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TRANGER, your name, sah?”  
 
“ne

 “What

“Caldwell,” I answered; 
phew to Colonel Caldwell.” 
!” exclaimed the spokesman 

of the crowd. “Honored to make your 
esteemed acquaintance, sah. You will 
pardon my apparent bruskness, but we 
must know our friends in these here parts. 
We’re electing a sheriff, you see, and 
according, we can’t be too careful.” 
 I nodded my appreciation of the 
force of such caution, and without more 
ado mingled freely with the assembled 
mountaineers. 
 One after another, candidates were 
named only to be met with such comment 
as: 
 “He’s too narrer-chested.” 
 “Ain’t got but one eye, and can’t 
shoot straight with that!” 
 “Got too many chillun to leave,” 
etc., etc. 
 Finally a raw-boned hunk of 
angularity unwrapped himself from a nail-
keg, and I beheld before me one who was 
destined to become a stanch friend, “Dog” 
Hankly. 
 “Feller citizuns,” drawled Dog, “I 
reckon as how you fellers’ll come to the 
right conclusion finally. Now, I know it 
ain’t jist the regular thing fer a man to 
nominate hisself, but seeing as how I 
know myself pretty tolerable well, why, I 
jist name you Dog Hankly fer sheriff of 
this here county.” 
 The hilarity that met this outburst 
was general and instantaneous. 

 “Why, Dog, you’d shy at yer own 
shadder,” cried one. 
 “How ’bout the Widder Perkins’s 
rollin’-pin that time you popped the 
question? Why, that same female had you 
paralyzed, Hanky.” 
 This came from a five-footer of 
bristly mustache. 
 “Dog, old feller,” broke in another 
patronizingly, “you’re plumb all right at 
trainin’ dogs, givin’ the devil his due, but 
shore, now, you know right well enough 
you don’t possess the sand to make the 
mortar for a sheriff of this locality. ’Tain’t 
a tea-party, five-o’clock neighborhood.” 
 “Friends,” and Dog drew himself 
up almost to straightness, “I’m none good 
at the speechifying. If I wuz I’d go on ter 
show you how it ain’t no sign a feller ain’t 
got grit even if he is afraid er his shadder, 
or, worse yet, shemale critters. But it 
strikes me that wunst I writ twelve times 
in my copy-book this here line: ‘Actions 
speak louder than words.’ This same bein’ 
some true, I’m here ter say that, as the 
main object o’ this here election is ter git a 
man who can hold his own against Kinston 
and his gang, I’m ready ter do that same.” 
 “Aw, come, now, Dog, we’ve 
wasted time enough,” broke in some one. 
“One squint at Kinston’s hip-pocket’d give 
you fever ’n’ ager fer a week.” 
 “I mean jist what I say!” 
emphasized Dog, bristling somewhat. 
“And to show I do, why, I—I’ll take 
Kinston hisself when he stalks around 
town to-morrer, if you’ll give me the 
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warrant.” 
 The joke of all this was too much 
for the crowd; so, with loud acclamations 
and much guffawing, they invested Dog 
Hankly with the necessary power, and 
awaited impatiently the coming proof. 
 Even I delayed my visit to a mine 
to witness the outcome of this boast of 
Hankly’s as to his handling Kinston, the 
desperado whose notoriety had reached far 
beyond the bounds of this little county. 
For nonchalance in cold-blooded murder, 
Kinston had branded himself king. 
 By ten o’clock we were all on 
hand, grouped about the store, before 
which ran a low porch without a rail. 
 Neither Kinston nor Hankly had 
shown up yet, and accordingly, everything 
was feverish conjecture and expectancy. 
 Finally a dust-cloud down the pike 
spoke of another arrival. From the cloud 
emerged Kinston of the steely orb. 
 With his characteristic precision, 
he eyed every man before dismounting; 
then he threw the bridle-lines over his 
pony’s head, reached easily to his hip, 
slung forward his holster, and came, with 
an easy stride, among us. 
 He was granted his usual little 
“circular space of safety,” as he called it, 
and finally, planting his back against the 
side of the house, he lounged into easy 
attitude and bit off a chew. 
 Not a sign of Dog Hankly yet! 
 “Bet he won’t show up at all!” 
grunted the five-footer disgustedly, in an 
aside. 
 “Take yer!” answered another, “fer 
dog my cats if there he ain’t.” 
 From his low shanty across the 
road emerged Dog in all the casualness of 
a small errand. He was picking his teeth 
with a fish-bone. 
 Half-way across the road he threw 
away the bone, straightened a little, and 

