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* Once in a shile a young darke)

me

: ‘!'HB -ALBERT BTAR WEDNESBAY, DEC. 12, 1894.

O Mawma's Jin.

By Weithyn Western.

“Wen de great frump shindl soun’
I'll bedyar:
I'll be dyar;

Wen de great tramp shall soun’
I'll bedyar.”

Over and over in monotonous meas-
ure rose the song hundreds of
dusky throats, high and strong, with
notes of triumply; then gradually sink-
ing lower, until almost unintelligible,
as the wearicd voices cling to the re-
frain with & sort of dull assurance;
again rolling forth with doubled energy,
when the singers revained breath and
ardor, or reeruits striek in vigerously,
their bodics swaying irom side to side
and outstretehed arms heating time.

Beyond and all around  the tented
and illuminated platform were erowds
of colored people and  quite a consid-
erable sprinkling  of The
negroes looked and serious.
loud

from

whites.
CRINCAL

undertone or a girl’> subdued giggle
attracted attention, ora child wailed
out in alarm and fretfulness, hut these
distractions were sternly frowned upon.
It was the last night ol hl!l' camp
meeting and enthusizsm and religious
fervor ran high, although the preacher
had not yet arvived.

“Wen de aingels come ajlam’

Wen de nhu.< I come a tyin®
I’ll be dyar.”

The words werc by a little
group near the ecdge of the pulpit.
These voices wore clonr and musical.
One young convert’s tenor w trik-
ingly pure and sweet, while his black
features were all aglow with animation,
A mulatto lotiing  at hall

starled

near by

-length on a rude heneh lixed his atten-

tion upon the singer. “How 4 yey
know yo will?? he questioned, with a
course laugh, cdging around upon his
elbow and pecring ont from beneath
the brim of his Lt that was
pulled down to the bridue of his brows.
It was a wicked fuce and «in's traces
showed bold and
the rugged megro f atures
deeper set than is common with his
race, and gleaming with scornful in-
tentness; thore was a dull sear acroas
his jaw; bis whole
evil bravado. “How ' yey know yoo'l
be dyar?” he sncered  agsin, dragging
his chin up from the palm of his hand
to its edge, thus sprending his coarse
mouth and makinz the brutish fiee all
one horrid lcar.

" There was @ stir jusi hehind him, a
child’s half-ximotherad exclumation of
fear. Two littic
whose white faces looked saint-like in
the dim light, were ¢l e to an old
mammy in sudden terror

“Hush’e, honey,”
reassuringly patting the younger girl.
“Wos 'de maticr,

What a sweet oid
its frame of white
looked out softly
well-shaped hrows.
ed to have been  refined by suffering.
They were more clear cut than the
mulatto complexion  would
one to expect, But her carcsses were
given absent-mindedly. She was ab-
sorbed in this evil-cycd stranger among
the flock. e turned toward them
when the child eried out and gave her
& good view ol his face. Upon her own
was a strange mingling
eager lenging.

“Qh, Jim, my darling hoy*”
mured to hersell; “dis cudn’t he my
Jim.”

The older girl “Why,
Mammy,” slipping an  arm up around
her, “of course that  ceuldi’t be Jim.
Of course not,” with an almost tearful
insistenc8®. ‘“He is i wicked man; he
has a bad face. Your
& good, loving boy.
told us so, Mammy.”

“Yais, honey, yais.” There wasa
choking in Mammu’s voice. “But he'd
be a man now. 1 hate to tink
ob it so, but he might he a had no-"count
man. I reckon ‘twuz low-down folks
what bought him, an’ wideut his
mammy to hulp him and raise him up
to be good he might  come to wicked-
ness.”

“Is he like your Jim, Mammy?
What makes you think its Jim?” whis-
pered the child, wretehiod that all the
hopeful dreams which she shared with
Mammy about the long-lovked-for Jim

slouch

hideons  lines upon

his eyes

cxpression one of

yollow-haired girls,

cume the respunse,

ehile?!

face it was, with
The
from beneath

wool! eyes

kind
The features seenm-

wiarrant

of griel and

she mur-

overheard,

Jim was a boy,
You have always

and ol

should come to this unliappy  end.
How could Mamiy's Jim he other
than noble and {rie ;und  comd?  And

this coarse-faced disturbor ol the moeet-
ing! Oh, no, no! c
“Qh, chile, ehili, | fect it inany =oul.

