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  EDITOR’S NOTE

  As we noted in a companion volume in your Frontier Classics Library, The Authentic History of Sam Bass and His Gang; the most obvious targets for the bad guys in the Old West were the places where the money was: stagecoaches, banks, and trains. The four Dalton brothers and Black jack Ketchum gained their principal notoriety from robbing trains. It was a violent activity, and during the last quarter of the nineteenth century, all save one of these characters were to die as violently as they had lived: two of the Dalton brothers in 1892, another in 1894, and Black Jack Ketchum in 1901. The stories of their colorful lives were told in two separate books, brought together for the first time in the edition before you.
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  The Dalton brothers — Gratton (“Grat”) (1861-1892), Bill (1863-1894), Bob (1870-1892), and Emmett (1871-1937) — were sons of Adeline Younger Dalton (aunt of outlaws Cole and Jim Younger). They were born in Missouri, part of a large family that ultimately included fifteen children. In 1882, the Dalton family immigrated to the Indian Territory (now Oklahoma), and four years later moved to Coffeyville, Kansas.

  Although these four young men were to become the main members of one of the most brutal band of outlaws on the western frontier, their older brother Frank (1859-1887) was a highly respected deputy U.S. marshal. He was killed in pursuit of whiskey runners in the Indian Territory near the Arkansas border.

  Perhaps in hopes of avenging their brother’s death, Grat, Bob, and Emmett became lawmen (Bill, who would later join the gang, moved to California and became a farmer). But enforcing the law was clearly not suited to the brothers. At age nineteen, Bob, now a deputy U.S. marshal, killed a man, and declared he had done so in an official capacity, although this was disputed. Soon thereafter, Bob and Emmett were accused of introducing alcohol into the Indian Territory. Later that same year, a charge was made against Grat for stealing horses.

  Bob and Emmett fled first to New Mexico and then to California, where Bill and Grat joined them. The brothers and their gang robbed trains in California and throughout the Indian Territory.

  In 1892, the gang began to rob banks. Bob Dalton boasted that he would “beat anything Jesse James ever did — rob two banks at once, in broad daylight.” On the morning of October 5, 1892, Bob, Grat, and Emmett, along with two other members of the gang, rode into their hometown of Coffeyville, dismounted, and divided into two groups to rob the C.M. Condon & Company Bank and the First National Bank. As one group of robbers entered the Condon Bank and pointed their guns at the tellers, a passerby looking through the bank’s window recognized the Daltons (despite their fake beards). When the gang left the two banks, townspeople fired at them. Three residents and Town Marshal Charles Connelly were killed, as were Bob, Grat, and two Dalton gang confederates. Emmett received twenty-three gunshot wounds and was soon captured. After fourteen years in the Kansas penitentiary, he was pardoned. He died in California in 1937.

  Several gang members and Bill Dalton continued to commit robberies throughout the Indian Territory for several years. Yet all were ultimately killed by lawmen, Bill by Loss Hart on June 8, 1894.
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  Thomas Edward “Black Jack” Ketchum (1863-1901) was born in Texas, and during his early years worked as a cowboy and cattle driver. In 1890, at the age of twenty-seven, he moved with his brother Sam to the Pecos River Valley in New Mexico, formed a gang of outlaws, and began robbing trains. The group’s first robbery, of the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railroad, took place in 1892 near Deming, New Mexico; the gang netted twenty thousand dollars.

  On June 10, 1896, the two Ketchum brothers robbed a shop and post office in Liberty, New Mexico. They killed two members of a pursuing posse and then escaped into Wyoming, where they linked up with other outlaws at Hole-in-the-Wall Pass in Johnson County.

  Operating from their hideaway at the Hole-in-the-Wall, Black Jack and Sam Ketchum, along with several gang members, started robbing trains in an area near Folsom, New Mexico, known as Twin Mountain. On September 3, 1897, they robbed a train of about twenty thousand dollars in gold and forty thousand dollars in silver. On July 11, 1899, the gang (minus Black Jack) took fifty thousand dollars from a train in the same area. An ensuing gunfight with a posse near Cimarron, New Mexico, resulted in the death of three posse members and the wounding of several outlaws, including Sam Ketchum. Although Sam escaped, he was soon tracked down and arrested. He died of his injuries in the New Mexico Territorial Penitentiary.

