, sir; yas sir. I was dar. I was dar. I drug
de ole lady out’n de fire. Dat’s de fack. Dat’s de fack.”

“You told an infernal lie then when you said just now you
hadn’t seen her, did you? ” asked one, sneeringly.

“Yas, sir, I did. Yas, sir, I did. Sho’s dar’s breff in my
body, gin’lemen, I tole a infernal lie. I tole a infernal lie.”

At this a great uproar arose. Many were instant with loud
voices: ‘‘ Hang the scoundrel ! Hang him, hang him!”

* Ho-ho-hole on, gin’lemen. Ho-ho-hole on, for Gawd’s sake.”

A young man, apparently fresh from school, had been regard-
ing the prisoner for some moments with painful interest. He
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seemed to be a stranger, for he had as yet spoken to no one, and
was dressed with more care than most of those about him. He
looked over the turbulent throng now, and with some hesitation
lifted his voice and sought to attract attention to himself.

“ Gentlemen,” he cried in a loud voice that trembled a little
from excitement, “ please listen to me a moment. We are about
to do a very rash thing here to-night. I’'m afraid we are about
to do a very rash thing. Would it not be well to make a thorough
investigation of this matter before we take a step that cannot be
retracted? ”’

At this there was silence for a moment or two. Then some
one in the crowd propounded the not unnatural inquiry: “ Who
are you?”

“ My name is Robert Lee Templeton,” replied the youth in a
tone that showed he derived some satisfaction from imparting the
information. “I do not live in your county, but being by acci-
dent in this neighborhood to-night, I saw the fire and came to it.
Now, gentlemen, I submit to you again that we should do nothing
rash here to-night. In so grave a matter as this we should pro-
ceed like sober-minded citizens. This negro fellow most probably
deserves hanging, and if you’ll turn him over to the authorities
at the proper time, and in the proper manner, he’ll get his dues.
If he is the perpetrator of the fearful crime committed to-night,
hanging is a mild punishment for him. But it does not follow
that he should be hung right up here to this limb without any sort
of investigation. For us to take the law in our own hands thus
will bring reproach on the entire community. Besides, gentle-
men, when you come to think of it, you will see that such a course
must encourage all evil-disposed persons in your midst to bad
deeds. When you trample the law underfoot, you teach them
contempt for the law.” ]

The young gentleman had a persuasive manner, and a clear
voice that penetrated a good way. His nervousness added to his
carnestness and drew toward him a considerable portion of the
crowd. There is always a disposition in a promiscuous and ex-
cited assemblage to follow any one who chooses to constitute him-
self a leader. Most of those present on this occasion were moral,
law-abiding people, not inclined as a rule to heed rash counsel, but
greatly wrought upon now by the shocking crime that had just
been committed. These were disposed to listen to the speaker,
and a few drew close to him to catch his words more distinctly.
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“Why have a law?” continued Templeton, earnestly, and not
live up to it? This fellow, I say, jmay be guilty

“Thar ain’t no doubt about it,” interrupted a voice from the
crowd. “Not a bit—not a damned b1t ” echoed others.

“ Very well,” replied Templeton,  then there can be no doubt
about the fact that he'll be hung by the sheriff as soon as his guilt
can be established in the court. Let the law take hold of him right
now. Surely there ought to be some sort of deliberation when
the life of a human being is at stake. Let the coroner or some
legal officer take charge of this man, swear a jury and inquire
into this transaction right here on the spot.”

“ What do yer want with the curriner? ” inquired a rude fellow
in the rear of the assemblage, “ Thar ain’t nobody dead yit.”

Templeton looked rather blank at this, and another individual
in the crowd undertook to enlighten him. “ Coroners sists on
dead folks, young fellow. You’ve got to have a corpse afo’ you
can summon a coroner’s jury.”

At this a laugh arose at the young man’s expense. It was evi-
dent he was losing his hold upon the fickle crowd. He recov-
ered, however, from the temporary confusion into which he had
been thrown, and was about to continue his plea for deliberation
and more thorough investigation, when another speaker a few
steps off waved his hat over his head and broke in vehemently :

“ Why are we wasting time here, men, listening to this school-
boy talk about turning this scoundrel over to the courts and
the lawyers? Who is it doesn’t know what that means? Who is
it wants to see him wrangled over for years, and finally, maybe,
go scot free on a quibble? This is no time for child’s play. We've
got all the proof we need, and right here, right now, we ought to
deal with him. Has the old Bascombe house been burned or not?
Has the good old lady there been butchered with an ax or not?
Did Sue Bascombe have to run off barefooted to the woods to
escape the clutches of this devil or not? Did old Mrs. Bascombe
give this nigger’s name to us or not? Did his dog bark and give
him away while he was murdering her or not? What are we
fooling away time here for? Who dares to talk about courts, and
lawyers, and dilly-dallying now? Do we want our homes burned
at night over our heads, our good old women murdered in cold
blood, our daughters hiding in the bushes from human devils?
Talk about wasting a lifetime in the courts over a case like this—
haven’t we got sense enough to dealwith this brute as he deserves?
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If a tiger was loose in the community would you catch him, and
take him to the law, or would you kill him wherever you found
him? I tell you, men, it makes my very blood boil—"

But they stayed no further question. From all sides came
fierce demands for the negro’s death. ‘“Kill the brute, kill the
brute! Hang him, hang him, hang him! Let the horse go!
Drive the horse from under him!” These and other furious cries
rent the air, and the mob surged to and fro like a storm-beaten
sea.

The young man who had called himself Templeton did his best
to lull the tempest that had been raised. He lifted his hand high
and shook it vehemently in the effort to obtain once more a
hearing. He lifted his voice on high and shouted with all his
might: “ Hold on; hold on! One word more. Give me one
word more.” In the midst of the tumult there seemed still a few
who favored moderate counsel. ‘ Hear the young man; hear
him,” cried one or two persons in the assembiage. “ Hang the
damned nigger. Hang him; hang him!” shouted a dozen others.

A brutal-looking fellow here forced his way into the center of
the tumultuous crowd. He was a ruffian whose appearance would
have attracted attention anywhere. He wore no hat, and his
shaggy head of reddish hair was set on broad, stooping shoulders.
His dirty matted locks almost hid his low forehead and his scowl-
ing eyes were so badly crossed that they both seemingly never
rested on the same object at once. His arms, like those of an
orang-outang, appeared too long for his body and were manifestly
of prodigious strength. In his right hand he held a stout branch,
which he must have wrested from some tree as he came along, and
this he held uplifted as high as his long arm could reach, giving
vent at the same time to hoarse, loud cries, as if to strike terror
into the animal on which the pinioned negro sat.

The infuriated crowd noted the ruffian’s conduct and greeted
him with a yell of approval. * Strike the old horse, strike the
old horse!” cried first one and then another. “ Hurrah for
Cross-eyed Jack,” shouted others. The fellow looked about him
and grinned, flourishing his branch at the same time in such a way
as to set the horse nearly wild.

Templeton implored a minute’s delay; a few about him cried,
“ Hold, hold,” but the ruffian who had been applauded as Cross-
eyed Jack brought down his branch with all his might on the
withers of the excited horse. With such strength did he wield his
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long arm that the blow was heard on the uttermost verge of the as-
semblage. The maddened animal plunged forward, nearly over-
turning the man at its head, and ran until it was halted several
yards away. The desperate negro clutched the body beneath
tightly with his legs, but at the first bound his frail hold was
broken, and he swung to and fro in the air, suspended by the neck
from the strong limb above him.

Templeton, when he saw what was done, fell back from the
harrowing scene. He and a few others who had urged delay
were hustled unceremoniously aside, while the ruder spirits of the
mob crowded to the front, treading on each other’s feet in their
anxiety to view the death agony of a human creature, They were
not bad men—most of those who had hurriedly assembled on this
occasion, It was such a crowd as might have been gathered to-
gether on short notice almost anywhere, north, south, east or west,
in this great country. They were fearfully wrought upon by the
horrible crime that had just been committed, but let the whole
truth be told. Mob law had more than once of late been resorted
to in their community, and brutalized by its exercise they were
eager actors now in a scene from the mere contemplation of which
they would at one time have shrunk in horror. Man in the
moments of his loftiest inspirations may be a creature but little
lower than the angels, yet the fierce instincts of a rude ancestry
lurk still in his nature, ready at any unguarded moment to drag
him down and make a savage of him.

The malefactor died a lingering, apparently a painful death.
In his prolonged struggle his feet more than once touched the
foremost of those who pressed about him. They stood by, for
the most part in silence, noting closely every movement, every
contortion of his suffering frame. A few had savage satisfaction
at the pitiful spectacle depicted in their countenances ; a few wore
painful expressions; the majority seemed to be animated by no
stronger feeling than curiosity at a novel sight.

After life was extinct the bystanders gradually fell back and
separated into groups, discussing the outrage that had been com-
mitted, and justifying the prompt punishment of the offender.
When the space immediately around the corpse had thus been
cleared, a small dog, till then unnoticed, crept tremblingly forward,
and crouching humbly under the negro’s feet set up a mournful
howl. Of all present the little creature was the dead man’s only
friend, and its desolate note ascended so sorrowfully that it
touched the hearts of the rudest spirits in the assemblage. The
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ruffian known as Cross-eyed Jack, however, seemed stirred to un-
governable rage by it. Rushing forward with his stout branch
uplifted he aimed a blow at the dog that must have ended its ex-
istence if it had fallen as intended. Fortunately the little animal
became aware of the danger in time, and springing nimbly aside
fled with a yelp of mingled rage and terror from the scene.
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CHAPTER 1V.
THE OLD WIDOW TELLS A PLAIN, UNVARNISHED TALE.

Day was breaking when the mob finally dispersed. One bty
one they had ridden away after the purpose that assembled them
had been accomplished, a few only lingering until the reddening
east warned them off. Before the sun rose the last loiterer had
retired from the scene, leaving the dead negro alone in the woods.

The birds now began to twitter cheerfully and to spread their
wings and fly from place to place in the forest. One perched
upon the limb from which the lifeless body hung, and by discor-
dant cries called others to view the grewsome sight. As the day
advanced human creatures came again upon the spot. Dressed
all in their Sunday best—for it was the Sabbath day—they came
now in groups of two and three, gazed curiously at the suspended
corpse and went their way to church or to some place of country
pastime. Little boys crept softly to the spot, supped their full of
horror, and stole, open-eyed and open-mouthed, away. As the
noon hour approached, the number of visitors so increased that
a path was beaten from the highway to the spot where the dead
man with his arms pinioned swung to and fro. They stood about
and talked, but touched not the body of Sandy Kinchen ; for while
a mob of excited men might hang him up, none but the law’s offi-
cers could take the responsibility of cutting him down.

It was nearly night when the coroner came. He rode gravely
into the assemblage and made several circuits on horseback round
the corpse before he dismounted. He had been notified early in
the day that a dead man hung in the woods near the old Bascombe
place, but official duty, or something else, kept him away. Perhaps
he thought if he responded to the notice too promptly he might
obtain more information than he cared to possess. Now he rode
round and round the fatal tree, dismounted, looked into the faces
of the promiscuous assemblage, and said it was a bad business.
He then took a well-thumbed New Testament from his pocket,
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swore in seven of the bystanders as jurors and proceeded to hold
an inquest. Numerous witnesses were called, all of whom swore
positively that they knew nothing at all about the matter in hand.
Most inclined to the belief that the body now hanging stark and
stiff from the limb was the body of the late Sandy Kinchen, but
upon this there was some divergence of opinion. Some said it
was Sandy ; others said no, but it looks like him. All doubt on this
point, however, was soon set at rest by Reuben Kinchen, brother
of Sandy, who, being brought to the spot, testified without hes-
itation that it was the corpse of his younger brother, Sandy,
swinging from the limb. The coroner then prepared his return,
setting forth the fact that he and the seven jurors had viewed the
body of a man there hanging dead before them, who had come
to his death by violence at the hands of some person or persons
unknown. The return further set forth the fact that the body of
the man so hanging dead before the jury they found from all the
evidence to be that of one Sandy Kinchen, a man of color. All
the jurors signed this report, and the body of Sandy Kinchen was
then cut down with the coronetr’s own knife. Reuben, who stood
respectfully by, was now notified that he might take his brother
Sandy off somewhere and bury him, the law being through with
him.

Perhaps it occurred to Reuben that the law would have been
more efficient if it had taken hold of Sandy’s case in his lifetime,
but if any such notion came into his head he was wise enough to
keep it to himself. He remarked, as he gently straightened out
his brother’s legs, that his mammy had tried to raise the boy right,
and that they had never known him to be guilty of such a trick
before.

“ He played hell when he did make a break,” said one of the
jurors, “ and got just what he deserved for his conduct.”

