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o PINCHTOWN PAUPER.

The following pathetic story from the pen of A. C.
Gordon appears in the current number of the Atlantic

AMonthly

CHAPTER 1.

The place 15 nut inapily uamed. Lo lies Leyoud the aty's
suburbs ; and thete are no handsume Jdwellings ur fine
stures in Pinchitown, The Jdutds of squalid puverty ds
upun it.  In the winter its one street is often hub-deep
with mud ; and i summer cluuds of dust frum passing
wheels are wafted in theough the open doors and windows
of its sordid hovels, Its poor pretence of a pavement is
ashes and desolation. Tlie windows of the rude huts are
garnished with old hats, aracles of worn clothing and scraps
of newspapers.

To be a resident of the poverty-smitten village is a grave
offence 1n the eyes of the mure prosperous ol the race
which its denizens belong.

 Dem's ign’unt, an' lazy, an’ no'count nigger over dar
in Pinchtown,” says the unictuuus keeper of e lile
green procery at the corner o Water duceet, a good mie
nearer to the heart of the city.

Across the road frum Pinchtuwn, io the summer season,
the Unton Cemetery, suttvumded by ais cnclusure of massive
stone masonry. shuws a thuusand well hept graves, clad
in smoothly.shaven green.  Over the walls of the keeper’s
cottage, near the irun gate, bloom clambenng ruses ; and
the datker hue of the vy marks the spot with verdure
through the year. The trees that were saplings two de-

cades ago have come tc throw an ample shade over the
long hines of praves, and are the haunts of many birds. Th.
walks which wind about the place, among the marble
stones, are graveled anu white.  Two cannun stand pear
the flagpole, 1n mute renunder of the reason for the ceme-
tery’s bemng; and ugh above floas, in sunshine and in
storm, the great flag.

It is the latter part of June, 188-. In the sunny wea-
ther, on a broken bench at the duur ot the forlurnest
shanty in the hamlet sits its furlurnest denszen.  Abject pov-
erty has parsued him for nany years ; and thougt, he dc-
nies 1t stoutly, he has cume ac last haif-heartedly to believe
in the reiterated assecton of hus wife, that ““ Newton done
los’ his luck.” Into the uncouth fashion of the coarse
splint basket on which he is at work he is weaving dis-
jointed fancies of the dead men hid in the cemctesy’s shel-
* ring bosom, and of the hardships 1 the hife of onc of the
wamblest living dwellers in Pinchitown.

e had bLeen an ““exbioster” in the days of slavery.
Since the war ended he has kept up, in a futile fashion, his
former calling ; but his age and intirmity, and the disad-
vantages of ignurance 1mposed by the old slave system, are
powerfully against im.  Lhs faith1s as broad and catholic
as it is simple; and to those of his neighbours who, being
almest as poor and no less ignorant than himself, will pay
him the respect of & sceming attention, he often speaks as
with the gaft of tongues. But they do not recognize the
force cf the homely phrases, and hearken to him grudging.
1y, deeming his tcachings to be of little worth, because he
does not expound them from the printed page, after the
fashion of the Rev. Givins, of the Ebenezer Church in
the city.  Like themselves, heis “unlam?,” and can na-
ther read nor write.

¢ I shudden wonder cf dem suljers is all in heal'n,” he
says, reflestively, as he trims a splint with his worn bas
ket-knife ; ““an’ of dey ain't, dar’sewhbar dey orter be,
Dey was de soljers o' de Lord, what sot us free.  But
dey did n’ shake of all de sheckless  Dar’s some on 'em
a-hangin’ ter me yit, like cockle-burrers on ter a shesp.
'Pears like to mc el when 1 'ceasded 1'd be put away
onder sech gicea prass as dat, wid flowers a-blossomin’
roun', an’ periwinklevines a wroppin® my grave all up, -o’
an’ de birds a-singin’ aw’ a.canyin’ on up dar in dem
trees, I’d be sorter saterfied with jes’ dat. It 'ud be” mos’
good enough for ole Newton ter lay down dar an' take his
tes’, ‘douten nubiody tu come along a-pesterin’ on im, an’
a-cussin’ 'case de baskits is cranksided. It den't make no
diffunce dewn dar cf de po’ miggar 15 ign’unt. e hop-