  On August 16, 1899, just weeks after his brother’s train robbery, Black Jack tried to rob the same train at the same location. The conductor, recognizing him, shot him in the right elbow. Ketchum fell out of the train, which proceeded on its journey. A posse found him the following day, and after he had his arm amputated and underwent recovery, he was convicted of the capital crime of “felonious assault upon a railway train.” The law was found to be unconstitutional, but this determination was made too late to be of benefit to Black Jack. He was hanged on April 26, 1901, an event with a grisly aftermath. Through a combination of circumstances — the inexperience of the hangmen, the excessive length of the rope, and Black Jack’s considerable weight gain during his incarceration — he was decapitated, at that time the only recorded instance of decapitation in a judicial hanging in America.
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  This Skyhorse Publishing Library edition consists of exact facsimile reprints of The Dalton Brothers and Their Astounding Career of Crime (first edition, 1892) and Black Jack Ketchum: Last of the Hold-Up Kings (first edition, 1955).

  Les Adams

  Chairman, Editorial Board

  BIRMINGHAM, ALABAMA

  SEPTEMBER 20, 2011

  

  THE DALTON BROTHERS

  AND THEIR

  ASTOUNDING CAREER OF CRIME

  BY

  AN EYE WITNESS

  With numerous illustrations reproduced from photographs taken on the spot

  COPYRIGHT 1892 BY LAIRD & LEE

  (ALL RIGHTS RESERVED)

  

  CHICAGO

  LAIRD & LEE. PUBLISHERS


  

  PART THE FIRST

  CRIMINAL BOYS

  


  CHAPTER I.

  A STRANGE NIGHT’S WORK—UNDERTAKER LANG’S GHASTLY VISITORS—THE DALTONS’ COVERED WAGON AND ITS SILENT OCCUPANT—SHOT IN THE BACK AND DISHONORED BY HIS MURDERERS.

  

  A dark, dreary night in December, 1888.

  On the open plains of Southern Kansas, the wind blows a hurricane of snow. The roads disappear under the white covering, and the city of Coffeyville, in Montgomery county, Kansas, just three miles from the Indian Territory limits, sleeps the sleep of the just.

  It is a prosperous, strictly law-abiding community, populated with bright, active, sociable people who are proud of their promising town and of the good days ahead for it and for them. The spires of numerous churches rise, here and there, as material evidence of the people’s culture and religious feelings, while, in the business part or the city, several blocks of substantially-constructed brick buildings are clustered in sign of business activity. Indeed, Coffeyville is a worthy representative of that indomitable American spirit which has made the West a joy for the eyes and the hearts of men.

  But to-night, the inhabitants have all withdrawn to their cosy homes, and doubtless enjoy the sweets of well-earned repose. It’s almost one o’clock already, and hardly a light is visible inside the closed houses.

  Suddenly the dull rumbling of a covered wagon is heard at a distance. It is rolling from the western direction, and the driver on the front seat is talking with some one seated behind him.

  “Are you sure you know where he lives?” he asks, in evident ill-humor.

  “Just half a block ahead, on Ninth street, I tell you; a two-story house with a brick basement, on the next corner to the right,” is the precise answer given in a tone of command.

  The driver grumbles something unintelligible, then shuts his lips tight, as if to keep the icy air out. At the place designated he stops his horse in front of a comfortable looking dwelling. Strange to say, there is a light burning on the upper floor; a sick one is perhaps keeping the mother awake. Anyhow, this sign of life brings out a satisfactory grunt on the driver’s part:

  “They won’t keep us waiting long in that——of a weather,” he swears. Then he begins calling out in a stentorian voice:

  “Lang! Oh! Lang!”

  At the second or third appeal, a window on the second floor is slightly lifted and a bearded man’s face leans over, while a muffled voice answers:

  “What are you after, you fellows, waking up a man in the dead of night?”

  “It’s a job for you we are after, Mr. Lang?” is the cool retort.

  “Who are you, anyhow?”

  “The Dalton Brothers from the territory, with a little parcel in this wagon to be delivered you C. O. D. Do you catch on?”

  “’s that you, Bob Dalton?” the householder queries.