He looks lek him sumhiow, do he look

80 bold and carles:  an dat scar on his
cheek, I 'memboer e duy he hurned
hiself dyar; ‘twas nodeeing sores 0,
he's lek Jini. [ cabii't tedl son how 1
knows, but I docs kuow. 1t jo~ comes
to me; yo caill ‘coiveoa mndior. But,

oh! he’s so dili'nt, ro < Doy
*bused him an’ medd i L wuz
80 sperited an’so st thit e
tuk to new way= quick; b was a peart

ehild, an’  mighty sy o an, an!

children learn wisiod o casicrn any-
thing. But I cun'ni ¢b v tink o7 him
‘gactly dis wuy. [ rockoned ho wud

alus be kin' o lokiy waitin® fur
his mammy, an’ ‘
when we foun’ cach 1
now I has foun’ bLim L0 di
Jim!”

Poor, patient-hoariid
almost giving asay.

“Oh, Mammy, den't,

fo ste mainiy
e B ) T

Ly po’
Ay was

don’y,)”

pleaded

the little girls. ‘Lot vo lwane, Please
take us home, Mamniy

“Yais, d'rectly, ehifeo. huies, but 1
mus’ speak to Jim ‘et dos vey wait
a minit. Praps he'll know hey -

my wen I speak to biw”

“QOh, no, Manmimy. cricd the vounger
child, “don’t speak to hing, Moy,
Pm afraid, and perhaps it it Jim

after all.”

Mammy herself was trembling with
a vague terror. She, too, was alradd he
should be Jim—he was Jim—how could

she let him go without a word? She
couldn’t, her pour boy.

“Oh, anmv please do take us
home.”

“Yais, dearie, but not just yct; 'sides
we wud ’sturb de meetin’. Listen, Brer
Barrer’s speakin’ now.”

In truth, the meeting had been in
progress for sometime, but Mammy,
usually so devoutly attentive, had not
heard a word. The preacher had al-
ready aroused both himself
Liearcrs to the greatest fervor.

Loud “Hallelujabs” and “Amens”
from the congregation followed his ex-
hortation. There were groans from
some overcome by the sense of their
sins and fervent “Praise-de Lord” from
others. The speaker was vigorously
mopping the perspiration from his
face, but paused oceazionally tostreteh
out his bands, in a  breathless, =ilent
plea to his people.  Prezently someone
took up another song.

Then jugt as Mammy,
Jim, thinking only of Jim, having re-
leased herself from the children, start-
ed forward to speak to the man, he
shrugged  himself, as though
shaking off the preacher’s earnest, un-
comfortable words, twitched down his
hat and elbowed his way roughly
through the crowd.

Mammy gave a little entreating cry,
“Jim, my hoy!”

The man, distance,
turned and pushed his  hat back from
his forehead with a quick look in her
direction. What sweet voice from the
dead past had called to him?

Mammy watched him in despair, the
while she struggled nervously to loosen
the grasp of the children who had again
flung themselves upon her. Only an
instant he waited, then frowned and
passed on. Just at the edge of the
cerowd he stumbled over the outstreteh-
ed limbs of a devout brother upon his
knees before a bench. He

and his

seeing only

rose,

now af some

recovercd

himself with a carse and kicked the
prostrate man. The latter, ready in

warfare as reverent in worship, sprang
up, and, catching the angry glances of
the other, promptly struck out ag him.
There was a scuffle, a few quick blows;
then the stranger pulled backward by
half a dozen hands,
effort flung off his opponents
passed quick!y beyond the congrega-
tion out intothe darkness.  Oh! such
darkness!

Poor Mammy, there was nothing left
for her to do but take herlittle charges
home, and then they hung about her
in their childigh sympathy and pleaded
for her to spend the night and would
not let her go. So Mammy, though
feeling that she would rather he alone,
vielded to her pets, as usual. The chil-
dren climbed upon ber lap and kissed
the soft, wrinkled checks and patted
the trembling hands. How strange it
was to see quiet, cherry-hearted Mam-
my with such a despairing trouble in
her eyes.

