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LEEEX S
The city editor® was waiting for one of his best reporters, Elmer
Davies by name, a vain and rather self-sufficient youth who was inclined to
be of that turn of mind which sees in life only a fixed and ordered process of
rewards and punishments. If one did not do exactly right, one did not get
along well. On the contrary, if one did, one did. Only the so-called evil
were really punished, only the good truly rewarded—or Mr. Davies had
heard this so long in his youth that he had come nearly to believe it.
Presently he appeared. He was dressed in a new spring suit, a new hat and
new shoes. In the lapel of his coat was a small bunch of violets. It was one

o' clock of a sunny spring aftermoon, and he was feeling exceedingly well
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and good-natured—quite fit, indeed. The world was going unusually well
with him. It seemed worth singing about.

“Read that, Davies,” said the city editor, handing him the clipping.
“T’11 tell you afterward what I want you to do.”

The reporter stood by the editorial chair and read:

Pleasant Valley, Ko., April 16.
“A most dastardly crime has just been reported here. Jeff Ingalls, a

negro, this morning assaulted Ada Whitaker, the nineteen-year-old daugh-
ter of Morgan Whitaker, a well-to-do farmer, whose home is four miles
south of this place. A posse® , headed by Sheriff® Mathews, has started in
pursuit. If he is caught, it is thought he will be lynched.”

The reporter raised his eyes as he finished. What a terrible crime!
What evil people there were in the world! No doubt such a creature ought
to be lynched, and that quickly.

“You had better go out there, Davies,” said the city editor. “It looks
as if something might come of that. A lynching up here would be a big
thing. There’s never been one in this state.”

Davis found the village of Pleasant Valley a very small affair indeed,
just a few dozen houses nestling between green slopes of low hills, He took
notes of the whiteness of the little houses, the shimmering beauty of the
small stream one had to cross in going from the depot. At the one main cor-
ner a few men were gathered about a typical village barroom.

The whole company was apparently tense with interest in the crime

which still remained unpunished, seemingly craving excitement and de-

sirous of seeing something done about it.

} Just then a young farmer came galloping up. He was coatless, hatless,
} breathless.

“They’ve got him!” he shouted excitedly. “They’ ve got him!”

| A chorus of “whos,” “wheres” and “whens” greeted this information

Vg‘—-_ o
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as the crowd gathered about the rider.

“Why, Mathews caught him up here at his own house!” exclaimed
the latter, pulling out a handkerchief and wiping his face. “He must "a’
gone back there for something. Mathews’s takin’ him over to clayton, so
they think, but they don’t project he’ll ever get there. They’ re after him
now, but Mathews says he’ll shoot the first man that tries to take him
away.

For all’ the warnings of the sheriff, the crowd went for their horses
and soon started off to chase the sheriff. Davis followed them. About an
hour later, the company canght up with the sheriff and Jeff. However,
they were scared by the sheriff’ s determination. They decided to wait for
the Whitakers to take action. Having got to know that Jeff had been taken
to the sheriff’s house, Jake Whitaker, the victim’m brother, immediately
gathered another company and headed straight there. »

The whole village was up and about, its one street alive and runhing
with people. Heads appeared at doors and windows. Riders pranced up and
down, hallooing. A few revolver shots were heard. Presently the mob
gathered even closer to the sheriff's gate, and Jake stepped forward as lead-
er. Instead, however, of going boldly up to the door as at first it appeared
he would, he stopped at the gate, calling to the sheriff.

“Hello, Mathews!”

“Eh, eh, eh!” bellowed the crowd.

The call was repeated. Still no answer. Apparently to the sheriff delay
appeared to be his one best weapon.

Their coming, however, was not as unexpected as some might have
thought. The figure of the sheriff was plainly to be seen close to one of the
front windows. He appeared to be holding a double-barreled shotgun. The
negro, as it developed later, was cowering and chattering in the darkest
corner of the cellar, hearkening no doubt to the voices and firing of the re-

volvers outside.
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Suddenly, and just as Jake was about to go forward, the front door of
the house flew open, and in the glow of a single lamp inside appeared first
the double-barreled end of the gun, followed immediately by the form of
Mathews, who held the weapon poised ready for a quick throw to the
shoulder. All except Jake fell back.

“Mr. Mathews,” he called deliberately, “we want that nigger!”

“Well, you can’t git “im!” replied the shenff. “He’s not here.”

“Then what you got that gun fer?” yelled a voice.

Mathews made no answer.

“Better give him up, Mathews,” called another, who was safe in the
crowd, “or we’ll come in an’ take him!”

“No you won’t,” said the sheriff defiantly. “I said the man wasn’t
here. I say it ag’in. You couldn’t have him if he was, an’ you can’t come
in my house! Now if you people don’t want trouble you’ d better go on
away.”

“He’s down in the cellar!” yelled another.

“Why don’t you let us see?” asked another.

Mathews waved his gun slightly.

“You'd better go away from here now,” cautioned the sheriff. “I'm
tellin’ ye! I’ll have warrants out for the lot o” ye, if ye don’t mind!”

The crowd continued to simmer and stew, while Jake stood as before.
He was very pale and tense, but lacked initiative.

“He won’ t shoot,” called some one at the back of the crowd. “Why
don’t you go in, Jake, an’ git him?”

“Sure! Rush in. That’s it!” observed a second.

“He won't,. eh?” replied the shenff softly. Then he added in a lower
tone. “The first man that comes inside that gate takes the consequences.”

No one ventured inside the gate; many even fell back. It seemed as if
the planned assault had come to nothing.

“Why not go around the back way?” called someone else.
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“Try it!” replied the sheriff. “See what you find on that side! 1 told
you you couldn’ t come inside. You'd better go away from here now before
ye git into trouble,” he repeated. “You can’t come in, an’ it’ 1l only mean
bloodshed. ”

There was more chattering and jesting while the sheriff stood on
guard. He, however, said no more. Nor did he allow the banter, turmoil
and lust for tragedy to disturb him. Only, he kept his eye on Jake, on
whose movements the crowd seemed to hang.

Time passed, and still nothing was done. Now the crowd itself began
1o disperse. Finally, Davies smiled and came away. He was sure he had the
story of a defeated mob.

About eleven o’ clock, when the lights in the village had all but van-
ished, a stillness of the purest, summery-est, country-est quality having
settled down, a faint beating of hoofs, which seemed to suggest the ap-
proach of a large cavalcade, could be heard out on the Sand River pike back
or northwest of the post office.

By the light of the moon, which was almost overhead, Davies was able
to make out several of his companions of the afternocon, and Jake, the son.
There were many more, though, now whom he did not know, and fore-
most among them this old man.

The latter was strong, iron-gray, and wore a full beard. He looked
very much like a blacksmith.

“Keep your eye on the old man,” advised the postmaster, who had by
now come up and was standing by.

While they were still looking, the old man went boldly forward to the
little front porch of the house and knocked at the door. Some one lifted a
curtain at the window and peeped out.

“Hello, in there!” cried the old man, knocking again.

“What do you want?” asked a voice.

“] want that nigger!”