  “Bob it Is; and Emmet’s behind me with a silent customer he wants to introduce to you, Mr. Lang. Are you coming down? It’s mighty cold here I tell you. Will drive you to the store.”

  “Is it a cash on the nail business?” queries the Coffeyville citizen, in a cautious way.

  ‘Oh! it’s all right. It’s court money and it can’t fail you, this month or next. A job on the square, I tell you. By G——, won’t you hurry up? We’ll be soon as stiff as our friend back there, if you don’t hustle——”

  “I am coming, I am coming——” is the welcome answer, and the window closes with a bang.

  Five minutes later, the two occupants of the wagon are increased by one, not counting the strange freight they have been lugging around so mysteriously.

  The horse’s head is turned toward the business portion of the village—city, they like to call it, over there—and the party soon reaches the large store of

  LANG & LAPE,

  Furniture Dealers and Undertakers,

  on Walnut street, three or four doors south of Eighth street.

  They all alight, throw a blanket over the perspiring horse, and, while Mr. Lang fumbles with his key in the lock of the store-door, the two Daltons, tall, stalwart young men, lads rather, hardly out of their teens, walk to the back of the wagon and begin to unload its gruesome freight.

  As the reader has doubtless surmised already, it is a corpse which has been the silent companion of the brothers during their midnight ride. It is a powerfully heavy corpse, too, and the moonlights just emerging from behind the clouds, shines over the features of a man of thirty or thereabout, with heavy moustache and clotted hair.

  No sign of a bloody encounter is visible at the first glance; but as Bob Dalton turns the body on one side to take a better hold of the man’s shoulders, a round, bullet-shaped hole, on the nape of the neck, reveals itself and tells its fearful story. The man has been shot dead from behind—there has been murder here; revolting, cowardly murder.

  With a composure far above their years, however, the two lads pursue their dread task and carry across the sidewalk, under the wide, wooden awning that extends all along this side of the street, the remains of the murdered man. They soon lie in the back part of the vast Lang & Lape store, and the proprietor examines them with his usual professional keenness.

  He is not long before noticing the mortal wound behind the neck, and without saying a word he looks up toward the brothers, with a precise interrogation in his eyes.

  “Know that man?” says Bob, the older one of the couple, answering a question by a question, as if to delay the coming revelation.

  “No; never saw him before,” is the curt, businesslike reply.

  “Name of party: Charles Montgomery.”

  “Well?”

  Throwing back the lapel of his heavy overcoat, Bob now displays a U. S. Deputy Marshal’s badge.

  “Caught him in the act, three hours ago, burglarizing Ted Seymour’s stable, close to to the Kansas line.”

  “But that’s in the territory limits, ain’t it?”

  “Yep.”

  “A short mile from your father’s place?”

  “Yep.”

  “How did you happen to be round that way, to-night?”

  “Have had our suspicions, for quite a while; man was no good, anyhow; used to peddle whisky for the Indians, got sentenced a couple of times. A horse-thief besides.”

  “How do you know that ?”

  “We know it, that’s all. None of your business, Mister. We are officers of the law and are responsible to the courts only.”

  “That’s all right. But I ain’t going to bury a man that’s come to his death through a gunshot in the back of his neck, before knowing a thing or two about the whole story. Kind of queer, don’t you know ?”

  It took no little courage for that unarmed citizen, all alone in his store, in this part of the city left absolutely unoccupied and unguarded, during the night, to thus boldly resist the entreaties,—the orders we might say,—of these two strapping chaps, armed to the teeth and evidently resolved to have their way at any cost. But cool presence of mind has tamed wilder characters than these, and Mr. Lang’s interrogatories were finally answered with some sort of impatient respect.

  The story, true or not, was simple enough. The brothers had lately enlisted in a regular marshal’s posse in the territory; the elder one Bob, just twenty-one years old, had even been entrusted lately with a U. S. Deputy Marshal’s badge, and so far, nothing had been said or whispered that could be held as detrimental to the boys’ characters.

  Now, a few weeks before that eventful night, a tall, lanky Kentuckian had presented himself at a neighboring cattle range, asking for employment. He looked strong and willing enough, and the “boss” being in need of some extra hands gave him a “job” on the spot. He did his work satisfactorily and was soon “one of the boys.”

