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H. Ww. MlCKLE, lll‘\\ IS HALL, Do Doos. o beNvist, Graduate of
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ministered for painless extraction of Teeth, Cratt &
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LEADING HOTELS.

The Clarence Hotel,

VICTORIA, B. C.

FIRSTM-GLASS
—IN—

Euery + Respeat

Torts - Hoadpartrs

RATES:
M 3200, 82.50 aud-$3.00 por day,

ACCORDING TO RooM.

WM C AND]LRSON PRQPR

TrEE PO0DLE .

THE ONLY FIRST-CLASS

Hotel : alyd : Rqsta’urar;t

DRATE =20 NQ%E‘RE@

WATER ST., VANCOUVER, B. C.
TERMS;

e

o ‘c‘d' ey

$1.00 and $1.50 per Da.y, Eccoydmg to Rooms.

This hotel is situated in the Most Central Part of the City, but three blocks from the Post Office, and
. close to Railway Depot and Steamship Wharf. It pays the Traveler ‘to see
us before making axrangements elsewhere.

Crrean. & Tleming, Proprictors.
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VICTORIA, B. C.

: Under the Patronage of His Honor the Lisutenant-Governor, Rear-Admiral
r Heneage, and Officers of the Royal Navy.

———d O

TUWIO DAYS’ CARNIVALE

FRIDAY AND SATURDAY, MAY 24 & 25, 1889.

Chairman of pDitterent Sub-Committees,
FINANCE-R. P. Rithet, Esq.
ATHLETIC—Wm. Whittaker, Esq. BALL--Joshue Davies, Esq.
£ REGATTA--H. B. Roycraft, Esq.
P LACROSSE—-W. M. Wood, Esq. BASE BALL—John T. Fee, Esq.
PRINTING-Chas. Hayward, Esq.

D. W. MORROW, WM. DALBY, JOHN GRANT, Mayor,

Hon. Secretary. Hon. Treasurer. Chairman of Committee.
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PROGRAMME.

FIRST DAY.

o e
2

BASE BALL MATCH =9 a. M. 10 11330 A Mauovvnn ouues VICTORIA VS. SEATTILE
SAJLING MATCHES SAME HCUR FROM OUTER WHARF.

A SAILING RACE for all Boats under Six Tons from Outer Wharf around Brotchie’s
Ledge Buoy (keeping st on ihe left) to a stake-boat moored off Halibut Bank
{keeping it on the left) and retura fo Brotchie’s Ledge Buoy (leaving it on the

tigktj to starting point.  1st Paize, Silver Cup ; 2nd Prize, $20.00; 3rd Piize,
$1c.00.  Entrance Fee, $2.50.

A SAILING MATCH for all boats 18 feet and under on the water hne, should s art
trom Outer Wharf, around Brotchie’s Ledge Buuy (keeping it on the left), and

return to starting point.  1st Prize, Silver Cup, presented by Supt. Roycraft;

2ud Prize, $zo.oo;03rd Prize, $35.00. Emmncc.Fce, $1.00.

Rules and Regulations:

Racing Flag must be carried at Topmast Head.

All Eniries must be in writing to the Secretary not later than 8 P. M. Tuesday
21st, enclosing entrance fees, name of boat and color and description of Racing Flag.

All Boats entered for either race are to assemble on the morning of race off the
Outer Wharf at g a. M. sharp.

A preparatory gun will be fired five minutes before the start for both races.
Both classes to stact at the gun fire at 9:30 a. M., Zying start.
MeasCRrING ComyrrTEE—T. Harmon, Capt. Thomson,
STARTER—C. P. Bloomfield.
JupGes—H. E. Croasdaile, \. Phillips, C. Blake.

HORSE RACES, 11:30 A. M. t0 12:30 P. M., at Victoria Driving Park.

BICYCLE RACES, 11:30 A. M. to 12:30 P. M., at Beacon Hill. Two Mille Race
for Championship Gold Medal.

Regatta, 2 p. m. Victoria Harbor,

LIST OF RACES:
1. Cutters’ Race, 10-oared, 1}4 miles. ist Prize, $40. 2nd Prize, $25.
2. Four-Oared Amateur Race. Vinners each a medal, not less than $8 each.

3. Five-Oared Whalers’ Race, 14 miles. 1st Prize, $25. 2nd Prize, $10.

AT AR IRl QPN L LT XIS LA PLES T AT VLN T ST TSI WNL G TS ELIY LM TR TV CAG ST CI IS T T IUNUT TS 7T

4. Four-Oared Boat Race (open to 2ll school boys under 16). 1}4 miles. Silver
Medal to each oarsman of winning boat.

-
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PROGRAMME-—Continued.

7. Peterboro and Birch Bark_Caroes not wiore thau 3 paddles. 114 miles.

8. Canoe Race for Klootchmen (not to exceed 7).  Short course.

Jupce—LIEUT, LEAH, R, K. Rereree—LIEUT. COURAGE, R. H.  Starter—R. BRODRICK, Esg.

I 2 g A R A &Y p- i AV a7 @ XV AU S SR T LV 2T 40 I & K7 0 LTSV ST Fl av gb &> ge s AV a7 o~ A7 /o SV g it o 4'\]
-
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TICKETS, ADMITTING GENTLEMAN AND LADIES, $2.50.

SECOND DAY.

H. M. NAVAL FORCES vs. CANADIAN ARTILLERY.

3 LACROSSE MATCH, 9 A. M. t0 I1:30 A. M. VICTORIA vs. VANCOUVER
HORSE RACES, 1I A. M. to 1:30 P. M., at Victoria Driving Park.

§ ATHLETIC SPORTS, 9:30 A. M. to I2 ., at Beacon Hill,
~—==DIST OF SPORTS. =~

WS, W LTI R fr.wzr_xzrv-rv L L WA NT AL AT STl

t. Stending Long Jump, 1st Prize, $10.00. 2nd Prize, $35.00
2. Running High Jump, st ¢ 10.00. 2nd “  5.00
3. Hop, Step and Jump, st ¢ 1000. 2nd “  §.00
4. 100 Yards Race. 1st ¢ 20.00. 2nd ‘7.

mMWM P B, L SR IOT2 T I T B> DITNEN T ST S DL SO oo R 5 Lo DLW

5. Single Outrizger Skiffs (18 ft. and under). 1}4 miles. 1st Prize, $30. 2nd, $10.

6. Five-Oared Whalers’ Race, for Boys. 1 mile. 1st Prize, $25. 2nd, $10.
tst Prize, $15. 2nd, $7.50.

1st Prize, $4 per paddle. 2nd, $10.
9. Canoe Race for Indians (not to exceed 13). 114 miles.  1st Prize, $35 per paddle.
. Four-Oared Dug-outs, for Indians. 1st Prize, $23. 2nd, $10.
11. Double Out-rigger Skiffs (20 ft. and under). 1)¢ miles. 1st Prize, $30. 2nd, $i0.

