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AT TEAGUE POTEET'S.

R Sketch of the Hog Mountain
Range.

BY JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS.

* Tho folks is poreiy and puney,”
Teague replied, * an’ the news won't
skacely b'ar zelatin’, T hain't a-deny-
in,” he continned, rubbing his chin
and looking keenly at the other, I
hain’t adeayin® bot what I'm a huntin®
airter you, an’ the busir-as I come on
bain't got much howdyin’ in it. Ef
you uv got some place er nuther wher'
ever'body hain't acockin’ up the'r
years at us, 1°d like to pass some words
vi. Son-..

* Wiy, of conrze,” exclaimed Wood-
ward, hooking his arm in Teague's.
“We'll go tomyroom. Come! And
after we get throogh, ii you don't say
that my business with you is more
important than your brirness with mo,
then I'l! agzee to carry yon to Hog
Moantain on my back., Now that's a
air anireasonable proposition. What
-do you sar 1™

Woodwxard spoke with unusual

~warmth, and there was a glow of boyish
freckocess in kis tooe and|mannersthat
Teagzc fonzd it bard to resist.

= Well, they's thes this mach aboat
it,” be said ; oy buxiness is mighty
tronblesome, an’ Fit hit's gol to be
setiled wp”

He bad pct a revolver in bis pocket
oca sccount of this troublesome basi-
nesx

* So is mine tronblesome,” responded
Woodward, lasghing, acdthen growing
s27i03s. ** It has nearly worried me to
death”

Preicatly they reached Woodward's
room, wkich was up a flight of stairs
cear the corzer of Brozd and Alshama
Sireeta. It war a very plain apart-
oe=t, bat coxfortably fornished, aad
kept with scrupnlons nrataess

* Now, thezs, " said Woodward, when
Teagoe bad seatrd himself, 17 settle
oy bogzesx, and thea 303 can seitle
youra™ 1le had seated bimself in a
ckair, botbe got up,stook hixself, and
walked arozzd be room aervvusly.
The lithograph of & popalar bunesgae
as2vess stared brarealy athim from the
vantlepicce.  He 00k thisremarkabe
work of art, folded it acrorsthemiddle,
axd threwitintothe grate. ** I'sebad
wote tresble than ezocgh,” he weat
o3, **axd if I had=x't met yoz today 1
iztended to hant yoa up to motrOw.”

¢ Ja Atlla=tyi™

**No; oa Hoz Mozataia 03, 1
koow theritk,” Woodwand exclaimed,
m=igsterpreting Tesgue's look of sar-
it T koowall abost that, bt 1
w3z goizg jert the soxe Has Mim
Sis ever marTiad U be azked, slopping
befere Teagze axd bloading likea gitl

** N3 lem™a it Eeppened xizee Iast
Wen'eday, ax’ tkat ERaia®t ao=ays
Kkedy.” replied the otber, =1th more
intesest than be bad yel abowm.
Woolward's enbasramrzment wis more
izsprandve than kis words.

* I Lardly kco= bow {osayil™ he
coxtiznted, “bet what 1 wantled o sk
yos waz thiz: Sappose 1 abouid go tp
to Hog Mowxlsia some Sxe momming,
axd all o3 yo3T, axd |y, a5 Lie fellow
did 1a the sz * 0id maz, old maa,
five e your dasgbler,” 22d yom abocld
reply, * Go tpstairs asd take berif yoz
waat to, whal do yoa ssppose tho
dazzbier wosld may i’

Woodwasd tried ia vaiz togivean
air of baaler to his wordx Teagae
leaned forward with kis kaods wpon
hix kneea.

=Dy you wmead, woald Sis oawy
yoa T bz aaked.

** That iz juit exactiy wtat I wweam,”
Woodward sepiied.

Tbe old mocalainter o0 aad
tretched Bizmwell, and drew adocp£gh
of elel His Locrible suspicion kad

no foundation. He need not fly to the
mountains with Woodward's blood
upon his handa.