Yet it was no new thing for these to
be her comforters, for Mammy’s sorrow,
though never before showing this hope-
less bitterness, had
their lives. Twenty ycars before, when
Maminy’s little son had been separated
from her by sale, the children’s grand-
father, old Colonel  Braddon, had
bought her. His and  his son’s
children alike held in tender admira-
tion Mammy'’s pure, patient, busy life.
When her freedom came, Mammy had
been provided for, preferring a plain
little place of her own among the other
negroes in - Happy Hollow, altheugh,
probably, the greatcr part of her time
was passed in her
bome, the companion and confidante
of his motherless children.

When the nurse came to take them
away, they pleaded for Mammy to put
them to bed. “Won't you, Manuy?”
“Yes, darlin’s,” said Mammy, “but
hurry, now, or yo’l not be up to sce
papa off to-morrow.”  And with one at
each hand she passed out.  Poor Mam-
my hardly saw these pale girls, scarcely
realized their caresses. She felt a
little brown hand cling to hers;  she
saw a dusky small face lifted toward
her own; she heard a boy's voice call
her “Mammy,

Contrary to the prophecy, the chil-
dren were up ¢arly next morning. As
Mammy eame down stairs, she heard
Edith’s voice in tones of horror:

“And, papa, the paper says he broke
into Mr. Pierce’s house and Mr. Pierce
woke up and they had a stroggle and,
oh! papa, he killed Mr. Picree, he shot
bhim. [Iso’t it awful, Mr. Pierce
was such a good, kind man and ali the
And papa, it des-
cribes him, the murderer, and it must
be that wicked locking man that was
at the camp-mecting last night, the
one Mammy thought was Jim. Oh! it
can’t be her Jim. It says the colored
folks identified him
made a distarbance  at

with a powerful
and

been longer than

s0n

former master’s

dear.”

and

negroes loved him.

as a fellow who
the meeting,
Papa, it
Poor Mam-
have eaught bim and put,
there
mob at the jail after he was taken and
they think he will e Iynched.
what shall we Mamiy? She
was sure that man is her Jim, And
such a terribly bad man!”

Pour Mammy sat now ujpon the
lower stairs in the hall, utterly still,
struck to the heart. Herdim! A mur-
The little dark
were loosed from hers now; there were

and he is a stranger in town.
must be that man we saw.
They
“him in jail and

my!
was an awful
O, papa,
do for

derer! boyish hands

o nore  voiees or  visious  from the
past; but & man’s coarse fingers secmed
gripping her throat; a man’s heavy

tones and lowering hrows were mock-

ing her. She rose presently, still in a
and  dread, and
She went direet-
Although =0 early, peo-
thered

numbnesss of horror
slipped gut sifently.

Iy to the jail.
ple were
groups. excitedly
der and bitterly

inal.  Mammy finally
through the crowd into the jail and
asked to see the prisoner. The jailer
expressed his astonishinent and dismay

already

made her way

at the request.
“Why, Mammy
want to see that
bring a woman here?
easy about that

Braddon, you don’t
What should

'm mighty un-

crowd of men down

brute

there; I think they mean mischief,

in Iin:.-i
talking of the mur- '
dencuncing the erin- |

though probably there mll beme ont-
break befare night. "You can't do him
any good, Mammy, if your dear old

in evil doing.”

“Oh, Mr. Dean,” cried Mammy, “he’s
my son, my long los’ boy. e is Jim!
Isaw him at de cump-meetin’ las’
night, but I couldn’t get to speak to
him. Oh, please let me see my 1o
hoy. I'se got to speak to him dis time.
It I cud only had foun’ him las’ night,
den dis, dis—" -

“There, there, Mammy, don’t take
on so. I can’t believe it’s possible, but
mighty strange things come to light
here. You shall see him by’n'by; it's
too carly nmow. It’s against the rules
to let visitors in before 10 o’cluck and
it isn't exactly regular for people to
visit a murderer so soon after ha is
jailed, but Pl get you jo,  Come alter

a while, 'long  about 11 and you shall
see him. 1 hope youw’ll find you're

H¢ surely ean’t be your Jim.”
without further
would wait;  haln’t she

wrong.
Mammy went away
pirley. She

waited many, many years? Bat she
knew it was Jim.
When the jailer went in to sce his

prisoner he began to question the man
of his history, but was abruptly
stopped.

