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A PINCHTOWN PAUPER.

——

CUAPTER 11,—Continued.

Jim draws rein at a steeet carner, and the old man slowly
and with difficoty descends from his perch. Jim hands
him his baskets.

“ Thankee, Jim, thankee,” he says as he takes them.
“ Tain’t a.gwine ter furget ye for dat tuen. It ho'p me
l)ov«"ful.l shudden 'a got up de long hill 'fo’ ten o'clock,
scusin’ o' you.”

l]im bids him good-mourning, and turns the ceciner at a
brisk pace.

The old basket maker wanders about among the shops,
offering his wares for sale ; but the fates are unpropitious.
Here a sutly **Don't want baskets,” and there
a gibe at the uncouth workmanship of hie stock.
There are no buyers, and he grows downhearted.

“* It's throng-time wid ‘em,” he says to himsell, in apo-
logy for the many refusals he has met with ; *“ dey ain’t got
no ledger minutes for ter stop for an alz nigger, wid nothin’
but split baskets.”

So he leaves the business streets, and strikes out at asna.i’s
pace for I Avenue. Ile enters atat the area gates,
and goes to the kitchen doors; but his commodities meet
with no readier sale here than among the chops.

¢ De luck’s agin me,” he says despondently, as the fifth
gate closes behind him with a click, and the baskets still
hang upon his back. **I nwust ha' forgot ter make a cross.
mark dis mornin’, when Dicey called me back. L.oks
like I mought as well fling away dis yer rabbit foot, w'ot I
been totin' in my pocket tor two mont's, it don t "pear ter
make de luck no better; an’ me an’ Sank'll have ter ketch
another one, w'ot ain't no graveyard rabbit. I'm a gwine
ter try one mo’ place, an’ den, ¢f dat dou't come ter nothin’,
it'll be a hongry day for Aggy an’ Sank and Dicey an® me

= termorrer.”

The warmth has died out from about his heart, and the
cold is creeping in through the rents in his garments, and
pinching his withered tlesh, and frosting his rheumatic
bones.

lle opens the next area gate. It tusns on its hinges with
a creak, which he echoes with a groan. 1lis knock at the
kitchen entrance is fecble and almost despairing.

¢ Come in, Uncle,” says the girl who opens the door.
*¢ Mis' Mary, de man 'pears like he mos’ froze. 1lc shakin’
jes de same as de leaves on dat aspum tzee in de summet
time, out dat in de back yard."”

The id basket-maker steps hesitatingly into the warm
atmos ere of the snug kitchen, with his burden on his
shoulder, and looks timidly about him.

¢ I kim t2r see ef 1 cudden part wid one o' dese yer bas-
kets ter you, young mist'is. You'll fine ’em oncommon
handy for chi?s an’ things 'bout de place.  Dcy ain't much
for purty, det's a fac’, but dey is p'int’iy good an’ strong.”

He bows l>w to the young housewife, who, with skirts
tucked up and dress covered with a long checked apron, is
standing by, the kitchen tatle  There are bundles of citron
and plums and spices, and measuzes of flour and sugar, and
numbers of eggs scattercd here and there near her; but he
sees nothing but a pussible customer. e is thinking of
the littde gitl, the lean dog and the old woman out in
Pinchtown.

¢ I done been tryin' all de mornin’, an’ I ain’t got shet o’
nary one yil.  Dey don't cost but a quarter, an’ dey'’s wuf
dat of dey’s wuf anything.  Ef you'll take two, ye kin have
‘e for forty cents.”

“ Mis' Mary,"” interposes the brisk cook, ¢ we don’t
want no mo’ laskits. Dis yer house 1s chuck full o' baskuts
now.”

““I'se speakin’ ter de mist’is, gal. T war 't nakin® no
rematks ter you,” says the old man 19 a digoified rebuke ;
and the ‘“must'ss " laughs. Touched at the pathetic sight
of the beut figure and the uncavered gray head, she says :

“T1l buyonc o' your baskets, uncle. Take a scat by
the fire, and got warm.”