  It was not long, however, before—always according to Bob Dalton’s narrative—queer stories were set afloat concerning the newcomer. He soon admitted, with a great show of frankness, that he had been engaged in Indian whisky trading, or rather smuggling, and had been “caught at it” a few times and been carried off to Fort Smith jail. But misdemeanors of that kind are so common round about the region that it hardly—if at all—lowered Charley Montgomery in his new associates’ estimation.

  The U. S. Deputy Marshals round about suspected him, however, of having been connected with various horse-stealings until then unpunished, and felt sure that he would one day or other get tired of earning a scant, but honest, living and drop back into the easier—if more dangerous—avocation he had once adorned. So a quiet watch was kept over the man, and the Daltons, on a visit to their father’s farm, had given a good deal of their time spying upon his every movement.

  That very night, they declared, they had found him, a crowbar in his hands, attempting to unhinge the heavy door that led into Ted Seymour’s, the rich cattle man’s, stable. There were half a dozen fast sprinters located within the premises, and anyone of them would have been a valuable catch.

  According to the unwritten law of the land, a man engaged in horse-stealing was entitled to a bullet or two in the body, before even a word of warning. And this the poor wretch had got with a vengeance.

  “It has all been done on the square, Mister,” Bob said, finishing his terse recital. “You’ll have to take charge of him, you see; and we’ll make our report to the Marshal and have the court at its next sitting allow you for your trouble and expenses. That’s all there’s about it. My brother and I are off to Fort Smith by first train, and we have to get the thing off your hands, see?”

  The undertaker thought a while, and then carrying the only lamp, smoky and begrimed, that lighted up this weird scene, to a desk in the front part of the store, he sat down and silently indicted the following document:

  “Delivered to Lang & Lape, undertakers of Coffeyville, Kansas, for burial, the body of one Charley Montgomery, who was caught by us last night, December —, 1888, burglarizing Ted Seymour’s stable, and was shot by us while committing a crime.

  “Expenses to be paid by the Marshal’s office of the Indian Territory.”

  “Coffeyville, Kansas,—December, 1888.”

  “And you sign here, both of you,” Mr. Lang added, having read aloud the contents of this declaration.

  Without an instant’s hesitation the young men put their hands to the pen and signed boldly:

  “ROBERT DALTON, U. S. Deputy Marshal.”

  “EMMET DALTON.”

  “That’ll do,” the undertaker said; “I don’t like that job half too much, but I’ll have to do it and that’s the end of it. Good-night, boys.”

  And the three men moved toward the door.

  When they had reached the sidewalk and the undertaker had closed the door of his store, Bob said, with a show of cordiality:

  “Want a lift to your house, Mr. Lang?”

  “Never mind about that, Dalton; it’s only a couple of blocks and I have just as lief walk home.” “All right!” was the elder boy’s cool answer.

  “Now, Em, you get it on the quick; well have to catch that 5:00 A. M. train on the Mo. Pac.So let her go.”

  The two lads were now seated in the wagon and Emmet was gathering the horse’s reins.

  “A nice, tight little place, this is,” cried Bob, looking around approvingly. “You’ll see us again, soon. Ta-ta!”

  And the wagon rolled noiselessly away upon the snow-carpeted highway.


  CHAPTER II

  THE DALTONS AT HOME—A MOTHER OF FIFTEEN CHILDREN—WANDERERS OVER THE FACE OF THE STATES —TEN SONS AND FIVE DAUGHTERS—A STRONG FAMILY BOND—LOVE’S OLD, OLD STORY.

  

  “Ma! Ma!” a young, not unpleasant voice called out from inside a shabby, unpainted one-story farm building, a short distance away from the dusty road. Near the primitive well close by, a rougher voice answered:

  “What’s that you want, Minnie? ’s Si complaining?”

  “That he is, ma. Ain’t the doctor a-coming soon?”

  “Pa’s gone for him these two hours. He won’t be long now, I guess. Keep the boy under his blankets.”

  “I’m trying to, ma, but the child is that fretful that I don’t know what to do with him.”

  “Well, tell him I’m coming soon. I’ll make him some lemonade, directly.”