“Sec here, old fellah, yo’ noe’nt try
to get anything out o’ me. Yey want
an i1 terestin’ paragra’ fur
don’t yey, arfter I'm strung up?
di'nt yo, bring yey note book "long?

“No,” said the jailer pityingly, “I'm
sorry for you, after all, or rather 'y
sorry for you poor old Mammy. There
was a woman here a hit ago who says
you're her son. She saw you at the
camp-meeting last night; she tried to
et to you but couldn’t.””” :

The man remembered that faing
call that reached him, which he had
concluded a delusion. A softened
look lighted his hard features. All
through his wicked and wonted life
the memory of Mammy had gone with
him. At first he had tried to find her;
for years he had followed
patiently, with utmest eare,
bitterly, hoplessly. It had
given up long ago. He supposed her
dead.

Little by little the
from him the story of liberty; the re-
presscd  bitterness  of boyhood; the
unrestrained dissipations of latter lify;
his hatred of the class that had robhed
him of his meother; contempt of his
fellows, ax degraded and ignorant as
himself; 'twas a hrief thing to tell,
the sorrowful story of the sin-stamped
What he could
his early life coincided entirely with
the history of Mammy and “her hoy,
which was familiar to the jailer.

A paper;
Wi 1)

(v\'x-ry clue,
then

all been

jailer now got

years. remember of

‘I pity your poor Mammy and |
pity you too,” zaid the jailer. “Her
heart is just broken; she lhas looked

for you so long and thought. of you so
much. But it’ll be-a good thing fur
you, as things are. It will help your
case mightily and 1 dow’t mind telling
you that your case will need s me
help. Everybody loves Mammy Brad
don and they’ll deal a
with you for her sake. But it's hard
on her; it’s the very hardest thing
there could be for; right - here where
everybody knows her, as 1 said, and
she so pious and good.  It’s worse than
il she never found you..”

The jailer was silcnced by the
sudden flapding of the murderer’s eyes.
Some wild thing seemed leaping into
life within his mind. Why shouldn’t
he do this. Was he afraid At last;
ke, whose one pride had=been a con-
temptuous  stoicism the
buffetings of any fate? A second, an
it was all settled.

“Well. see nee’nt fin> me. ['m not
her Jim. I wull not be her Jim, doh
she's my po’ ole dat’s clear
nufl.  If I cud only see her. I mem-
ber zactly how she looked de day dey
tuk me from her, curse ’eém! Luk
yher, ole man, yo're not to let ona
word o’ wat I'se tole yey. Next time
I'm asked questions Il hab a dif'nt
story to tell, an’ if yo’ go to  blabbin’
about dis, Il say yo're lyin’.”

The man turned his back o his
companion. Could he hold to this?
How he would like to find his mother!
one

against

moder,

There was yet some who carel
He remembered the touch
of her arms as she clung to®him hefore
he was taken away. Oh! i’ he had
found her yesterday, she might have
saved him even from his degredation;
but now it was late.
little more lett for

for him.

too Th: re is

him

Mammy from sorrow, but you'll giye
up that notion, if yon value your skin,
I tell you the town is wild over that
murder, and someone is likely to put
in a decision on your

giving you a hearing. But il

without
we let

case

long lost boy, there’s a right smart
chance that'll quiet ’em. Everbody
in town thinks a heap of Mammy,

and has felt for her grief in not finding
her boy since the war. 1
thing to do,
not in a position to do it.”

low iv'd

be a noble but you're

“Shat up.  Did yo' yher wat I said”
I'm going to do yes dat.”