z.grasses an’s de crickets an' d« litenin'-bugs ain’t gwine
ter lay dat up agin kim.  T)e wimmen folks don't "busc you
down dar, Ireckon ; an' I kaows dey an’t a-always fling-
in' up 2t yc dat you's a mmghty oncry preacher what can't
read. Dem dar soljers awa't cot no theumauz, and misery
in de back, I spee’; an' dey don't it tired no mo’, nuther.”

His little granddaughtes comes and sits on the bench be-
side him.  1ler dress 1s tagged and she s barefoot ; but
her mien is marked with a aignaty which 's almost ludicrous
1n uts sclf-possession.  Toe wld man regards her approach
with an interest in which respect dominates affection.  She
is a wonderful creatzre in his cycs. for she carries in her
hand the key to the treasure huuse of kavwledge, at whose
outer gatc he has stood a beggat for Gifty odd years. She
has come with her primer to tcach him his daily lesson,

Hc lays his oak splints and his hall-finished basket
aside, and patiently waits while the child opens the hook.

**Docs you think s's any use, Agy 2" he asks.

** You have got to a, b, ah, gran’daddy,” she replics, and
oints with dusky fHiages to zhe fitst column of the grimy
itile page. Ic wants to tell her that bie is in despair of

cver learning to read 3 but he has.not the keart to waund
her.

Is 3, b, ab, sight smad and fur on, L acy 27 he in-
quites, with scemmng 1nterest , ana she laughs, and tells lum
that at 1s only the bepinaing of ali that she knows,

A lank and hungry-look:ng cut, that fics with ¢yes closed
i the sunstine, at the old mac's fect, pncks op hus flea-
bitten cars, amd &iis Fis heaw adihic svuad of the chiuids
voice.

P oic Saun,” ahic sayd, As s siovps Lo catess him,
¢ do you want to leatn a, b, ¢ with gran'daddy ? ™

The dug wiibks hus Sty cyes, ana humps his ragred
tail slowly against the groand.

*Agpy,” says the ole man, ** I'se afeard it ain't no use.
Yeu seetns to be sorter sot on it, chile, but I done 'bout gin
itup. T was smartly sot on it, too, when you fus' started
out ; but w'at’s de sense o' yer trying’ ter larn dem words
ter 2 po’ fool old nipger like me? You's young an’ kin
git "em straight ; but you can't teach old dops new tricks.
Marster ased to tedl me dat long time ago—an’ old marster,
he knowed mo’ 'n evvybody else in de worl’, Sank, dar,
he cudden I'arn ter tree a coon like my little bench-legged
Towse use ter tree ‘em over in Tuckahoe. ‘Case why?
‘Case Tuwse just growed ap ter it f'um a puppy , an’ Sank,
he dun't i;ot luu ole, a chasin’ rablits ‘ruun’ dat "ar grave
yard wall

Sauk wags his forlorn tail again in recognition of his
name, and the child slips down from the bench and cuddles
up to the dog for a moment. Then returning to her scat
at the old man’s side, she says, with sturdy insistence :

 Le’s start here, gran’daddy,” and points again to the
hiead of the little column of two-lettererd words,

“A, b ab; e, b, eb,” spells thelold man, painfully and
anxiously. Then he stops and says, * Apgy, you hear
dat ar leetle red-bivd uver darin dat bush by de stune wall2 "

She nods her heads, and looks up at him.

*¢ Dat bird ain't nuver been sicg but jes' one song all his
Lurn days.  Lf ye was ter hetch him an’ shet him up inter
a cage, an' pipe chunes ter him as sweet as dem I's heerd
young MMars’ }ccms play on the willer-whissles, way back
?ondcx in Tuckahue, you cudden larn dat bLird ter sing
em. Dat bird warn’t hatched (ur ter sing but jes’ dat une.”

