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BAD MEN—BY JACK CRAWFORD

And Brave Men, Too, Who Died

Witk Thelr Boets on.
New York Sun.

Col. Jack Crawford has been
writing fot the Chicago Iuter-
Ocean his recollection of some of
the brave men and "bad '’ men of
the plains a generatiou ago. He's
a rich man now ont in Oregon
and a good story teller, as his
narrtive proves:

The notorious “bad man” of
the western frontier is becoming
a rarity. Along with the scout,
the cowboy, the stage driver and
the pony express rider, the old-
time brigauds and desperadocs
have almostdisappeared. Scores
were killed in Rleood_\- bLattles
with fronticrsmen, many died in
terrible fcuds, others hiave bezen
captured and tamed by the stern
lessous of stone walls and iron
bars. -

The passing of the "bad men”

" meant much to those of us who
Llazed the trails from the Mis-
souri river to the Pacific ocean,
and all the early farcrs in the
wild west had their hardships
and hair raising experiences. All
the men of those days of ueces-
sity were rugged, keen, fearless
men, forit took a steadfast heart
to push forward in the face of

. the dangers and a fearlesss one | pe

down the
the relentless foe, both red and
that the trail-breakers

met.

Omne of the bravest and cooledf
men 1 ever knew was the famous
"Wild Bill” whose namne in the
family Bible is written William
Haycock. It is not Hickock as
often ‘seen spelled. 1 knew
"Wild -Bill” as well as I ever
knew any one. We were togeth-
era deal. He was a pow-
erfully built man, his eye was
like an eagle’s and he was abso-
lutely fearless of danger while

orming his duties as United
States marshal in the days of the
Kansas Jayhawkers, and later in

to meet and put
white,

dealing with the Indians and bad | 1

med on the frontier,
“Wjld Bill” was daring to an
* extreme. He thouﬂ)t only of
his duty and he fnlfilled it al-
ways. He was honest and ten-
der hearted and I have seen him
give up his last five-dollar bill to
aid some poor immigrant who
was starving. By this action he
often changed places with the

erers.

Oune time "Wild Bill” and my-
sclf were riding along the trail
from Sidney to Dead wood
through. the buffalo swales. It
was infested by a motley gan

s of cut throats and all round b
men. We rode onuntil we came
to a little dugont where a man
named Reddy Kelly kept a sa-

.doon., It wasn't a pretentious
. The roof was su ed

y a post in the middle of the
room; a simple rough plank
served as a bar.

A b;ckcti ofhw;ter and (:lcl;
demijohn of whisky com
the entire stock in hand. %elly
himself was a pictureaque char-
acter, a man of brawn. He wore
a fiery beard and asleeveless red
flannel shirt. We all knew him

well and when "Wild Bill”
anglrode up we tied our horses
to a small fir tree outside and
went in to get a drink.

I in first and walked
to the ite side of the p
supporting the roof. "Wild Bill”

stepped up to the bar, leaned on

his elbow, and began talking to

Reddy Kelly.

Mldac::ge&. 15 if he had
leaped thro e floor a man
jumped before "Wild Bill” with-
out any warning. In each hand
he held a revolver. He Bill
and myself in line and neither of
us dared move. .,

"Hold up your hands,” the
fellow shouted to RBill with a
string of oaths, which formed
the dialect of . the bad men of
those days. "1 am going to kin
you Bill.”

Bill without a move,
looked-at the intruder, an
ssid to him: "Why, my man,
you do not want to kill me in

. Haye you thought

. about this matter? [[ don't know
you nor your reasons for wanting
to me out of the way.’

ell,” said the stranger.

"I'm m{u. to kill you because

you've strung up too wmany of

onr fellows, and now it's your
time Bill.”

The threat didu't feaze the
cool-headed marshal. He gazed
steadfastly {oto the other man's
face and then said: "That is

uletly
3 then

bad. - 1 never thonght of
:g:tbehﬂ‘ but I su itisa
necessaty thing. And now you

me out of the way.”
""Y‘xm I'm 'to do it

" grow the stranger,
r}% nmh':?at both revolvers
not e

wers t inches from
's face, but ?eﬂumr flinched
1 not move or the fellow

wonld bave killed Bill before I
could jump aside and shoot. I

post | but I can shoot guicker tha

saw the muscles of Dill's neck
row taut, the cords stood ont in
is neck and his feet weemed to
sink into the rough floor.