“You can’t do it, I tell you.” drop-
ping his voice to a whisper, “youw'il be
Iynched, in my  opinion.  And  that

jretty quick. T must ask you fer
| enke, if not for your own, to

that idea. I hate to have a

S1ve up

] risonc

taken from me.  Evervthing is quiet
now. tolerably, but I wouldn't bea
bit surprised if they come after you

to-night.  Of 'l do the best
I can for you, and I reekon the Sherifl
intends

course,

to get_you out of
s so slow in getting
"thing. You better
smother’s wing.”
‘Wall yo' quit dat?” demanded the
man ancrily, with an oath. “I haint
got any moder.  D'yo yher!”
And then he threw himself
upon the

here, but he
started  at any-
get under your

heavily
Hoor, face downward, and
the jailer went out and left him.

The court house clock, struck 10.

|
|
|
|
1
|
|
|
! As Mammy came hurrying trembling

heart does pity him. He's too far Foped

iittle gentler

anyway. He |

may =ave her this later, this las
misery.

“See here, my man; it's sort o
decent of you to try to save ;wur‘

it out that youye Mammy Braddon’s |

through (hv pul \ard e saw, witha
thiukfnl heart, that the excited groups
had dispersed. The jailer conducted
The
The man
Mammy,
with a cry of helpless sorrow and hun-
ery motuer love, sprang forward with
ontstretehed arms.
“Jim,
A swiit

herat anee (o the prisoner’s cell.
heavy door swung open.

turned toward his visitors,

iy boy!”
lighted the
man’s face, e knew her instantly.
How cxaetly that look  of despairing
sried was ke the one he remembered
when they had been forced apart.
What a tenderness there was upon his
own hard features! Was he giving way
after all?
i i

words came

reeugnition

Manmimy;” how  softly the
those harsh lips!

some mistake.

from
syo' mus’ hab o omed
Walt's dis ail abont?”?

“Oh! Jim, den, yo, know me, yor
moder? Ol my pe’ boy! yo mus’
momher me;  eaint yo'  Jim? D’se
changed o course. 'se grown ole an’
my heart is broke to see yo' lek dis,
but vol member how yey old moder
looked, ehile, don’ yey? Sho yow’se
Jim. my long-los’ Jim.”

“Yaiz, Lm Jim, fur dat’s my name,
an’ Pm los’ like enufl; I'se been los’ a
woud bit from ev'ting wats wort’ keep-
in’ to, but I low I'se not yor Jim.
Yaie, I member zactly how my moder
2 eaint be har, ’lest yo're a
struggling, harsh
re nut brack 'nuff,
My ole moder's
long ago. I seed her
Yo’s med a mistake

look, an’ y«

ghos’s sides
Ittle langh—*

whos’,

ehen fur her
dead, Mammy,
put in de ground.
sho.”

2490n! I caint breve y°,” eried Mammy,
“Something tells me yor my Jim,
him. Moder’s eyes
ain’t gen’ly ceived. An’ dat scar on
yo' face | member wen me boy got
burned dar. Don’ yo' reeollee’ libin’
in de big house wen yo' was little (dey
was specially cood Lo us), an’ little
white E«ther wat was so fond o’ yo'
an’ don’ yo'
meniber dat time wen ev'ting jes went.
to pieces an’ yo' was sold away from
me an’ dey wun’nt huy me?”

In her cag her hand was on
Thix are, her face  lifted close  to his.
How the man trembled!

SNo I den?
YO twant so.

anlyo’ is o lck

an’ use to play wid  yo’;

THEeRK

caze I tole
I neber wuz tuk away
She died.” An’
dat scar, 'se shor yo' don’ know no-
thin® "hout dat, fur I got dat burn two
veahs 6" de wah, fightin’ afire wen a
burnin’ boad fell on my face. Yo'se
got hole de wrong felleh, Mammy.”
Maniny drew ‘back slightly,  still
intentively  regarding  him. There
was disappointment in her face, but a
her heart.

member it,

ftom my  mammy.

5

of relief in

And yet she doubted.
“But look Mammy,

yor boy had a sear ek

blegsed sense
yvher yo' say
mine, an’ yo’
wuz a little
fellch, say "bout six yeah ole, an’ yo'
use b'long © de

“Yex yos,” gasped mammy.

