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Dave’s Neckliss

¢ H ave some dinner, Uncle Julius?” said my wife.

- d

It was a Sunday afternoon in early autumn. Our two w;)m;nuictx;;/aexlzsn :\nag'

to a camp-meeting some miles away, and‘woulfi -not retur | cvenng
Ry wi had served the dinner, and we were just rising from the ta e

MT’ o : use the lane, and, taking off his hat, seated h'u.nself on the pxz:lz:?.

I mfl";inz)ld Fnan glanc,ed through the open door at the dinner table, and his

. i
eyes rested lovingly upon 2 large sugar-cured ham, from which several slices

had been cut, exposing a rich pink expanse that would have appealed strongly

i hristian.
the appetite of any hungry C r
N ‘C‘Tl?fnky, Miss Annie,” he said, after a moment
ez 1 keers cf 1 does ‘tas’e a piece er dat ham—ef yer

i3]

ary hesitation, I dunno
Il cut me off a slice un
" “No.” said Annie, ‘T won’t. Just sit down to the table and help yourself;
© ' ”

eat all you want, and don’t be bashful.
Julius drew a chair up to the table,
the piazza. Julius was in my employmen
family, but when he happened to be abou

i ay hungry. '
ncverl ltel':r:v:/mm§f:elafvzn¥0 a hgammock, from which I could see Julius through

en window. He ate with evident relish, devoting his a?tentlon .chlel}y ht:
the b lice after slice of which disappeared in the spacious cavity o e
e h}?mAtsf;ist the old man ate rapidly, but after the edge of his appe;:te;l at
[t:l(::l: t;aken off he proceeded in a more leisurely manner. \‘Nhe.n }':e eae hf:v
}f ixth slice of ham (I kept count of them from a lazy curiousity do ; o
t fxcsh he could eat) I saw him lay it on his plate; as.he adjust; t Zuddcn
r:nd fork to cut it into smaller pieces, he paused, as if sﬁruck yt'h: sudder
thought, and a tear rolled down his rugged cheek and fe huporalused e o
ham be’fore him. But the emotion, whatever the. thought t athc “ th;ough

i and in a moment he continued his dinner. When ew ) &
trat‘ilr?lgt oi;izcame out on the porch, and resumed his seat with the satisfied expr
eating,

sion of countenance that usually follows a good dinner.

while my wife and T went out on
t; he took his meals with his own
t our house at meal times, my wife:
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“Julius,” I said, “you seemed to be affected by something, a moment ago.
Was the mustard so strong that it moved you to tears?”’

“No, suh, it wa’'n’t de mustard; I wuz studyin’ ’bout Dave.”

“Who was Dave, and what about him?” I asked.

The conditions were all favorable to story-telling. There was an autumnal
languor in the air, and a dreamy haze softened the dark green of the distant
pines and the deep blue of the Southern sky. The generous meal he had made
had put the old man in a very good humor. He was not always so, for his
curiously undeveloped nature was subject to moods which were almost childish
in their variableness. It was only now and then that we were able to study,
through the medium of his recollection, the simple but intensely human inner
life of slavery. His way of looking at the past seemed very strange to us; his
view of certain sides of life was essentially different from ours. He never in-
dulged in any regrets for the Arcadian joyousness and irresponsibility which
was a somewhat popular conception of slavery; his had not been the lot of
the petted house-servant, but that of the toiling field-hand. While he mentioned
with a warm appreciation the acts of kindness which those in authority had
shown to him and his people, he would speak of a cruel deed, not with the
indignation of one accustomed to quick feeling and spontaneous expression, but
with a furtive disapproval which suggested to us a doubt in his own mind as
to whether he had a right to think or to feel, and presented to us the curious
psychological spectacle of a mind enslaved long after the shackles had been
struck off from the limbs of its possessor. Whether the sacred name of liberty
ever set his soul aglow with a generous fire; whether he had more than the
most elementary ideas of love, friendship, patriotism, religion—things which
are half, and the better half, of life to us; whether he even realized except
in a vague, uncertain way, his own degradation, I do not know: I fear not;
and if not, then centuries of repression had borne their legitimate fruit. But
in the simple human feeling, and still more in the undertone of sadness, which
pervaded his stories, I thought I could see a spark which, fanned by favoring
breezes and fed by the memories of the past, might become in his children’s
children a glowing flame of sensibility, alive to every thrill of human happiness
or human woe.

