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LAST OF THE BAD MEN. 

THE CELEBRATED SHOOTERS OF 

THE WEST NEARLY GONE. 

But Two Survivors of Coterle who Maln- 

tained Law and Order in the Palmy Days 

of the Southwest—How Allison Killed Hig 

Man and Fooled the Judge, 

The discovery of gold in the Klondike 
region may give a new lease of life to the 
legitimate bad man. In tbe last decade 

the ranks of the bad men have become so 
thinned that today thera are net more than 
halt a doz:n representatives of the 
type made familiar by Bret Harte in bis 
tales of the Argonauts. Of the famous 

coterie of ‘killers who made lite 
lively twelve years sgo in the South- 

west but two remain—Wyatt Earp and the 

renowned Bat Masterson. They be- 
longed to a widely knowa group. It con- 
sisted of Morgan and Wyatt Earp, Doc. 

Halliday, Bob, Phil and Jim Allison, Sam 

Cutts, Fobe Hyatt, and Bat Masterson. 
Each men was responsible for th: deaths 

of more than a scora of his fellow beings, 
yet the killings were all done on the side of 

law and order or in s:li-defenze. Bat 
Masterson was Marshal of Dodge City, 
Kan. ; Morgan Earp of Tombetone, Ariz, 

and Bob Allison of Tucson, and twelve 

years azo it was no sinecure to be Marshal 
of a city in the Southwe:t. 

The three Allison brothers were famous 
fighters. Bob Alison lost h's life while 

helping Morgan Earp in his fight against 
the ‘rustlers, at Tombstone. Pail Allison 
was killed while attempting to arrest sing- 

le-handed a half dozen drunken Mexicans. 
Jim Allison, the most renowned of the 

three brothers, died at Butte, Moat., two 

years ago, of the grip. Oae of the most 
picturesque events in Jim Allison's life was 
bis experience with a tenderfoot Judge at 
Flagstaff, Ariz., some twelve years ago. 

At that time Durango, Col., was as lively 

a town as any in the West. Gambling sal- 

oon keeping comprised the only business 
done, and shootings were of nightly occur- 
rence. Nobe Hyatt was the Marshall, and 
he invited Jim Allison to help him keep 
order. Mexicans formed the larger part 

of the population, and their fights with 
knives created great havoc. It was in one 

of these stabbing affrays that Allison inter- 

fered, and, during the exchange of volleys, 
he found it necessary to kill two Mexican 

brothers. The men were leaders of the 
best Greaser circle of Durango, and their 

death caused great excitement. Many 

threats were uttered against the Assistant 

Marskal. He had to choose b:tween a 

knife in the back some dark night or de- 

parture from town. It was impossible to 
avoid the Mexicans, and, though a brave 

man, Alliton deemed discretion the better 

part of valor, and leit. : 
Some three months afterward Allison 

was in Flagstaff, Ariz. It was a typical 

frontier town at that time, built of pine 

boards and canvas, with a few adobe huts. 
It was a warm alternoou and Allison lourg 

ed in the dining room of the National 

botel eating his dinner. Suddenly thera 
was a slight commotion outside, and a big 
Mexican, resplendent with silver and braid 

and Jace, stalked into the dining room. 

Allison apparently paid no attention to him 

as he walked to th: table where the Mar- 

shal was sitting and took the chair opposite. 

‘You killa my brothers, d—--you, but 

now I killa you,” he called out, raising a 
big-bore revolver about the [table's edge. 

A loud report followed these words, and 

a body sprawled on the floor. The Mexi- 
can was dead. Allison had shot under the 
table before his opponent could draw 
trigger. The body was removed, and 
Allison and the other guests resumed their 

dinner. It was only another Greaser killed 
and a Greaser's life didn’t]count for much 
in the palmy days of Flagstaff. Allison had 
no thought of getting away. It was a fair and 

square killing, and the law had no business 

to interfere. However, court was in ses- 
sion not thirty yards from the hotel, and 

Judge Dankins was new to the bench and 

to the social customs of the place. He 
heard of the shooting as caurt convened 
for the afternoon session, and immediately 

issued a bench warrant for Allison on the 

charge of murder. 
‘How you feelin’, Jim? asked Ike 

Reeves, who had the warrant in his pocket, 
as he met Allison later in the day. ‘Is your 
temper good this afternoon? 