“Well, den, I breve I nse’ to know
And he went on hurriedly
inrespouse (o the agony of petition in
Manny’s face. “We got ’quainted in
de wah.  We wuz in de same reg’ment.
He calied himzell Jim Clayton, caze
» he long to de Claytons wen
he was little, an’ dat wus de name he
hed Ylong o his Mammy, so he tuk it

wis tuk apart wen her

Claytons?”

vo' Jim.”

he

agen wen hie went to de fight.  An’ he
hed a burn lek dis on B’ jaw.  Folkes
saad ’twnz  cur'ts how much we

But we wun’t
fur he wuz a good
sort o no ’vount

fovored one noder.
like,
boy an’ T allus. a
nigger.”

Ob! Mammy’s face, the tenderness
OR! the light in Mammy’s soft
dark e) es!

“But, Maminy,
softly, *
Yo' won'
worl™”
to tell it! |

“Je died, Mammy. But he used to
hope o fin'in bis Mammy wen de wah
: talk =0 much ’bout
yol. e tole me ¢viting; we wuz fas’
But he didn’t lib to see de wah
He died tightin’ fur freedom.

“Pwos mos, de las’ battle o’ de wah.
Dey turn us ont o> camp arly in de
De euemy dey hed mek a
peart stan’ on a bill fo’ our face an’
eyes. . We wuz twice ez many ez dem,
an’ we reckon it gwine be easy, sho
‘nuff, but lor! how doze critters done
fit! ‘We brek deir lines at las’ an’ we

oder ways,

on it.

“he went on more
expee’  to fin’ him.
yor Jim in’ dis
How tenderly he was trying

fyol mus’n

ober  see

was ober an” he

frens.

ober.

mawnin’,

how-ep squar thu'em, an’ wat yo’ tink?
Doze felteht oy forn right roun’ in
sddey tracks an’ voteh into us agen.
i Dey wuz gnitty. [ felt lek clierin,

side an’ side
—he woz ten’in right to business, an’
jes inekin” he kit dance from one
en’ (o wdder, he load an’ fire dat fas’.
But prer soon his gun  tumbled right
onto my feet an’ I sce him drap. An’
den I pick him yp aw’ kyar him baeck
ur more proj er forrids from whar we
were, furwe hed done gone  straight
tober dat hill true de odder lines, an’
dar dey were mos"ly  at de tep o’ de
hill agen, but mizhty few dar wuz ob
e an’ our frout hed switeh roun’ an’

I toted him oft to one
fizhtiv, wuz jes 'bout ober,
mninits, but hey
b ut hey Mammy, an’
dis will gib my
frec lom, wharev’ she is

‘em.  But Jim—-we wuz

tackle 'em.
| aide, for o
wn’ he only liba fow
Le, words way

i he =uad  peaps

Manimy her

deah Mawims av ben he  wuz gone.”

Mt wars thing, but O, what
i L mnE teardl I 8
e s : Ll i i hauds to the
wii o shoc clers und compelled his

Was there stilla
No, that had alt
fond memories.
“You mut'uldy do favor my Jim,” she
murnnired,
Prosently - she
Fadd

hera,
ol disheleet?

vanished b a Hoed of

Tl towards

shadow

lifted lher hands
against either
drew  them down, with
until the left one con-
creal  discolored sear.
The man put up bis own unsteadily
and coverad hers and held them there.

highor and one
cheek and
a slow earess,

eoaled  thiat

But tor the Dbitter  tatelage of long,
long years when the dry soul had
wept dust, tear: mnst have come
now.

The door opened and the jailer en-

tered. “I reckon yow'll
now Mammy.”

“Mus’ I go? I'd lek to yher mo’ o
my boy. Dis yher ain’t my Jim, but
he done tole me ’bout Jim. Dey use’
to know each urrer, an’ Jim wuz
good boy an’ lubbed his mammy allus
an’ he died in de wah.”