12. Gig Race, 4-Cars. 1 mile.  Naval Officers vs. Gentlemen Amateurs. Boats 1o be

inrigged and not more than 22 feet in length. Prize, Silver Cup, value $23.
13. Dingy Race (short course). 15t Prize, $10.  2rd, $s.
14. Marine Cavalry, }{ wmile, Prize, $10.
15. Swinuning Race. 1st and 2nd Gold and Silver Medal.
16. Greasy Pole. Prize, $10.

Ball in Assembly Hall to Gommence at § P. M.
I o e MO &

Sham Battle at Beaeon Hill, 2 P. ).

oo
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PROGRAMME-~Continued.

EXHIBITION BY E. W. JOHNSTON

Chempion All-Round Athlete of the World.

Tossing the Caber, Putting IHeavy Shot, High and Long Jumping, Etc., Etc.

6. 1 Mile Running, 1st Prize, $15.00. 2nd Prize, $7.50.
7. }{ Mile Running, st ¢ 12,500 2nd ‘Y 5000,
8. 300 Yards Hurdle, st ‘“ 1000, 2nd  *  3.00
9. Boys’ Race, under 13, 200 yards handicap, st ** §.00. 2nd ¢ 2.50.
10. Tug of War, Navy vs. Citizens, ¢ 20.00.
11. Tug of War, Marines vs. ““C " Battery, ** 20.00.
12. Throwing Base Ball, ‘ 20.00.
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SicHTS WORTH SERING

IN VICTORIA AND NEIGHBORHOOD.

HER BRITANNIC MAJESTY'S FLEET AND DOCKYARD AT ESQUIMALT.

THE DRY DOCK AT ESQUIMALT COST $1,000,000.

THE PROVINCIAL MUSEUM OF NATURAL AND INDIAN CURIOS,
Government Buildings, James Bay, open 9 a m. to 5 p.m. Daily.

JOHN KURTZS MINERAL COLLECTION, No. 79 GOVERNMENT STREET.

THE PUBLIC PARK, BEACON HILL.
THE NEW PALATIAL RESIDENCE OF MRS. (ROSBERT) DUNSMUIR.
THE PUBLIC LIBRARY, FIRST FLOOR AT THE ARCADE.
THE GORGE, ON VICTORIA ARM.

LOVER'S LANE, VICTORIA DISTRICT.

AND THE FINEST DRIVES AND GRANDEST SCENERY ON PACIFIC COAST.
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GOD SAVE THE QUREEIN.
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‘SO HERE 1AM W RITING AT BOMY, DEAR, AND YOt

SOFAR AWV =R LETrER, . 36
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Thus, Gerard Petit. landing

Nteration.
upon the coast of South Carolina in the

days of French confusion—a period
covering too many dates for a romaneer

AT TEAGUE POTEETS

TAN IDYL OF HOG MOUNTAIN RANGE.

BY JOEL CHANDLER HARRIN,

Author of ©Urele Remus, His Sougs and Sayinss,” ete.

IN TWO PARTS: PART L

to b at all chioter i the attor— v e
his wife aud children over to the oblivion
of a fatal fever. Turning his face west-
ward, he pushed his way to the wmoun-
tains.  He had begnn his jowrney fived
with the despair of an exile. and he
ended it with something of the energy
and enterprise of a pioneer. In the foot-
hilis of the mountain he eame to the



4 AT TEAGUE POTEET'S.

small stream of English colonists that
was  then  trickling slowly southward
through the wonderful valleys  that
streteh  from Pennsylvania to Georgia,
between the the foot-hills of the Blue
Ridge and the Cumberland Range. Here,
perhaps for the first time, the je, vous,
nous of France met in conflict with the
“ah yi,” the “we uns” and the “you
uns” of English-Pennsylvania-Georgians.
The contlict was briet. There was but
one Gerard Petit, and, although he
might multiply the je, vous, nous by the
thousands and hundreds of thousands,
as he undoubtedly did, yet, in the very
nature of things, the perpetual volley of
“you uns” and “we uns” must carry the
day. They belonged to the time, and
the climate suited them. By degrees
they fitted to Gerard Petit; they carried
him from the mountains of South Caro-
lina to the mountains of North Georgia,
and there they helped him to build a
mill and found a family. But their hos-
pitality did not end there. With the
new mill and the new family, they gave
him a new name. Gerard Petit, pre-
sumably with his hand upon his heart, as
became his race, made one last low bow
to genealogy. In his place stood Jerd
Poteet, “you uns” to the left of him, “we
uns” to the right of him. He made such
protests as he might. He brought his
patriotism to bear upon the emergency,
and named his eldest son Huguenin Petit.
How long this contest between hospital-
ity on the one hand and family pride
and patriotism on the other was kept up,
it is unnecessary to inquire. It is enough
to say that the Huguenin of one genera-
tion left Hugue Poteet as his son and
heir; Hugue left Hague, and this Hague,
or a succeeding one, by some mysterious
development of fate, left Teague Poteet.

Meanwhile the restless stream of Eng-
lish-Pennsylvania—Georgians, with its
“you uns” and its “we uns,” trickled
over into Alabama, where some of the
Petits who were carried with it became
Pettys and Pettises. The Georgia settle-
ments, however, had been reinforced by
Virginians, South Carolinians and Geor-
gians. The gold excitement brought
some; while others, set adrift by the ex-
igencies of the plantation system, found

it easier and cheaper to get to Norvth
Georgia than to reach Louisiana or Mis-
sissippi.  Thus, in 1859, Teague Poteet, a
young man of thirty or thereabouts, was
tilling, in a half-serious, half-joesir way,
a small farm on Hog Mountal). in full
view of Gullettsville. That is to say,
Poteet could see the whole of Gulletts-
ville, but Gullettsville could not, by any
means. see the whole, nor even the half,
of Poteet’s fifty-acre farm.  Gulletsville
could see what appeared to be a gray
notch on the side of the mountpin, from
which a thin stream of blue smoke
tlowed upward and melted in the blue
of the sky, and this was about all that
could be seen. Gullettsville had the ad-
vantage in this, that it was the county-
seat. A country-road, straggling in from
the woods, straggled around a barn-like
strueture called the court-house, and then
straggled off' to some other remote and
lonely settlement.