“T ain’t ’sputin’ dat, sir,” replied Reuben, meekly. “Dem what
sins must suffer.”

Then they fell to abusing the dead man in the presence of his
brother, who responded not at all. When they laid the lifeless
body in a cart to be hauled away, Reuben took off his hat and said
to those present: It looks bad for Sandy now, gentlemen, but I
hopes you all will believe me when I tells you that afo’ this we
never know’d no wuss of him than that he would go meandering
up and down the country of nights.”

So they took Sandy Kinchen off and buried him; and from that
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time forth he meandered no more up and down the country of
nights. Whatever might have been thought otherwise of the
action of the mob, it had at least cured him of this reprehensible
habit.

Old Mrs. Bascombe held on to life bravely. The doctor
thought when he first saw her that she could not live an hour, but
she lay in a stupor most of the following day, muttering and bab-
bling constantly, and occasionally uttering when aroused a few
coherent words. It wasthought best not to attempt to remove
her from the spot where she was found, and a tent was improvised
of stout cloth and set up over her. The young man who had
called himself Robert Lee Templeton, and who seemed to be a
handy youth as well as an obliging one, attended to the erection
of this tent. He stretched it overhead so as to ward off sun and
possible shower, looped up the walls so as to allow free passage for
the air, and did his best in every way to add to the comfort of the
desperately stricken creature who lay underneath the shelter. Sue
Bascombe, the granddaughter, and most of the kindly neighbors
took a fancy to him, for nothing else except sympathy and gene-
rosity of disposition could have prompted him to the course he was
now pursuing. His home, they learned, was in an adjoining"
county. He had just graduated from college, and some errand
of business or pleasure had brought him into the Marrowbone
Hills at this time.

As the day advanced the old woman seemed to revive, and her
mind cleared up considerably. The physician said the improve-
ment in her condition was only temporary; that for the present
she was buoyed up with fever and brandy, but in a short time her
system would relax and the inevitable would follow. However
this might be, she certainly was better and brighter late in the
afternoon following the infliction of her wound.

Toward sundown she called for food, and some chicken broth
having been administered by her granddaughter, she wiped her
mouth with the sleeve of her gown and seemed disposed for con-
versation,

“ Have they kotched him?” she asked in a low tone, her head
turned i the direction of Sue.

The girl nodded to her in reply.

% % Whar is he?” inquired the old woman. “I want to see
im.” SR
_“ They had him here last night,” said the girl, evasively.
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“ Why didn’t they let me know? I wanted to talk to the low-
lived scoundrel.”

“ They asked you about him, Granny. You talked about him
last night. Don’t you remember? ”

“I wa’'n’t in my right mind,” replied the old woman. * Fetch
him here now. I’'m all right now. I want to see him, and I want
him to see his work.”

The girl made no answer.

“Has they jailed him?” inquired the old woman, again ad-
dressing her granddaughter. “ Wal, its all right, I reckon; all
right, I reckon. I’ll be thar at the trial, though. You kin count
cn that.”

She looked around now from one to another of those about her,
and inspected curiously the tent that had been erected above her.
She picked at the light coverlet that had been thrown over her,
which two old women in attendance whispered each other was a
bad sign. She dozed a little, then roused suddenly, and spoke
again to the girl:

“ Sandy is a good nigger,” she said to her granddaughter. “I
tell you he’s as good as they make ’em.”

The girl looked at her in surprise.

“He’s as good as they make ’em,” repeated the old woman.
“ Whar would I be now but for Sandy?”

There were some half-dozen persons in the group, and they all
eyed her inquiringly.

“ Whar’s Sandy? "’ continued the old woman, looking from one
to another of them. ‘I don’t see him amongst ye. Thar ain’t
no occasion for him to be makin’ himself skerce. He didn’t make
himself skerce las’ night when he drug me out’n the fire, and he
needn't make himself skerce now. Fetch him here; I want ye all
to hear me tell him how much I’'m ’bleeged to him for runnin’ up
at the nick of time and draggin’ me out’n the fire. He’s a nig-
ger, 'll own to that, but, nigger or no nigger, I'm beholden to
him for what he done for me, and I want to tell him so. A friend
in need is a friend indeed, as the school chillern write down in
their copy-books. Tell Sandy to step in here; I want to see him.”
him.”

A portly, middle-aged matron—one of that numerous class
whose delight it always is to impart unpleasant intelligence—here
leaned over, and, speaking slowly and distinctly, said to the old

woman ;
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“ They hung Sandy last night to a black-jack tree up yander
on the side of the hill.”

“ Done which ? " inquired the old woman, as if unable to at once
grasp the full import of the words she had heard.

“They hung him,” repeated her informant in a higher key.
“They hung Sandy last night sho’s yer born.”

“ What fur?” asked the old woman in astonishment.

“ Fur murderin’ uv you; and a burnin’ your house; and a run-
nin’ Sue off to the woods.”

“ Wal’ now, ye hev did it,” exclaimed the old woman with more
strength in her tone that they thought she could command. ““Ye
are jess a passle of idjuts, that’s what ye are. To think
ye’d hev no more gumption than that, no more gumption
than that.”

“ Mrs. Bascombe,” said Templeton, seeing she was becoming
too much excited, “ don’t worry over the matter. You are not
exactly at yourself just now. We did hang him because he com-
mitted an outrageous crime, but don’t trouble yourself now
about it.”

“Ye did hang him, did ye?” exclaimed the old woman, taunt-
ingly. “Wal, I ’lowed ’twas some sich smart Aleck as you.
Whar’d you come from, anyhow ? ”

Seeing that his presence exasperated her, the young man re-
tired. The old woman now looked at her granddaughter, and
into such familiar faces as she saw about her. “ Hev they hung
him sho nuff? ” she inquired.

One or two said “ Yes,” others nodded their heads by way of
assent. Then the old woman railed at them from her pallet on
the ground.

“Ye've gone and hung Sandy, hev ye? Wal now, s’pos’n’ ye
take me out and hang me. Ye hung him for draggin’ me out’n
the fire; now hang me for bein’ drug out’n the fire. Hung
Sandy, hung Sandy! Wal, ye are jess a passle of idjuts, the
last one of ye. And tell me what ye did to Cross-eyed Jack, will
ye? I s’pos’n’ ye turned him aloose, and gin him a chromo.”

“ Cross-eyed Jack? ” inquired the woman who had first spoken.
“ What about him?”

“ What about him? No wonder ye ax what about him. He
bu’sted my door open in the middle of the night, sot my house on
fire, split my head open with a ax, and skert Sue nigh out’n her
senses. That’s all he done. So now jess give him a chromo,

3
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and turn him aloose. Do that, and then come finish your job by
hangin’ me to a black-jack tree 'longside of Sandy. Jess do that
now ; do that, and I'll take it as a favor. Go 'way from here, all
of ye! she cried with sudden indignation. ““ Go ’way, I tell ye.
I don’t want to lay eyes on none of ye no more.”

“ Granny, Granny,” said Sue, soothingly, and she gave her
some quieting medicine. The old woman lay in silence for a few
moments, then she spoke out again:

“Let ’em go away; let 'em go away. I don’t want to lay eyes
on none of ’em again. Betwixt white folks that don’t help in
time of trouble, and niggers that does, I'm on the side of the
niggers. Wal, wal, wal, wal ! The idjuts hev gone and hung
Sandy, hung poor Sandy. Hung him to a sour apple tree, as the
sayin’ goes. No, it was to a black-jack tree this time, a black-
jack tree. 'Wal, wal, wal!”

“ Mrs. Bascombe,” began Templeton, hoping to get a connected
story from the old woman.

“T don’t keer to hear another word from ye,” she interrupted
emphatically. “ Ye needn’t speak a single solitary word to me.
Smooth talk ain't a gwine to fetch that nigger back to life; so
hold your tongue, and save your manners. But I tell ye now,
young fellow, some things kin be stood, and some is too aggra-
vatin’ to be stood. Ye’ve hung a good nigger for befriending a
lone widder, and when I’'m up from here I'm going to have the
law on the last one of ye.”

“ Did Sandy Kinchen befriend you?”

“Did he? Hain't I jess told ye what he did? Do ye want me
to begin at the fust, and tell it all? Wal, I will. Here come
Cross-eyed Jack, a low-lived scoundrel, slippin’ up to the house,
with me dead asleep, and the gal, I s’pose, a cat-nappin’. Afo’
anybody know’d what he was about, he slams the ax agin the
door with all his might. Right ’pon top of that comes another
lick ; the door flies open, I jumps up, and the gal pops out’n the
winder. Bein’ young and spry she pops out’n the winder, and
runs up the hill, I make no doubt, like a wild turkey. I was fust
on the floor, and I makes for the yard door as fast as I kin, as
fast as ever I kin. I got clean out, and most down to the big
road, when I looked back and seed a great blaze in the house.
Mebbe that devil, Cross-eyed Jack, drapped a match accidental
huntin’ about for me and Sue. Mebbe he sot the room a fire
a purpose—I dunno, I dunno. He’s none too good to do sich a
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thing, and I b’lieve he sot it a fire a purpose. Anyhow, thar
was a bright blaze by the time I got a little piece off from the
house. When I seed that I couldn’t stand to have my things
burned up, so I turned back and fotched a yell to ’larm the coun-
try. ‘Hush,” he says, ‘ you old ’ and with that he called me a
bad name, which—bein’ a church member—I'm not a gwine to
mention.”

“ Granny,” interrupted- Sue, “you’re talking too much. Be-
quiet now a little while, and then you can go on again.”

“ Never you mind; I know what I’'m ’bout. Gimme another
taste of that liquor, gal. Lawful sakes, whar was I? Hung
Sandy, hung Sandy; yas, yas. Here he comes bustin’ towards
me, and he calls me a owdacious name, and I says to him, ‘I
know ye, and I'll have the law on ye, ye cross-eyed scoundrel.’
Them's jess the words I said, and right at ¥

“ Granny, Granny, you're talking too much.”

“ Never you mind, gal. I'm a tellin’ it for the benefit of them
that’s gone and hung Sandy. ‘I know ye,’ says I. ‘I know ye.
With that he raised his ax, and with that I fotched another yell,
and with that—Iord, have massy ’pon me—he hit me right squar’
on the head, and knocked me cold as a wedge. Then I s’pos’n’ he
tuck to his heels and leff them parts. And befo’ I come to right
good I thought of Sue a runnin’ from that cross-eyed devil. It
was on my mind, on my mind. And when I come to—laws a
massy, laws a massy—the house was a burnin’ and the smoke and
fire a rushin’ out at the door, and me not able to move. I reckon
ye wouldn’t a liked that, none of ye, and yit, that’s jess the identi-
cal fix I was in. Presently there was a little dog barkin’, barkin’
and a snifflin’ round me. And presently here comes a feller run-
nin’—I heerd him, I heerd him—and he grabs me, and he drags
me out’n the fire and smoke and off from the house. I'm a givin’ it
to ye straight. Whar's them that hung Sandy? Let ’em come .
forrards and listen. He was a nigger feller, this here feller was,
and I don’t in jineral bemean myself by ’sociatin’ with niggers,
but this time I was glad for a while to ’sociate with niggers, I
kin tell you. Whiles he was a draggin’ me out’n the smoke and
fire, and the dog was barkin’, barkin’, I opened my eyes, and I
looked at the nigger feller hard, and it was Sandy Kinchen ; nei-
ther more nor less, nor yit any other pusson but Sandy Kinchen.
I knowed him well; I seed him good, and I tell you ‘twas Sandy
Kinchen; the very identical nigger that this here young smart
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Aleck, and a lot of other smart Alecks, has gone and hung to a
black-jack tree. And the little dog that was barkin’, barkin’, I
seed him good, too, and I tells you ’twas the identical little dog
which keeps company with Sandy, and which everybody calls Jin-
eral Beauregard, sich bein’ the outlandish name Sandy guv him.”

“ Granny, Granny!”

“Lemme ’lone, I tell you, gal. ’Twas Sandy Kinchen, I tell
you, which you know’d as well as I did, and never know’d no spe-
cial harm of him, nother. He put my gown out, which was afire;
and he looked at my head, which was split open, and he seed the
blood a spurtin’ and a streamin’ every whicher way, and he says—
the nigger did, I heard him plain— Gawd A’mighty, what shill
Ido?’ Then I says to him, ‘ Run for the doctor, Sandy,” and with
that he run, and the dog run; and I hain’t seed nary one of ’em
sence. Hain’t seed ’em; hain’t seed ’em. Did they hang the
dog, too? Now I wonder if they hung the little dog to a black-
jack tree, becase he was around, and jess as deep into it as Sandy.
Lord, Lord, to think of what they have gone and did; jess to think
of it; jess to think of it.”