1iis face beams, and he says

¢ Thankee, mist'is, thankce

He makes her another of Lis ¢ urtly hows, and casting a
glance of contempt at the conl, who retuns it with scornjul
intcrest, he draws ncar the fire.  fle sits there 1n silence for
some moments, and watches the slim figure bending over
the xitchen table. She is sceding raisins with nimble
fingers.  As the warmth of the genial atmosphere perme-
ates lis body, and the fragrart aroma of frais and spices
fi.ls his nosttils, his good spuit cume back 10 lum. He
locks from her to the tabie befure ber; and memonces take
possession of hitn which he cannot forhear cxpressing

¢ Dem dar rermines me o e times af " de warg, over in
Tuckahoe,” he savs, and rubs s horny hands together,
and smilcs an apolepetic smile 3 ** remines me o' de old days,
dat dey does, young mist'is.”

She turns to fum, and says pleasantly, **Aad so yon
come from Tuckahoc? ™
“Yes, marm,” he answers proudly. * Ima kast Fer-

ginyer quatny mgger fom de counly o Albermarle, not fur

fomm Lindsay's Turnout, close vy ter Uie Benuvoleyer.
Mans's de day 1'se holp Mis’ Agnes sced de raisias for de
Chns'mas puddin’ at do ale pare, which de sight oa “em
now fetches dem times bacl tet ime.”

Iis cyes have lost then cunning wih the sears, of else
the cowding memutics hindu i ftom avtiung the cager
intcrcs. with which the yuung womaa regards Lim.

** How did you get so lor away frum yout hume '™ she
asks.

Thz white hands arc no longer busy with the raisi~s;
and an cgg rolis off ke table, and 15 smashad upon the
fioor. She docs not heed it, but stands there and looks at
him, with 2 kialf-smile on her face.  He gazes down »t the

- ragged hat which he has flang uron the flvor near his chair,
and sighs as he answers:

“ De war ¥k o’ brok usall up, young mist'is.  'Twas a
finc ole place oncet in times, wid plenty o' niggers, plenty
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o’ hosses an’ stock &n' pigs, plenty o vittles an’ clo'es,
plenty o' evvything. But de niggers was sot free ; de sas.
safrax an' de broom.swage run away wid de fiel’s; de
barns an’ de stables an’ de fences jes’ natch’ly drapped ter
picces ; Mars’ }!‘cems. he done got kilt in de war; ole mars-
ter sort o' los® his gtip onter things, 'long o' missin’ younp
Macs’ Jeems, which he sot mo’ sto’ by him dan alt de Hoys;
old mist’is and Miss Agues, dey tuk 'n’ went one arter de
tother ; all o’ de balance o’ de young marsters, dey married
ofl an’ rcﬂ'{gccd away ; an’ Mars’ Jeem’s littl gitl an’ mc
an' my ole 'oman was all dat was lef’ on de plantation
wid marster, ’scusin de ole hyars an’ de patt'idges. Den he
tuk 'n’ ‘ceasded, an’ dey kim an’ sole de ole place
out, an’ kerried de little mist'is away. Me an’ Dicey jes’
slipped over dis side o® de mount'in, whar my son Bil] was
a-workin’; but Bill, he’s done gone now, two year come
nex' spring.”

She has drawn nearer to him as he speaks; and as his
voice falters with the closing words of his story, she lays
her hand lightly upon the ragged shoulder.

*¢ Uncle Newton,” she says.

“Marm ! " he answers, and looks up at her, startlcs and
wondering. It has heen many years since such a han3i has
touched him. It reminds him of Tuckahoe even more than
the raisins had done.

‘I have grown out of your memory, Uncle Newton, as
your face has passed out of mine.”