  And the old woman—she looked older and more bent, whiter of hair and more wrinkled, than her years warranted—pulled up the bucket full of fresh, sparkling water, and poured its contents into the pail by her side.

  “Where are they all, I wonder,” she soliloquized, moodily, “’tain’t fair to leave an old rheumatic thing like me, and a flighty wench like Minnie, to take care of a house and a sick boy, too. Ah, my! life’s harder than it ought to be, by a great deal.—” And heaving a deep sigh, the farmer-wife wended her tired steps toward her homely abode.

  Just then she noticed a heavy cloud of dust upon the road leading east toward Coffeyville, the center portion of which could be easily espied at a few miles’ distance.

  “The doctor, I reckon,” she muttered; “it’s about time for him and pa to be here. I hope he won’t be in a hurry for his pay, for if there is a half a dollar in this whole blessed shanty I’d like to see it.—” The rhythmical tramp of numerous horses’ hoofs soon informed the old woman that her surmises had been wrong. A troop of horsemen were coming up at a apid trot in the direction of the house. It took her but a few seconds to recognize the new comers.

  “Them’s my boys!” she cried, with a look of motherly pride lighting up her furrowed features; and in her joy and evident relief, she cried out toward the open window of the house:

  “Minnie! the boys, the boys!”

  A blushing young face looked out, beaming with delighted surprise. It was easy enough to notice that there was something more than sisterly love in the radiance of the handsome blue eyes. So we might just as well inform the reader right here that Minnie Johnson was the niece, and not the daughter, of old Mrs. Louis Dalton, the old lady we have just seen at the farm well, the mother of the strapping young men and lads known and spoken of, not unfavorably at the time, as the Dalton Boys.

  For this chapter opens in the late days of the fall of 1888, just six months before this momentous 22d of April, that threw open to the covetous greed of 60,000 settlers the rich plains of the Oklahoma region.

  Shortly before that time, a family of eight people had come over from the Indian Territory to take up and rent a small farm in the immediate vicinity of Coffeyville, Kansas, quite close to the tracks of the Missouri Pacific R. R. company. The father was a gloomy-looking, dull and morose individual, over sixty-five years old; his name was Louis Dalton, and his Irish origin could be easily guessed at from the fact of his having named two of his sons after those great Hibernian patriots, Grattan and Emmet.

  The family seemed to have known better days, and the old people openly manifested their discontent at their reduced circumstances by having nothing but gruff and graceless speeches to address to outsiders or even to their own folks. Their unsociable ways cooled off any hospitable intentions on the part of their new neighbors, and it wouldn’t have been long before complete isolation would have surrounded the humble Dalton establishment, had not the young people on the farm made up, plentifully, by their hearty way and hale-fellow-well-met demeanor, for the older ones’ taciturn and ill-tempered manners.

  Mother Dalton belonged to the famed—ill-famed rather—James and Younger families, being herself a half sister of the Younger brothers’ father; she had been blessed with a large brood of children, fifteen in number—ten sons and five daughters. The veracious relator of this narration has only been able ia trace the existence of seven among those boys and of one of the girls. The latter married a butcher in good circumstances called Whipple, now located at Kingfisher, Oklahoma Territory, and of whom anon.

  Of the seven boys above mentioned, all alive at the time, Ben, the elder, was his father’s mainstay on the little farm by Coffeyville. He had reached already the respectable age of thirty-seven. Next to him a full-bearded, honest and energetic fellow, Frank by name, counted among the best deputies of the Arkansas U. S. Marshal; he was thirty or thereabout. Next to him Grattan, twenty-five, William, twenty-three, Robert, twenty-one, and Emmet, eighteen, were more generally known as Grat, Bill, Bob and Em, appellations they were soon to render criminally notorious all over this vast continent, although to Bob, Grat and Em, belong more especially the palm in this competition of evil-doing. Simon, the fourteen year old lad, now lying upon a bed of sickness, closed this list of pillars of the House of Dalton.

  Of the four boys old enough to be of help to their family or to fight for themselves in the struggle for life, Bob had been recently appointed one of the Deputy U. S. Marshals on duty in the Indian Territory, but reporting to the U. S. Marshal for the State of Arkansas, with residence at Fort Smith.