The doctor here came in and felt her pulse. She did not seem
to have been weakened by her effort. Indeed, her voice was
stronger now than at any time since she received the inj ury.

“ Mrs. Bascombe,” said Templeton, kneelmg by her, “you've
surprised us all very much by your story:

“ No wonder,” interrupted the old woman. “ But that ain’t
a gwine to git you out’n the scrape you're in; I tell you that.”

“Mrs. Bascombe,” pursued Templeton, “are you perfectly
certain it was the man called Cross-eyed Jack who struck you?
You may not be living when the court meets, and :

“ Me not be living when the court meets? I hain’t no notion
of dyin’, young feller; I tell you that. You summons me to the
trial and T’ll be thar.”

“ Could you swear positively to the man who struck you?”

“Xin I swar tohim? I'd swar to him on a stack of Bibles high
as the house he burned. Hain’t he worked in my gyarden, and
’bout on the place? Work, did I say? I'll take that back. He
jess only piddled ’round, and made believe to work. Didn’t he
make bold to set up to Sue, and didn’t she snub him the wust
kind? Didn’t I have to turn him off at last for a lazy, cross-eyed,
impudent rascal ? Me not know him when he faced me last night?
You summons me to the court house when the trial comes off, and
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I’ll p’'int my finger at him, and tell him all I've told here, and
more besides. I’ll give him the whole truth right to his ugly face,
and he dassn’t deny my words. I’ll swar to it all before judge and
jury when the time comes; see if I don’t, see if I don’t. You
summons me to the court house, young feller; I'll be thar.”

One of those who had been a w1ll1ng part1c1pator in the untimely
taking off of poor Sandy, here asked:

“Why didn’t the nigger come hack to you after he’d gone his
errand?”

“Oh, I dunno, I dunno. Mebbe he come in sight and was
afeared to venture up. You all was tearin’ round, I reckon, mad
as blazes, and when a mob is on a rampage in these parts, the
smartest thing a nigger can do is to hide out. Ef I’d a been in
Sandy’s place you never would a laid hands on me, I tell you that.
Whar he played the fool was in lettin’ himself git caught.”

“ He told us he hadn’t seen you,” persisted the speaker. “ He
lied about having been here at all.”

“ Oh, I s’pos’n’ he did,” rejoined the old woman, impatiently.
“ Ef he had ’fessed to being here, ye’d a hung him for that; but
he lied about it, and so ye hung him for lyin’. You was bound to
have a hangin’, that’s a fact, and wa’n't very particular whose
neck was pulled. Ef ’twa’n’t easy to ketch the right man, ruther
than wait ye’d string up the wrong man. When you fellers git
started, you're like young dogs on a hunt; you'll chase any kind
of game, jess to be barkin’ and runnin’.”

To this the individual who had provoked the old woman’s sar-
casm did not deem it prudent to reply.

“ The next time you all gits up a mob,” she continued, address-
ing him, sneeringly, “ you better git a sensible woman to head
you. Wimmen is jest as excitable as men, but they ain’t so bloody-
minded.”

After this she became quiet and dozed for a half hour or more.
When she awoke they gave her a stimulant, and she seemed
calmer and more cheerful. Seeing Templeton’s face among those
near her, she addressed him in a good, strong voice, and in a not
unkindly tone:

“T’ll be at the court house, young feller, by the time you and
Cross-eyed Jack gits thar; don’t you be nowise oneasy.”

“You’re better, ain’t you, Granny?” queried Sue.

“Yes, I’'m better,” answered the old woman, “and I mean to
kcep on gittin’ better,”
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She remained quiet now for some time, and then spoke, again,
to no one in particular:

“ They was bound to hang somebody, and so they hung Sandy
Kinchen.”

Shortly after this she dropped again into a doze, which soon
deepened into sound slumber. She slept and slept lying quite
still, and breathing now heavily, now more and more peacfully. -
The doctor said it was a good indication, and quietly they all
" slipped away from her presence, lest they might disturb her.
When shortly before midnight Sue Bascombe crept back into the
tent, and looked narrowly in her face, she had joined Sandy Kin-
chen in the land of the leal.
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CHAPTER V.

A GRIEVOUS MISTAKE HAVING BEEN MADE CERTAIN WELL-DISPOSED
PERSONS DO THEIR ENDEAVOR TO RECTIFY IT.

Tur old woman’s tale spread through the community almost
as rapidly as intelligence of the startling crime had done the night
before. The excitement, which had begun to die out, was kindled
afresh, and by nightfall a large crowd was again assembled on
the ground where the house had stood. They lingered in groups
about the decaying embers and discussed earnestly the latest de-
velopments in the shocking tragedy. All regretted now the un-
timely taking off of poor Sandy, and, as was natural under the
circumstances, nearly every man displayed a disposition to shift
the responsibility for this melancholy blunder from his own to the
shoulders of some one else. This individual never had acquiesced
in the hasty action of the mob, but, being timid about speaking in
public, had not raised his voice in protest against it. Another had
actually spoken out in favor of caution and a more thorough in-
vestigation, but in the general hubbub that existed at the moment
nobody had overheard him. Every one who knew anything fa-
vorable in Sandy’s career now hastened to tell it, and the verdict
of the previous night that he was a deep-dyed scoundrel was re-
versed almost as hastily as it had been rendered.

If expressions of sympathy, however, had now taken the place
of execrations in the case of the unfortunate negro, exactly the
opposite was true with the individual known to most people there-
about as Cross-eyed Jack. This fellow had been one of the ring-
leaders in the frenzied assemblage that had done an innocent man
to death for a fearful crime. Not only so, but he alone of all pres-
ent knew the man was innocent who was being made to atone for
the monstrous wrong done. This Cross-eyed Jack, they were all
agreed now, was a diabolical scoundrel who should be compelled
to suffer the agonies of a thousand deaths, if such a penalty could
be inflicted upon him. What, burn a dwelling at midnight ; murder
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an inoffensive old woman in cold blood; compel a young girl te
hide from him like a partridge ; and then hurry an innocent man to
death for the crimes he had himself committed! Do all this, and
expect to escape the vengeance of a deeply outraged community!
Where was he? Where was he? Mount your horses, you good
men, and hunt the scoundrel down. Catch him, catch him, catch
him! this malignant devil in human shape; and hang him, draw
him, quarter him, burn him, send him out of the world as soon
as he is caught by the very roughest road any mortal creature has
ever been forced to travel. This was the angry sentence entered
up against Cross-eyed Jack as the infuriated crowd stood around
the ashes of the old Bascombe house, and contemplated their own
work of the night before, and the shocking depravity of the
wretch who had been foremost among them in the enterprise upon
which they nearly all at the time were so heartlly bent.

The villain who was now the object of their fierce wrath perhaps
deserved all the anathemas that were being hurled against him,
and more besides. In appearance he was such a man-animal as
one may imagine roamed the earth millions of years ago when
human beings first began to claim ascendency over four-footed
creatures. In disposition he was, if possible, even uglier than in
face or figure. No human being is perhaps wholly depraved, but
if there was a single redeeming feature in the character of this
surly scoundrel, his mother had never been able to discover it. He
was of foreign parentage, as his name, Johan Ankerstrom, indi-
cated, but had been reared in the lowest quarter of one of our
large American cities, from which he had been finally compelled
to withdraw because his frequent infractions of the law had placed
him on too familiar terms with the police. A few months before
the tragedy at the Bascombe place he had drifted into the Marrow-
bone Hills, and wandering about, working at odd jobs, he became
known by sight to many of the good people of that section. His
name being unusual—and a little more than mouthful for some
of his new acquaintances—they had saddled upon him numerous
aliases, such as Cross-eyed Jack, Dutch Ankers, etc., for all of
which the callous Johan cared no more than a stray dog would
have cared if divers appellations had been bestowed upon him in
a community as he shifted his habitat from place to place.

This was the creature then for whom anxious inquiry was now
being made on all sides. The crowd was resolved to have him,
and the crowd was resolved to make short work of him when they
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did get him., So they instituted hasty search, and up and down,
and across country, they rode and they ran. They picked up
scraps of information, and hastened back with each item to the
surging mass of human beings that waited for the capture of the
miscreant, and grew angrier with delay. A wagoner had brought
Johan—Dutch Ankers he called him—from a cross-roads village
in the hills the evening before, and had set him down not far
from the Bascombe place. Ankerstrom, however, when he left
the wagoner, had gone toward the house of a farmer, named Dot-
son, for whom he had at one time worked a few days. He carried
an ax on his shoulder, and told the wagoner that Dotson owed
him a bill which he wished to collect. As soon as this news was
brought one was sent off posthaste to inquire into the matter, and
soon brought back word from Dotson—who was an honest but
cross-grained old chap—that he had not seen hair nor hide of
Dutch Ankers, and moreover, that anybody who said he owed
him money was a liar, This showed that Ankerstrom had been
loafing about in the neighborhood on the night of the crime, but
his presence at the mobbing of Sandy proved that. The wagon-
er’s tale proved further, however, that the fellow carried an ax,
and this was a strong corroborating circumstance—if any had been
needed—to strengthen the narrative of old Mrs. Bascombe.
Much more to the point was the information, brought in later,
that the man whose appearance was so much desired had gotten
dinner on the preceding day—Sunday—at a house not five miles
away from the scene of the crime. After dinner he had laid down
under a tree in the yard, like one wholly free from concern, and
taken a long nap. When he woke he went off on foot toward
Nashville, saying he was going to that place to seek work. From
his conduct at this place it was argued that the house-burner and
double murderer was under no special apprehension, and might
be overtaken if prompt pursuit was made. He no doubt rested
under the assurance that the blow from his ax had rendered the
old widow forever incapable of telling tales, and the execution of
the negro by the mob would leave the public under the impression
that the real offender had been punished. A half-dozen men now
started on good horses to apprehend the scoundrel and bring him
back. These were specially enjoined by the large crowd that still
lingered-on the ground—for they were coming and going all the
time—not to despatch Ankerstrom when they caught him, but to
fetch him back to the scene of his villainy, where the whole as-
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semblage might have the satisfaction of dealing with him. This
was late at night and many now stretched themselves out on the
bare ground to sleep away the time that must intervene before
the return of the squad that had been sent forth upon this mis-
sion.

It was in the forenoon on Sunday that Randolph Pearson first
learned of the terrible tragedy at the house from which he had
himself departed at bedtime on the evening before. He heard at the
same time that the negro, Kinchen, had been hung for the crime
by a mob of indignant citizens. Riding to the place as rapidly as
he could he found a large crowd assembled, the dwelling in ashes,
and the widow Bascombe dying in a corner of her yard under an
improvised tent. Pearson did not believe in mob law as a remedy
for any evil, and even under these trying circumstances he plainly
said to those whom he suspected of having been members of the
mob that it would have been better to have turned the negro over
to the courts, rather than deal with him themselves in such sum-
mary fashion. The courts, he said, were slow, and sometimes
there was a failure of justice, but hurried uprisings at night af-
forded but a poor substitute for deliberate investigation, such as
should be had when the life of a human being was at stake.
Moreover, when good citizens advertised to the world that they
had no faith in the laws under which’ they lived, they gave to the
community in which they resided an unenviable notoriety. All
this, and more, said Randolph Pearsoa calmly to his neighbors at
a time when every one supposed the negro, Kinchen, had met a
just fate. That night, when the whole truth was out, and it was
found that the hasty execution of Sandy had been a terrible blun-
der, Pearson indulged in no additional criticism on the conduct
of the mob, but resolved that a second individual should not be
hastily done to death for the same offense if he could avoid it.
He was an earnest, conscientious man, was Randolph Pearson,
much respected by all his neighbors; but when he announced the
conclusion he had reached on this subject he was met by a storm
of indignation, and many of his best friends withstood him to the
teeth. There should be no delay—they said—in the punishment
of the scoundrel whose crime was too black to admit of any
thought of indulgence in his case. There should be no long legal
investigation to wear out the patience of witnesses, and maybe
result at last in the utter failure of justice. Mobs might sometimes
make mistakes, and hang the wrong man, but there was no doubt
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about the guilt of this fellow, and swing he should to the very tree
on which poor Kinchen had died, just as soon as the squad that
had gone to seek him could lay hands on him and bring him
back.

Day broke, however, before the return of the squad that had
gone forth in quest of the murderer. Many had left, wearied with
the long delay, but others took their places, and by sunrise on
Monday morning the assemblage was greater than it had been
at any time before. Numerous persons were now present from a
distance, for the news of the terrible tragedy at the old Bascombe
place had spread far and wide through the country. All waited
impatiently to learn something of the whereabouts of the mur-
derer, but for many hours waited in vain. About two hours after
sunrise the half-dozen horsemen returned with the report that they
had scoured the country for the missing man, but had failed to
find any trace of him after he left the place where he took dinner.
This intelligence was most disheartening to the crowd, but not
so to Pearson, who believed with diligent effort the fugitive could
be apprehended, and in the meantime suitable precaution could be
taken against his being swung up by the mob as soon as he was
caught.