Upon rare occasions Teague made his
appearance on this straggling street, and
bought his dram and paid his thrip for
it; but, in a general way, if Gullettsville
wanted to see him, it had to search else-
where than on the straggling street. By
knocking the sheriff of the county over
the head with a chair, and putting a
bullet through a saloon-keeper who
bullied everybody, Poteet won the repu-
tation of being a man of marked shrewd-
ness and common-sense, and Gullettsville
was proud of him, in a measure. But
he never liked Gullettsville, He wore o
wool hat, a homespun shirt, jeans panta-
loons, anu cotton suspenders, and he
never could bring himself into thorough
harmony with the young men who wore
ready-made elothes, starched shirts, and
beaver hats; nor was his ideal of female
beauty reached by the village belles,
with their roach-combs, their red and yel-
low ribbons, and their enormous flounces.
In the mountains, he was to the manner
born; in the village, he was keenly alive
to the presence and pressure of the ex-
clusiveness that is the basis of all society,
good, bad, or indifferent; and it stirred
his venom. His revolt was less pro-
nounced and less important than that of
his ancestors; but it was a revolt. Ger-
ard Petit left France, and Teague Po-
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teet remained away from Gullettsville.
Otherwise there was scarcely a trace of
his lincage about him, and 1t is a ques-
tion whether he inherited this trait from
France or from the Euphrates—trowm
Gerard or from Adam.

But he did not become a hermit by
any means. The younyg men of Gulletts-
ville made Sunday excursions to his
farm, and he was pleased to treat them
with great deference. Moreover, he be-
gan to go upon little journeys of his
own across Sugar Valley. He made no
mystery of his intentions; but onegday
there was considerable astonishment
when he rode into Gullettsville on horse-
back, with Puss Pringle behind him, and
informed the proper authorities of his
desire to make her Mrs. Puss Poteet.
Miss Pringle was not a handsome wo-
man, but she was a fair representative
of that portion of the race that has pois-
oned whole generations by improving
the frying-pan and perpetuating “fatty
bread.” The impression she made upon
those who saw her for the first time was
one of lank flatness—to convcy a vivid
idea rather clumsily. But she was
neither lank nor flat. The total absence
of all attempts at artificial ornamenta-
tion gave the future Mrs. Poteet an ap-
pearance of forlorn shiftlessness that was
not even slightly justified by the facts.
She was a woman past the heyday of
youth, but of considerable energy, and
possessed of keen powers of observation.
What ever was feminine about her was of
that primative variety which may be de-
pended upon to tell the story of whole
generations of narrow, toilsome, and
unprofitable lives.

There was one incident connected with
Miss Pringle’s antenuptial ride that
rather intensified the contempt which
the Mountain entertained for the Valley.
As she jogged town the street, clinging
confidently, if not comfortably, to Teague
Poteet’s suspenders, two young ladies of
Gullettsville chanced to bo passing along.
They walked slowly, their arms twined
about each other’s waists. They wore
white muslin dresses, and straw hats
with wide and jaunty brims, and the
loose ends of gay ribbons fluttered about
them. These young ladies, fresh from

school, and no doubt full of vainglory,
greeted the bridal procession with a little
explosion of giggles, und when Puss
Pringle pushed back her gingham sun-
bonmnet and innocently gazed upon them,
they turned up their noses, snitfed the
air scornfully, and made such demon-
strations as no feminine mind, however
ignorant in other directions, could fail to
interpret.

Miss Pringle had not learned the art
of tossing the head and snitling the air,
but she half closed her eyes, and gave
the young ladies a look that mcant
something wore than scorn. She said
nothing to Teague, for she was in hopes
that he had not observed the tantrums
of the school-girls.

As for Teague, he saw the whole affair,
and was cut to the quick. In addition
to the latent pride of his class, he inher-
ited the sensitiveness of his ancestors,
but, turning his eyes neither to the right
nor to the left, he jogged along to the
wedding. He carried his wife home,
and thereafter avoided Gullettsville.
When he was compelled to buy coffee
and sugar, or other necessary luxuries,
he rode forty miles across the mountaing
to, Villa Ray.

He had been married a year or more
when, one afternoon, he was compelled
to ride down to Gullettsville under whip
and spur for a doctor. There was a
good deal of confused activity in the
town. Old men and young boys were
stirring around with blue cockades in
their hats, and the women wore blue
rosettes on their bosoms. Three negroes
in uniform—a contribution from the
nearest railroad town—were parading
up and down the straggling street with
fife and drums, and a number of men
were planting a flag-pole in front of the
Court-house.

No conscientious historian can afford
to ignore a coincidence, and it so hap-

ened that upon the very day that
Teague Poteet’s wife presented him with
the puzzle of a daughter, Fate presented
his countrymen with the problem of
war. That night, sitting in the door of
his house and smokinén%is pipe, Teague
witnessed other developments of the co-
incidence. In the next room, the baby-
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girl squalled moest persistently; down in
the valley the premonitions of war made
themselves heard through the narrow
throal, of a small ecannon which, until
then, had been used only to celebrate
the Fourth of July.

The noise of a horse’s hoofs roused
Teague’s hounds, and some one called
out from the road:

“Hello, Poteet!”

“Ah-yil”

- “You hearn the racket?”

“My gal-baby keeps up sich a holler-
in’ I can't hear my own years.”

“Oh?”

“You better b’live! Nine hours ole,
an’ mighty peart. What’s them Rester-
crats in the valley cuttin’ up the’r scol-
lops fer?”

“Whoopin’ up seseysion.  Sou’ Ca’liny
done plum gone out, an’ Georgy a-
gwine.”

Teague Poteet blew a long, thin cloud
of home-made tobacco-smoke heaven-
ward, leaned back heavily in his chair,
and replied:

“Them air Restercrats kin go wher’
they dang please; I'm gwine to stay
right slam-bang in the United States.”

There was a little pause, as if the man
on horseback was considering the mat-
ter. Then the response came:

“Here'’s at you!”

“Can’t you light?” asked Poteet.

“Not now,” said the other; “I'll git on
furder.”

The man on horseback rode on across
the mountains to his home. Another
mountaineer, seeing the rockets and
hearing the sound of the cannon, came
down to Poteet’s for information. He
leaned over the brush-fence.

“What’s up, Teague?”

“Gal-baby; reg’lar surbinder.”

“Shoo! won’t my ole ’oman holler!
What's up down yan?”

“Them dad-blasted Restercrats a seced-
in’ out’n the United States.”

“They say theyer airter savin’ of the’r
niggers,” said the man at the fence.

“Well, I hain’t got none, and I hain’t a
wantin’ none; an’ it heint been ten min-
nits sense I ups an’ says to Dave High-
tower, T ‘the United States is big
enough for me.””

“Now you er makin’ the bark fly,”
said the man at the fence.

During the night other men came
down the mountain as far as Poteet’s,
and always with the same result.