‘Fair to middlin,” I guess,’ replied Jim. 

‘What's up ¥’ 

‘Oh, nothin’ much,’ responded the Sher- 

iff. ‘Got a tenderfoot Jedge over hyah 

and he's issued a warrant for you, and 1 

didn’t know just how to serve it.’ 

‘What's the warrant for ?’ 
‘Shootin’ the Greaser.’ 
‘Well, I'm surprised.’ 

‘I can’t help it, Jim; don’t blame me for 
his d——foolishness.’ 

‘You're all right, Ike; I ain't blamin’ 
no one. It's all right. If they want to 
pinch a man for killin® a Greaser, I s’pose 
they've got the power, but all the same it's 
a mighty queer law. I'll go along with you, 
Ike.” 

‘And you won’t make any trouble ?’ 
‘Not a buck ?’ 

‘All right, Jim, I'm much obleeged, but 

you'll have to let me have your weepons.’ 
Allison locked at his rifla, fondled tke 

two big revoivers and the bowie knife in 
his belt, gazed at the Court House, and 
then drew the hammer of hisrifle to a full 
cock. 

‘I can’t do that, Ike,’ he replied. ‘It you 
want the guns you've got to fight for ‘em. 
I'll go along all right with my guns, but i 
aint goin’ to let any one else touch ’em.’ 
The Sheriff bad no chance in a fight with 

Allison, and he knew it, so he waived the 
point and walked ahead with Jim close at 
bis heels. The Judge was on the bench as 
the twain entered the courtroom,but no 
case was on frial. Jim Allison march.d 
through the crowd with his rifls ynder his 
arm, ready to present and fire at a moments 
notice, anl took his place before the 
Judge. 

‘What's the meaning of this?" asked the 
Judge sternly, eying Allison's arms. 

‘Hyah’s your prisoner, Jedge,” said the 
Sheriff. “It’s tke people ag'in’ Jim Allison 
for killin’ an ornery, low-down Greazer.' 

‘Disarm the prisoner,’ shouted the Judge. 
Two bailiffs started toward Jim, who 

only shook his head. 
“The priscn:r refues to give up bis arms,’ 

said one of the bailiffs. 
‘The court orders that the prisoner be 

disarmed,’ thundered the Judge, accentuat- 
ing bis demind by thumping the table with 
a law book 
The bai'iffs drew their revo'vers, and 

the spectators began to edge toward the 
door. 

‘Don’t come no closer, boys,” Allison 
said, quietly, cooking Lis rifle, and loosen- 
ing one of the revolvers 1a his belt. 
The bai'iffs h:l'ed, and looked sgppeal- 

ingly at the Judge. 
**Unless ths prironer is disarmed I will 

adjourn court until his weapons are taken 
from him,’ cried the court. 

Allison rose to his feet. 
‘I ain’t meanin’ no disrespect to the 

Court, your Honor,’ he said, ‘for I've risk- 
ed my life too many times to uphold the 
law, as any of th se tellows ean t2ll you,’ 
with a sweep of his hand. ‘Bat this ain't 
a fiir game. I've done nothin’ but shoot 
a Greaser who was tryin’ bis damnedest to 
croak me, and I came bere peaceable and 
willin®. 1 haven't been in this town long 
and I don’t know my friends. Every man 
in this here room may be ag’in’ me, and 1'd 
be a fo.l to give up my guns. I don't 
mean any disrespect to your Honor, but if 
any man gets my guns he’s got a pretty 
hight on bis hands. I may need them. 

‘Court’s adjourned until the prisoner is 
disarmed,’ said the Judge shortly. 

‘Well, Judge, all 1 have to say is that 
you do beat hell. I haven't time for such 
foolishness.’ 