It was necessary to act promptly, and Pearson resolved while
the interest was at white heat to organize a band of determined
men who would aid him in the double purpose he had formed,
first to effect the capture of the fugitive, and, second, to see that
he was not killed by a crowd of frenzied men as soon as overtaken.
To apprehend the criminal, it was now evident, would be no easy
task, but would probably require systematic search, in which it
might be necessary to employ skilled detectives. The sheriff
could ride the county, and the governor might be induced to
offer a reward, but other means must be resorted to if it was
expected to ferret out a hardened villain, who even now, no
doubt, was making his way secretly out of the country.

Thus said Randolph Pearson to those who were now more than
willing to listen to him, and it was agreed that a meeting should
be held that night for the purpose of organization, none to be
present except twenty or thirty active men, who were selected in
advance, and who could be relied on to render material aid in the
contemplated work. Upon one point the author of this plan was
compelled to make some concession. Those who had agreed to
band together were divided upon the question as to whether the
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fugitive should be turned over to the courts when caught or dealt
with by themselves. After some discussion, however, they con-
cluded, first, to work unitedly for the arrest of the murderer, and
when this was accomplished to leave his subsequent disposition
to a decision of a majority of their own number.

The young gentleman who had given his name as Robert Lee
Templeton was not among those who had agreed to organize for
the purpose of apprehending and punishing the murderer. He
was a stranger in the vicinity and could not have co-operated with
the other members regularly, even if he had been made one of
their number; and, besides, having little knowledge of his charac-
ter and habits, they were not disposed to admit him at once into
full fellowship with them. He was undoubtedly a whole-souled
generous young fellow, however, and a task was therefore as-
signed him which he was glad to undertake as soon as he had re-
ceived the suggestion from some of the older citizens present.
This was to ride to the county town, a dozen or more miles away,
swear out a warrant for the arrest of the murderer, Ankerstrom,
and place the writ without delay into the hands of the sheriff. By
giving the law officer a description of the personal appearance of
Cross-eyed Jack, he could make sure of his recognition where-
ever found. Templeton, however, when this latter suggestion was
made to him, declared he would not only give the writ to the
sheriff, but would accompany that officer and help him arrest the
murderer whenever they came upon him.

Before the large assemblage dispersed, Pearson and a few other
charitable persons imposed on themselves another duty which
they thought was demanded by simple justice under the circum-
stances. Taking advantage of the sympathy that was openly ex-
pressed for the innocent negro who had fallen a victim to mob
violence, they sought to obtain substantial aid for the family he
had left behind. Kinchen, fortunately, had not raised such a
brood as is usually to be found around the cabins of members of
his race, and therefore provision for his family could be the more
easily made. His wife Patsy and his young son Pete consti-
tuted the entire connection that remained to mourn him, if we ex-
cept the little fox terrier that came so near meeting death under
the same gallows tree with his master. By heading a subscrip-
tion list with a liberal donation of their own, and going first to
those who were able and willing to contribute generously, they
soon obtained a fund sufficient to buy a few acres of hill land as a
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permanent home for Patsy Kinchen, widow of the late Sandy. As
the opportunity for inquiry was favorable, they learned also of a
piece of ground back in the uplands with which the owner was
willing to part for a modest remuneration. This little tract had
timber and running water, two essentials in that locality, but
lacked a dwelling. Numerous individuals who sympathized with
the object, but lacked money, now came forward and offered to
cut logs for the tenement, and give a house-raising on the place
one day during the following week. The necessary preliminaries
being thus arranged, the bargain was struck, the land paid for and
a binding agreement entered into for the erection of a substantial
log residence for Patsy Kinchen; all within less than forty-eight
hours after her husband’s unexpected departure from this world.
Sandy himself, while a sojourner upon earth, had come to forty
'years or thereabouts, and had never accumulated any property
but a dog. Viewed strictly from a business standpoint, therefore,
his wife Patsy, though a loud and sincere mourner at his funeral,
was not seriously a loser by the hasty action of the mob.
That night, after the veil of darkness enveloped the earth, and
most good folk in the neighborhood were abed resting from the
fatigue and excitement of the past two days, a score or more of en-
ergetic citizens met at a designated spot to form the organization
that had been determined upon in the morning. They met out of
doors because the night was pleasant, and they wished to avoid
the notoriety that must have followed their assembling at any farm
house. A secret organization was preferable too, because by this
means undesirable persons could be more readily kept out of the
jassociation, and the determination to overtake the murderer and
deal with him as they saw fit could be more easily accomplished.
As very often happens in such enterprises, the original design to
form a temporary union for the accomplishment of a single pur-
pose expanded as they conferred on the occasion of their first

meeting, and they thought it expedient to unite themselves into |
a company of regulators, or patrolers, which should undertake °

mot only to bring Ankerstrom to justice for his offense, but also
to take some steps toward bringing about a more settled condition
iof affairs in their community. Lawlessness, if not rampant, had
jgotten to be quite common among them, and negroes were un-
doubtedly the principal depredators as far as minor offenses were
concerned. Now and then they were unjustly suspected, as was
shown by the terrible mistake in the Kinchen case, but their
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peccadilloes in the way of hog stealing, hen-roost robberies and
the like were sufficiently well established to make it expedient if
possible to put some kind of check upon them. In addition, there
was among good citizens in the community a growing contempt
for the law, and a consequent disposition after every criminal
offense to substitute hasty retribution for judicial investigation,
and this dangerous tendency needed to be curbed in some prudent
manner.

All things considered, the little group that met under the green-
wood tree on this occasion thought it best to organize a band of
regulators in their section, and as they cast about them for rules
and regulations by which to govern such an association, they
could stumble on no better plan than to resurrect an old society
that had exerted a great influence on their community shortly
after the close of the civil war. Times had greatly changed, but
the purpose of the former order, as generally understood, did not
differ materially from those now sought to be accomplished.
Three or four members of this old secret society were present, and
from these all the grips and pass-words were obtained, together
with the substance of the constitution and by-laws as well as the
latter had been preserved in faithful memories. Under the quiet
stars, then, and at considerable distance from any human habita-
tion, the mysterious order of the K. K. K. was revived, its ritual
restored, its officers chosen and solemnly sworn, its members
bound to secrecy by a vow so dreadful that the lightest among
them would not dare afterward to violate his obligation. This
done, they prepared to take action on some other matters they
deemed worthy their attention, perfected their plans for the appre-
hension of the murderer, and rode away each man to his home,
none other than themselves being aware of the fact that they had
assembled at all.

The dead society which they had thus galvanized into life is
" perhaps worthy of passing mention before proceeding to the
narration of what transpired subsequently.

e
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CHAPTER VI

“ THE MOON’S ON THE LAKE, AND THE MIST ON THE BRAE;
AND THE CLAN HAS A NAME THAT IS NAMELESS BY DAY.”

ONCE upon a time in Tennessee, and possibly in some other
States of the South, there existed an order which was called into
being no one knew how, created a great stir for a season, and then
died away as mysteriously as it had originated. Its aims and pur-
poses were widely misrepresented and misunderstood, for while
unique in its organization and methods, it was, in the principal
object sought to be attained, not different from those voluntary
associations which good citizens in many parts of the wide
country have often been compelled to form when they found
the law in their particular locality insufficient for the protection of
life and property. The order of which I write was known to the
general public at the time as the Klu Klux Klan, or, more briefly,
the K. K. K., and was so obnoxious to those in power during the
carpet-bag reign in Tennessee that it was a penitentiary offense
to belong to it; no citizen was permitted to sit on a jury or give
evidence in court without swearing he was in no way connected
with it; and hostile grand juries were given inquisitorial powers
in the effort to drag to light the conspirators who assembled by
night at its summons and obeyed its unholy mandates. Yet, in
spite of all this terrifying proscription, perhaps to no small extent
in consequence of it, the midnight society grew and flourished
apace, and during the brief period of its existence exercised a
profound influence, at least, in those sections of the State to which
its operations were confined.

In its main purpose—the preservation of order and the pro-
tection of life and property—this society of the K. K. K. did not
differ, as I have said, from the vigilance committees and other
like associations that at various times in our history have.been
openly formed in many of the States and Territories of the Union.
Its grotesque methods, however, its peculiar organization, and the
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mystery by which it was enshrouded, distinguished it from all
of these, and gave it a unique place in the history of such popular
movements. Yet, these peculiarities were not, as may have been
supposed, the result of whim or caprice on the part of its foun-
ders, but followed necessarily from the troubled condition of the
times. The emergency that called the association into life was
such as would have demanded anywhere the banding together
of orderly citizens for their own protection, and yet an open or-
ganization at the time was impossible, and, had it been possible,
would have been far less effective than a widespread secret order
whose very existence could not legally be proven and whose aims
could only be guessed at.

For two or three years immediately following the civil war
the situation in Middle Tennessee may be fairly described as
chaotic. Nearly all the white men there capable of bearing arms
had sided with the South, and when those who survived the
struggle returned home, they found farms uncultivated, homes
devastated, cattle and work-stock confiscated, and the negroes
emancipated. More than this, they found themselves disfran-
chised for their sins, the ballot in the hands of their late slaves,
and William G. Brownlow in the governor’s chair. This meant
to the recently disloyal that they must look out for themselves,
for they need expect neither aid nor sympathy from those in their
own State who now held the whip hand over them. Parson
Brownlow, as he was familiarly termed, had been a noted charac-
ter in Tennessee for many years. He was a man of personal in-
tegrity and of active mind, but seemingly without one drop of
the milk of human kindness in his composition. As editor of
“ The Knoxville Whig ” in the ante-bellum days, he proved him-
self to be a master of invective. Clinging with obstinacy to his
own views on all questions, through the columns of his news-
paper he berated as scoundrels all who saw fit to differ from him.
If he had been domesticated in Middle or West Tennessee at the
outbreak of the civil war, he would have most probably out-
Heroded Herod in his advocacy of secession; but, hailing from
the eastern division of the State, he was a most bitter Unionist, and
literally, by means of his paper, “ dealt damnation round the land
on each he deemed his foe.” The restoration of federal authority
in Tennessee found this honest but exceedingly vindictive old
man in the governor’s chair, and he was about as much in place
there as John Calvin would have been over a congregation of
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papists or a devout Catholic ruler of the sixteenth century over
a colony of heretics. When soon after the close of the war a
demand arose for the restoration of the ex-Confederates to their
civil rights, the governor of Tennessee replied in a public speech.
that traitors to their country had but two rights he was willing
to concede: one the right to be hung in this world, the other the
right to be damned in the next. This characteristic utterance at
least was attributed to him all over the State, and taking their cue
from it, the Carpet-baggers, scalawags, and such disorderly .
negroes as these could influence, ruled the roost in the fairest por-
tions of Tennessee. They terrorized whole communities, and
neither life nor property was safe while their sway continued, for
none looked to the laws as then administered to protect good cit-
izens under the ban of disloyalty or to punish evildoers who
vaunted themselves as friends of the government.

The better class of the negroes in the State, to their credit be
it said, did not sympathize with the lawless element that prevented
their earning a support by peaceful labor, but their quiet protest
was unheeded, as was that of the respectable white people among
whom they dwelt. The example of a few lawless blacks in each
community, however, soon had its effect on others of their race,
and the idea gained ground rapidly among the recently emanci-
pated slaves of the State that liberty meant unbridled license and
the freedom to do as they chose. The times, indeed, were out
of joint, and the returning ex-Confederates, who otherwise could
easily have mastered the situation, seemed powerless to restore
order. Nothing could be accomplished by them without united
effort, while any open attempt on their part to organize would,
they knew, be regarded as an act of treason, and the leaders of
such a movement subjected to instant arrest.

It was under these circumstances that—whether in jest or
earnest I cannot say—the singular society known as the Klu Klux
Klan was mysteriously called into being. The general undecr-
standing now is that it originated as a practical joke gotten up
by a few mischievous ex-rebels to frighten negroes and other
superstitious persons in their locality. If so, the authors of the
plan must soon have been astonished at the startling propor-
tions of the edifice of which they had laid the foundation. Their
queer capers and ghostly garbs excited the terror of the negroes
and induced them to remain indoors after dark. Rumor ex-
aggerated their pranks, which doubtless were mad enough in
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themselves. Their example soon found imitators, and before a
great while serious men adopted the fantastic idea and sought
to apply it to a useful end. A formidable secret society was or-
ganized, numbering its branches by the hundred and its member-
ship by thousands. The strictest secrecy on the part of the
persons connected with it was easily maintained, since none of
these dared to avow his fellowship with the order. Ghostly
raiment and extravagant capers were found to be really useful
features, striking more terror to the souls of the superstitious
Africans than could the substance of ten thousand men, armed in
the proof. Perfect order throughout the entire organization was
easily preserved, for nearly all the members had been recently
discharged from the Southern army, and their leaders in the main
were those whom they had followed through all the weary and
bloody campaigns of the civil war. Thus it came to pass that
almost in a night there sprang into existence on the soil of Ten-
nessee the most powerful and thoroughly disciplined secret so-
ciety that has ever been known to exist on the American continent.
Its influence from the outset was widespread and beneficent.
Good people breathed more freely when they knew there was a
klan in their midst able to protect them, and the desperadoes who
had infested the country in most instances fled before they were
actually apprehended or molested.