The night broadened into day, and
other days and nights followed. In the
valley, the people had their problem of
war, and on the mountain, Teague Po-
teet had the puzzle of his daughter. One
was full of doubt and terror, and the
other was full of the pleasures of peace.
As the tide of war surged nearer and
nearer, and the demand for reeruits be-
came clamorous, the people of the valley
bethought them of the gaunt but sturdy
men who lived on the mountain. A, con-
script officer, representing the necessities
of a new government, made a journey
thither—a little journey full of author-
ity and consequence. As he failed to
resurn, another officer, similarly equip-
ped and commissioned, rode forth and
disappeared, and then another and
another; and it was not until a little
search expedition had been fitted out
that the Confederates discovered that
the fastnesses of Hog Mountain concealed
a strong and dangerous organization of
Union men. There was a good deal of
indignation in the valley when this state
of affairs became known. and there was
some talk of organizing a force for the
purpose of driving the mountaineers
away from their homes. But somehow
the Valley never made up its mind to
attack the mountain, and, upon such
comfortable terms as these, the Moun-
tain was very glad to let the valley
alone.

After while the Valley had larger
troubles to contend with. Gullettsville
became in some measure a strategic
point, and the left wing of one army
and the right wing of the other maneu-
vered for possession. The left wing
finally gave way, and the right wing
marched in and camped round about, in-
troducing to the distracted inhabitants
General Tecumseh Sherman and some
of his lieutenants. The right wing had
learned that a number of Union men
were concealed on the mountain, and one
or two little excursion parties were made
up for the purpose of forming their ac-
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quaintance. These excursions were suc-
cessful to this extent, that some of the
members thereof returned to the friendly
shelter of the right wing with builet-
" holes in them, justly feeling that they
had been outraged. The truth is, the
Poteets, and the Pringles, and the High-
towers of Hog Mountain had their own
notion of what constituted Union men.
They desired to stay in the United States
on their own terms. If nobody pestered
thew, they pestered nobody.

Meanwhile, Teague Poteet’s baliy had
grown to be a thumping girl, and hardly
a day passed that she did not accom-
pany her father in his excursions. When
the contending armies came in sight,
Teague and his comrades spent a good
deal of their time in watching them.
Fach force passed around an elbow of
the mountain, covering a distance of
nearly sixty miles, and thus for days
and weeks this portentous panorama was
spread out before these silent watchers.
Surely never before did a little girl have
two armies for her playthings. The
child saw the movements of the soldiers,
the glitter of the array, and the waving
of the banners; she heard the dull thun-
der of the cannon, and the sharp rattle
of the musketry. When the sun went
down, and the camp-fires shone out, it
seemed that ten thousand stars had
fallen at her feet, and sometimes sweet
strains of music stole upward on the
wings of the night, and slipped heaven-
ward through the sighing pines.

The gray columns swung right and
left, and slowly fell back; the blue
columns swayed right and left, and
slowly pressed forward—sometimes be-
neath clouds of sulphurous smoke, some-
times beneath heavy mists of rain, some-
times in bright sunshine. They swung
and swayed slowly out of sight, and Hog
Mountain and Gullettsville were left at
peace.

The child grew and thrived. In the
midst of a gaunt and sallow generation,
she shone radiantly beautiful. In some
mysterious way, she inherited the beauty,
and grace, and refinement of a French-
woman. Merely as a phenomenon, she
ought to have reminded Teague of his
name and lineage; but Teague had other

matters to think of. “Sis aint no dirt-
cater,” he used to suy, and to this extent
he would eommit himself, his surround-
ings 1 _..ag developed in him that curi-
ous excess of caution and reserve which
characterizes his class.

As fur Puss Poteet, she sat and rocked
herself and rubbed snuff, and regarded
her daughter as one of the profound
mysteries. She was in a state of per-
petual bewilderment and surprise, equal-
ed only by her apparent indifference.
She allowed herself to be hustled around
by Sis without serious protest, and sub-
mitted, as Teague did, to the new order
of things as quietly as possible.

Meanwhile, the people in the valley
were engaged in adjusting themselves to
the changed condition of affairs. The
war was over, but it had left some deep
scars here and there, and those who had
engaged in it gave their attention to
healing these—a troublesome and inter-
minable task, be it said, which by no
means kept pace with the impatience of
the victors, whipped into fury by the
subtile but ignoble art of the politician.
There was no lack of despair in the val-
ley, but out of it all prosperity grew,
and the promise of a most remarkable
future, Behind the confusion of politics
of one sort and another, the spirit of
Progress rose and shook her ambitious
wings.

Something of all this must have made
itself felt on the mountain, for one day
Teague Poteet pushed his wide-brimmed
wool hat from over his eyes, with an
air of astonishment. Puss had just
touched upon a very important matter.

“Y reckon in reason,” she said, “we
oughter pack Sis off to school some’rs.

“Haint you larnt her how to read an’
write an’ cipher?” asked Teague.

“I started in,” said Mrs. Poteet, “but,
Lord! I haint more’n opened a book tell
she know’d more'n I dast to know ef I
wuz gwine to die fer it. Hit'll take
somebody lots smarter'n strongern me.”

Teague laughed and then relapsed into
seriousness. After while he called Sis.
The girl came running in, her dark eyes
flashing, her black %air bewitchingly
tangled, and her cheeks flushing with a
color hitherto unknown to the mountain.
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“What now, pap?”

“1 wuz thes a-thinkin’ ef maybe you
oughtn't be bresh up an’ start to school
down in Gullettsville.”

“Oh, pap!” the girl exelaimed, elap-
ping her hands with delight.  She was
about to spring upon Teague and give
him a severe hugging, when suddenly
her arms dropped to her side, the tlush
died out of her face, and she Hopped
herself down upon a chair.  Teague paid
no attention to this.

“Yes, siree,” he continued, as if pur-
suing a well developed line of argument;
“when a gal gets ez big ez you is, she
haint got no business to be a-gwine a-
whoopin’ an’ a-hollerin’ an’ a-rautin’ an’
a-rompin’ acrost the face of the yeth,
The time’s done come when they oughter
be tuck up an’ made a lady out’n;an’
the nighest way is to sen’ 'em to school.
That's whar yous a-gwine—down to Gul-
lettsville to school.”

“I shant, an’ I wont—I wont, I wont,
I wont!” exclaimed Sis, clinching her
hands and stamping her feet. “I'll die
first.”

Teague had never seen her so excited.

“Why, what's the matrer, Sis?” he
asked, with unfeigned concern.

Sis gave him a withering look.

“Pap, do you reckon Im fool enough
to traipse down to Gulletusville an’ mix
with them people, wearin’ cloze like
these? Do you reckon I'm fool enough
to make myself the laughin’-stock for
them folks?”