Rifl2 in one hand, revolver in the other, 
Jim Allison marched steadily toward the 
door. No one liked the look of his 
weapons, or the flash in his ey2s, and not 
a move was made. 
With the rifls accross the pommel of his 

saddle he rode out of town that afternoon, 
and the case ot the ‘people ag'in’ Jim Al- 
lison for murderin’ a GGreaser’ was never 
called again in the courts. 

CAPTAIN AND SENIRY., 

His Argument led the Captain to see Smok- 

ing in a Better Light, 

Colonel Baden-Powell has written a his- 
tory of the Matabele War, which tends to 
show that tbe severest discipline is not al- 

ways maintained in outlying provinces, 
and that class distinctions are not forgot- 
ton there. On one occasion he found his 
way back to camp by the pipe light of a 
Boer sentry. He owns that ‘at home’ it 
might teem strange to talk of a sentry’s 
pipe, but he goes on to say that in Africa 

smoking is not a serious offence. Thus Le 
illustrates one phase of the question : 
A colonial volunteer officer, hearing of 

the English army orders on the subject, 

thought he would freshen up his own men 
a bit. So, finding one of the night sent- 
ries smoking, he ordered him to consider 
himselt a prisoner. 
‘What !" said the man, not smoke on 

sentry 7 Then where am 1 to smoke ?’ 
‘Of cour:e its not allowed,” repeated the 

captain, ‘and I shall make you a prison- 
er.’ 
The sentry took his pip2 from his mouth 

cure’ 
Cures Dyspepsia, Headache, Biliousness, etc. 

35¢, pr 81 C. K. 8HORT, St. Joan, N. B., 
and druggists generally. 

Patent Hair Fastener. 
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Instantly 

Adjusted 

or Removed 

After a few months’ 

use the hair will grow 
sufficiently long to be 
taken up by the fasten- 

er, with this result. 
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Made in Shades 

to Match 

the Hair 

The result of “tying 

strings” and elastic, 

which breaks the hair. 
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This simp'e and most effective Fastener is designed to ap tying up Ladies’ Hair with 
cord, ete. (wiich is the usual custom), previously to proceedibg with the coiffure. 

SAVES TIME. 

Ma; 

NO KNOTS. 

lersson 
NO FRICTION. 

(lion sit 
and tapp~d the captain's arm with the stem 
of it. ‘Lhe captain, be it remembered, 
was, in time of peace, the sentry’s butch. 
er. 
‘Now look Lere, Brown,’ raid tha emok- 

er, ‘don’t go and make a focl of yourself. 
If you do. I'll go e'sewhere for my meat.’ 

From what happened next, it is to be 
persumed that Brown did not lose his cust- 
omer. 

WN OLD-TIME BATTLE IN ALASKA. 

A Yankee Skipper and a Siberan Trader 

Were Interested in It, 

Just about one hundred years ago there 
was a sanguinary battle in Alaska between 

the Tlinkits and tte Aleuts, two trikes 

that then entertained sentiments of 

hostility for each other. The caute of the 

battle, the circumstances of it, and the 

dire endirg of it are descr.bed ia the 
Russian records appertaining to the far 

northern territory, which is now under the 

American flag, but formerly belonged to 

the Czar's empire. 
To Alaska there came from Siberia, in 

or about the year 1790, an adventurous 

trader, a Russian named Baranoff, for the 

purpose of otter hunting. Arriving at the 
Aleutian Isles, he took about 360 Aleut 

hunters into his service. Off they went 

in their kayaks, or little skin boats, for 

those parts of the archipelago in which sea 
otters then abounded. They gol many ot- 
ter skins for the trader, who believed that 

in a few years he would become rich and 

great. He detzrmined to form a s.ttlement 

of them on the strait extending northward 

from Sitka Sound, not far from the situa- 

tion of the modern town of Juneau, where 

at this time there are mulii udes of gold 
seekers bound for the Klondike mines. 

There the Aleut otters hunters stayed for 

several years, to the profit of Baranoff, 
who dedicated the place to the Archangel 
Gabriel and committed it to his protection. 