“Dave use’ ter b’long ter my ole marster,” said Julius; ‘“‘he wuz raise’
on dis yer plantation, en I kin ’member all erbout ’im, fer I wuz ole ’nuff
ter chop cotton w’en it all happen’. Dave wuz a tall man, en monst’us strong:
he could do mo’ wuk in a day dan any yuther two niggers on de plantation.
He wuz one er dese yer solemn kine er men, en nebber run on wid much
foolishness, like de yuther darkies. He use’ ter go out in de woods en pray;
en w’en he hear de han’s on de plantation cussin’ en gwine on wid dere dancin’
en foolishness, he use’ ter tell ’em ’bout religion en jedgemen’-day, w’en dey
would haf ter gin account fer eve’y idle word en all dey yuther sinful kyarin’son.
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«Dave had I’arn how ter read de Bible. Dey wuz a free nigger boy in
de settlement w’at wuz munst’us smart, en could write en cipher, en w1lxz alluz
readin’ books er papers. En Dave had hi’ed dis free boy fer to.l’arn ’im how
ter read. Hit wuz ’g’in de law, but co’se none er de niggers didn’ say nuffin
ter de w'ite folks ’bout it. Howsomedever, one day Mars Walker—he wuz (ﬁi(t
oberseah—foun’ out Dave could read. Mars Walker wa’n’t nuffin but a po’
bockrah, en folks said he couldn’ read ner write hisse’f, en co’se he didn’ lack
ter see a nigger w’at knowed mo’ d’n he did; so he went en tole Mars Dugal’.
Mars Dugal’ sont fer Dave, en ax’ ’im ’bout it. .

“Dave didn’t hardly knowed w’at ter do; but he couldn’ tell no lie, so
he *fessed he could read de Bible a little by spellin’ out de words. Mars Dugal’
look’ mighty solemn. .

“Dis yer is a se’ious matter,’ sezee; ‘it’s ’g’in de law ter ’arn niggers
how ter read, er 'low ’em ter hab books. But w’at yer I’arn out’n dat Bible,
Dave?’

“Dave wa’n’t no fool, ef he wuz a nigger, en sezee:

« ‘Marster, I I’arns dat it’s a sin fer ter steal, er ter lie, er fer ter want
w’at doan b’long ter yer; en I I’arns fer ter love de Lawd en ter ’bey my
marster.’ . o

“Mars Dugal’ sorter smile’ en laf’ ter hisse’f, like he ’uz might’ly tickle
’bout sump’n, en sezee:

““Doan ’pear ter me lack readin’ de Bible done yer much harm, Da.ve.
Dat’s w’at I wants all my niggers fer ter know. Yer keep right on readin’,
en tell de yuther han’s w’at yer be’n tellin’ me. How would yer lack fer ter
preach ter de niggers on Sunday?’ ,

“Dave say he’d be glad fer ter do w’at he could. So Mars Dugal’ tole
de oberseah fer ter let Dave preach ter de niggers, en tell 'em w’at wuz in
de Bible, en it would he’p ter keep ’em fum stealin’ er runnin’ erway.
“So Dave 'mence’ ter preach, en done de han’s on de plantation a heap

: ] ) .
er good, en most un ‘em lef’ off dey wicked ways, en 'mence’ ter love ter hear

'bout God, en religion, en de Bible; en dey done dey wuk better, en didn’
gib de oberseah but mighty little trouble fer to manage ‘em.

“Dave wuz one er dese yer men w’at didn’ keer much fer de gals—least-
ways he didn’ ’tel Dilsey come ter de plantation. Dilsey wuz a mqnst’us pea,rt,
good-lookin’, gingybread-colored gal—one er dese yer high-steppin’ gals ’w at
hol’s dey head up, en won’ stan’ no foolishness fum no man. She had b’long
ter a gemman over on Rockfish w’at died, en whose ‘state ha’ ter be sol’ fer
ter pay his debts. En Mars Dugal’ had be’n ter de oction, en w’en he sced,
dis gal a-cryin’ en gwine on ’bout bein’ sol’ erway fum her ole mammy, A‘un
Mahaly, Mars Dugal’ bid ’em bofe in, en fotch ’em ober ter our p!antatlon.