The parable has struck home, but he cannot bear the ex-
pression of disappointment in the child’s face; and so, to
please her, he takes the book and begins slowly to spell vut
the lessun.  But his kzart is no longer inthe worth. He has
lost the high hope that he once had, and is unhappy in
the loss,

Not many words have been spelled over when a cracked
vaice calls shrilly from the hovel, ** Aggee ! you, Aggy!"”
And with nimble feet the gisl hastens away tu fetch wazer
from the spring beyond the road for her grandmother.

The owner of the voice comes to the door, and speaks
+. 4ply 10 the old man, who sits on the bench where Aggy
has left him, still gazing hopelessly at u, b, ub.

‘* De Lord sakes, Newton! Dot gal ain't sho'l, siill
a-foolin’ v id tryin’ ter 'arn ye dem books, is she?  Ain't
¥ got no ma' sense 'n ter be a-addhn® yer skull wid spell-
w'? Ye muught kauw dar ain’t nu l'amin’ a gwine ter
hatch out'n dat ole thick held o’ your'n. Ye hetter Le a
workin’ on dem baskets. I'll lay yc'll get mo’ ter eat out’n
dem dan ye gwine ter git long o’ dem letters.”

¢ Dat’s how it 'pears like ter me, tao, Dicey,” says the
old man, submissively * and laying the book reverently
upon the bench near him, he takes up his basket-frame, and
again begins to weave the oak-splints in and out. tle works
on carnestly, but he is oppressed with a sense of failure.

** Here U'se been a-wrastlin® an’ a-scuftin® wid dat book
nine weeks come nex’ Monday, an’ ain’t no furder dan close
ter de start, « Somchew, I cau't holconterit. De
weeds gets away wid de corn quicker’n de hoe can cut ‘em
out. 'Taint nouse.”

Agpy comes back from the spring, and passes by him
with & tin bucket in cach hand. The cool water shimmers
and sparkles in the summer sun; and Sank, with lolling,
tongue, gets up and follows the little water-carrier into the
cabin. Dicey sends her out to thegarden to ““ grabble some
"taters,” and soon she is busily engaged in the task, with the
dog close at her heels.

“ Gran'daddy don’t want to learn to read,” she says,
passionately, to the dumb brute, as she drops a potato into
the piggin. and lifts the dog’s wistful face to hers.  ** He's
got plecty o' sense, amn't he, Sank? He just don't want
to learn.”

And Sank says ‘*yes” as plainly as any dog's tail ever
spoke the work.

But Newton'’s mind, after a long and bitter struggle, has
cume isrevocably to another conclusion than that reached
by the little girl and thedog.  He has weighed his capacity
in the balance of expericnce, and found it wofully wanting,
Many a night he has lain awake for hours on his bard bed,
while Dicey slept by his sude and pictured to himself the
grace and ;\c:tc which should penetrate his soul through the
doorway of Agny's pnmer.  Those waking dreams of the
night are ended now ; yet thoughts of the child at school
and the sight of the little book have started in his mind a
train of lung unheeded memornies.  He recalls the old ficld
schon! 10 Tuckahoe, beyond the Blue Ridge mountains that
lic in the far distance.  There sises up befure him the stern
facc of the teacher, who, with unsparing hickory rod,
threshed the seed corn of the commonwealth in the persons
o! Newton's young masters, with whom he always went, as
henchman, to *"tote ™ the lunch basket, and as companion
to share its contents when secess came. ke :emembers
the ring taw, and kaucks, and chermany of those boon days
with a deep sense of pleasure in the retrospect.  He sces
again with his mind’s cye the truant fishing for ** yaller-
Ixlies ™ in the Jackfish Pond, whose water was decp and
green, and along whose banks the dewberry vines ran rank
and the wild dog-10s¢s bloomed. Il chuckles to think of
his arguments with them to prove that the fish always bit
best on Sunday, and how once or twice hic had persuaded
them of its truth. Then he grows solemn in the reficc-
tion that fishing on Sunday was a sin initself, and that 2t
was far morc heinous to cntice others toits commissiun ;
and imagines that perhaps these covert excursions wete the
cause of the troubles that have come on him in his old age.
e secalls the trapping of pariridges in the straw-ficld aext
the weod, and the catclung of ** ole hayars,” on frosty wine
ter mosnings, 30 the ** goms ” at the mibbled bottom raa
of the worn fenee.  Faces, white and black, of s long.
dead people come back 1o him :n the wake of fancics con-
uted up Uy Agm’s prame, uaul at last he reqils the
bloody charpe at Gettysbarg, with his “*young Mars Jeems ™
lying undes the trampling horses” huofs ¢ and the beni higuie
of his gray-haired ** old marster,” left alone at the war's end,
in the gicat old mannun in Tuchahoe wath nunc but * Mars’

