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Breakfast was ready for him. He sat down

e gh een, slender, and slightly lame, and whod.dn t ove to talk of the war, nor the though7of
going to West Point, and who wanted alwfys ?ostudy about trees and a better way of farming
sat next to Little Si.ter. The General told Zof
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^' " S«^"' disappointmen" Sme, suh old Betty, my favorite saddle mare-
I ve ndden her for fifteen years -the best marcin Tennessee, by gad, suh, the very best I

It s weak, puny and no<ount. Jack," he wenton as he tested his coffee-" deformed or sZe.thmg in Its front, and knuckles over, can't stand

"That's too bad," said Uncle Jack: "I'll ao

" No use," said the General, gruffly. "
It'll
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