Bill gazed into the man's eyes
fur & minute and then gaye a ter-
rible war-whoop, throwin
man'’s attention from his aim for
an instant, He ducked his head
a foot and like a flash of light-
ning whip: out two great re-
volvers. As they came up the
bullets were flying, and every
one of the twelve leaden pellets
pierced the wau’s body, literally
cutting him in two., When Bill
wave his unearthly yell the in-
truder fired ane shot, but it went
far above the mark. Ih a minute
the simoke Llew away and the
man lay dead on the floor. Bill

" Remoye this carrion, Red, and
give us another drink."

We took another drink walked
to our horses and stimck ont
along the trail to Deadwood. }
uever heard Bill say a word about
the affray and I said nothing,
We were not in the habit of re-
membering such things.

"Next to "Wild Bill” the
bravest man and one of the wmost
desperate I ever saw was au out-
and-out brigaud. His vame was
Jack Burke, and he was the
boldest man in the notorious
"Billy the Kid’s” gang of des-

oes.

1 first ran across Burke in El
Paso, T'ex., after I had been for
some time in Mexico. 1 knew
the habits of the banditti, I had
fought and rode among bad men
thmuzll:ont the frontier states,
but T had never found a braver
man than Burke. My meetin
with him was extraordinary, an
uot accompanied by the most
comforting circumstances.

In El Paso I ran across an old
friend, Red Hart. He told me
that he was gmpghto open a new
building that might and wanted
me to help him by .seeing that
no desperadoes entered the place,
I told him I would aid him and
I remained in the building until
ate.

There was a varied throng,
men of all classes and descrip-
tions, most of them rough-and
readz fellows. About 2 o'clock
in the morning, when all the
early comers were gone, I walked
down the back stairs, which ter-
minated in ap alley. At the bot-
tom of the stairway was a hooded
door, behind which burned a
flickering smoky oil lamp. The
shadows wavered and rather
blinded one.

When I reached the bottom of
the stairs and opened the door
into the .alley I was confronted
by four men. Fach man held a

throw up my hands, and deliver
what cash I had.

To me this was rather aston-
ishing, for I have always been a
peaceful man. I did not see my
way clear to accede to the de-
mand. I quietly pulled ont my
revolver—a beautiful barker that
shot a ball as big as a walout—
and simply stated that I did not
intend to be robbed. The larg-
est of the four men—a handsome
broad-shouldered, but desperate

looking fellow, again ordered me
to %ve up. my money.
"You arg four to one,” 1 said.

“Four cowards to one man, and
I am a brave man, understand
that. You can kill me, I know,
n you
and before I go 1 will send
two of you to the happy hunting
grounds. ‘Tumn loose, if you
want to, and 111 {lva'rou more
than a !:air show, but I'll get two

of'fcn. .

he tall man lowered his re-
volver and stepped forward, You
don't kill a brave man like this

on his side. I fight with him.”
. I told him to get back with his
z:'l , that T wasn’t afraid of the

r. The big fellow orderedthe
men to put :r their weapons
saying: "It ain't a square deal
to get a live one cooped up this
way. ‘The treats are on us
stranger, if.’ﬂl’“ come around
the corner,

I weunt, but told them they
must pay for the treat, and that
pothing less than a five-dollar

1d e wonldaguare matters,

ey opened a bottle of cham.
pagne. We drafilk up and then
the four left. I never sald a
word to any one abount the ex-
perience, but I found thereafter
that every man in "Billy the
Kid's” gang was my friend.
met them time and again in the
Seven Rivers district, along the
Rio Grande, aud all !ln'onrg No
Man's Land, and they never
once stopped or offered to harm

m'

Several months after tac Httle
episode at Bl Paso | had to go
to the Apache reservation as a
Koyernment engineer to run
some lines bearing on the local
coal . lands al Ahe Seven
Rivers. 1 know | was in the
bad territory, but the men never
mistrusted me. [ met a time or

the,

turned to Reddy Kelly and said: | b

gun at my head, ordered me to| pe

fellow, boys,” he said, "aud I'm | rode

two the big fellow who held e
up, aud I came to know him as
Jack Burke.
ve day | came pear to

Burke's cabin, a -To0m
building with an L and a log

rch or primitive stvle. I saw

nrke sitting on the porch cleau-
ingh!aisWinc ter rifle. 1 spoke
to himm sud went through to the
rear to speak to an old woman
who kept the cabin. While
talking to her I heard a rifle shot
and, burrying around to the
porch, I found Burke had been
shot b a number of his own
rang. The wonud was a fright-
ul one.
open his abdomen. [ got a
sheet and tied it aronnd his
waist and he crawled iuto the
vuse.
"Get e to the window,
Jack,” he said "and tell the old
woman to keep out of the way.
‘There’s going to be hell to pay
here for a little while. Give me
my gun aud put a mattress n
under the window. There
will die, but I'll take a few along
with we when I go. This is not
four fight, Jack Crawford. |
1ave not Jong to live. Keep out
of the way nntil I call you.”