She turned again to the
“Q, I t'ank yey so fur tellin’
It hurts me dat I caint cher ‘spec io
see him here, but I'se proud o’ him
now, an’ I can stan’ it fur de littie
while wats lel”. An’ yo' wuz his fien’,
IwishI cud do somet’ing fur yex.
T'll try to do somet’ing fur yey [I'll
tell ’em how good yo’' wuz to Jim an’
me an’ I'll beg ’em to gib y«’ nurrer
chance. Won’ yo' try to :lo hettes?
Won’t po’ fur my sake, jes’ ez if I wuz
yo’ po’ ole heart-broken mammyr™”

“Dar, dar, don’t greebe; I'll try, ef |
do get nurrer chance, but dat isn'(
ve'y likely. I rcckon dey’ll fix me dis
time. Dar, don't cry; p'raps I'll got
out o’ it somebaw.
meny scrapes fo’
sonn’. Nebber min’ me.

“Come Mammy,” said the jailer, and
he led her, sobbing away. *

The prisoner stood entirely =till,
looking toward the door. long alter
she had gone. He pressed his hands
'upon his face, there where hLors had
been.

“She’ll neber know de dif'unce bress
her, till she gets to heaben. A’ I
hope dey’ll mek’ her happy dar in
spite on it. I reckon I did right wull
wid dat story, but somehow
mighty hard to lie to her.”

Was-it all & lie? .There wore those
who could have told her that the real
Jim’s daring courage in battle was no
myth, and that brief narrative of a
bloody contest no fairy tale.

Mammy sat alone at midnight in
her little home. She had no
but the moonlight, shifting dimly
through the uncertain clouds, fell into
the small, plain room. She had heen
crying a little, softly and tenderly.
But, oh! how proud she was of the
memory of her boy, and what a swect
repose there was upon
face!

The moon was behind a cloud.
went and stood at the window,
her face toward the distant sky and
thanking God. By and by she thonght
she heard voices and footsteps.
denly the moon came out clearly and |
showed a strange procession that had
already passed the house, a hureying,
business-like crowd, but weirdly still
and mysterious in the night's silence,
Mammy watched them for a moment,
terrified and quiet. Then, breathless
with dread, she started to the door.
But the moon was gone again, and all
was dark. Mammy ' trembled as the
shitting winds struck her face. Counld
it be they had taken out the murdercr?
But, no, surely not; everything had
been quietin the town during the day.
The first anger and commotion over
the crime had subsided. No, it was
quite improbable; she would not worry.
It was perhaps some crowd of tired out
merry-makers. And Mammy went
back into the litile room avd stood at
the window and looked out into the
quiet dark and prayed.

The gruesome procession halted at a
wooded place on the outskirts of the
town. There were hasty, horrible pre
parations.

“Now, nigger,” said the determined
voice of one of the leaders, “if you've
got anything you want to say, we'll
hear you for five minutes.’

The negro shook his head. He could
not trust himeelf to speak. e waw
fighting down a desperate impulsc to
cry out his secret, to beg them to be
merciful for Mammy’s sake; not to
take his life. He made a gesturc for
them to hurry. Oh! if they waited
five minutes, he must give w 1How
dear his life, this miserable thing that
he loathed and scorned,
him after all!

“Well, then, fellows, all ready,” cried
a voice.

One moment more he stood, intlexi-
ble and unrepentant in the face of this
brutal death, but true to the last to his
poor, untaught idea of honor and filial
loyalty, and then the body of Mammy's
Jim swung up and out to the shuddcr-
ing air.

And Mammy still stood at the win-
dow, with that shining peace upon her
face, and prayed.
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Intercolonial Railway

On and after Monday the 1st October, 1804,
5);0 trains of this Rlllwny will run daily ‘Sun-
y llows:

excepted) as fol
WILL LEAVE SALISBURY.
Express for 8t. John (daily)............ )
P for M C and

Halifax. .,..... M I 1
Express for 8t. John. :
Express for 8t. John.
Express for Halifax. ...
Express for Moncton,Quebec,Montreal
Accommodation for 8t. John.........

l‘lli’
20,35

All trains are run by Eastern Standard
Time.
D. POTTINGER,

Railway Office, General Manager
Moncton, N. B., 4th, October. 1891.

Sa]isbury'a,nd Harvey
Railway Company.