He is puzzled. He does not understand what she means.
He passes his hand across bis forchead, as if trying to
remember.

“* It is sixteen years since I used to sit on your knee, and
hear you tell the stories about the fox and the rabbit.
Den't you recollect the big wheels and the little wheels—
¢ Ruy, little 'Fraid, run, 'fo’ big 'Fraid ketch you!** she
says, and smiles at him with tears in her eyes.

““ Bress me, ef it ain't little Mary 1 he says, as he rises
to his feet. *‘Ob, honey, it pintly does de ole nigger's
cyes goad ter lovk at ye! An’dat purty, too! As purty
as Mis’ Agnes, an’ de spittin’ image of her 1” R

But the glad eyes cannot look at her long. To hide the
mists that gather in them he stoops, and makes a foolish
feint of scarching for his hat upon the flocs. The cook,
consumed with jealousy, says :

p “ ]?':n’s yer hat nex' ter yer foot, ef dat’s what yer huntin’
or !

He does not hear her.  Lifting his head again, he says:
“Well ! well ! Mars® Jeem's little Mis' Mary!” Then,
with a sense of bumiliation in having failed to recognize her
at first sight, he goes on : ** I jes® sorter 'spicioned you was
kin to some o' my white folks, mistts, when I fus® luoked
at ye, an’ heered ye say * barskits.” Dicey, she gwine ter
be jes’ as crazy as a Juney bug, when she fine out I done
seed little Mis’ Mary.”

CHAPTER 111,

It is late in the a” ‘rnoon at Pinchtown. The f{rostin
the snow has lost its + arkle, for the sunis down. But the
chill of the winter day is everywhere, and the frost pendants
still hang from the 2aves of the cemetery cottage. The
snow birds that all day long have been hopping about in
scarch of food bave given up the quest, and are now hud-
dled together, with their heads in their feathers, in the
thick of the thorn bushes.

The Pinchtown Pauper is just {;cuing home. The bas-
kets which his “‘young Mis' Mary ** has bought were only a
small portion of his stoc's; and the sum of money they have
vielded will not keep the wolf from the door very long. But
““ half a loaf is batter 'n no bread,” he says, and he feels
chectier than il he were rcturning to his cabin penmless.
He doues not know that since his visit to ¢ Mars® Jeems
daughter " his cupboard bhas grown fuller than for years;
and thata hamper of clothing and a waggorn-load of cut
wood have been put out at his hovel in his absence. The
fact that the neighbours have come and stared at the un-
wonted sight, and canvassed it among themsclves and with
Agpy and Dicey, is likewise unkoown to bim. He wouid
doubtless have laughed aloud, cotld he have stood there
unobserved, and heard Dicey tell them all that it was
* conjur’ work.” It weuld have been no hard matter for
him 10 have guessed who the conjurer was.

In the meantime he is drawing near home. He can
sce a bright light in the narrow back window of his cabin,
and is fretted at Dicey'’s extravagance in having such a
blaze when the stock of fuel is so low.

* Dat fool ole "oman is al’ays a pesterin’ arter me 'bout
makin® baskits an’ makin’ baskits, "twel I done got sick o'
de very sight o haskits, lct alone inakin’ of "em,—and nuw
jes’ look at her ! Done gone kindle up 2 great hig fire ovt'n
de las chunk at de woodpile, an’ I ain't sole but two baskits
ter day. She mus’ ’spec’ me ter steal riders off'n de wur
rum-fcnce for ter keep her warm this winter. Wimmen
folks is cur'us critters, anyhow ; an’ Dicey, she zint got no
more sense’n 2 mule’s hine leg, no way you fix it.”

Bat lus heart is so full of his zecent meeting with young
Mas’ Mary that he soon forgets Dicey’s recklessness, kHeis
racking his brain for fit words in which to convey to her
and to Aggy hus conception of the great beau.y and gentle-
ness and goodncess of Mars’ Jeem's daughiter.