Burke raised his riflc, stuck it
out of the window and waited.
1 did not think he could live
five niinutes, so I took the old
woman and got her out of harm’s

way. In auother migute the
Winchester n spitting fire.
For twenty minutes the le
kept up furiously.

A
many shots were fired Iro:n
glacu of hiding outside, and
ack watched the little puffs of
smoke and then sent a bullet
straight to the mark.

At last his firing ceased for a
moment, and I thought it was
all over with him. I saw
him slowly lay his cheek against
his rifle stock, as slowly closec
one eye, and as slowly pull the
trigger. His aim was directed
at a small knot hole in a saw-
mill 200 yards away. The
bullet went straight to the point,
as [ Jearned afterward. When
Jack fired bis last shot—it was
what we call the dead wan’s
shot, and is always true—he
called me.

1 ran to him aund he said:
“Stretch me out, old man, and
pull off ::( boots. I am going
to die. y real pame is not
Jack Burke. No one ever shall
know Wwho [ am. My fathet is a
wealthy New York state man
and iy family kypws nothing of
me. do not want them to
know.”

The fellow™then let his hands

fall, bis head dropped to one
side and he was dead. He had
en game to the finish,
When all was quiet I walked
about the region to take a look
at the battle ground. Jack had
ki five men. The last one
fell at the "dead man’s shot.”
The first shot fired at Jack came
from the kuot hole in the saw-
mill and from there came all
the time the fiercest fire. Jack
missed aim at the place several
times, but that last shot went to
the target, and there, inside the
mill, T found a desperado with
his whole head blown off

I saw Jack Burke decently
buried, 1 Have never sald a
word abont the battle gqnd the
only measage that ever went out
was a lnall':iis ich to the
Newspapers, cir read, "Jack
Burke,” the Euatut desperado
with 'Billy the Kid," has been
killed in a brawl with other
mem of the brigand gaug.”

I was a witoess also of the
pasai of two other members
of "Billy the Kid's” gang. One
evening in the ng :f 1881 1

into EI from Los
Tancos and Paso del Norte. It
waa 9 o’clock when [ reached El
Paso and I was travel worn and
started at once for my livi
lace, On the way I met -
as Studemire, the marshal of Bl
Paso. He was bora a Texan
was a man of rare ability, full of
resolution, and faithful to his
duty.

The hills not far away were
infested at that time with a part
of notorious guE of desperadoes,
eyery man of them a desperate
highwayman. When I met
Stademire he stopped me and
asked :

"What are vou poing to do to-
night, John?”

"1've just ridden in from Del

T Norte,” 1 said, “and, T am tired

and am golng home,’

“Got your gun with »
asked Dal. yope

I told him 1 had it,

"Come quickly with me, then,”
said the marnsbal, "I’m going to
capture 1' and Btuu. l?ﬂ

of the Klz‘a & e
desperate lads, ndm
wish you would

I'll do the

It's mot your job, but I don't

The ball bad ripped |d

guard my rear so that I am not |’

want to be shot im the back.
Will you go?”

I went, and we sailed up the
middlc of the street, Dal with
his of 41s and I with my
revolver, "“Old Belsy." ‘We
walked rapidly, and 1 had to ad-
mire the cool courage, not to say
dare-deviltry, of the young
marshal. He seemed perfectly
confident of .Trm'ng his nan,
and he went along the street in
full view of the crowd, h
hands at his revolver belt.