Teague Poteet was not a learned man,
but he was shrewd enough to see that
the mountain had a new problem to
solve. He took down his rifle, whistled
up his dogs, and tramped sky-ward. As
he passed out through his horse-lot, a
cap and worm of a whisky-still lying in
the corner of the fence attracted his
attention. He paused and turned the
apparatus over with his foot. It was
old and somewhat battered.

“T'll thes about take you,” said Teague,
with a chuckle, “an’ set up a calico-fac-
tory. Tl heat you up an’ make you
spin silk an’ split it into ribbens.”

It was a case of civilization or no civil-
izarion, and there is nothing more notor-
ious in history—nothing more mysteri-

ous—than the fact that civilization is
not over-nice in the choice of her hand-
maidens.  One day it is war, another it
is slavery.  Every step in the advance-
ment of the human race has a paradox
of some kind as a basis. In the case of
Sis Poteet, it was whisky.

Teague got his still together and
planted it in a nice cool place, where it
could be reached only by a narrow foot-
path. He had set up a still immediately
after the war, but it had been promptly
broken up by the revenue officers. Upon
this occasion, therefore, he made elabor-
ate preparations to guard against sur-
prise and detection, and these prepara-
ations bore considerable fruit in the way
of illicit whisky; the ultimate result of
which was that Sis went to school in
Gullettsville, and becamme the belle of
the town.

The breath of the mountain was heav-
ily charged with whisky, and the Gov-
ernment got a whiff’ of it, Word was
sent to Washington, and there was imuch
writing and consultation by mail, and
some telegraphing. The officials—mar-
shal, deputy marshals, and eollector—
were mostly men from a distance,
brought hither on the tide of war, who
Lad no personal interest in judging the
situation. Naturally enough, the power
with which they were invested was
neither discreetly nor sympathetically
exercised. They represented the Gov-
ernment, which they were taught to be-
lieve by the small men above them, was
still at war with every condition and
belief in Georgia.

Down in the valley they domineered
with impunity, and one fine morning a
posse, armed with carbines, rode up the
mountain, laughing, talking, and rattling
their gear as gaily as a detachment of
cuirassiers parading under the protection
of friendly guns. The mountain was
inhospitable, for when they rode down
again, a few hours afterward, three sad-
dles were empty, and the survivors had
a terrible story to tell of an attack by an
unseen foe.

By the time the story of this fight
with the illicit distillers reached Wash-
ington, the details were considerably en-
larged. The commissioner was informed
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. by the marshal that a detail of deputy
marshals had attempted to seize a still,
and were driven back by an overpowering
force. The correspondents at the Capitol
still further enlarged the details, and the
affair finally went into history as “A
New Phase of the Rebellion”  This
was the natural outgrowth of the con-
fusion of that period; for how should
the careless deputy marshals, thinking
only of the sectionalisin-that lit up the
smouldering ruins of war, know that
Moonshiners were Union men and Re-
publicans?

While the Government was endeavor-
ing to invent some plan for the capture
of the Moonshiners, Sis Poteet was grow-
ing lovelier and lovelier every day ~ She
was & great favorite with the teachers of
the academy and with everybody. As
a general thing she avoided the public
square when riding to and from the
school, but it was hats off with all the
men when she did go clattering down
the street, and some of the romantic dry-
goods clerks sent their sighs after her.
Sighs are frequently very effective with
school-girls, but those that followed Sis
Poteet fell short and were wasted on the
air; and she continued to ride from the
mountain to the valley, and from the
valley to the mountain in profound ig-
norance of the daily sensation she created
among the young men of Gullettsville,
to whom her fine figure, her graceful
ways, and her thrillingly beautiful face
were the various manifestations of a
wonderful revelation.

Naturally enough, the Government
took no account of Sis Poteet. The com-
missioner at Washington conferred with
the marshal for Georgia by mail, and
begged him to exert himself to the ut-
most to break up the business of illicit
distilling in the Hog Mountain Range.
In view of an important election about
to be held in some doubtful State in the
North or West, the worthy commisioner
at Washington even suggested the pro-
priety of another raid, to be made up of
deputy marshals and a detachment of
men from the Atlanta garrison. But
the marshal for Georgia did not fall in
with this suggestion. He was of the
opinion that if a raid was to be made at

all it should not be made blindly, and he
fortified his opinion with such an array
of facts and arguments that the Bureau
finally left the whole matter to his dis-
cretion.

Early one morning, in the summer of
1879, a stranger on horseback rode up
the straggling red road that formed the
prineipal business thoroughfare of Gul-
lettsville and made his way toward the
establishment known as the Gullettsville
Hotel. The chief advertisement of the
hotel was the lack of one. A tall, worm-
caten past stood in front of the building,
but the frame in which the sign nad
hung was empty. This post, with its
empty frame, was as significant as the
art of blazonry could have made it. At
any rate, the stranger on horseback—a
young man--pressed forward without
hesitation. The proprietor himself, Lem-
uel Pleasants, was standing upon the low
piazza as the young man rode up. The
squire wore neither coat nor hat. His
thumbs were caught behind his sus-
penders, giving him an air of ease or of
defiance, as one might choose to inter-
pret, and his jaws were engaged in
mashing into shape the first quid of the
morning.

As the young man reined up his
horse at the door, Squire Pleasants step-
ped briskly inside and pulled a string
which communicated with a bell some-
where in the back-yard.

“This is the Gullettsville Hotel, is it
not?” the voung man asked.

“Well, sir,” responded the squire, rub-
bing his hands together, “sence you push
me so clos’t, I'll not deny that this here’s
the tavern. Some calls it the hotel,
some calls it the Pleasants House, some
one thing, an’ some ancther, but as for
me, I says to all, says I, ‘boys it’s a plain
tavern.” In Fergeenis, sir, in my young
days, they want nothin’ better than a
tavern. ’Light, sir, light,” continued the
hospitable squire, as a tow-headed stable-
boy tumbled out at the door in response
to the bell; “drap right down an’ come
in.”

The young man followed the landlord
into a bare little office, where he was
given to understand in plain terms that
people who stopped with Squire Pleas-
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ants were expected to make themselves
completely at home. With a pen upon
which the ink had been dry for many a
day the young man inseribed his name
on a thin and dirty register—-“Phillip
Woodward, Clinton, Georgia”; where-
upon the squiire, with unnecessary and
laborious foxmaht) assigned Mr. Wood-
ward to a room.