I have spoken of the organization of the society as grotesque,
and this was certainly true. Not only were the most astonish-
ing performances among its regular exercises, but the titles be-
stowed on all its officials' were outlandish and preposterous. The
head or captain of each separate band was styled “ The Grand
Cyclops of the Klan.” Above him was another official with a
high-sounding title, controlling a dozen klans or so, and over all
was the commander-in-chief, who was impressively styled ““ The
Grand Dragon of the Realm.” Each separate company of
mounted men was called a “klan,” and the men in the ranks
were designated as ““ hobgoblins.” The true name of the order
was not “The Klu Klux Klan,” but the master of ceremonies
usually whispered instead on initiation night some very long hard
word in an unknown language, with a supposed very deep mean-
ing, which all were forbidden to repeat, and which none ever
could remember afterwards.

The peculiar feature of this order, however, and the one that
distingushed it from all similar associations that I have read of,



“The Clan has a Name that is Nameless by Day.” 51

was a standing judicial tribunal of three men, which formed part
of the organization of each “klan.” Without the order of this
court—which, if I am correctly informed, was termed “ The
Dreadful Ulema ”—no member of the klan could be punished for
infraction of its rules, nor could any obnoxious character in the
community be made to pay the penalty of his crimes. But for
this wise provision in the constitution of the order there can be
no doubt that many hasty acts of violence would have been com-
mitted by the members in different sections of the State. It must
be borne in mind that the leaders of the movement desired to espe-
cially avoid the commission of open deeds of violence, for a few
" such acts would have drawn down upon them the condemnation
not only of the State, but also of the Federal Government. All the
operations of the society were therefore conducted with the
utmost secrecy and circumspection and its members at all times
subjected to the strictest discipline. If one was arrested whom
they thought the community should be rid of, the offender was
not shot or strung up to a limb, but taken before “ The Dreadful
Ulema ” for trial. The proceedings here were not conducted in
the actual presence of the accused, and were usually brief, but
extreme punishment was never inflicted if anything less would
suffice. If the prisoner was discharged without bodily harm, as
often happened, he could betray no more than that he had been
taken at night by a company of very queer creatures, had been
instantly blindfolded, and had been released after a while, with
the injunction to betake himself speedily to some other part of
the world. Sometimes this injunction was preceded by the lash,
which, you may be sure, when ordered, was well laid on. Some-
times, in very rare instances, it was death. Then the community
knew nothing more of the matter than that a certain obnoxious
individual had mysteriously disappeared, and after diligent search
by his friends could not be found. Whatever the sentence of
“The Dreadful Ulema,” it was obeyed ; and without its deliberate
sentence none were ever done to death or subjected to bodily in-
jury by members of the klan.

It may be inferred from what has gone before that the author
of this entertaining narrative was himself at one time connected
with the secret order he has sought to describe; and while he is
far from admitting such to be the fact, he does not mind stating
to the generous reader that he was at a certain misguided period
of his life an open enemy of the best government the world ever
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knew. He wore the gray, the author did, during the years 1861-
65—and, by the way, a very ragged suit it was he had on when
the end came. Having returned home in the latter year a sadder
if not a wiser man, and seeking to earn a support by tilling his
mother earth, he found himself in the very midst of the disorders
of which he has made mention and in the very locality where hob-
goblins by night did cavort. Thiz being so, and the author being
neither deaf, dumb, nor idiotic, he was enabled to pick up a few
scraps of information, which he now with pleasure imparts to the
curious reader. Following the usual form of legal affidavits, he
here avouches that those things which he has set down upon his
own knowledge he swears positively to be true, and those things
which he has set down upon information, he verily believes to be
true, and, drawing his conclusiors from both these sources, he
wishes to go further and make the deliberate statement which is
to be found in the following paragraph.

Though outlawed by the statutes of Tennessee, and denounced
in their day from one end of the country to the other, no associa-
tion was ever formed in this country with worthier motives than
this secret order of the K. K. K. No kindlier band of gentlemen
ever assembled after nightfall in the deep greenwood, or rode in
queer disguises the lonely highway by the friendly light of the
moon. There is a streak of humor running all through the
southern character, as plainly discernible to the eye of the moral-
ist as a vein of fine metal in a rock to the skilled mineralist. The
mystic order of which I write never could have come into being
anywhere else except among these people. It never could have
flourished as it did, mixing serious business with horseplay,
except among these people That just home from the war, with
their cause utterly lost, and wreck and ruin about them they
were able to extract fun at all from the situation shows the won-
derful elasticity of the southern temper. But they did, and their
merriment was honest merriment, while their earnestness of pur-
pose at the same time, and along with it, was unquestionable.
Now that the queer order is a thing of the past, and most of the
ghosts that formed its ranks have gone to genuine ghostland, I
hope the reader will pardon this effort to rescue its memory from
undeserved reproach. The author can say of a truth that while
the society existed in his locality, he never knew human life taken
by those subject to its mandates, nor any man robbed of his prop-
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erty, nor any woman, white or black, treated with disrespect.
That the hobgoblins when abroad were all armed and knew how
to handle their weapons is not to be denied. That they were
prepared on their raids to repel attack and meet violence with
violence is not to be denied. That they were determined to pro-
tect their homes and loved ones and banish certain disorderly
characters from their midst is not to be denied. Fortunately,
the mystery that surrounded the order, and the general convic-
tion that it was a powerful and resolute brotherhood, sufficed in
themselves to attain the ends it had in view, and this achieved,
the members quietly disbanded. The dawn of day was then close
at hand for Tennesseeans, the time for the restoration of genuine
peace had come, and the secret order of the K. K. K. disappeared
from public notice as mysteriously as it had been called into
being.

So it came about that when Randolph Pearson and his com-
panions met the night after the Bascombe murder to form a
league for the preservation of order in their midst, they adopted
the constitution of the old order just described:

First, because they found it ready made, and were saved the
trouble of .cudgeling their brains to devise another that might
not have answered so well.

Secondly, because the younger members present were pleased
with the fantastic attire and gro‘esque c2remonies of the order
they were about to revive, and hoped to extract some fun from
a renewal of same.

Thirdly, because Pearson and his serious comrades expected
much good from the clause that provided a permanent court for
the order. If this tribunal was camposed of temperate men, mob
law, in its most offensive sense, would be banished from the com-
munity. The new klan would be strong enough by prompt action
to take charge of all persons suspected of heinous crimes, and no
punishment would be inflicted until after a deliberate hearing.
When the murderer, Ankerstrom, was apprehended, it would
be for the three judges to say whether he should be put to death
at once or turned over to the regular State authorities for trial.
Pearson was fully resolved that, if possible, the latter course
should be pursued. He knew the infuriated people of his vicinity
were bent-on stringing the wretch up as soon as they laid hands
on him, but he made up his mind that when even so despicable
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a villain came to pay the penalty of his crimes, the sheriff of the
county, and none other, should act as hangman.

It was therefore with satisfaction that Randolph Pearson, when
the organization was effected, accepted the position of chief of the
advisory court of the klan, which was unanimously tendered him.
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CHAPTER VIL

YOUNG MR. TEMPLETON SALLIES FORTH TO UPHOLD THE MAJESTY
OF THE LAW, BUT COMES NEAR FORGETTING THE ERRAND UPON
WHICH HE IS BENT.

TEMPLETON, riding at a brisk gait, covered the distance he had
to travel in about three hours, and reached the county seat before
noon. Going at once to the jail—which contained apartments
for the sheriff’s family, he found the officer away, but his wife, a
pleasant spoken woman, said he would return sometime during
the day. Thinking it advisable to await his coming, the young
man proceeded uptown, and making the necessary affidavit, pro-
cured a warrant of arrest from a justice of the peace against the
absconding murderer. Placing this in his pocket so as to have
it in readiness when the sheriff returned, he next inquired for the
newspaper office of the village. It was only a few yards further
off, on the same street, and dropping in, he found a little old dried-
up man perched upon a high stool setting type. As there was
no other occupant of the room, Templeton bowed to this indivi-
dual and politely inquired for the editor.

“I’'m him,” replied the person addressed, without for a moment
suspending the business he was at.

“Excuse me,” said Templeton, politely, “I mistook you for
the printer.”

“I'm him too,” said the dried-up man on the high stool, pro-
ceeding calmly with his work.

“Oh,” said Templeton, “I see how it is. So you are both
editor and printer, are you?”

“I’'m the whole push,” said the little dried-up man, taking off
his spectacles now and wiping them with his handkerchief. “I’m
the establishment, that’s what I am,” and he came down from his
stool, and walking up quite close to where Templeton stood, he
viewed him critically. His manner would have been impertinent
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had not the visitor recognized it as that of a man who was at the
same time both near-sighted and habitually on the hunt of an
item.

“ Whar you from?” inquired the dried-up man, approaching
as close to Templeton as he could without treading on the latter’s
toes. ““ What’s the news?”

“1I thought possibly,” answered the visitor, “ that you might
wish to know something about the Bascombe murder.”

“ And the hanging of that nigger?”

119 Yes.)’

“Got it all set up. Paper be out to-morrow. Full confession
and everything. Whole thing in to-morrow’s issue. Price, five
cents.”

“ Whose confession have you got in the paper?” asked Tem-
pleton, turning interrogator.

“The nigger’s, of course. Whose else could it be?”

“How do you know he confessed?”

“ Oh, they always do; and if they don’t, we fix up one for ’em.
Part of our business, you know. We fix up one for ’em and we
fix it up right. The fellow that’s hung ain’t in a position to dis-
pute a word of it, and the fellows that hung him they feel vindi-
cated, and are well pleased, and come round and subscribe for the
paper—see? "’

“ But, the fact is,” said Templeton, “ the negro did not confess
in this case, as everybody knows. He ded protesting his inno-
cence, and the old lady, Mrs. Bascombe, revived before her death
and charged another man with her murder.”

The little old dried-up man who said he was the establishment
here seized Templeton by the arm, and, without a word, dragged
him to the rear of the room.

“How’s that? how’s that?” then inquired the little dried-up
man, cocking his ear round curiously at the speaker.

“ The negro made no confession ; and the old woman before she

_died charged a white man with her murder.”

The editor forced him to be seated on an inverted goods box
that stood near a dingy window. Taking a stool himself on the
opposite side, he seized a lead pencil and some sheets of crumpled
paper that were lying loose upon the box. ‘“Now go,” he said
to Templeton, when these hurried preparations were complete.

The visitor understood by this that he was to proceed with his
tale, which he did in a plain, straightforward way, and the com-
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bined editor and printer dashed ahead, covering sheet after sheet
of paper, and so amplifying the details that Templeton hardly rec-
ognized them when the story came out in print twenty-four
hours later. When he finished—and he wrote more rapidly than
the speaker could dictate—Templeton handed him a dollar and
asked him to mail copies of his paper to different parts of the
country, in order that the public might be put on the watch for
the murderer. The dried-up man pocketed the dollar cheerfully,
and, following his visitor to the door, informed him confiden-
tially that just back of the town there was as good a tree for the
hanging business as heart could wish, and when the real villain
was caught he would take pleasure in pointing it out. ““I'll make
it all right and regular,” he said to Templeton. “ Startling con-
fession—mob completely vindicated. Tell ’em to have no fear
on that score.” '

Templeton thanked him for his kindly assurance, and, having
no further business in the newspaper line, sought to amuse him-
self by another stroll up and down the streets while awaiting the
return of the law officer. Desiring to interest as many persons
as possible in the capture of the murderer, he told the story of
the crime to more than one group of listeners, and soon the whole
village was familiar with the facts.

About sundown the sheriff came jogging into town on a flea-
bitten gray horse and the warrant of arrest was handed him.
When he had read it he alighted in front of the store of Dixon &
Dix—he had been halted as he was passing there—and, with the
bridle rein over his arm, perused the document again. Having
inspected it sufficiently, he looked around over the little group
that had gathered about him and remarked:

“ Well, consarn that fellow ; I met him just now in the road.”