“De young nigger men on de plantation wuz des wil’ atter Dilsey, but
it didn’ do no good, en none un ’em couldn’ git Dilsey fer dey junesey,' 'tel

'Sweetheart.
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Dave ’mence’ fer ter go roun’ Aun’ Mabhaly’s cabin. Dey wuz a fine-lookin’
couple, Dave en Dilsey wuz, bofe tall, en well-shape’, en soopl’. En dey sot
a heap by one ernudder. Mars Dugal’ seed ’em tergedder one Sunday, en de
nex’ time he seed Dave atter dat, sezee:

“ ‘Dave, w’en yer en Dilsey gits ready fer ter git married, I ain’ got no
rejections. Dey’s a poun’ er so er chawin’-terbacker up at de house, en I reckon
yo’ mist’iss kin fine a frock en a ribbin er two fer Dilsey. You er bofe good
niggers, en yer neenter be feared er bein’ sol’ 'way fum one ernudder long
ez | owns dis plantation; en I ’spec’ ter own it fer a long time yit.’

“But dere wuz one man on de plantation w’at didn’ lack ter see Dave
en Dilsey tergedder ez much ez marster did. W’en Mars Dugal’ went ter de
sale whar he got Dilsey en Mahaly, he bought ernudder han’, by de name
er Wiley. Wiley wuz one er dese yer shiny-eyed, double-headed little niggers,
sha’p ez a steel trap, en sly ez de fox w’at keep out’n it. Dis yer Wiley had
be’n pesterin’ Dilsey ’fo’ she come ter our plantation, en had nigh ’bout worried
de life out’'n her. She didn’ keer nuffin fer ’im, but he pestered her so she
ha’ ter th’eaten ter tell her marster fer ter make Wiley let her 'lone. W’en
he come ober to our place it wuz des ez bad, ’tel bimeby Wiley seed dat Dilsey
had got ter thinkin’ a heap ’bout Dave, en den he sorter hilt off aw’ile, en
purten’ lack he gin Dilsey up. But he wuz one er dese yer ’ceitful niggers,
en w’'ile he wuz laffin’ en jokin’ wid de yuther han’s ’bout Dave en Dilsey,
he wuz settin’ a trap fer ter ketch Dave en git Dilsey back fer hisse’f.

“Dave en Dilsey made up dere min’s fer ter git married long ’bout Christ-
mas time, w’en dey’d hab mo’ time fer a weddin’. But ’long 'bout two weeks
befo’ dat time ole Mars 'mence’ ter lose a heap er bacon. Eve’y night er so
somebody ’ud steal a side er bacon, er a ham, er a shoulder, er sump’n fum
one er de smoke-'ouses. De smoke-’ouses wuz lock’, but somebody had a key,
en manage’ ter git in some way er 'nudder. Dey’s mo’ ways 'n one ter skin
a cat, en dey’s mo’ d’n one way ter git in a smoke-’ouse—leastways dat’s w’at
I hearn say. Folks w’at had bacon fer ter sell didn’ hab no trouble ’bout gittin’
rid un it. Hit wuz ’g’in de law fer ter buy things fum slabes; but Lawd! dat
law didn’ 'mount ter a hill er peas. Eve’y week er so one er dese yer big covered
waggins would come ’long de road, peddlin’ terbacker en w’iskey. Dey wuz
a sight er room in one er dem big waggins, en it wuz monst’us easy fer ter
swop off bacon fer sump’n ter chaw er ter wa’m yer up in de winter-time.
I s’pose de peddlers didn’ knowed dey wuz breakin’ de law, caze de niggers
alluz went at night, en stayed on de dark side er de waggin; en it wuz mighty
yard fer ter tell wa’t kine er folks dey wuz.