“Lemme tell you the honest truth,
Cap,” ho said, placing his hand kindly
cn the joung man's shoulder, *1
might 'low ghs would, an’ I wight ‘low
she wouldn't ; but I'm erbleego to tell
you that I dunno nothin' ‘bout that
chil’ no more'n ef I bhadn't a-never
seed 'er. Wimmin is mighty kuse.”

*Yeu,” said Woodward *'thoy are
carions.”

4 Some days they er gwino rappitin’
aronon’ like ihe woods wuz afire, an’
then ag'in they er mopin® an a-moonin’
like ever’ minnit wuz s-gwine to be
the nex’. 1 bia a studyin’ Sis senco
she wan't no Ligger'n a skinned rabit,
an' yit 1 hain’t got to A, B, C, let
alone a.b ab, u-b ub. When a man
lays off for to keep up wi* the wimmin
foiks, be kin' thes make up his win’
that he ho'll have to git in a dark
corner an’ scratch bia head many a time
when he oughter be a diggin’ for his
livin. They'll sddle 'im thereckly.”

** Well,” said Woodward, with an
air of determination, “ X’m going back
with you and hear what MMiss Sis has
tosay. Sitdown. Didn't you say yoa
wanted to see me on business §”

* 1 did start out wi’ that idee,"” said
Tezzue, slipping into a chair and smil-
ing corionsly, —bot 1 diremember
mostly what ’twuz about. Ever'thing
is been a-peateria’ me lately, an’ 2 mun
that's bard-headed an® long-legged picks
ap all sarts of foolish notiona. 1 wish
yoa'd take keer this picklabottle, Cap,*”
he continued, drawizg arevolver from
kis coat-tail pocket and placing it on
the taile. “I uv been afeard ever
sexce 1 started out that the blamed
thing ‘ud go off an’ t'er my jacket
wroaz-sud-oaterds. Gimmea gun, sn’
you'll geaer’ily fin’ me somewheres
aroaan’ ; tat themar clickety-clockers
is got moa’ too many holes in “em for
1o suit my eyesight.”

Usazally, it is a far cry from Ailants
to Hog Moantaiz, but Teague Poteet
and Woodward lacked the disposition
of loitereraa They shortened the
distaace coamderably by atriking
throagh the coaatry, the old moun-
txizeer rexmarking that if the big road
woald take cate of itself he wonid try
aad take care of himseli.

They reached Poleet's oneafternoon,
creatlizg & great atir amosg the dogs
axd geese that wero sunaing themselres
osiside the yard. Sis bad evidentls
secn them coming, aad wzs io a
measure prepared; bat she blushed
paiziclly whea Woodward took her
bazd, a=d sko ran into her father’s
arms xith a little hysteri~el soh

4 Sig dida't koow a blessed word
boat my gwine oF to Atlanty,” mid
Tergue awkwardly bat gleefally. “D:d
¥og, hozey T

Siz lovked from oze to the other for
asexplazation. Woodward wasamiling
the broad, czemtrrmasied smile of the
typial American lover, acd Teagce
w33 lacghizg. Szddesly it occurred
to ber ibat ber fatker, divining ber
secrei—her sweel, ber bitter, ber well-
goarded socred —bad songht Woodwasd
ot t=d Yegxed him o relvra. The
thought Eiled her with such ahame aznd
indizoatica as oaly & woman can
e=pesiexce.  She seized Teagro by the
arm—

* Pap, kave yoa been to Athatat”

*Yes boaty, xa' I made 'ar’e to
coze back.”