Jeem's™ litle davghter.

[Srrremier 7th, 1885,

CHADPTRR 11,

The snow lies deep upon the cemetery, and almost blots
out of sight the hillocks _eneath which the dead soldiers
have slumbered for so many years, The flag is limp and §
motionless, and icicles hang from the black cannon and
the eaves of the stone cottage, DBut theivy is still green |
upon the wall, and there are red berries amid the waxen B
and pointed leaves of the holly-tree at the gate.

Down the hard-frozen ruad that leads to the city, the
Pinchtown pauper, ragged and forlorn, 1s trudging pain- 8
fully, with o number of lus misshapen sphnt baskets stiung B
over lus shoulders, 1le 1s weak and cnppled with rheu.
mausm, and s progress 1s very slow. DBut thareisa §
glow about his heart, whose warmth shames the poverty of B
his tarn jacket and s battered hat. |

“I’s been a rough spell,” he says, meditatively, as he §
pauses (or breath aund looks up at the gray winter sky, E
‘“an’ there's gwine ter be some mo' lnlhn’ weather afo’ §
ter-morrer.  Datning war'n't "round de moon las' night for §
rothin'. I done been sced dis weathsr in de elements for §
mo't'n 1 week. But me an’ Aggy an’ Sank an' Dicey is |§
pulled through so fur; an’ ef %jcs’ <ells dese yer baskits, M
de }\"f:\lher may diap, for what 1 keers, twel 1 sells some
mo’.

He places his burden on a snowbank near him, as he
speaks and addresses 1t :

**You's waf a quarter apiece, Leas’ways, dat’s what B
Laxes for ye. You'’s wuf mo’ 'n dat for de work an' de §
trubble I'se had wid ye: but me an’ de white folks an’t §
gwine 1o agree on datone p'int.  You looks mighty small §
an’ ugly ter dem, but ye’pears pow’ful full o’ white.oak
splits ter me. If 1 gets 25 cents apiece for ye, dat’ll come §
ter $1.50; and dat’ll make de pot tale lngh for a while,
anyhow.”

The baskets are mute and miscral:’c looking on their perch.
He picks them up and starts forware again, .

‘1 ain’t nuvverheer o po’ yvit but what I cudden get
sump'n’ or ‘nuther for Aggy an’ Sank an' de ole 'oman
ter eat.  But somehow 1t do appear ter me like de times
was a-waxin’ wusser.  Bar’ backs an’ hungry bellies seem §
for ter be in de merjonty in dese yer patts. Prayin’ an' |8
workin‘ don't look like dey fetches the blessin’s same as dey M
uster gver yander beyant dem mount'ias ;3 and he tons for B
a moment and gazes wistfully in the direction of the w.ee
Ridge range that hies behind him.

A waggon comes along, dniven by an acquaintance.

**Gitan, ole man, an’ I'll giv ye a i’ as fur as town,” §
says the dnver.  * Ye an’t gnun’up de hill no pearter
dan de frog in de well, what juioped up one amp and
drapped back two."”

The Pinchtown pauper, carefully depositing his pracious
freight in the rear par: of the vehicle, clambers to a seatin §
the front. .