““ Don't look like none o dese here valley folks, dat
young ‘oman don't, now. I jes’ ‘spicioned she come
f'um over de mount'ing soun as I put my cycs on her. Step
wid her head up jes"de sameas ole mistis.  Ain't no po’
white trash ovar yer kin tetch dat breed o Tuckahies!
Sk.n fina'r. satin an’ whiicr'n dat snow. Eyes shinun® like
de stars in de clements.  Dese yer niggers thinks ole Newt’
is iga'uat an’ don't know nothin’, but howsomedever o' dat,
my white folks is kigh-up white folks, 1 donc tole ye!™

On the right of the narzow r0ad, which is cut sharply
into the side of the great hill, 2 high bank towers up, and
hupe rocks jat out above it.  The bank is pretty enengh in
summer, with its tangl~ of wild honeyseckle and its green
undergrowth of hatdy chincspin bushes,  Bat now its rocks
are capped with snow, and the stunted ccdars here and
there only gerve to accentoate its bareness. It is where the
quarriers were at work yesterday,
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On the left, down a steep declivity, yawns a bleak valley.
The tops of its girdled pine-trees, that raise theit gaunt
white arms like spectral things, do not reach the level of the
road above; and the face of the valley is covered with
vines and sinuous undergrowth, and limestone houlders ol
desolate gray, and rotting logs, all hidden beneath the drifted
snow, as {ac as the little bianch with its frozen pools.

The old man, trudging along in the gathering gloom,
moves with more caution hs the night comes swiftly down,
and shudders with a vague superstition as he npjnoschcs
the lonely spot. 1le knows the story of the accident that
is sald to have happened there years ago, and believes that
the ghosts of the man and woman who went over the preci-
pice that storaiy night still haunt the place.

The noist of a heavy rushing body, tearing through the
vines and undergrowth of the bank above, makes cold chils
run dawn his back, and his eye-talls distend with terror.

¢ Mussey, Mussey!’ he shijeks, as it crashes down
before him, and stops, huge and dark and misshupen in
the road bed at his feet, midway the narrow track.

In the directivn of Pinchtown he hears the ringing of
sleigh-bells ; and gazing with more intentness at the myste
rious object in front of him, he sees that it is a huge lime
stone rock, loosened from its place in the hillside by the
workmen of yesterday.

¢ Dat sleiph pwine ter run over dis yer rock, ef I lef’ it
here, an' dat ain't no pebble for a crooked-back ole nigger
hke me ter heft down into de bottom.”

He attempts to move it, but it remains unshaken.

“ Ef dem folks runs agin dis ver thing, it’s a-gwine ter
fling *em 1mter de hollow, an' lan’ "em all in kingdum-come,
anldat’s pint'ly a fac\” N

He pauses, and li-tens to the bells.

“*Umph ! dat s'eigh dun’t 'pear like "twas a gettin’ no
closer. Lonl! jes' s'puse dat’s dem dar two harnts out 2
takin’ a sleigh-ride dis dark night! I ruther git de patter-
rollers arter we, I tell ye s yer ain’t no place for ole
Newton, sho! ®

The sound of the bells, dra .ing nearer, reassures him.

¢ Dem ain't no sperrit-bells. I 'spect’s dar's live folks
in dat sleigh ; an’ mehbe I jes’ better sit here an’ wait for
‘am. L€ I goes to’ds "em, dey mought pass me in de dark,
dem dar sfeigh-bells makes sich a everlastin® racket.”