TIME TABLE NO. 31.

In effect Monday, Oct 1oth, 1894, Trains will
:n:g dnny (Sunday excepted) by Eastern Stand-

AL
B i

Leave Harvey.
Leave Albert. ..
Leave Hillsboro'.
Arrive Balisbury...
Leave Salisbury..
Leave Hillsboro.
Leave Albert
Arrive Harvey.

Connectiong made with Moreing F
leaving 8t. John at 7 0’clook for point
and North. and with Quebec Express

oints West. This Tlme Table shows wi

our trains are B&ec arrive and depart
from the sevanl \ons, but it is not. ;.lmmn-
teed nor does hold

ible for any delny resultl

tse
from rallu re to

make connections advert|
Ry Office A. BHERWOOD,
Hitlabore’, Oot. 15th, 1864 ‘Manager.

how dear to |

" “DOMESTIC"

The Star that leads them all.

The most wonderful Sewing Ma-
‘hin(‘ of the age, awarded a DIPLOMA
by the World’s Columbia Expogition
at Chieago.

Two Machines in one

Chain Stitch, Lock Stitch.

STANDARD SEWING MACHINE,

Planos and
Thomas Organs.

A DIPLOMA on Reed Organs and
Reed Organ Actions was taken at the
St. John Exibition, by the Thomas
Organ Company. If you want a good
Piano, Organ or vamg Machine drop
me a Card and I will send you circu-
lars and full information how to get a
good one.  Satistaction guaranteed.

Parties in  Albert County should
apply to me or my agent B. Beaumont
hefore p\uchasmg elsewhere.

Don’t forget the Address:

E. CRAWFORD,

Charlotte Street, St. John, N B.

y S

NORTHRUP'S

PHOTO
STUDIO,
NEW MOULDINGS,

In great variety.

NEW PICTURES,

Superior line.

All selling Cheap for the Christmas Trade.
Our Photos aré second to none made
in the Province and one Framed Portrait
FREE with every dozen. We give more for
the money then our competitors ; inspection
will satisfy of the truth of our, statement.
Do not forget when in the City to call at

Northrup's Studio,
Main Street, Moncton, N. B.
Near Post Office.
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following lincs:

CARDS,
Address,
Visiting,
In Memori:ain and

."‘/

STHCSS,

A

Wedding

Menu.

Pin
Your
Faith
to

E. B.

EDDY’S
MATCHES.

OR.A.ND.A.LL
The Photographer,

262 Main Street, Moncton, N. B,
Over Bezanson's Jewelry Store.

Good Work and Satisfaction Guarsnteed.

WHAT DO YOU SAY?

Call and see my stock of

WINTER COODS

Men’s Over Coats, Reefers, Cardi-
Ling Boots, Over Shoes.

gans,
Over Shoes and Winter
Coating.
COMFORTABLES,
WHITE WOOL BLANKETS,
GOAT ROBES.
All at Lowest Cash Prices by

son H. Meeves,
W. E. DRYDEN,

———Agent for-

FROST & WOOD.

Agricultural
Implements
& Machinery.

WAREHOUSE, HILLSBORO'.

assorted stock of
Ploughs, Harrows,
Cultivators, Mowers,
Rakes, ete., ete.

Imformation on Application.

Ladies’

Circulars and

Farmrmg Implements.

I'he subsecriber offers for sale at bottom
prives.
Mowing Machines, Rakes,

Harrows, Ploughs, Cultivators, etc.

Warehouse at Hillsboro’ near the station,
Albert Jas. Boyle’s shop where all information
will be given in my absence. ‘Will be at
Albert on Tuesdays.

D. B. LIVINGSTONE.

FORMS,
Deed, Lease. Mort-
cage, Order; Re-
ceipt and Blank.

MISCELLANEOUS,

2

£k

Circulars, Catalog-
&

ues, Letter ile: ads,
i3l
‘zlf[.(“,-

Note Heads,
Heads, =t
ments,
Notices,
randa, Bills of | ad-

ing;, Indexes,

Schedules, * early
Returns, Pampla-
lets, Dodgers

Posters.

Tinted Work—A Specialty

and
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