The native Tlinkits, who were a savage 

tribe and had dwelt in that region from 

time immemorial, took umbrage at the 
presence of the Aleuts, whom they regard- 

ed as intruders upon their hunting grounds. 
The Tlicokit chiets formed a resolution to 

exterminate the intruding Aleuts. They 
made ready for war. Approaching 

the settlement unexpectedly, they fell 
upon it with great fury; they killed about 
half ot the Aleuts; they fought like sav- 

ages; they fired the guns which had been 
cbtained years before from Siberian trad- 

ers; they seized the otter ekins which be- 

longed to the Aleuts; they plundered the 
huts and afterward destroyed them. It 
was a triumph for the Tlinkits; it was a 
battle worthy of song and story. The vic- 

tors danced with joy. They bad brought 
glory to their tribe. 
But this episode in the history of Alaska 

did not come to an end all at once. Some 
of the Aleuts had saved their lives by 
flight and had taken refuge in the forests, 

where the infuriated enemy could not 

reach them. It was under these circum- 
stances that a strange and unexpected 
thing occurred. It happened that about 

this time, which was over 100 years ago, a 

Yankee skipper from Boston named O'Kane 
came along in his bak, schooner, 
or other sca craft looking for a 
chance to {rade with the nvatives. 

It is known whit kind of an as- 

sortment of Yankee notions he had in his 

ship, but he was doubtless ready to pay a 

fair price for any otter skins that were for 

sale. As he made his way up Sitka Sound 

he caught sight of some of the Aleut fugi- 

tives, who also caught sight of him. He 

took them aboard ship, got the news from 
them in some way, sent them below decks, 
and then started out to look for the Tia- 
kits. He found them, got some of their 

big chiefs to come aboard, gave) them to 
understand that they were his prisoners, 
and held them for rantom. Here was a 
case. After a while, he effected an ex- 
change. The Tinkits delivered to him the 

otter skins which they had taken from the 
Aleuts, and also a number of the Aleut 

hunters whose lives had been spared. The 
big chiefs of the Tinkits wera thereupon 
released and sent ashore through the grace 
of the Yankee skipper from Boston, and 

to his profit. 
Some others of the fugitive Aleuts wlo 

had found safety in the forest got postessicn 
of their skin beoa‘s or kayaks, and made 

their way along the coast to Kadiak, where 
Baranoff, the Russian from Siberia, was 
then quartered. They told bim of the deeds 
of tte savaga Tlinkits ; bis anger was stirred 
up ; he said ths savages must be punshed. 
It happened that just at this time a Russian 
raval brig, the Neva, srrived at Kadisk; 
and the Captain of the Neva told Baranoff, 
when he came aboard, that he would see to 
the punishm-nt of the Tlinkits, who by their 
conduct, had manifested thzir enmity to his | 
master, the Czar of Russia. Tha naval brig 
h-aded for Sitka Sound, arrived there, came 
to the enc my’s land, and attacked a etrong- 
hold which the Tlinki's bad constructed. It 
was a stiff fight ; the Russian marines made 
a brave d-fence; th: Russians bad several 
piec:s of cannon; the Tlinkits had on'y a 
few flintlocks and very little powder; the 
Russians battered the stronghold; the 
Tlinkits fell back, because ther powder 
had given out ; they fought till it was dark ; 
they decamped in the night time. They 
were beaten ; they had been punished ; the 
crime which they perpetrated upon the 
Aleuts had been avenged; their power 
was broken. Russia was victorious. Af- 
ter the events here narrated the Tlinkits of 
Alaska were of but small accounts in war. 
When Baranoff founded the settlement 

of the Aleut otter hunters upon Sitka 
Sound he put it under the protection ot 
the Archangel Gabriel ; but as the place 
had not been protected against the savage 
Tlinkits, he commited the new trading 
post which he established there to the care 
of the Archangel Michael. It was safer 
ever afterward. 