made an unswerving line for Kinston, on 
the porch. 
 Breathless is no word for the state 
of our suspense. 
 At first Kinston eyed him casually, 
as was his wont. Then, Hankly’s direction 
deflecting by not a hair, he took on a 
quickened interest and toyed casually with 
the pistol-grip. 
 Dog strode on forward with no 
waver. 
 Up jumped Kinston. 
 “Far enough, you! “ he cried. 
“Whirl your circle, or I’ll let in daylight!” 
 He brandished that pet of his. 
 On came Dog. 
 “Br-r-rh!” growled the pistol. 
 On came Dog. 
 “Whang!” zipped the next shot. 
 On came Dog. 
 Six times that iron coughed, with 
no swerving on Dog’s part. 
 Then a wild fear crept into 
Kinston’s face. He threw the discharged 
weapon at Hankly’s head; Hankly ducked, 
and past him sped Kinston in a pretty 
dodge. 
 He gained his horse, mounted, and 
clattered out of town. 
 We were all too paralyzed to 
speak. Even Dog Hankly did not see fit to 
break the silence. Instead, he strolled on 
back to his cabin. 
 We saw him pass on out to his 
shed, and fifteen minutes later he once 
more hit the road. This time he was 
mounted, and by a long rope leash he led 
the last hound which he had been training 
for my uncle, Colonel Caldwell. 
 The next afternoon, at about three 
o’clock, a small boy brought startling 
intelligence. 
 Two men, a horse, and a dog were 
coming up the road. 
 We filed out to witness events. 
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Dog Hankly sat astride his cayuse; from 
the saddle-pommel stretched a rope, and at 
the other end strode Kinston, the mighty 
fallen, securely bound. 
 Well, did they make that lank Dog 
Hankly sheriff? Did they apologize in a 
superabundance of profuseness? 
 I should smile. 
 And Dog and I grew old together, 
for business and health kept me long in 
that region. 
 Men came from miles around to 
see and meet the man who had stood the 
fire and made the capture of Kinston, the 
outlaw. 
 Late one autumn afternoon, as Dog 
and I sat chatting on his back porch, the 
topic turned to that “opportunity” which is 
supposed to knock once at every man’s 
door. 
 “Somethin’ in it!” grunted Dog 
musingly, “if yer couple it with luck and a 
little ingenuity.” 
 “I don’t exactly catch your drift,” I 
answered. 
 He looked sharply around to see if’ 
any one was by, and then, leaning over, 
said: 
 “I’ll jist bust if I don’t tell some 
one how I got this here reputation of 
mine.” 
 “Your reputation about that 
Kinston affair—about your being the 
bravest man in the Old North State?” 
 “Exactly!” he answered. 

 “Well, I sure won’t tell,” I pledged. 
 “Yer see,” said Dog, “when 
Kinston sprang by me and got away I got 
plumb disgusted, and made up my mind to 
take that hound I’d been training over to 
your uncle to change my spirits. 
 “Now, I got along by the spring 
down there at Doe’s Crossing, and thought 
I’d take a drink. According, I approached 
the bushes around the water, and what 
should I hear but a voice come out of that 
shrubbery. 
 “‘Don’t shoot, Hankly,’ it said; 
‘I’ll come peaceable.’ Then, sir, out 
crawled Kinston, scratched with briers and 
clean out of heart. I played the card which 
had fallen right in my hand—bound him 
up some secure, and brought him along. 
Yer see, I’d kind of ‘got his goat’ by 
walking up to that there bloody gun of 
his.” 
 “That’s just it,” said I. “Surely, 
facing that fire was brave!” 
 “Well, not exactly as might be 
supposed,” exclaimed Dog. “Yer see, the 
day of the election I had seen Kinston buy 
two quarts o’ booze. So, that night, the 
night before the gun-play, I slips off to his 
cabin in the woods, rolls him over in his 
dead drunk, and takes the bullets out of 
that old muzzle-loading revolver of his. 
 “Phew!” sighed Dog, in relief. 
“I’m glad to get that out of my system 
after all these years!” 

 