Judging from appearance, the United
States Marshal for Georgia had not gone
astray in selecting Woodward to carry
out the delicate mission of arranging for
a successful raid upon Hog Mountain.
Lacking any distinguishing trait of ve-
hnement or culturo his composure sug-
gested the possession of that nocessu)
information which is the result of con-
tact with the world and its inhabitants.
He had that large air of ease and tran-
quility which is born of association, and
which represents one of the prime ele-
ments of the curious quality we call per-
sonal magnetism. He was ready-witted,
and full of the spirit of adventure. He
was the owner of the title to a land-lot
somewhere in the neighborhood of Hog
Mountain, and this land-lot was all that
remained of an inheritance that had been
swept away by the war. There wasa
tradition—perhaps only a ramor—among
the Woodwards that the Hog Mountain
land-lot covered a vein of (Yold and to
mvestlgate this was part of the young
man’s business in Gullettsville; entirely
subordinate, however, to his declre to
earn the salary attached to his position.

The presence of a stranger in the hos-
pitable tavern of Squue Pleasants at-
tracted the attention of the old and
young men of leisure, and the most of
them gathered upon the long, rarrow
piazza to discuss the matter.  Uncle
Jimmy Wright, the sage of the village,
had inspected the name on the re, ister
and approved of it. He had heard of it
before, and he proceeded to give a long
and rambling account of whole genera-
tions of Woyodwards. Jake Cohen, a
peddler, who with marvelous taet, had
fitted himself to the conditions of life
and society in the mountains, and who
was supposed to have some sort of con-
nection with the traffic in “blockade”
whisky, gave some reminiscences of a

family of Woodwards in Ohio. Tip-
Watson, who had a large local reputa-
tion for humor, gravely inquired of
Squire Pleasants if the new-comer hed
left any message for him.

Doubtless the squire, or some one else,
would have attempted a facetious reply
to Mr. Watson; but just then a tall,
gaunt, gray-haired, grizzly-bearded man
stepped upon the piazza, and saluted the
little gathering with an awkward wave
of the hand. The not unkindly expres-
sion of his face was curiously heightened
(or deepened) by the alertness of his
eyes, which® had the quizzical restless-
ness we sometimes see in the eyes of
birds or animals. It was Teague Poteet,
and the greetings he received were of
the most eftfusive character.

“ Howdy, boys, howdy !” he said, in re-
sponse to the chorus. “ They haint airy
one er you gents kin split up a twenty-
dcllar ehunk er greenbacks, 1s they ¢

Tip Watson made a pretense of falling
in a chair and fainting, Lut he immed-
iately recovered, and said in a sepulchral
whisper :

“Ef you find anybody dead, an’ they
aint got no twenty-dollar Lill on their
person, don’t come a-knockin’ at my
door. Lord! he continued, “look at
Cohen’s upper lip a-tremblin’.  He wants
to take that bill out somewheres an’ hang
it on a clothes-line.”

“Ow ! exclaimed Cohen, “yoost lizzen
at date man! Date Teep Vatsen, he so
foony as allt tem utter peoples put ter-
getter.  Vait, Teague, vait! I chanche
date pill right avay, terreckerly.”

But Teatrm was absorbed in some in-
formation which Squire Pleasants was
giving him.

“He don’t favor the gang,” the squire
was saying, with emphasis, “an’ I'll be
boun’ he aint much mixed up wi’ ’em.
He’s another cut. Oh, they aint a-fool-
in’ me this season of the year,” he contin-
ued, as Teague Poteet shook his head
doubtfully; “he aint mustered out'n my
mind  yit, not by a dad-blamed sight.
Im jest a-tellin’ of you; he looks spry,
an’ he aint no sneak—TIll swar to that'
on the stan’”

“Well. T tell you, square,” responded
Teague, dryly, T haint never seed peo-
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ple too purty to pester yuther folks; an’
I reckon you aint nuther,is you ?”

“ No,” said Squire Pleasants, his ex-
perxence appealed to instead of his Jjudg-
ment ; “no, I aint, that’s a fact; but
some folks youer b]cwe to take on trus.”

Further comment on the part of Po-
teet and the others was arrested by the
appearance of Woodward, who came out
of his room, walked rapidly down the
narrow hallway and out upon the piazza.
He was bare-headed, his hands were full
of papers, and he had the air of a man
of business. The younger men who had
gathered around Squne Pleasants and
'Ica(rue Poteet fell back loungingly as
Woodward came forward with just the
faintest perplexed smile.

“ Judge Pleasants,” he said, “ I'm terri-
bly mixed up, and Tl have to ask you
to unmix me.

The squire cleared his throat, adjusted
his spectacles, and qtmwhtened himself
in his chair. The title of J udge, and the
easy air of deference with which it was
bestowed. gave him an entirely new idea
of his own Importance. He frowned
Ju(h(:lally as he laid his hand upon the

apers.

“ Well, sir,” said he, “I'm gettin’ ole,
an’ I reckon I aint much, nohow ; 'm
sorter like the gray colt that tried to
climb in the shucl\pen-I m weak, bub
willin’.  Ef you'll jest whirl in an’ make
indication whar’in I can he’p, I'll do the
best I kin.”

“I've come up here to look after a lot
of land,” said Woodward. “It is de-
scribed here as lot No. 18, 876th district,
Georgia Militia, part of land lot No. 11,
in l‘ugaloa former]y Towaliga County.
Here is a plat of Hog Mountan but
somehow 1 can’t locate the lot.”

The squire took the papers and began
to examine them with painful partlcular
ity.

“That ‘ar lot,” said Teague Poteet,
after awhile, “is the old Mathis lot. The
]me runs right acrost my simblin’ patch,
an’ backs up ag'in’ my hoss- st.xhle"

“ Tooby shorc—m()b\ shore?” ex-
claimed the squire.  “Tut-tut ! What am
I doiw’'? My mind is drappin’ loose like
seed-ticks from a shumake bush. Tooby
shore, it’s the Mathis lot. Mr. Wooderd,

Mr. Poteet—Mr. Potect—Mr. Woodetd;
let me make you interduced, gents.”

Mr. Woodward shook hands gracefully
and cordially—Poteet awkwmdly and a
tritle suspiciously.

“It seems to me, Mr. Potect,” said
Woodward, “ that I have seen your name
in the papers somewhere.”

“ Likely,” replied Poteet ; “they uv bin
a mighty sight er printin’ gwine on sence
the war, so I've heern tell  Ef you'd a
drapped in at Atlanty, you mought er
seed my name mixt up in a warrant.”

“How is that 7 Woodward asked.

“Bekaze I bin a-bossin’ my own af-
fa'rs.”

Poteet had straightened himself up,
and he looked at Woodward with a
steadiness which the other did not mis-
understand. It was a look which said,
“If you've got that warrant in your
pocket, it wont be safe to pull it out in
these diggin’s.”

Squire “Pleasants recognized the chal-
lenge that made itself heard in Teague
Poteet’s voice.

“Yes, yes,” he said, in a cheerful tone,
“our folks is seen some mighty quare
doin’s sence the war ; but times is a-get-
tin’ a long ways better now.”