  His young brother, Emmet, who had always been his particular chum and favorite, joined him in his roving excursions through those sparsely-inhabited regions; and Grat and Will fell in with them occasionally, although the latter preferred the Pacific coast as his habitual abode. As a regular business, the two elder boys tried mining, cattle driving, horse buying and selling; anything and everything except the dull but steady occupations, found on a farm or in city life. They were all fond of a free, untrammeled existence, on horseback mostly, with plain but substantial clothing on their back, the rough fare they could find on the road, and the few rather riotous pleasures of an occasional tear-out.

  Perhaps had they inherited from their mother, who has been said to have Indian as well as outlaw’s blood in her veins, that hankering for a roaming, open-air life, full of exciting variety and which might or might not, according to circumstances, carry them over to a career of open defiance of human law. Whatever may be the case, they had managed so far to remain within the bounds of comparative respectability, and their popularity in those rural districts, and even in the small cities that dot this vast region, had been growing month after month.

  No untoward incident had embittered those young, primitive hearts and filled them with a dangerous desire after vengeance under some form or other.

  It was not to be long though before just such an incident would throw three of these healthy, energetic and promising youths out of the straight road and turn their destiny into the disastrous and guilty channel, the goal of which was to be Death.

  As is almost invariably the case, this incident was to have its origin in love, love thwarted, love betrayed, revengeful and merciless Love!

  And the culminating point of this dramatic adventure was to be reached within a few short weeks from the day we see the four happy horsemen ride, merrily singing a rollicking refrain, into the farmyard of old man Louis Dalton.

  “Hello! Minnie!” cried Bob, who had been scanning the front of the house with marked attention.

  “Hello! Bob!” was the joyful reply, while the young girl waved her hand in token of welcome.

  The four men jumped out of the saddle and led their steeds to the rough hewn trough by the well. One of them set himself a-pumping, whistling “Home, Sweet Home,” with all his might, while the horses were being relieved of saddle, bags and blankets

  “Where is Si?” queried Grat, who had a kind of protective feeling toward the little chap, never in the best of health; the only puny one of the family.

  We forgot to say that each son had dutifully kissed old mother Dalton with the sincere marks of fond affection that sat well on their bronzed faces.

  “In the back room there, in bed,” answered the dame, resuming her whining tone which she had left aside for a while to welcome her visiting offspring.

  “Poor little chap,” said Grat; “is it so bad as that with him?”

  “Yes it is; and your daddy has just been out after the doctor.”

  “Dr. Wood, you mean?” asked Bob, who had finished his task and was washing his head and hands previous to entering in the presence of his well-liked cousin.

  “Yes, Dr. Wood; he is a good old man, and won’t ask for his money right away, as some of them leeches do.”

  “Never mind the money, mother,” cried Grat, patting his pocket that gave forth a silvery sound. “We boys can stand a couple of doctors apiece if that’s to make little Si well and hearty.”

  Just then a noise of wheels called every one’s attention toward the road. Dr. J. A. Wood’s buggy, with two persons aboard, was just stopping in front of the house.

  The pleasant-featured old physician, with his long gray beard and his kindly smile, had soon joined the group around the well.

  After a general handshaking, somebody noticed that “daddy had not come along.”

  “Oh! he is as perky as ever,” cried Mother Dalton, querulously. “I guess he don’t care a penny about any of you, boys. I am sometimes weeks without getting a word out of him. I say, leave him alone. If he can stand being cross, so can we; isn’t that so, boys?”

  A rather unanimous grunt ratified this somewhat unwifely sentiment, and not bothering any more about the head of the family, the whole party adjourned inside £he house, the doctor and the mother taking the lead.

  They all entered the scantily furnished living room which, with two small rooms on each side and â kitchen In the rear, constituted the whole establishment. The door of one of the rooms was wide open, and the excited cries of a small boy were heard within. It called out:

  “Grat, Grat, come to me quick!”

  With something like a lump in his throat, the tallest and oldest of the four brothers present walked, first toward his little favorite’s pallet, and leaning over kissed the emaciated cheek of the feverish child.

  “Well, well,” he said, mastering his emotion. “What’s matter with you, old fellow? I thought I’d find you hopping around the farm happy as a lark.”