* Ok, Low could you? Iow dare
o= do sach a thing I she cxclaiced
passionately. I will never forgive
yoa az loog 23 I live—aever 1™

Wby, Boacy——"

Databe was goze, acdneither Teazmo
0ot ke wother could et a word of
cxplanation from ber,  Teagzo coaxed
and wheedled, and threstened, and

*zu3 ¢Tied and grarrelled ; bat Sizwas
obdurale. Sho shot herself in ber
100 and remained there,  Woedward
was thotozshly niscrable. He feol:
thst Do way an interloper in some
mtacre, and yet he waz cozvineed

that ho was the victim of a combina.
tion of circumstances for which o was
in nowiso responsibla. He had never
made any spocial study of the femalo
anund, because, ko most young mon of
sanguine temperawent, he was con.
vinced that he thorougbly uuderstood
it; but hed not tho remotest con-
ception of the tragic clement which, in
spite of socisl training or the lack of
it, controls and gives strength and
potency to feminine cmotions. Know-
ing nothing of this, \Woodward know
nothing of women.

The next morning ho was stirring
carly, but he saw nothing of Siaz He
aaw|nothing of her daring the morning,
and at last, 1n the bitterness of his dis-
sppointment, ko ssddled his horse, and
made preparations to go dowa the
mountain.

1 reckon it hain't no use to ast you
to make out your visit,” said Teague
gloowily. *That’s what 1 zaya to
Pugs. I'm afree nigger ef Sis don’t
beat my timo.  You'll be esbleege to
stop in Gullettsville to-night, an® in
case er scaadeats you thes better tie
this on your coat.”

The old mountaincer produced a
small piece of red woollen string, and
loopad it in Woodward's batton-hole.

* Ef any er the boys run up =i’ you
an’ begin to git limber-jawed,” Teague
continued, **tkzs bang your thum®in
that kinder keerless like, an’ theylt
sw'ar by you thereckly. Ef any of
‘ez astz tho news, thes say they's &
leak in Sogar Creek. Well, well,
well” he exclaimed, after a litde
pausc; “hits thee like I tell yoo.
Wimwmin folks is mighty kuse.”

When Woodward bade Puss good-
bye, she looked at him sympathetically
and said—

**Sometimo when yoner in’ by,
1'd be mighty thankfol ef you "ad fetch
we some masxcaboy sanfl”

Tie young man, unbsppy as be was,
was almost ready to accuse Mrs Potert
of humonr, and he rode off with a sort
of griza desire to laugh at himself and
therest of the world. The respose of
the moantain fretted bim ; the vague
bize mists that scemed o hit the
vaileys into prominence and carry the
bills forther axay, tantalised bim ; aad
the spirit of spring. just toaching the
geat woods with a faint suggestion of
green, was 3 mockery. There was a
purpose—a decisivenesi—in the stride
of bis horzo teat bo cavied, and yet be
was ioclined to resent the swift
amiahilily with which the animal
moved away.

Bat it was & wite stacd, for whea it
cae 2pon Sis Poleet standing by the
&ido of the road, it threw up ita head
and stopped. Woodward lifted bis
hat, and held it in his hand. She
gave bim oaelittle glance, and thea her
cyes droo;

1 wanled to ask yoa sometbing,™
sbe said, pailing a dead lcaf o0 pieces
Her ar of homility was charmiog.
She Leitated = moment, bot Wood-
ward waz too much axtonished to make
aay neply.  ** Aro you very mad1® she
saked with bowilching incoasequence.

* Why shoald I be msd, Mizs Sisl 1
am glad yoa kavogiven o the opport-
waity 0 ask yoar pardon for coming
here o worTy yoo”

“1 waoted t0 ask you if pap—I
wead,’if father weat to Atlania to see
yo3,” she said, her cyes atill beat tpoa
the ground.

*Hesaid be waated 20 32¢ mo on
busizess,” Woodward replied.

“Hu say anything sbont me”

*Notthat I remember. Ho never
said anythicg about hisbotoemeven,™
Woodward went on. ** T toldhim aboxt
sozae of my little tronbles, and when
hofoand I was coxing back here, ho
soeaed o forget all aboathiz own hios-
incss. I sappose bo saw that I would-
o't bo much Interosled in anybody
clso’s batiness bot my owa just thea ™

Sis lifted her bead aznd looked stead.
ily at Weodward. A\ litdle flash ap-
peared in her choeks, and mounted to
ber {orchead, and theadied away.