“Better, hell I” exclaimed Sid Parma-
lee.

What he would have said further, no
one can know, for the voluminous voice
of Cohen broke in:

“ Tlook ow-ut, t'ere, Sid ! tlook ow-ut!
t’'at pad man kedge you!”

This remarkable adinonition was re-
ceived with a shout of laughter. Good
humor was restored, and it was increased
when Woodward, shortly afterward,
drinking with the boys at Nix’s saloon,
called for three fingers of Mountain Dew,
and washed it down with the statement
that it tasted just as nice as liquor that
had been stamped by the Government.
In short, Woodward displayed such tact
and entered with such heartiness into
the spirit of the people around him that
he disarmed the trained suspicions of a
naturally suspicious community. Per-
haps this statement should be qualified.
Undoubtedly the marshal, could he have
made a personal inspection of Woodward
and his surroundings, would have praised
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his subordinate’s tact. The truth is,
while he had disarmed their suspicions,
he bad failed utterly to gain their confi-
dence.

With a general as well as a particular
interest in the direction of Hoo Moun-
tain, it was natural that Deputy Marshal
Woodward should meet or overtake Miss
Poteet as she rode back and forth be-
tween Gullettsville and the gray notch
in the mountain known as Poteet’s. It
was natural, too, that he should take
advantage of the social informalities of
the section and make her acquaintance.
It was an acquaintance in which Wood-
ward and, presumably, the young lady
herself, became very much interested ; so
that the spectacle of this attractive couple
galloping along together over the red
road that connected the valley with the
mountain came to be a familiar one.
And its effect upon those who paused to
take note of it was not greatly different
from the effect of such spectacles in other
sections. Some looked wise and shook
their heads sorrowfully; some smiled
and looked kindly, and sent all manner
of good wishes after the young people.
But, whether they galloped down the
mountain in the fresh hours of the morn-
ing, or rambled up its dark slope in the
dusk of the evening, neither Woodward
nor Sis Poteet gave a thought to the pre-
dictions of spite, or to the prophecies of
friendliness.

The mountain girl was a surprise to
Woodward. She had improved her few
opportunities to the utmost. Such in-
formation as the Gullettsville Academy
afforded she relished and absorbed, so
that her education was thorough as far
as it went. Neither her conversation
nor her manners would have attracted
special attention in a company of fairly
bright young girls, but she formed a re-
freshing contrast to the social destitution
of the mountain region.

Beyond this, her personality was cer-
tainly wore attractive than that of most
women, being based upon an independ-
ence which knew absolutely nothing of
the thousand and one vexatious little
aspirations that arc essential to whsat is
called social success. Unlike the typical
American girl, whose sweetly severe

portraits smile serenely at us from the
canvas of contemporary fiction, Miss
Poteet would have been far from equal
to the task of meeting all the require-
ments of perfectly organized soclety ;
but she could scarcely have been placed
in a position in which her natural bright-
ness and vivacity would not have attract-
ed attention.

At any rate, the indefinable charm of
her presence, her piquancy, and her
beauty was a perpetual challenge to the
adiration of Deputy Marshal Wood-
ward. It pursued him in his dreams
and made him uncomfortable in his wak-
ing hours, so much so, indeed, that his
duties as a revenue officer, perplexing at
best, beeame a burden to him.

In point of fact, this lively young lady
was the unforscen quantity in the prob-
lem which Woodward had been em-
ployed to solve; and, between his rela-
tions to the Government and his interest
in Sis Poteet, he found himself involved
in an awkward predicament. Perhaps
the main features of this predicament,
badly presented, would have been more
puzzling to the authorities at Washing-
ton than they were to Woodward ; but
it is fair to the young man to say that
he did not mistake the fact that the
Moonshiner had a daughter for an argu-
ment in favor of illicit distilling, albeit
the temptation to do so gave hun con-
<iderable anxiety.

In the midst of his perplexity, Deputy
Marshal Woodward concluded that it
would be better for the Government, and
better for his own peace of mind, if he
allowed Sis Poteet to ride home without
an escort; and for several days he left
her severely alone, while he attended wo
his duties, as became a young fellow of
fair business habits.

But one aftcrnoon, as he sat on the
piazza of the hotel nursing his confusion
and discontent, Sis Poteet rode by. It
was a tantalizing vision, though a fleet-
ing one. It seemed to be merely the
flash of a red feather, the wave of a
white hand, to which Woodward lifted
his hat ; but these were sufficient. The
red feather nodded gayly to him, the
white hand invited. His horse stood
necar, and in a few moments he was gal-
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loping toward the mountain with the
Moonsk:ner’s daughter.

When the night fell at Teague Poteet’s
on this particular evening, it found a
fiddle going. The boys and girls of the
mountain, to the number of a dozen or
more, had gathered for a frolic—a frolic
that shook the foundations of Poteet’s
castle,and aroused echoes familiar enough
to the good souls who are fond of the
cotillion in its primitive shape. The old
folks who had accompanied the young-
sters sab in the kitchen with Teague and
his wife, and here Woodward also sat,
listening with interest to the gossip of
what seemed to be a remote era—the
war and the period preceding it.

The activity of Sis Poteet found ample
scope, and, whether lingering for a mo-
ment at her father’s side like a bird
poised in flight, or moving lightly through
the figures of the cotillion, she never
appeared to better advantage.

Toward midnight, when the frolic was
at height, an unexpected visitor an-
nounced himself. It was Uncle Jack
Norris, who lived on the far side of the
mountain. The fiddler waved his bow
at Uncle Jake, and the boys and girls
cried “Howdy,” as the visitor stood
Leaming and swiling in the door-way.
To these demonstrations Uncle Jack, “a
chunkof awhite man with a wholeheart,”
as he deseribed himself, made cordial
respons: ., and passed on into the kitchen.
The good humor of Mr. Norris was as
prominent as his rotundity. When he
was not laughing, he was rcady to laugh.
He seated himself, looked around at the
company, and smiled.

“It’s a long pull betwixt this an’ At-
lanty,” he said after awhile; “ it is that,
certain an’ shore, an’ I haint smelt of the
jug sense I lef’ ther. Pull ’er out,
Teague—pull ‘er out.”

The jug was forthcoming.

“Now, then,” continued Uncle Jake,
removing the corn-cob stopper, “this
looks like home, sweet home, ez I may
sey. It does, certain an’ shore. None
tojineme? Well, well! Timeschange
an’ change, but the jug is company for
one. So be it. Ez St. Paul says, cleave
nigh unto that which is good. T'm fore-
swore not to feel lonesome tell I go to

the gallows. Friends! you uv got my
good wishes, one an’ all”

“ What's a gwine on ?” asked Poteet.