We lhad walked scarcely a
distauce ol two blocks when the
bull opened. The two des -
oes jumped from behind the
old Grand Ceutral hotel, then
au adobe house, and brought
their Winchester down wpon
Dal. Both weams spoke, but
the halls went sbove d:‘ larget,

Without flinching or batting an
eye or showing the least fear on
earth, Dal whipped out bLoth
revolvers. T'hey spoke alinost
simnitaneously. cnmpbell
lurched forward with a greut
ugly hole directly betwecn his

eycs. Before be had struck the

ound Stern was sinking into a

eap, shot through the head,
Dal rushed up to the men and
found them both dead,

It was the quickest work I
ever saw. But bow it was the
men fired hi I wever could
:;sdcrltmd. h were dead

ols. -

GASTONIA IS THE PLACE.

Ancther Reasen of Advantage te
WVitneeses and Jarers.

Tn he Bditor of the Gasetts:

There are maoy reasons [
could give why the court house
should be moved to Gastonia.
But I will now mention only

one,

If 1 should be & witness or a
juryman and should have to sit
a week on the jury or stand up
a week off of it, I would be en-
titled to prove my ticket and
draw pay. :
- Now suppose, as often hap-
pens. I should not be able to get
wy mwoney from the Treasurer,
or should have to leave town
and go home before drawing wy
pay. I would then bave to make
another special trip to Dallas to
E:t my money or wait until

siness called me there again
or sell my ticket at a discount.
As 1 seldom have any busines at
Dallas, I would be put to con-
siderable inconvenience in get-
tluﬂ my money,

the court house were in

Gastonia, I could get my money
any time., 1 could also take a
load of wood or chickens, i
and butter every day in the
week during court and attend
court too. Isn’t that so?

So 1 say, vote tor the new
court house to be built in Gast
nia, S.N. N.

24,800 Chickens.

Btatesville Landmark, ’ .

Six cars loaded with chickens
came down the Western road
Monday and were taken to the
Northern markets, Rach car
contained 4,000 chickens, a total
of about 24,000 aboard.

A Rebuke to Boasters and

said President 1 one
of his gpeeches in the West-Jast
week, "are as objectionable
amoug nations as among in-
dividuals, and the public men of
a m;:‘ nation ?we“h to their
seuse national self respect to

f foreign

speak courteously o
powers, just as a brave and
self ng man
around him courteously.” ‘That
is an excellent sentiment. For

some our statesmen to
boast publicly that Uncle Sam
i L sl gl

c mptiousness is im
and in bad taste. A nation
which is eagerl mhllf a trade
I:ddl parts :: the world will not

n-trade adopting un atti-
e oF Thorate ol e
In somse ers it is intimated
that Pre nt Roosevelt's ob-
servation was intended as an in-
forinal rebuke of a distinguished
naval officer The cap fits the
heads of many men who are not
in the navy. There are jingoes
in Con s who were blusterin
long be army and navy .
cen o to speak their minds
too Y.

Thursday of last week James
of U. 8. Senator Latimer, shot
and killed his mtl:" Mr. J. R,
Harper, Harper warned bis

not to pl

‘PROTECTION OF HOME AND THE INTERESTS OF

GASTONIA, N. C, TU

banquet in this ci

and blustering,” | i
Roosevelt

. most
:‘any rur:‘lthubun:hehublt tiona

At Lowndesville, 8. C.,, on|M
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Oww HEN—"Yes, move il.

TILLMAN RAKES e

They Gave flim » Bangset ia Bis
Hener and He Took Occasien
1o Tell Them What He Theught
of Them.

Charleston. 8. C.. Disnatch, ¢th.
“Ovations are too cheap in

JurvMEx (inchorus)—"We do! We do! And let’s build it is
I can pay the tax.”

Charleston to be valuable,” was | the

the sneering comment of Sena-
tor Tillman when tremendous
dous applause greeted him as he
rase to deliver an address at a
last night
at which he was the gmest of
honor. The occasion was meant
to be a public i“ ; sion of“tibe
appreciation of this commucity
far work he had done in the Sen-
ate te promote enterprises affect-
ing the comnemn‘]' welfare of
Charleston, This city Was al-
ways been hostile to Tillinan
and Tillmanism. But when he
rendered valuable assistance to
Charleston in the effort to secure
a navy yard here and labored so
hard to prevent the appoi

o n cordially greeted him
at the festive board last night.

"1 have not forgotten some
things,'’ said the , "and
I intend to cut your hide with a
few reminiscences.” He then
recalled the treatment he had
receiyed from  Charleston
throughout his political carcer
and said:

"1 accept at their face value

Latimer, 17 years old, a nephew | Hill, i
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K Patest Flour at . 110 pex pack.