‘“Atter two er th’ee hund’ed pounds er meat had be’n stol’, Mars Walker
call all de niggers up one eben’, en tol’ ’em dat de fus’ nigger he cot stealin’
bacon on dat plantation would git sump’n fer ter 'member it by long ez he
lib’. En he say he’d gin fi’ dollars ter de nigger w’at ’skiver’ de rogue. Mars
Walker say he s’picion one er two er de niggers, but he couldn’ tell fer sho,
en co’se dey all ’nied it w’en he ’cuse em un it.
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“Dey wa’n’t no bacon stole’ fer a week er so, ’tel one dark night w’en
somebody tuk a ham fum one er de smoke-’ouses. Mars Walker des cusst awful
w’en he foun’ out de ham wuz gone, en say he gwine ter sarch all de niggers’
cabins; w’en dis yer Wiley I wuz tellin’ yer ’bout up’n say he s’picion’ who
tuk de ham, fer he seed Dave comin’ ’cross de plantation fum to’ds de smoke-
’ouse de night befo’. W’en Mars Walker hearn dis fum Wiley, he went en
sarch’ Dave’s cabin, en foun’ de ham hid under de flo’.

“Eve’ybody wuz ’stonish’; but dere wuz de ham. Co’se Dave ’nied it ter
de las’, but dere wuz de ham. Mars Walker say it wuz des ez he ’spected:
he didn’ b’lieve in dese yer readin’ en prayin’ niggers; it wuz all ’pocrisy, en
sarve’ Mars Dugal’ right fer ’lowin’ Dave ter be readin’ books w’en it wuz
g’in’ de law.

“W’en Mars Dugal’ hearn ’bout de ham, he say he wuz might’ly ’ceived
en disapp’inted in Dave. He say he wouldn’ nebber hab no mo’ conferdence
in no nigger, en Mars Walker could do des ez he wuz a mineter wid Dave
er any er de res’ er de niggers. So Mars Walker tuk’n tied Dave up en gin
’im forty; en den he got some er dis yer wire clof w’at dey uses fer to make
sifters out’n en tuk’n wrap’ it roun’ de ham en fasten it tergedder at de little
een’. Den he tuk Dave down ter de blacksmif shop, en had Unker Silas, de
plantation blacksmif, fasten a chain ter de ham, en den fasten de yuther een’
er de chain roun’ Dave’s neck. En den he says ter Dave, sezee:

“ ‘Now, suh, yer’ll wear dat neckliss fer de nex’ six mont’s; en I ’spec’s
yer ner none er de yuther niggers on dis plantation won’ steal no mo’ bacon
dyoin’ er dat time.’ '

“Well, it des ’peared ez if fum dat time Dave didn’ hab nuffin but trouble.
De niggers all turnt ag’in ’im, caze he be’n de ’casion er Mars Dugal’ turnin’
’em all ober ter Mars Walker. Mars Dugal’ wa’n’t a bad marster hisse’f, but
Mars Walker wuz hard ez a rock. Dave kep’ on sayin’ he didn’ take de ham,
but none un ’em didn’ b’lieve him.

“Dilsey wa’n’t on de plantation w’en Dave wuz ’cused er stealin’ de bacon.
Ole Mist’iss had sont her ter town fer a week er so fer ter wait on one er
her darters w’at had a young baby, en she didn’ fine out nuffin’ ’bout Dave’s
trouble ’tel she got back ter de plantation. Dave had patien’ly endyoed de finger
er scawn, en all de hard words w’at de niggers pile’ on ’im, caze he wuz sho’
Dilsey would stan’ by ’im, en wouldn’ b’lieve he wuz a rogue, ner none er
de yuther tales de darkies wuz tellin’ ’bout ’im.

“W’en Dilsey come back fum town, en got down fum behine de buggy
whar she b’en ridin’ wid ole Mars, de fus’ nigger ’ooman she met says ter
her,

“‘Is yer seed Dave, Dilsey?

“*‘No, I ain’ seed Dave,’ says Dilsey.

“ ‘Yer des oughter look at dat nigger; reckon yer wouldn’ want ’im fer
yo’ junesey no mo’. Mars Walker cotch ’im stealin’ bacon, en gone en fasten’
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a ham roun’ his neck, so he can’t git it off’n hisse’f. He sut’nly do look quare.’
En den de ’ooman bus’ out laffin’ fit ter kill herse’f. W’en she got thoo laffin’
she up’n tole Dilsey all ’bout de ham, en all de yuther lies w’at de niggers
be’n tellin’ on Dave.

“W’en Dilsey started down ter de quarters, who should she meet but
Dave, comin’ in fum de cotton-fiel’. She turnt her head ter one side, en purten’
lack she didn’ seed Dave.