“Where? Where?” inquired several of the bystanders at
once.

The sheriff was a tall, thin man of serious demeanor and slow
spoken. He might have been mistaken for a preacher but for
the fact that most of the preachers in those parts were Methodist
circuit riders who were not of austere deportment, but usually
chipper and free with their jokes. Sanderson—that was the
sheriff’s name—was a man of subdued manner, and though not
unsociable or uncommunicative, was inclined to take life sol-
emnly.

“ Where did you meet him? ” they inquired again.
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“Back yonder in the road,” replied the sheriff, meditatively,
turning the paper over in his hand as he spoke.

“What did he say?”

“ Nothin’ much, nothin’ much. We howdied, and talked a little
about one thing and another Well, consarn that fellow.” The
sheriff here whistled softly between his teeth for a while and
then inquired: “ Who swore out this warrant, anyhow? Who
is R. L. Templeton? I thought I knew every man in the county,
but he’s a new one on me.”

“I'm Robert Lee Templeton,” said the young gentleman,
coming to the front. “I swore out that warrant.”

“You swore it out?”

“Yes, on the statement of the old lady, Mrs. Bascombe.”

“This nigger that was hung,” said the sheriff, eying him
critically, “ what did he have to do with it?”

“ Nothing in the world,” the young man answered. “He was
hung under a mistake. There was great excitement, and no
legal officer to take charge of the investigation, so they hung him
without inquiring fully into the matter. It was just an excited
mob, with nobody especially in control. I was there, and 2

The sheriff looked at him inquisitively.

“1 was there,” pursued Templeton, “but I didn’t have any-
thing to do with the hanging. I—I, in fact, was opposed to it.”

“You stick to that, young man,” said the sheriff, gravely,
“because there’s a law in this country.”

Templeton hesitated at this and displayed some embarrassment.
He was among strangers, and could not tell what construction
they might put on his admission.

“You just happened in, I s’pose,” suggested the sheriff, “ not
knowin’ what was on the bills?”

“ That was just about the way of it,” replied Templeton.

“ And being there from curiosity, or in some such fashion, you
was bound to see things without takin’ a hand in ’em?”

Templeton acquiesced in this, feeling that it did not express
the entire truth, but was sufficient for the occasion.

“ Now, you stick to that,” said the sheriff, raising a long fore-
finger and pointing it at him warningly, “ because there’s a law
in this country.”

Those present eyed the young man closely, and several nodded
gravely to signify that the sheriff had given him good advice,
which it would be well for him to heed.
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After whistling again for a little while softly between his teeth,
the officer remounted his flea-bitten gray nag and turned its head
in the direction from which he had come. “I'm going after this
here Dutchman,” he remarked to those present. “ Does anybody
care to go along?”

Two or three volunteered, among them Mr. Bob Lee Temple-
ton. Darkness was enveloping the earth as they wound their way
down from the eminenece on which the town of Ashton stood. It
was now Monday night and forty-eight hours after the burning
of the Bascombe house.

‘“ He must be doubling on his track,” said the sheriff after they
had proceeded some distance in silence. “Looks that way to
me.” -

“Why doesn’t he try to get out of the country?” asked Tem-
pleton, who was riding by the officer’s side. “I don’t understand
his hanging round here this way.”

“ Well, you see,” replied Sheriff Sanderson, “ the nigger’s been
hung, which shows pretty conclusively that folks took him for
the guilty party. The old woman, though, didn’t die right away,
and she might tell tales before she died. So Cross-eyed Jack
just dodged out of sight, bobbing up at first one place and then
another to make believe he wasn’t hiding. That’s the way I
happened to meet him in the road.”

“He'll find out pretty soon that the world knows the truth.
Then he’ll leave the country in a hurry.”

“ Maybe he will, maybe he will,” responded the sheriff, du-
biously. “ There’s no telling.”

“1 thought the instinct of a criminal was to flee as fast and as
far as possible from the scene of his crime?”

“That was in the old time, when a fellow had only to outrun
them that was behind him. Now they send telegrams on ahead,
and they follow on his track by rail. The sharp rascals under-
stand this, and their usual plan is to lie low until the hue and cry
dies out, and then steal off as quietly as they can. I knew a fellow
once,” pursued the sheriff, growing reminiscent, “ that robbed a
mail train. He was a boss hand at his trade, that fellow" was.
One night he bought a ticket for some place and boarded the
train like any other passenger. When they had gone a few miles
he rose and went forward to the express car. The agent was
sitting by the table, and there was a loaded pistol in the drawer,
within reach of his hand. He’d been told always to keep a loaded
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pistol in that drawer, and he always kept it there. He was sitting
by the table adding up a long column of figures. When he looked
up he saw a man standing in the door with a shiny pistol pointed
straight toward him. The man’s aim was very steady and his
voice very calm as he told the agent to rise and fetch him the
money bag. That agent was in the habit of obeying orders, and
he obeyed orders this time. So would you have done if you had
been in his place. He picked up the bag, and such other things
as he was bidden to pick up, and laid them down in a pile close
to the stranger’s feet. Then he went under orders to a corner
of the car and stood there with his back to the stranger and
his nose stuck as far into that corner as he could get it. The
stranger pulled the bell cord and the train stopped. The stranger
jumped off with his bags, and the agent explained to the con-
ductor as soon as he got a chance. They searched high and low,
and they sent for bloodhounds, but they didn’t catch the stranger.
The bloodhounds got on the track of a nigger fiddler and run
him five miles and treed him, but that didn’t help the situation
much. Big rewards were offered, and the police picked up a
dozen different fellows in a dozen different towns, but they didn’t
get the right man. Where was he? Why, he didn’t go a mile
from the place of the robbery before he stopped and went into
camp. He picked a snug out-of-the-way place, close to water,
and lived on scant rations there two or three weeks. Then he
walked away and got clear out of the country without trouble.

“How did you find all this out? ”

“ Why, in the easiest way imaginable. As soon as the fellow
got a long way off from the scene of his crime, and thought he
was entirely safe, he treated himself to a big drunk. It was in
Kansas City, and as he undertook to run the town, the police
locked him up. They found three or four pistols on him, and
more than a thousand dollars in money. Being a stranger, they
asked him where he came from. He told them a lie, and a rather
clumsy lie, being drunk. To make a long story short, they held
him a few days on suspicion, and then, having obtained sufficient
evidence, ‘sent him back to Tennessee to answer for the train
robbery. He plead guilty when his trial came and took fifteen
years in the penitentiary. He’s there now, I reckon, and a very
sociable, gentlemanly fellow he is, barring his trade.”

As the sheriff beguiled the journey with this narrative, the
flea-bitten gray horse went steadily along at a fox trot toward the
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spot where his rider had encountered Cross-eyed Jack the evening
before. After the lapse of an hour or more they reached the
place, which Sanderson pointed out to his companions. They
made a brief halt here and then followed on down the road in
the direction the murderer had taken.

“ Maybe he’s found out by this time he’s badly wanted, and
maybe he hasn’t,” said the sheriff, musingly. “I don’t think
he knew it just now, or.he would have tried to dodge when he
met me unexpectedly in the road. No telling, though; no telling.
Some criminals are naturally scary, and some are bold as the
devil. Maybe he knew the truth was out, but counted on my not
knowing it.”

It was now past nine o'clock, but the stars were all shining,
and they made their way without difficulty. The sheriff, after re-
lating the incident from his personal experience just given, lapsed
into silence and began whistling softly between his teeth, which
was a way he had when he was cogitating.

Presently they heard the footsteps of galloping horsemen
behind them. They reined up, and in a few minutes a half dozen
young farmers joined them. These riders had searched the
country, far and near, for Cross-eyed Jack, they said, but had dis-
covered no certain trace of him. Some person answering his
general description had passed along the road they were now trav-
eling, but they were not sure it was the scoundrel they were
looking for. An imprudent member of the sheriff’s squad in-
formed them that it was certainly Ankerstrom who had walked
boldly along the highway a few hours before, and on receipt of
this news they stayed no further question, but set out at once to
overtake him. “ We’ve got a rope,” said one of the party as they
separated, “and we mean to hang the rascal as soon as we lay
hands on him.”

“There’s a law in this country, gentlemen,’
sheriff, gently. :

“ So there is,” replied the fellow, “ and the very minute we are
through with Cross-eyed Jack we’ll turn him over to the law. You
may have his corpse, Sanderson, if you want it.”

Going some distance farther, the sheriff and his friends came
to a large frame house by the roadside. It was lit up invitingly,
and from within floated the pleasant voice of a young lady singing
to an aceompaniment upon the piano. Here they halted, the
sheriff said, to make inquiries.

’

remonstrated the
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“’Light, gentlemen, ’light!” cried a rather portly old gentle-
man, advancing briskly to the front gate.

“ Haven’t time,” responded the sheriff ; “ haven’t time, Major.”

“’Light, ’light!” persisted the old gentleman, who from his
hearty voice and manner evidently meant what he said. “ Get
d0v¥1n and come in, one and all. Come in, all of you, and stay all
nig t.” -

“Haven’t time,” responded the sheriff; ‘“haven’t time,
Major.”

“ Get down,” reiterated the old man, as if he hadn’t heard the
officer. ““ Get down and come in, gentlemen. Here, Bill, Jim!”
lifting his voice so as to be heard all over his premises. “ Come
right along, you lazy rascals, and take these horses.”

“ Well,” remarked the sheriff at this, “I reckon we’'d as well
surrender,” and he alighted from the flea-bitten gray, the tired
animal giving itself a good shake as soon as he quitted the
saddle.

A sleepy-looking negro fellow now made his appearance, fol-
lowed soon by another, and the horses were led off to the
stable, The music ceased as they drew near the house, and quite
a stylish-looking young lady made her appearance in the front
© door. Templeton had begun to regret that his zeal in behalf of
justice had prompted him to take such a wearisome night ride, but
now, beholding the stylish young lady, and being young and
rather susceptible, he congratulated himself that he had come
along with the sheriff. :

After a hearty welcome had been extended all round, and an
ample supper partaken of, the Major, the sheriff, and two or three
other members of the posse comitatus engaged in friendly con-
versation on the front porch, while Templeton and the young lady
drifted accidentally into the parlor, where they soon became quite
congenial. It was, of course, the duty of the young lady to assist
her father in the entertainment of his guests, and being a very
conscientious girl, and a very capable one to boot, she discharged
her duty on this particular occasion so thoroughly that I am quite
sure no feeling of self-reproach disturbed her after she had bidden
her visitor a pleasant adieu for the night. As for Mr. Templeton,
I speak nothing to his discredit when I say that before the
young lady rose and bade him good-night he had entirely for-
gotten the matter that had brought him to the house, and after
seeking his couch and sinking into the kindly arms of Morpheus,

~
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he dreamed not of Cross-eyed Jack or the gallows-tree, but of a
certain fresh young face that was fair to see, and his slumbering
soul was soothed by the music of a voice ever soft and low, an
excellent thing in woman,
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CHAPTER VIIIL
IN WHICH THERE IS GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL.

THE next morning early Sheriff Sanderson took a turn about
the place to see if he could learn anything as to the whereabouts
of the slippery individual for whom he had a writ of arrest. He
found the negroes all posted concerning the hasty hanging of poor
Sandy, and the discovery of his complete innocence after the mis-
chief had been done and could not be undone. They were in-
formed, tooy as to the active part Cross-eyed Jack had taken in the
proceedings, and from the rumors that had reached their ears
were disposed to saddle on the shoulders of this villain the re-
sponsibility for all that had taken place. A few of them knew the
fellow by sight, but most of them did not and had no desire tc
cultivate his acquaintance. They regarded him now as more
devil than human, and feared it was his purpose to lay concealed
for a while, and then bob up somewhere unexpectedly in their
midst with his appetite whetted for murder.

“ You mout as well s’arch for a needle in a haystack,” said a
wise old darkey, ““ as try to find dat furriner twell he git ready to
make hisself known ag’in. He’s hid out somewhar round here,
and jess zactly whar he is de good Lord I specks knows, but I
doesn’t. Mebbe he done gone in a hole and pulled the hole in
atter him.”

At this not very original attempt at humor the old man laughed
heartily, and Sheriff Sanderson, who was polite to high and low,
laughed too. “I’m inclined to think you’re right, Uncle Davy,”
he answered, “ about his being hid out round here somewhere, but
the devil is more apt to know where he is than the good Lord.”

“Dat’s de trufe,” responded the old man, shaking his head and
laughing again. ‘“Dat’s as true a word, ‘marster, as ever you
spoke. Dis here Cross-eyed Jack and de devil is buzzum friends,
_ an’ dat why he ain gwy be so easy kotch. When I was a leetle
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boy in Firginny I heerd talk of a flyin’ Dutchman dat was buzzum
friend to de devil, and dat Dutchman dey never could ketch. Folk
seed him, folk heerd him, but when dey come to lay hands on him
he wa’'n’t thar.”

