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had helped papa at his school, and- that evening when papa went to leed the
hogs 1 asked hiin aboutTitian t*iittr, and he was greatly pleksed and told me la

all about the old Venetian painter wbo had come down from'the Alps to be
the lion of Venice. And, now I was more certain than ever 1 sbould marry bE

bi
poor, sickly little Harriet Jacobs. te

A few days later my elder Drother and-she sat together on the shady side ar.od n the garden before the door. Now, I wasof a big walnut stump tbat st6 1 -SC
not'jealous. To this da' I bardly know what jealousy is,, except froin books,
and then 1 loved my gentle, manly lîttle brother dearly. But 1 saw some C2
big, yellow ripe cucumbers lying on that stump, and 1 thought to slip up ar
£rom, tke other side and push. one of them, d(Iwn on theïr heads and scare fc

thern. -But alter I crept up there I fôund these were rotten', and-so I thought tc
instead to push oÉ a stone that papa had laid tbere when planting the gar- w_0 den; 1 could not se' whe.-e it would fall but I was so, full of laugh at wbat
1 was doîngtha.t I gave it'a shove, and then ran away with a c-bout, Mother

eÀ beard me and came to the door. Then she ran to Harriet, and » slie and. my
brother belped ber into the house and to bed, and tied up ber head in
vinegar. Goodness gracious How. all these things come back to me now,

9as distinctly as il yesterday! Mother to6k -me bebind ibe smoke-bouse. a-
She had ber right band behind ber till she got out of Harriets bearing, then k
out came the band and the hickorv. There was a blotch of blood on my

-little home-made tov shirt when 1 got to'the branch and jerked it and my
other things off to drown myself. Oh, I was going to'die right thereo. I bad
nearly killed, Harriet and sh ' e never, never woýuldmarry me now, anyhow.
And, then, that thrasbing! , That tbrashing was really terrible, and wa8 all
wrong, too. I can say this truly,, after all these years, that this ung4ýly
goèling of mothers got thrashed-when he did, not deserve it many times

when he was little. - But, on.- the other band, let it be as frankly admàted
that he deserved many a thrashing when he got big tbat he did not get So

Ael -the thïng is about even. Anyhow, mother did what Bhe -thought was ber
duty, and she alwayÈ told me thàt the-whippiiig burt, ber more than it did
me. And alter all these years, as I, sit here by tlie frýze.ri Klondike bank, I

know it was true - but 1 didiý't believe a word of it then.
I rushed c;ut to the willews where the Indians camped, and was going to

leï, fk throw myseif into Ïbe, water far out, in à mort dramatic, fashion, aft*r Mv
z last words Of farewell to Harriet and« mother, whi-ch -I hoped the Indians

would bear and ïake to them along with my élothes and- my dead and drip-
Y ping body. But 1 fell in over iny head before I got to my last wo ds, and

an Indian squaw swain Jn, laughing gleefully, and took me down to where
Idren were atplay in.the water. The naked, b' wn children laughed

and played-aindtried. tomakemeswim. ÈutIwassosïiy-andnakecltbatI
bad onlv one -use fôr my two bands. Then a pretty little girl pulled miq

into the- water with ber and' almost drowned me till 1 had to swim. And
then, what fun! We swam, we dived, we laughed, we flirted. 1 fý)rgot,,

îf Harriet. 1 was in love, my second love, in -less thau an hour. The little
black-eyed red Indian girl was really very, very pretty. Shéis at this hour

the -queen of aU my early memories. I was so* happy ý,pu1led some wild