“ ‘Dilsey!” sezee.

“Dilsey walk’ right on, en didn’ notice ’im.

“ ‘Oh, Dilsey!’

“Dilsey didn’ paid no ’tention ter ’im, en den Dave knowed some er de
niggers be’n tellin’ her ’bout de ham. He felt monst’us bad, but he ’lowed
ef he could des git Dilsey fer ter listen ter ’im fer a minute er so, he could
make her b’lieve he didn’ stole de bacon. It wuz a week er two befo’ he could
git a chance ter speak ter her ag’in; but fine’ly he cotch her down by de spring
one day, en sezee:

* ‘Dilsey, w’at fer yer won’ speak ter me, en purten’ lack yer doan see
me? Dilsey, yer knows me too well fer ter b’lieve I'd steal, er do dis yuther
wick’ness de niggers is all layin’ ter me—yer knows 1 wouldn’ do dat, Dilsey.
Yer ain’ gwine back on yo’ Dave, is yer?’

“But w’at Dave say didn’ hab no ’fec’ on Dilsey. Dem lies folks b’en
tellin’ her had p’isen her min’ 'g’'n Dave.

* ‘T doan wanter talk ter no nigger,’ says she, ‘w’at be’n whip’ fer stealin’,
en w’at gwine roun’ wid such a lookin’ thing ez dat hung roun’ his neck. I's
a ’'spectable gal, / is. W’at yer call dat, Dave? Is dat a cha’m fer ter keep
off witches, er is it a noo kine er neckliss yer got?”

“Po’ Dave didn’ knowed w’at ter do. De las’ one he had ’pended on fer
ter stan’ by ’im had gone back on ’im, en dey didn’ ’pear ter be nuffin mo’
wuf libbin’ fer. He couldn’ hol’ no mo’ pra’r-meetin’s, fer Mars Walker
wouldn’ low’ ’im ter preach, en de darkies wouldn’ a’ listen’ ter ’im ef he
had preach’. He didn’ eben hab his Bible fer ter comfort hisse’f wid, fer Mars
Walker had tuk it erway fum ’im en burnt it up, en say ef he ketch any mo’
niggers wid Bibles on de plantation, he’d do ’em wuss’n he done Dave.

“En ter make it still harder fer Dave, Dilsey tuk up wid Wiley. Dave
could see him gwine up ter Aun’ Mahaly’s cabin, en settin’ out on de bench
in de moonlight wid Dilsey, en singin’ sinful songs en playin’ de banjer. Dave
use’ ter scrouch down behine de bushes, en wonder w’at de Lawd sen’ ’im
all dem tribberlations fer.

“But all er Dave’s yuther troubles w’a’n’t nuffin side er dat ham. He
had wrap’ de chain roun’ wid a rag, so it didn’ hurt his neck; but w’eneber
he went ter wuk, dat ham would be in his way; he had ter do his task, how-
somedever, des de same ez ef he didn’ hab de ham. W’eneber he went ter
lay down, dat ham would be in de way. Ef he turn ober in his sleep, dat
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ham would be tuggin’ at his neck. It wuz de las’ thing he seed at night, en
de fus’ thing he seed in de mawnin’. Wheneber he met a stranger, de ham
would be de fus’ thing de stranger would see. Most un ’em would ’mence’
ter laf, en whareber Dave went he could see folks p’intin’ at him, en year
’em sayin’: .

“ ‘W’at kine er collar dat nigger got roun’ his neck?’ er, ef dey knowed
’im, ‘Is yer stole any mo’ hams lately?’ er ‘W’at yer take fer yo’ neckliss, Dave?’

“Fus’ Dave didn’ mine it so much, caze he knowed he hadn’ done nuffin.
But bimeby he got so he couldn’ stan it no longer, en he’d hide hisse’f in de
bushes w’eneber he seed anybody comin’, en alluz kep’ hisse’f shet up in his
cabin atter he come in fum wuk.