“ Mebbe dis here’s de flyin’ Dutchman,” said a little negro boy
who had been an interested listener to the conversation.

“ Son,” rejoined the old man, solemnly, “ I got de same notion
in my own head. Las’time de moon was on de change I dream
*bout dis flyin’ Dutchman, and de nex’ news I heerd Sandy Kin-
chen was dead and gone.”

The breakfast bell now rang loudly, and Sheriff Sanderson re-
turned toward the dwelling-house of Major Habersham, having
elicited no information of consequence from the negroes on the
place. When he reached the mansion house, he found the squad
which had ridden by him the night before was on hand, awaiting
breeakfast. They were all weary and hungry, but brought no
tidings of the missing man. He had vanished completely after
his chance interview with the sheriff on the preceding afternoon,
and nothing could be learned of his subsequent course, except that
he did not keep to the highway. When Sanderson heard this he
announced his intention to return home, and advised the rest of
the posse to do the same thing, as the rascal they were in search
of was probably out of the neighborhood by that time. The fact
was, the sheriff had concluded that no matter where Ankerstrom
was the search for him should be conducted by quiet effort that
would not alarm him. He therefore deemed it best to act as if
he believed the fellow was not in his county, and at the same time
to keep an incessant watch for him, so as to be certain not to miss
him if he proved to be still lurking about in the vicinity of his
crime,

At the breakfast table the whole array, some twenty hungry
souls in all, were sumptuously entertained upon fried chicken, hot
biscuits, strong coffee, rich sweet milk, and other acceptable eata-
bles and drinkables ; and not having a cent to pay, arose from the
feast with charity for all and malice toward none, except Johan
Ankerstrom, who was mysteriously at large and would not give
himself up to be hung. As they mounted and rode off, they bade
good-by to all, and received cordial adieus in return from the
members of the family, excepting Matilda, the housemaid, who
was distant in her manners. Sheriff Sanderson, on his fox-trot-
ting nag, was among the last of the party to leave the premises,

5
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When he had departed no one was left behind except Mr. Bob
Lee Templeton, who still lingered with the Major and his daugh-
ter at the front gate.

Mr. Templeton lingered at the front gate because he had a dif-
ferent route to travel from that pursued by the others, being
bound now for his home in the adjoining county. He lingered
also because he found himself in pleasant company, and one as a
rule does not like to leave pleasant company. As he stood at the
gate, chatting and exchanging pleasant remarks, preparatory to
taking his departure, the Major suggested that it would be better
for him to remain over that day and take a fresh start next morn-
ing. Mr. Templeton replied firmly that he had pressing business
awaiting him at home and was bound to go. The Major in re-
joinder said that he, Templeton, must be somewhat fatigued from
the travel of the preceding day, and his steed likewise must be
off his mettle, and therefore not in trim for another full day’s
ridee. Mr. Templeton in sur rejoinder admitted that his nag
might be leg-weary from the previous day’s use, but insisted that
his business at home was of such pressing nature that he must go
forward at once and look after it.

As Mr. Templeton thrust aside the Major’s urgent invitation
to abide longer under his roof, and was in the very act of lifting
the latch of the front gate preparatory to passing out and riding
away it so chanced that he caught the eye of the Major’s daugh-
ter. Miss Polly Habersham had previously seconded the request
of her father that he should postpone his departure till the follow-
ing morning, but she had done this in such a nonchalant off-hand
fashion that the guest didn’t really believe she meant what
she said. At least he had been impelled by her indifferent man-
ner to the conclusion that she didn’t seriously care whether he
went or stayed. Now, however, as he lifted the latch of the gate,
turning his head slightly to one side at the same time, it came to
pass that—as the saying goes—he caught her eye. Precisely
what he read there I'm not able to inform you, but certain it is
that the very moment he caught her eye his fingers relaxed their
hold upon the gate latch.

“ Stay, stay,” persisted the Major. ““ If you start for home dead
tired, you won’t be in any fix to attend to business when you get
there.” ‘

“ One day more won't hurt,” said the young lady, in the same
careless tone she had used before, Then she leaned her elbow
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on the top plank of the yard fence and gave the young man what
they call an expressive glance. y ]

“ Major,” said Mr. Bob Lee Templeton, impulsively, to the
head of the establishment, “ I’ll be candid with you, sir. I would
like the best in the world to stop over with you another day, and
I'm going to tell you why. Last night ,sir, you delivered, as I am
informed, an excellent discourse to some of the gentlemen of my
company upon the state of the country at large. Owing to—ah—
circumstances, I could not be present, but I would like above all
things to be posted on that subject. Every man, I think, in this
great and free country should have some knowledge of the state
of the country at large, and I have therefore concluded to stop
over, and—ah—inform myself.”

“ Quite right, quite right,” quoth the Major, heartily. “ How
can a man vote intelligently if he doesn’t inform himself? ”

“7T should say so,” chimed in Miss Polly Habersham. “It
seems to me, if I were a man, and couldn’t inform myself before
offering to vote, I wouldn’t vote at all.”

The young gentleman’s perfect candor on this occasion made a
favorable impression on the Major, as perfect candor always has
done and always will anywhere in this too deceitful world. The
horse that had stood at the rack was sent back to the stable, and
Mr. Templeton’s contemplated journey homeward was postponed
till next morning.

Several lectures were delivered by the Major in the course of
the day on the subject of the state of the country at large, to all
of which his visitor gave flattering heed. At odd times he re-
lieved his mind by light discourse with Miss Polly, who, though
not as deeply learned in statecraft as her father, proved herself to
be fairly entertaining in her way. With music and chat, strolls
and all that, she and the stranger within her gates whiled away
the time till the sun went down and the stars peeped out and the
lamp-lit hours slipped blissfully by, and the evening and the
morning were the first day.

When Mr. Bob Lee Templeton did mount his horse the next
morning, and did ride away from the premises, he felt exactly as
if he was leaving old and dear friends behind. The Major re-
marked to his daughter that the young gentleman was a very
promising pupil, and would soon come to know as much about
the state of the country as he himself did. And the daughter re-
marked to her father that he was a nice young man to boot, and
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quite a pleasant addition to her list of acquaintances. Uncle
Davy, the hostler, publicly proclaimed that the departed guest
was the most thorough gentleman who had visited the place since
Miss Polly came on the carpet. “I'm gwy tell you how I
know,” said the old man, “ and den you bound to own I'm right.
Bekase when I hilt de horse for him to mount he gin me a dollar.
Right dar is whar he showed his raisin’. A picayuny white man
would a gin me a dime, or mebbe if Miss Polly had made him
feel right proud o’ hisseff, he mout a squeezed out 2 quarter. A
tolerable nice beau would er let a half-dollar, or sich matter, slip
through his fingers, but this here up-headed young marster he
pitched me a dollar like he used to flingin’ away money. Hit
minded me of de old times way back yander in Firginny, when
my young marster went callin’ on de ladies in his gig, and I tuck
de middle of de road on a high-steppin’ horse behind him, bofe
un us dressed to kill. Lord, Lord, dem was de days when quality
folks walked right over poor white trash, and a gentleman’s body
sarvant didn’t bemean hisself by no kind of labor.”

Sheriff Sanderson, as he took his way homeward, laid plots in
his mind for the capture of the fugitive murderer, and deviated
more than once from his direct path to put this or that trusty
friend of his on the lookout. A good reward had been offered for
the apprehension of the absconding scoundrel, and if there had
been none at all the whole community was bent on catching him
if he stayed above the ground. Randolph Pearson in his quiet
way rendered the law officer all the aid that was possible under
the circumstances. The members of his newly organized band
were assigned to duty wherever it was thought they could be of
service, and a general and systematic search was instituted
throughout the entire country. Telegrams were sent off to dis-
tant parts, letters were written giving a full description of the
person of the murderer, and the police in many different cities
were notified that a cross-eyed villain, called Johan Ankerstrom,
was badly wanted in the Marrowbonz Hills, and a round sum of
money would be paid for his apprehension.

But though the sheriff kept his eyes open and his ears open
for several successive days, and Pearson and the members
of his vigilant band did the same thing, and numerous
noisy volunteers, with dogs and ropes, scoured the country,
not a thing could be learned of the whereabouts of the
slippery individual they were anxiously seeking. The im-
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pression came to be general that he had gotten entirely
away, and would have to be sought for in some other part of
the world. The sheriff reached this conclusion and announced
it to his coadjutors over the country. The vigorous search was
almost abandoned, and the minds of people were becoming grad-
ually occupied with other matters, when suddenly an incident oc-
curred that at once threw the whole community again into the
wildest excitement.

At a lonely farmhouse some distance away from any public
road, there lived a man named Hopscn, with his wife and three
small children. The poor man was a consumptive, too much de-
bilitated to perform manual labor. He lived in a small cottage
sadly out of repair, and possessed almost nothing in the way of
worldly goods. Indeed, his lot was one of such bitter poverty
that but for the charity of kind neighbors he and his household
must often have suffered for the necessaries of life. The folk
about him, though, were very attentive to his wants, and the Hop-
sons were worthy people who deserved all the sympathy that was
so freely accorded them. The good wife, Martha Ann Hopson,
was a cheerful and industrious body, laying to with a will at some
kind of work every day, and skimping all around in the manage-
ment of household affairs as only a hard-pressed woman can.

A basket meeting had been going on for two or three days at a
church not far from the Hopson place of abode, and Mrs. Hop-
son, with her two younger children, had managed to attend the
place of worship, the elder boy, a lad of nine years, remaining at
home with his father. On the last day of the meeting, after din-
ner, some charitable soul proposed that the fragments be gathered
up and donated as a lot to Sister Hopson. This proposition
meeting with universal favor, several baskets of provisions were
taken by zealous friends that afternoon to the Hopson place. The
good woman’s cupboard was not only filled to overflowing, but
many tempting things were left over, and these the three children
set to work to devour, in order that nothing might be wasted.
The two younger, having surfeited at the basket meeting, could
not accomplish much in furthering this frugal intent, but the
older boy did his duty nobly. He disposed, indeed, of such a
quantity and so great a variety of edibles that when he retired to
bed he displayed symptoms of uneasiness that did not fail to
catch the ear of his vigilant mother.

It was owing to the above circumstance, as she afterward re-
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lated, that she was unusually wakeful on this particular night.
A little after midnight, hearing some disturbance among the
fowls in the yard, she arose and started forth to investigate. The
murder at the Bascombe place—not above four miles away—had
made her nervous, and she undid the bolt softly and peeped out
of doors before venturing beyond the protection of her roof. As
she did so a man with a long knife confronted her, pushing the door
open with his unoccupied hand in spite of such feeble resistance
as she could make. She retreated a few steps, and, following her
into the room, he ordered her in gruff tones to strike a light. This
command she promptly obeyed, making no outcry, for she knew
that neither her little children nor her weak husband could render
her any assistance. When the lamp was lit she saw that the rude
intruder had unusually long arms for a man of his stature. He
was bareheaded ; his uncombed hair was filled with dirt and small
particles of leaves and dry twigs, and she shuddered when she ob-
served that his eyes were badly crossed, for then she knew she
stood before the demon who had burned the Bascombe house and
murdered the good old woman who dwelt there. He carried now
in his hand a common tobacco knife, but as these are intended to
sever at a stroke the tough stalk of the plant, he could not have
procured a more dangerous weapon. Raising his hand in a
threatening manner, he demanded food, and the poor woman
without hesitation opened the door of her cupboard and showed
him all her precious supply.

When she had disclosed her stores to his greedy eyes, the vil-
lain motioned with his sharp knife toward the bare table, and un-
derstanding this to be a direction to place food thereon, she
brought an abundant supply, and covered the board with victuals
of every description. While she was thus engaged her husband
began to cough, and the murderer went on tiptoe to the bed, and
displaying the keen blade of his knife, commanded him to lie back
on his pillow, to which order the poor sufferer yielded trembling
obedience. The three children all slept in a trundle bed together,
and it was evident from the agitation of the cover that they were
now awake, though dreadful fear kept them all as still as mice.
From beneath a corner of the thin coverlet one eye of the little
girl might have been noted, keeping constant watch upon her
mother as she moved about the room. Now did the brutal scoun-
drel seat himself at table, and, without ceremony or compunction,
proceed to devour like a ravenous animal such things as had been
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set before him. While with both hands he conveyed bits of
food to his mouth, his hungry eyes roved over the numerous
other good things with which the board was spread. When he
had stuffed himself to his satisfaction, he rose, and taking from
the shelf a figured bedspread, which was the poor woman’s pride,
he opened it upon the floor and piled promiscuously on it as
much food of every description as he could pack off. Going then
up to the wife and mother, he held his sharp knife close to her
throat, while a murderous gleam lit up his tangled eyes. He
spoke no word, but she said afterward that somehow he conveyed
to her his meaning—that they had better remain perfectly still
in the house after his departure or he would return and destroy
the entire family. Then he went away, carrying his entire stock
of provisions on his shoulder.