  The little hands pressed the bulky palm of the big brother, while the boy, gasping for breath, said in a voice exhausted by his recent exertions:

  “Glad to see you, Gratty. Oh! so glad,” and the little fellow broke down, sobbing as M his heart would break.

  The good doctor was soon by the bedside, with those soothing and encouraging words that are worth “gallons of choice medicines.”

  “Never mind, my child; you’ll be soon about again ; there’s nothing much the matter with you, I’ll bet. Now, if you, big fellows, will kindly give the boy a little fresh air and leave him to me and mother for a while, we’ll see to it that he is up and going in a jiffy.”

  And with a wave of his hand, Dr. Wood had soon cleared a space around the bed and gradually taken possession of the room. He closed the door behind the last of the visitors, and the mother aiding, began a thorough examination of the wee patient’s ailment.

  It didn’t take him long to discover that the lad had been growing too fast, and was consequently suffering from a general debility, made much worse by the coarse food that was the only nourishment available. Having placed back the little sufferer upon its pillow of rough and not extra clean linen, he stepped out into the sitting-room and said:

  “Boys, I guess you’ll prove better doctors than I for the little chap. He is somewhat weak from over-growing and he’ll have to get, for a while, some better food than cornbread and fried pork. So if you chip in something for to get him a better fare, beefsteaks and chickens, and lots of good eggs, I’ll promise that he’ll be another boy within a month.”

  The words were hardly out of the physician’s mouth before every son of them had his hand in his pocket and had drawn it out full of coin.

  “Here you are, doc,” cried Grat, acting the spokesman; for was not his little chum’s life at stake? “You take the pile and buy what’s needed. Mother might think it money thrown away. Just have the people at the store send what’s needed, and if you want any more just let us know. We have been trading profitably of late, and we can’t afford to have little Si die from want of proper food.”

  “Well said, Grat!” cried a cheery voice. The door of the other room had just been thrown open, and Minnie Johnson, arrayed in her best Sunday clothes, stood there beaming with honest affection, and applauding with both hands in sign of delighted welcome.


  CHAPTER III.

  HAKING LOVE UNDER DIFFICULTIES—BOB DALTON’S HEART CLEAN GONE—THE WILES AND WAYS OF A COUNTRY COQUETTE—COURTING BY THE ROAD" SIDE—AN OUTSIDER THE FAVORITE—THE MURDEROUS GLEAM IN THE REPULSED LOVER’S EYE—A VILLAGE ROMEO KILLED BY AN INFURIATED RIVAL.

  

  It has been often and truthfully said that love acts the same within the bosom of a country girl and that of a great lady. In both cases it runs its own, obstinate course, no matter the obstacle, and perfectly mindless of the sorrows and wraths it does arouse on its way.

  When Minnie Johnson, the only daughter of Mother Dalton’s deceased sister and brother-in-law, had found a shelter under her aunt’s roof, some five years previous to the beginning of this narrative, it would not have been a hard thing to guess that one of her stalwart cousins would be sure to fall In love with the maiden, when her bright country beauty would have reached blooming time.

  Nor would it have been overstraining the probabilities to suppose that the said sweet maiden would have returned the sentiment and become, at the right moment, the blushing bride of her tall sweetheart.

  Such would have been the natural course of things; needless to add that it was all to turn out very differently.

  That is, the part played by the girl was to be strangely in variance with the outlined plot.

  The part ascribed to the cousin-lover did follow but too faithfully the beaten path, and Bob Dalton, for the last six months, had been over head and ears in love with that little heartless coquette of a country lass, the sprightly, saucy, thoughtless Minnie Johnson.

  On his duties in the territory, he had now been absent for over six weeks, and during this lapse of time an event of grave import had taken place.

  A new suitor had appeared upon the field—or rather within the farm limits of old Louis Dalton—and like C-war he had come, seen conquered.

  Minnie Johnson was not heart-free any longer; the massive figure and engaging manners of Charley Montgomery had done their work and driven away whatever affectionate feeling her cousin Bob Dalton had inspired her with.

  And it was the first time since that momentous change had taken place in the girl’s life, that Bob and Minnie were again reunited in the old place by the Missouri Pacific R. R. tracks.
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