*“ How’s you makin' it, dese days?* queries his friend, B
heartily, and gives him aslap on the shoulder that canses
lim to flinch.  ** Wot’s de news down in Pinchtown 2" -

** Pain in de head an’ miz'ry in de back, Jim,” the old |
man answers.  ** But @ osten ter grudge dat. De Lord don't
let e go hongry or cold many days in de week. Den I'm §
a-gettin’ on 1o years. De sap in de old tice don't rua fas’, §
Iike it useter run in de twig. News in Pinchtown? Dar
ain't nothin’ :n Pinchtown ’scusin’ httle niggers an’ cur
dogs; an’ dar ain’t nothin' new 'bout dem. Wot's de news
wid you, Jim?2” -

¢ Nothin’. Hard times an’ plenty on em.”

“ Dat’s a fac, Jim,—dat’s a fac’. Things ain't like dey
uscter be wid me when 1lived over dar in Tuckaboe vid
marster an’ de boys.”

‘I dunno nothin’ 'bout Tuckahoe. I ain’t nuvver becn §
dar. I'm a-pwine over un onc o' dese yer railroad excrus
sions, when de summer time gits back agin', an’ takea
loak at dat gre’t land 0° Goshen whar all you Louiza Count
niggees come fom, an' don't never seem likeye wants ter git
back ter it.”

“*Yer ign'unce is agin ye, Jim,” the old man teplies,
with a touch of aspenity.  ** Dem was high old times we
uscter ter have over dar. 0’ you can’t ketch up wid ‘en
on 0o railroad excruss’ any mo', nuther. Dem du
times is done lef" de Nu.. 1 States for furrin’ parts, dey
is. Many’s de day at olemarster’s when 1 knowed twenty:
five ter thirty strange white folks at de house at once, wid
de kersiges astakin® on ’em away an' a-fetchin® fresh "uns vp
ter de front steps, day in an’ ¢ay out. Sich a-dancin’, an'
a-frolickin’, an’ a-huntin’, an a-fishin’, an’ a-ridin’ hosses,
an’ a-.chasin’ loxes ! le pauses 2 moment in his reminis
cences to ook back at Ins baskets.  ** I got ter keep my ot
on dem things. 'Twudden do for 'em ter drap out, an’ some
good-fo’-nothin’ nigger come along an’ pick "em up, an' gi
mp pat’n.”

Jim hods his head and gnns. ** Nigger what gits &
patt’n o’ dem baskits 'un gt 2 fat thing, sho’.”

He is interested in the fife beyond the mountains, and
wants to Frar more of it. ¢ Cut a purty big old dash ovu
dar in dem times, did you, Unc’ Newton?”

** Dav’s a fac’, Jum,—dat’s a fac’. 1'sc seed Randall 2
fiddiin’ for de white folks &1l mght long, wid ole masie
fooun’ de reel same as de younges’ an' de brashes’ 5 an' ox
inde kitchen an’ down ter de quarters de piggers was kick
in’ decy heels jes™ as high, wid de banjer a.pickin’, de ‘pov
sum a-cookin an’ da ashcake a-bakin' in the collard 12ass
on de hatf. Deom was days when ashpone and buttermilt
tiad some tas'e ter ‘em, an' possum fat an” hominy "ed make
any nigger’s mouf water. My moul done los'his relish,
Jim ; an’ I don’t nuvver see no possums nomo’, nuther hax
no hanjers.”

jam laughs, and the waggon rattles along over the {roxs
toad.  The aunmphere 1§ keenty suggestve of mute snox
It 15 a parrow, precipitons way nver which they sre passing,
and huge limestone boulders, halt clad n snow, jol o
above and below them.  On the acclivity a2t thar deft an
evirtcaces of work iccently cone by quarniers ; but the pu_:t
i3 almest snaccessible, and the wourkmen have deseried &
cawing the snow teampled any some of thy great rocks mo
exposed to view,

**'Fcars ike dem futks diggin’ a grave up dar,” sp
Newton. :