————

* Papdocsu’t understand . rything,
aud I was afraid ho had—  '\b) do
you look at me so1* sho cxeluimed,
stopping short,fand blushing furionly.

* I ask your pardon, “said (b young
man; “I was trying to catch jyour
meaning. You say you were afrad
your father——"

“0Oh, 1 am not afraid now
you think tho weather is nice

Woodward was a liftle puseicl, tat
ho was not embarrassed. He swung
bimself off his horse and stood nende
her.

1 told your father,” he said. draw
ing very near to tho puzzling creature
that had so wilfully oluded bhun—*]
told your father that I was coming op
here to ask his daughter to marry we
What does the daughter say 1~

She lcoked up in his face. Tee
earneatness _sho saw thero dazed azd
conquere. her. Her head drovpd
fower, and sho clasped her hands to-
gether. He changed his tactics.

*1g it really true, then, that vou
hate mel”’

¢ Oh ! if you only knew {” she cned,
and with that Woodward caught ber
in his arms.

An hour afterwards, Teague Poteet,
sitting in his low piazza, cleaning acd
oiling his rifle, heard the sound of vo-es
coming from the direction of the t.ul-
lettsvillo road. Presently Sis sad
Woodward came in sight. They wa:k
cd slowly along in the warm suaslhane,
waolly absorbed iu €ach other. Vood
ward was leading his horse, and that
intelligent animalimproved the opport-
unity to nip the fragant sassafras tuds
Just appearing on the dushes. Teagae
looked at the two young people from
under the brim of his bat and cbuckied
bot when Sis caught sight of him, s
little while after, ho was rubbing bis
rifle vigorously, and scemed to be ot~
liviovs to the fact that two youeg
people were making love to each other
in fullview. Dot Sis blashed all the
same, and the blush increased as she
spproached the house, until Woodward
thought in bis sonl that her rosy shy-
uesk was the rarest manifesisticn of
loveliness to be scen 1a all the wide
world. As sbo horered a moment at
the gate, flushed and smiliag, the oid
Mountaineer turacd ths brim of his hat
back from his cycs and called ont with
a great pretenco of formal nospiality

* Walk in an” reat yourselves ; thes
walk rightin1 Hit’s lots too so0n in
the scasons for the dogs fo bite. Xooks
to me, Cap, like you bain't so right
tender with that “ar hoss er youran
Ef yoa ur rid im down to Gallettarills
an® back sence a while ago, he'll be a-
needin® foed thereckly. Thes come
right in an’ make yourselves at bome.”

Woodward laughed shoepishly, but
Sis rashed across the yard, floog ber
armsz aroand Teague's nock, and {ell 0
cryiag with a vechemence that woold
have doae eredit to tho most brokea-
bearted of damsels. The grizied o.d
mountaineer gathered tho girl to his
hosom and stroked her hair geatly, a3
ho bad done a thoasand times before
He looked at Woodward with glisien-
iag eycs

“*Doa't wmin" Sis, cap. Sis haiz
notbia’ but alittle bit of a slip of agal,
aa” sczco the day sho conid toddle
‘roun’ aa’ holler—good wews or iad,
mzd cr glad—sbe’s bin a-runpin’ aa
hasin' it outl wi' ber ole papps-
Wimmen an® galy haia't like we al
Cap; they ¢r mighty kuse.  Sho never
pesiered wi' Pasz much,” continced
Teagte, as his wife came upoa ke
soene, armed with the plaintive air of
sloochiness, which isat occo tho wea-
poa and shield of womea who believe
that they arc martyrs—*¢ she never
pesicsed wi® Pass moeh, bat, oy or
laugh, fight or frolic, sho allers tack it
out o2 her ole pappy.”

Pais asked no qoestiocs.  Sheweat
aad stood by Teague, aad toyed geally
with ono of Siz’s curls.

“*Sisdon't take airter nuno er the
Pringles,” sho said after s whily, oy
way of cxplaustion. *Thoy hainl
nsver bin a day when 1 could'nt look
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