“It wuz monst’us hard on Dave, en bimeby, w’at wid dat ham eberlastin’
en eternally draggin’ roun’ his neck, he 'mence’ fer ter do en say quare things,
en make de niggers wonder ef he wa’n’t gittin’ out’n his mine. He got ter
gwine roun’ talkin’ ter hisse’f, en singin’ corn-shuckin’ songs, en laffin’ fit ter
kill ’bout nuffin. En one day he tole one er de niggers he had ’skivered a noo
way fer ter raise hams—gwine ter pick ’em off’m trees, en save de expense
er smoke-’ouses by kyoin’ ’em in de sun. En one day he up’n tole Mars Walker
he got sump’n pertickler fer ter say ter ’im; en tole ’im he wuz gwine ter
show ’im a place in de swamp whar dey wuz a whole trac’ er lan’ covered
wid ham-trees.

“W’en Mars Walker hearn Dave talkin’ dis kine er fool-talk, en w’en
he seed how Dave wuz 'mencin’ ter git behine in his wuk, en w’en he ax’
de niggers en dey tole ’im how Dave be’n gwine on, he 'lowed he reckon’
he ’d punish’ Dave ernuff, en it mou’t do mo’ harm dan good fer ter keep
de ham on his neck any longer. So he sont Dave down ter de blacksmifshop
en had de ham tuk off. Dey wa’n’t much er de ham lef’ by dat time, fer de
sun had melt all de fat, en de lean had all swivel’ up, so dey wa’'n’t but th’ee
er fo’ poun’s lef’.

“W’en de ham had be’n tuk off’n Dave, folks kinder stopped talkin’ ’bout
’im so much. But de ham had be’n on his neck so long dat Dave had sorter
got use’ ter it. He look des lack he’d los’ sump’n fer a day er so atter de ham
wuz tuk off, en didn’ ’pear ter know w’at ter do wid hisse’f; en fine’ly he
up’n tuk’n tied a lighterd-knot ter a string, en hid it under de flo’ er his cabin,
en w’en nobody wuzn’ lookin’ he’d take it out en hang it roun’ his neck, en
go off in de woods en holler en sing; en he allus tied it roun’ his neck w’en
he went ter sleep. Fac’, it 'peared Dave done gone clean out’'n his mine. En
atter a w’ile he got one er de quarest notions you eber hearn tell un. It wuz
’bout dat time dat I come back ter de plantation fer ter wuk—I had be’n out
ter Mars Dugal’s yuther place on Beaver Crick fer a mont’ er so. I had hearn
’bout Dave en de bacon, en ’bout w’at wuz gwine on on de plantation; but
1 didn’ b’lieve w’at dey all say ’bout Dave, fer I knowed Dave wa’n’t dat kine
er man. One day atter I come back, me’n Dave wuz choppin’ cotton tergedder,
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w’en Dave lean’ on his hoe, en motion’ fer me ter come ober close ter ’im;
en den he retch’ ober en w’ispered ter me.

*“ ‘Julius,’ sezee, ‘did yer knowed yer wuz wukkin’ ’long yer wid a ham?’

“I couldn’ "magine w’at he meant. ‘G’way frum yer, Dave,” says I. ‘Yer
ain’ wearin’ no ham no mo’; try en fergit ’bout dat; 't ain’gwine ter do yer
no good fer ter 'member it.’

“ ‘Look a-year, Julius,” sezee, ‘kin yer keep a secret?”

“‘Co’se I kin, Dave,’ says I. ‘I doan go roun’ tellin’ people w’at yuther
folks says ter me.’

“‘Kin I trus’ yer, Julius? Will yer cross yo’ heart?

“I cross my heart. ‘Wush I may die ef I tells a soul,” says I.

“Dave look at me des lack he wuz lookin’ thoo me en 'way on de yuther .
side er me, en sezee:

“‘Did yer knowed I wuz turnin’ ter a ham, Julius?

“I tried ter ’suade Dave dat dat wuz all foolishness, en dat he oughtn’
ter be talkin’ dat-a-way—hit wa’n’t right. En I tole ’im ef he’d des be patien’,
de time would sho’ly come w’en eve’thing would be straighten’ out, en folks
would fine out who de rale rogue wuz w’at stole de bacon. Dave ’peared ter
listen ter w’at I say, en promise’ ter do better, en stop gwine on dat-a-way;
en it seem lack he pick’ up a bit w’en he seed dey wuz one pusson didn’ b’lieve
dem tales ’bout ’im.