“The same,” responded Uncle Jake,
after swallowing his dram. “ Allers the
same. Wickedness prevails well-nigh
unto hit’s own justification. 1 uv seed
sights! You all know the divers beset-
tings wher'by Jackson Ricks wuz took
off this season gone--murdered, I may
say, in the teeth of the law, an’ good
govunment. Sirs! I sot by an’ seed his
besetters go seotch-free.”

“AhY '

The exclamation came trom Teague
Potect.

“Yes, sirs! yes, friends ! continued
Uncle Jake, closing his eyes and tilting
his chair back “ Evenso. Nuther does
I boast ez becometh the fibble-minded.
They hurried an’ skurried me forth an’
hence, to mount upon the witness stan’
an’ relate the deed. No deniance did I
make. Ez St. Paul says, sin, takin’ oc-
casion by the commandment, worked in
we all manner of conspicuessence. 1 told
‘'em what these here eyes had seed.

“They errayed me before jedge an’
jury,” Uncle Jake went on, patting the
Jug affectionately, “an’ I bowed my how-
dies. ‘Gentermun friends,’ sI, ‘foller
me clos’t, bekase I'm a-givin’ you but
the truth, stupendous though it be. Ef
you thes but name the word, s'I, ‘Tli
take an’ lay my han’ upon the men that
done this uprighteousness, for they stan’
no furder than yon’ piller’, sI. ¢ Them
men, s'I, ‘surroundered the house of
Jackson Ricks, gentermun friends, he
bein’ s member of Friendship Church,
an’ called im forth wi’ the ashoreance of
Satan an’ the intents of evil, ’T; an’ ole
en decrippled ez he wuz, they shot 'im
down—them men at yon’ piller,’ s'I, “ ere
he could but raise his tremblin’ han’ in
supplication ; an’ the boldest of 'em’ dast
not to face me here an’ say nay, s'I”

“ An’ they uv cler’d the men what kilt
pore Jackson Ricks !” said Teague, rub-
bing his grizzled chin.

“Ez clean an’ ez cle’r ez the pa’'m er
my han’,” replied Uncle Jake, with em-

hasis

The fiddle in the next room screamed
forth a jig, and the tireless feet of the
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dancers kept time, but there was pro-
found silence among those in the kitchen.
Uncle Jake took advantage of this pause
to renew his acquaintance with the jug.

Deputy Marshal Woodward knew of
the killing of Jackson Ricks ; that is to
say, he was familiar with the version of
the affair which had been depended upon
to relieve the revenue officers of the
responsibility of downright murder ; but
he was convinced that the story told by
Uncle Jake Norris was nearer the truth.

As the young man rode down the
mountain, leaving the fiddle and the
dancers to carry the frolic into the gray
dawn, he pictured to himself the results
of the raid that he would be expected to
lead against Hog Mountain—-the rush
upon Poteet’s, the shooting of the old
Moonshiner, and the spectacle of the
daughter wringing her hands and weep-
ing wildly. He rode down the mountain,
and, before the sun rose, he had written
and mailed hisresignation. Ina private
note to the marshal, inclosed with this
document, he briefly but clearly set forth
the fact that, while illiciv distilling was
as unlawful as ever, the man who loved a
Moonshiner’s daughter was not a proper
instrument to aid in its suppression.

But his letter failed to have the effect
he desired, and in a few weeks he re-
ceived a communication from Atlanta
setting forth the fact that a raid had
been determined upon.

Meantime, while events were develop-
ing, some of the old women of Hog
Mountain Range had begun to manifest
a sort of motherly interest in the affairs
of Woodward and Sis Poteet. These
women, living miles apart on the moun-
tain and its spurs, had a habit of “ pick-
ing up their work ” and spending the
day with each other. Upon one occasion
it chanced that Mrs. Sue Parmalee and
Mrs. Puritha Hightower rode ten miles
to visit Mrs. Puss Poteet.

“Don’t lay the blame of it onter me,
Puss,” exclaimed Mrs. Hightower,—her
shrill, thin voice in queer contrast with
her fat and jovial appearance; *don’t
you lay the blame onter me. Dave, he’s
been a-complainin’ bekase they wa'n’t no
salsody in the house, an’ I rid over to
Sue’s to borrow some. Airter I got ther’,

Sue sez, se’ she: < Yees us pick up an’
go an’ light in on Puss,” se’ she, ‘an’ fine
out sumpm’ nuther that’s a-gwine on
‘'mongst folks,” se’ she.”

“Yes, lay it 2!l onter me,” said Mrs.
Parmalee, luoking over her spectacles at
Mrs. Poteet; “I sez to Purithy, s I,
‘Purithy, yess go down an’ see Puss,’ 8’1
‘maybe we'll git a glimpse er that air
new chap with the slick h’ar. Sid’ll be
a-peggin’ out airter awhile, s’ I, “an’ ef
the new chap’s ez purty ez I hear tell,
maybe I'll set my cap fer 'im, s’ L”

At this fat Mrs. Puritha Hightower
was compelled to lean on frail Mrs. Puss
Poteet, so heartily did she laugh.

“I declar’,” she exclaimed, “ef Sue
haint a sight ! I'm mighty nigh outdone.
She’s thes bin a-gwine on that a-way all
the time, an’ I bin that tickled tell a
little more an’ I'd a drapped on the
groun’. How's all ?”

“ My goodness!” exclaimed Mrs. Po-
teet. “I hope you all know me too well
to be a-stan’in’ out there makin’ excuse.
Come right along in, an’ take off your

things, an’ ketch your win’. Sis is home
to-day.”

“Well, I'm monstus glad,” said Mrs.
Hightower. “Sis useter think the

world an’ all er e when she was a slip
of a gal, but I reckon she’s took on town
ways, haint she ?  Hit aint nothin’ but
natchul.”

“Sis is proud enough for to hol’ ’er
head high,” Mrs. Parmalee explained,
“ but she haint a bit stuck up.”

“Well, I let you know,” exclaimed
Mzs. Hightower, untying her bonnet and
taking off her shawl, “I let you know,
here’s what wouldn’t be sot back by
nothin’ ef she had Sis’s chances. In
about the las’ word pore maw spoke on
‘er dying bed, she call me to ’er an’ sez,
se’ she, ‘Purithy Emma,’ se’ she, ‘ you
hol’ your head high ; don’t you bat your
eyes to please none of ‘em,’ se’ she.”

“I reckon in reason I oughter be
thankful that Sis aint no wuss,” said
Mrs. Poteet, walking around with aim-
less hospitality ; < yit that chile’s temper
is powerful tryin’, an’ Teague ackshully
an’ candidly b'ledves she’s made outn
pyo’ gol* I wish I may die ef 