It may be doubted whether any of the 
goldseekers who have entered Alaska by 
way of Juneau, which lies near the ecane 
of the military and naval operations here 
described, ever heard of the old time batt- 
le between the Tlinkits and the Aleunts, or 
ever heard of the Yankee skipper from 
Boston, or of the naval brig Neva. or of the 
Russian Baranoff from Siberia, who piled 
up the rubles which came to him by the 
sale of otter skins a hundred years ago. 
Now that the early history ot Alaska has 

acquired a fresh interest for Americans, it 
.& possible that a more complete account of 
i 

the Tlinkit campaign will yet te procured 
from original scurces. There are opport- 
unities for retearch between 55° north 
latitude snd the Arctic Ocean between the 
Kocky Mountains and Behring Strait. 
Lots of sanguinary battlesmey bave been 
fought up there. 

USING AN APE’S WEAKNESS. 

They Played Upon his Cowardice Jand Al- 

ways Caught Him, 

The late superin‘endent of the London 
Z00, Mr. Bartlett uted to manage the ani- 

mals by indirect methcds, akin to ttose by 
which nervous children are controlled by 

A rtinoceros had a ‘bad 

place’ on Lis face. The question was, Did 
the abcess coma {rom a bad tooth, or did it 

only need lanciog? Mr. Bartlett simply 
raid to the keeper, ‘Give him a new birch 

broom.” The rhinoceros at once ate it, 
grin ling up the bits with great gusto. ‘Ah ! 

You see his teeth ara all right,” said Mr. 
Bartlett, and the next day he lanced the 

abcess with a sharp bill-hock. 
The diagnosis was as’ ingenious as his 

method of managing ‘Joe,’ a refractory 
chimpanzee. The Spectator describes the 
‘indirect method.’ 

‘The big ape needed exercise. This he 
obtained by being allowed the run of the 
large monkey house instead of remaining 

in a side room betore the visitors came. As 
he knew he would be caught and put back 
into h's own room at this hour, the ape 

used to climb to the top of the other mon- 
bev’s cages and refuse to come down. 

*As he could not be tempted by food, 

Mr. Bartlett appealed to his mind by work- 
ing on what he bad noted to be bis weak 

points, curiosity and cowardice. 
‘Mr. Bartlett went to the keeper, and 

touching him gently on the shoulder direct- 

wise parents. 

ed his attention in a mysterious 

manner to the dark passage under- 

neath the gas-pipe which traverses the 

house, pretending to point out te Sutton 

some horrible unknowa creature, using an 
energetic manner, but saying nothing ex- 
cept words to this effect: ‘Look out ! 
There hais! There heis!” At the same 
time the two men would peer into the Cark 
place under the gas-pipe. 

‘The monkey used presently to come 
down to see what the subject of fear and 
interest was, when Mr. Barlett and Sutton 
used to shout, ‘He's coming out! He's 
coming out !' and rush away ia the direct- 
ion of Joe's cage. The monkey would 
rush for the same place of safety, which 
happened to be the door of kis own hcure, 
and some‘ mes enter it before them. 

‘Tbe monkey never learned the decept- 
ion, but would be taken in by it wherever 
the time came to finish his morning's air- 
ing.’ 

«T don’t believe there ever was so 

good a pill made as Ayer’s Cathartic 

Pills. They will do all you recom- 

mend them for and even more. 

When I have a cold and ache from 

head to heels, a dose or two of these 

pills is all the medicine needed to 

set me right again. For headache, 
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the sensitive palate. 

the pill. 

the laboratory. 
Ask your druggist for 

rwwwwwvwrwwws the pill, and disguises it to 
Some coats are too heavy ; they 

won't dissolve, and the pills they cover pass through 
the system, harmless as a bread pellet. 
are too light, and permit the speedy deterioration of 

After 30 years exposure, Ayer's Sugar Coated 

Pills have been found as effective as if just fresh from 
It's a good pill, with a good coat. 

Ayer’s Cathartic Pills. 
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% ‘This testimonial will be found in full in Ayer’s “Curebook,” with a 
hundred others. Free. Address: J. C. Ayer Co. Lowell, Mass. 

"Pill Clothes. 
The good pill has a good 

* coat. The pill coat serves 
two purposes; it protects 
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