“Hit wa’n’t long atter dat befo’ Mars Archie Mclntyre, ober on de Wim’-
b’le’ton road, 'mence’ ter complain ’bout somebody stealin’ chickens fum his hen-
‘ouse. De chickens kep’ on gwine, en at las’ Mars Archie tole de han’s on
his plantation dat he gwine ter shoot de fus’ man he ketch in his hen-ouse.
In less’'n a week atter he gin dis warnin’, he cotch a nigger in de hen-’ouse,
en fill’ ’im full er squir’l-shot. Wen he got a light, he ’skivered it wuz a strange
nigger; en w’en he call’ one er his own sarven’s, de nigger tole 'im it wuz
our Wiley. W’en Mars Archie foun’ dat out, he sont ober ter our plantation
fer ter tell Mars Dugal’ he had shot one er his niggers, en dat he could sen’
ober dere en git w’at wuz lef’ un ’im.

“Mars Dugal’ wuz mad at fus’; but w’en he got ober dere an hearn how
it all happen’, he didn’ hab much ter say. Wiley wuz shot so bad he wuz
sho’ he wuz gwine ter die, so he up’n says ter ole marster:

** ‘Mars Dugal’,’ sezee, ‘I knows I’s be'n a monst’ous bad nigger, but
befo’ I go I wanter git sump’n ofPn my mine. Dave didn’ steal dat bacon w’at
wuz tuk out’n de smoke-"ouse. / stole it all, en I hid de ham under Dave’s
cabin fer ter th’ow de blame on him—en may de good Lawd fergib me fer
it.’

“Mars Dugal’ had Wiley tuk back ter de plantation, en sont fer a doctor
fer ter pick de shot out’n 'im. En de ve’y nex’ mawnin’ Mars Dugal’ sont
fer Dave ter come up ter de big house; he felt kinder sorry fer de way Dave
had be’n treated. Co’se it wa’'n’t’ no fault er Mars Dugal’s but he wuz gwine
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ter do w’at he could fer ter make up fer it. So he sont word down ter de
quarters fer Dave en all de yuther han’s ter ’semble up in de yard befo’ de
big house at sun-up nex’ mawnin’.

“Yearly in de mawnin’ de niggers all swarm’ up in de yard. Mars Dugal’
wuz feelin’ so kine dat he had brung up a bairl er cider, en tole de niggers
all fer ter he’p deyselves.

“All de han’s on de plantation come but Dave; en bimeby, w’en it seem
lack he wa’n’t comin’, Mars Dugal’ sont a nigger down ter de quarters ter
look fer ’im. De sun wuz gittin’ up, en dey wuz a heap er wuk ter be done,
en Mars Dugal’ sorter got ti’ed waitin’; so he up’n says:

*“ ‘Well, boys en gals, I sont fer yer all up yer fer ter tell yer dat all
dat ’bout Dave’s stealin’ er de bacon wuz a mistake, ez I s’pose yer all done
hearn befo’ now, en I’s mighty sorry it happen’. I wants ter treat all my niggers
right, en I wants yer all ter know dat I sets a heap by all er my han’s w’at
is hones’ en smart. En I want yer all ter treat Dave des lack yer did befo’
dis thing happen’, en mine w’at he preach ter yer; for Dave is a good nigger,
en has had a hard row ter hoe. En de fus’ one I ketch sayin’ anythin’ ’g’in
Dave, I'll tell Mister Walker ter gin ’im forty. Now take ernudder drink er
cider all roun’, en den git at dat cotton, fer I wanter git dat Persimmon Hill
trac’ all pick’ ober ter-day.’ . :

“W’en de niggers wuz gwine 'way, Mars Dugal’ tole me fer ter go en
hunt up Dave, en bring ’'im up ter de house. I went down ter Dave’s cabin,
but couldn’ fine ’im dere. Den I look’ roun’ de plantation en in de aidge er
de woods, en ’long de road; but I couldn’ fine no sign er Dave. I wuz ’bout
ter gin up de sarch, w’en I happen’ fer ter run ’cross a foot-track w’at look’
lack Dave’s. I has wukked 'long wid Dave so much dat I knowed his tracks:
he had a monst’us long foot, wid a holler instep, w’ich wuz sump’n skase
‘'mongs’ black folks. So I followed dat track ’cross de fiel’ fum de quarters
'tel T got ter de smoke-’ouse. De fus’ thing I notice’ wuz smoke comin’ out’n
de cracks: it wuz cu’ous, caze dey hadn’ be’n no hogs kill’ on de plantation
fer six mont’ er so, en all de bacon in de smoke-’ouse wuz done kyoed. I couldn’
‘magine fer ter sabe my life w’at Dave wuz doin’ in dat smoke-’ouse. I went
up ter de do’ en hollered:

“ ‘Dave!’