They were all hushed for hours after he had left; indeed, they
did not dare to stir until the darkness of night had fled and the
sun of the following day was high in the heavens. Then one of
the neighbors happening to drop in the fearful tale was told, the
alarm was given, and the whole community again was thrown
into fierce convulsion. :

A great crowd in a few hours thronged and surged about the
Hopson cottage as it had surged about the Bascombe place a fort-
night before, when the old lady lay a dying in the yard. Great
was the tumult, loud and angry were the voices that arose on all
sides, but vain was the endeavor to trace the midnight robber to
his den, which, they all knew, could not be far from the scene of
his persistent outrages. The sheriff came as soon as he heard of
the affair and began a fresh search, but could not unravel the
mystery of the outlaw’s lurking place. Barns, haystacks, hollow
trees, every possible place of concealment was subjected to mi-
nute scrutiny, but none gave up the villain whom all were seek-
ing. No trace of the robber, house-burner and murderer could be
found, and a feeling akin to consternation spread itself abroad
in the community. None could guess into whose house the
deadly scoundrel would next seek to thrust his ugly visage at
night and without warning. Doors and shutters were fast
bolted when the sun went down, and not opened again during the
dark hours, except at the summons of some well-known voice
from withont.

The negroes of the vicinity were, of course, more demoralized
than the white people, and apprehension of being confronted with
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the now famous murderer accompanied them at every turn. In
the somewhat lonely cabin of Patsy Kinchen there was especial
trepidation, for the widow of the late Sandy was convinced the
murderous foreigner had sworn vengeance in his wicked heart
against the entire Kinchen family.

“1I done told Pete,” said Patsy, the lad’s mother, to Pearson,
when the latter stopped one day to see how they were getting on
in their new abode—* I done told Pete not for to go meanderin’
up and down de country wid no business on his mind, but to take
warnin’ by his daddy which is dead and gone, Lord help his soul!
If Sandy had been in de bed dat night, whar he oughter been, he
wouldn’t a got kotched out from home and hung. ’Stidder dat
he must be up and gwine, bound for nowhars in particular, with
dat little dog, Jineral Beauregard, at his heels. As for dat dog,
Marse Ran, T hates to say a hard word of de dog, but he never
sot no very good example for Sandy, and he don’t exercise the
right kind of influence over my boy now, no he don’t. The dog
ain’t feerd of nothin’, and Pete he ain’t feerd of nothin’, so, spite
of all T kin do and say, here dey bofe goes, up and down, and
cross country, and everywheres. One of dese days—mind what
I tell you—in some out-of-de-way place, with nobody else in hol-
lerin’ distance, dey gwy run right slap up on dat Flyin’ Dutch-
man., Den whar’ll they be?”
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CHAPTER IX.

PETE KINCHEN GOES IN QUEST OF HIS MOTHER’S COW, AND FINDS
WHAT HE WAS NOT LOOKING FOR.

Miss Sue Bascomsg, upon the death of her grandmother and
the burning of the old family home, went to reside with a rela-
tive on her mother’s side, who was in comfortable circumstances
and lived not far away. The girl herself was no pauper. She
owned now the Bascombe place, with the personal property at-
tached thereto, and there was a little besides, in the way of notes
and money, for the old lady had been frugal in her time. Alto-
gether, while almost anywhere else in the world her estate would
have been deemed a very small one, in the particular locality
where she resided it was sufficient to supply her modest necessi-
ties and establish for her the desirable reputation of being inde-
pendent. She was a girl with a pretty good business head, re-
sembling her grandmother in this as in many other particulars,
and it was the general impression in the community that, if she
remained a spinster, she would be more apt to add to her respec-
table patrimony than to waste it.

One morning, about a fortnight after the robbery of the Hop-
sons’, as she stood at a front window of the house she now oc-
cupied as a home, the girl noticed a little negro boy, with a small
dog at his heels, approaching the residence in an unusual manner.
An open wood lay immediately in front of the house, and the lad
in making progress dodged behind first one tree and then an-
other, as if he had been an Indian who was minded, when he got
sufficiently near, to rush up and tomahawk the family. Not fully
understanding the significance of these maneuvers, Sue kept her
eye on him, and finally observed him crouch behind the woodpile,
a little distance beyond the yard inclosure. Determined to ascer-
tain the character of his business, if he had any, she left the
house, and, advancing promptly upon his place of retreat, soon
stood close beside him.



74 The K. K. K.

“ Please, mum,” said the urchin, rising when she came to a
halt and looked at him inquiringly. “I'm Sandy’s little boy—
Sandy Kinchen, mum, what didn’t split ole Miss Bascombe’s head
open wid dat ax.”

As he submitted this remark Miss Bascombe took a calm sur-
vey of the visitor’s person. His raiment was a long ragged shirt,
not over clean, which hung upon him so loosely that there seemed
imminent danger all the while of its forsaking his body and ‘slip-
ping to the ground. He was hatless, and as it was summer time,
it goes without saying that he was barefooted. Indeed, his
ragged shirt was his costume, and, that having been intended by
the maker for some much larger person, and being without a
fastening of any kind at the throat, was kept on seemingly by fre-
quent shoulder shrugs and occasional clutches from apprehensive
fingers.

“ Please, mum,” repeated the lad, “ I’'m Sandy’s little boy; and
I seed him dis very mornin—me and Jineral Beauregard
did.”

“ Seed who dis very mornin’ ?” inquired the girl surprised at
what she heard, and unconsciously imitating the boy’s tone and
language.

“Him, mum; him what did split ole Miss Bascombs’s head
open wid de ax. I seed him.”

“You don’t mean——"

. “Yas’m, I means him what folk calls de Flyin’ Dutchman., I
seed him.”

She looked at him for a moment in perplexity, hardly knowing
what was best to be done under the circumstances.

“You ain’ gwy give me away, is you? Kase if you does me
and Jineral Beauregard is bofe dead men.”

She shook her head. “ Where did you see that man?” she
asked. “ Who told you to bring this tale to me?”

“Dey ain’t nobody told me. I went to find Marse Ran, and he
wa’n’t at home. Den I come to you.”

“ Well, tell me now where you saw this man.”

“You ain’ gwy give me away, is you?”

She shook her head.

-“You ain’ gwy never give me away?”’

She shook her head again.,

“Wal, den, I'm gwy tell you. Dis mornin’ I was a huntin’
for de muley cow what Marse Ran gin mammy when he sot her
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up a housekeepin’. She strayed off—de cow did—she all de time
at dat—and never come home last night, but mammy she lowed
she heard de bell way off on de side of de hill. Dis mornin’ ’fo’
day me and Jineral Beauregard we was 'bleeged to go for to get
de cow and drive de cow home. We climb ’long up on de side
of de ridge, and when we done got most to de top Jineral Beau-
regard he tuck out atter a rabbit, like I done tole him many a
time not to do. He rum-dat rabbit, he did, round and round, un-
twell he run him into de thick briar patch what grows close up
agin de big bluff dey calls de chalk bluff. When he got in dar
I heerd him a growlin” and a snappin’ like he done run up ag’in
sumpen he wa'n’t ’spectin’ to find. I crep’ up tolerable clost, I
did, and den I lay down, kase I didn’t know zactly what ’twas
Jineral Beauregard done run up agin in de briar patch. Pres-
ently I heerd him holler, and he come running out’n de briar
patch and made for the place whar he leff me. Den I heerd
sumpen comin’ behind him. I been huntin’ for de cow, and fust
I thought it was de cow but den in a minit I know’d it wa'n’t de
cow, kase it walked too light for de cow. Hit come out’n de
briar patch, and hit come on to the aidge of de broom sage field
what stand about de briar patch, walkin’ kinder tiptoe. It wan’t
hardly light good, but I seed him, and I know’d him, and hit was
de Flyin’ Dutchman. He stood dar a little while, he did, and den
he crep’ back to’ds de briar patch. ’Bout dat time here come Jin-
eral Beauregard crawlin’ on his belly, kase he done been to de
place whar I was, and struck my trail, and he was skeer’d. Den I
backed away from dar on my all fours, and soon as 1 got a little
piece off I riz and run for all I was wuth; and I ain’t found dat
cow yit.”

He ended his tale here, and stood looking at her; and the dog
sat up dog-fashion and looked at her. It was an active little dog
of the fox terrier variety, with its tail bobbed and ears sharpened,
so as to impart to it a fiercer appearance than it would naturally
have borne.

“ Where is the briar patch you speak of?” inquired Sue.
“ Would you know it if you were to see it again? ”

“Yas'm, I'd know it,” responded the lad. “ But I ain’t gwine
’bout dar no mo’—I tells you dat.”

“ How will others find the place then?”

“Dar’s a dead tree clost to the aidge of de briar patch, and a
hawk or a buzzard most all the time a seitin’ on a limb of dat
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tree. Ef I could find Marse Ran T mout take him to whar I could
p’int out dat tree to him. Right dar I’'m gwy stop.”

“You say you’ve been to Marse Ran’s house this morning ? ”

43 Yas’m.7!

“ And he was not at home?”’

{3 Naw’m.”

“Did they tell you where he was?”

“Dey say dey didn’t know. Dat’s de reason I come here. I
thought you mout know.”

Sue reflected a short time; then she asked the little boy:

“ Have you had your breakfast?”

“ Naw’m; me nur Jineral Beauregard ain’t nary one had our
breakfast.”

“ Come with me and I'll get you something to eat.”

She escorted the boy and dog to a spot in the back yard and
instructed the cook to administer to their bodily wants. She
then told the lad not to leave the premises until she dismissed
him, and, going into the house, she wrote a short note to a young
farmer friend of hers, named McIntosh, who resided in the imme-
diate neighborhood. This she dispatched by a house servant and
awaited an answer.

Within an hour, McIntosh, as requested in the note, reported in
person to Miss Bascombe, and she gave him the substance of the
boy’s story. It was agreed between them that Pearson must be
found without delay, as it was all important that the murderer’s
hiding place should be surrounded before the sun went down. As
the dog had disturbed him, he would no doubt suspect the near
presence of some human being, and would almost certainly shift
his quarters that night. Mclntosh agreed to go in search of
Pearson, and suggested that the lad be detained until the arrival
of the latter. Pete was sent for and told to await further orders
in the back yard, but he shook his head. Finding him indisposed
to talk in the presence of a stranger, Sue escorted him back to the
woodpile, where the conference had begun. ;

“1 dunno nuthin’ ’bout dat man,” said the lad, pointing with
his thumb back over his shoulder toward the house. “I ain’t gwy
talk where he is. He mout give me away.”

“Very well. I've sent for Marse Ran, You stay here until he
comes.”

Pete shook his head again.

“ Can’t you stay?”
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“ Naw’m ; my mammy don’t ’low me to loaf 'round de. country.
She done tole me dat many times.”

“I want Marse Ran to talk with you. How can he see you
if you go away?”

The lad reflected a while before he replied:

“You tell him to ride down de road twell he gits to de place
whar de crick crosses it, beyant Marse Billy Winston’s, When
he crosses de crick let -him ride on slow a little piece furder. Me
and Jineral Beauregard will be in de woods on t'other side de
crick waitin’ for him.”

“ How long can you wait there?”

“T kin wait dar all day.”

“ And you will wait till Marse Ran comes?”

13 Yas’m.7’

“ All right; he will ride down that road just as soon as I can
find him and send him along. You and your dog can go now.”

“You ain’t gwy give us away?”

“" NO,”

“Dis here yuther white man in de house, he ain’t gwy give
us away?”’

[ N0~,,

The lad turned and left the premises, with the ever-faithful
General Beauregard at his heels. Sue walked back into the house,
and Teddy Mcintosh in a few minutes was off on a quest for
Pearson. He found him about noon, and after a brief conference,
Teddy was sent off to summon about fifteen or twenty trusted
men, while Pearson proceeded without delay to the place on the
highway where he was to meet the boy. McIntosh himself, and
all the citizens he was to notify, were members of the organization
which had been recently formed. The purpose was to assemble
these as quietly as possible and capture the murderer before the
general public had learned that his lurking place had been discov-
ered. With this end in view McIntosh was instructed to be as
reserved as the nature of his errand would permit, and to caution
each man notified not to confer with others outside the order, but
to go quietly to a designated spot to which Pearson was to re-
turn after his interview with the lad.

In the very nature of things, however, it was impossible to keep
from the community a grave secr