Iic takes hisseat upon the fallen boulder, in the dark.
ness ; but he is far from comfortable, The blood moves
slowly in his veins, and the chill in the air 1s nipping. But
his moral courage vaxes strong s the sleigh draws nearer,
and he falls into a soliloquy :

*¢ Dis yer’s a mighty bad place in de road. I don’t sec
how come white folks ain't got no belter sence ’n ter go
make a road inter de hillside, like dis. nohow. Ef I hadden’
jes® happened 'long "buuat dis pectichler time, dem dar two
ole harnts *ud 'a had some fresh 'uns ter keep ‘emn company
dis night, sho !” {Je passes his hand over the rough edges
of thz rock on which he is seated, and continues: ¢ Dis
yer rock ’ud 'a-flung a fo™-hoss waggon an’ team overboard,
let alone a Yankee jumper.”

The sleigh is near at hand, and he stands up to hallco.
But the jangle of the bells drowns his call, and the sleigh
cumes on. e steps nearer the bank un his right, to catch
the car of the driver, and calls again. It is very dark, and
he cannot distinguish the outlines of the horses as they ap-
proach. Then there is the sound of another rushing boulder
from cbove him. It comes hurtling down n the path of
the one already fallen ; and in a moment old Newton lies
sorely wounded and blecding in the highway.

The horses halt suddenly, rear up snorting, and stand
with trembling limbs and dilated nostrils,

Its cccupants turn the slejgh as best they can in the dark.
ness, and, taking the old man up gently, lift him, and drive
him, at his own request, to the cabin in Pinchtown, to
which lic directs them. Ilis voice 1s faint and unnatural,
and he speaks very little. They place him on the rough
bed, and the youngr woman w.ose lifc he has saved, bend:
ing over him with unspcakable pity, secs his face In the
light of the fickering fire, and says:

** It is Uncie Newtoa.”

He lies there very quietly, w ° . new blanket over him
that has come from her house  .e city this moming, atd
looks up at her with dumb, staimy eyes that bring the tears
to her own.  He hears her hushand say, * It was an awful
accident, Mary,” and it dawns upon him by degrees that «
was Mars' Jeem’s daughter who was in that sleigh. A famnt
smile flits across the worn features, end he whispers .

** I kep' ye Fora goin” over de bank, Mis® Mary.”

The staning cyes closz, and he moves restlessly.
mind is over in Tuckahoe.

** Dem lilac bushes by de cabin gaie is gettin® mons'vu.
big, an’ de chesnui-tree is Jes’ climed up inter de sky.”

Qutside the hovel, in the * lug tuad,” an urchin, uscon
scivus of the tragedy witlin, bas fired a cracker. The
wounded mar shifts his pusitun quichly, and starts up.

R whatdat?”

“I’s Unc’ Pete’s Jim 2-shootin’ poperackers for Chris™
mas,” sobbs Aggy, with her face hrdden in her 2pron.

Sank gets up from *as place in front of the fite, and fixes
his almost human cyes upon the group abous the bed.

¢ 1 tho't dey was a-drawin de corks out'n dec shampajne
bottizs in de dine’-room at ole marster's,’ the sutlerer says.
** Yes, sah ! comin’ sah ! dar testeckiyt

The voice is on 2 high key now, and Dicey shrieks,
* Sahe him ! He's ou'n he head wad de feler.”

** Ole marster,” he gues on in his zaving, ** I know as
how at’s amin de law for de mggers ter P'amn ter zcad an’
write, an” dat Jar amn's o mo’ foribness for dat dandar &
of der patterrollers ketches ‘em out atter aight,” The tones
of his voice grow softer. * Bui I an't afeared o you, ole
marsler. I never wanted nothin® wid dem Ictters an’ 3, b,
abs 'scusin’ ter tead de Good Book, marster; an® litle
Aggry, she was a-he'ping de ole nigger ter "scape fom de
bondidge ¢’ sin, I knows yer ain’t a-gwine ter b'ar down
100 hard on me.  I'sc 'longed ter you sence deday Ic'ud
temember, an' ye ain't nevver yat laid yer fing 1's weight
onter me. I ain't afaid now. I'se wotked %or you, an’
;l?;s«'!, for yoo, an’ loved you an’ a1l my tothar white
ol Pee .

His