“Dey didn’ nobody answer. I didn’ wanter open de do’, fer w’ite folks
is monst’us pertickler ’bout dey smoke-’ouses; en ef de oberseah had a-come
up en cotch me in dere, he mou’t not wanter b’lieve I wuz des lookin’ fer
Dave. So I sorter knock at de do’ en call’ out ag’in:

“*0O Dave, hit’s me—]Julius! Doan be skeered. Mars Dugal’ wants yer
ter come up ter de big house—he done ’skivered who stole de ham.’

“But Dave didn’ answer. En w’en I look’ roun’ ag’in en didn’ seed none
er his tracks gwine way fum de smoke-’ouse, I knowed he wuz in dere yit,
en I wuz 'termine’ fer ter fetch ’im out; so I push de do’ open en look in.
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“Dey wuz a pile er bark burnin’ in‘de middle er de flo’, en right ober
de fier, hangin’ fum one er de rafters, wuz Dave; dey wuz a rope roun’ his
neck, en I didn’ haf ter look at his face mo’ d’n once fer ter see he wuz dead.

“Den I knowed how it all happen’. Dave had kep’ on gittin’ wusser en
wusser in his mine, ’tel he des got ter b’lievin’ he wuz all done turnt ter a
ham’ en den he had gone en built a fier, en tied a rope roun’ his neck, des
lack de hams wuz tied, en had hung hisse’f up in de smoke’ouse fer ter kyo.

“Dave wuz buried down by de swamp, in de plantation buryin’-groun’.
Wiley didn’ died fum de woun’ he got in Mars McIntyre’s hen-’ouse; he got
well atter a w’ile, but Dilsey wouldn’ hab nuffin mo’ ter do wid ’im, en ’t
wa'n’t long ’fo’ Mars Dugal’ sol’ ’im ter a spekilater on his way souf—he
say he didn’ want no sich a nigger on de plantation, ner in de county, ef he
could he’p it. En w’en de een’ er de year come, Mars Dugal’ turnt Mars
Walker off, en run de plantation hisse’f atter dat.

“Eber sence den,” said Julius in conclusion, ‘“w’eneber I eats ham, it min’s
me er Dave. I lacks ham, but I nebber kin eat mo’ d’n two er th’ee poun’s
befo’ I gits ter studyin’ ’bout Dave, en den I has ter stop en leab de res’ fer
ernudder time.”

There was a short silence after the old man had finished his story, and
then my wife began to talk to him about the weather, on which subject he
was an authority. I went into the house. When I came out, half an hour later,
I saw Julius disappearing down the lane, with a basket on his arm.

At breakfast, next morning, it occurred to me that I should like a slice
of ham. I said as much to my wife.

“Oh, no, John,” she responded, “‘you shouldn’t eat anything so heavy for
breakfast.”

I insisted.

“The fact is,” she said, pensively, “‘I couldn’t have eaten any more of that
ham, and I gave it to Julius.”
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The Doll

When Tom Taylor, proprietor of the Wyandot Hotel
barber shop, was leaving home, after his noonday luncheon, to return to his
work, his daughter, a sprightly, dimunitive brown maid, with very bright black
eyes and very curly black hair, thrust into his coat pocket a little jointed doll
somewhat the worse for wear.

“Now, don't forget, papa,” she said, in her shrill childish treble, “what’s
to be done to her. Her arms won’t work, and her legs won’t work, and she
can’t hold her head up. Be sure and have her mended this afternoon, and bring
her home when you come to supper; for she’s afraid of the dark, and always
sleeps with me. I’ll meet you at the corner at half-past six—and don’t forget,
whatever you do.”

“No, Daisy, I'll not forget,” he replied as he lifted her to the level of
his lips and kissed her.

Upon reaching the shop he removed the doll from his pocket and hung
it on one of the gilded spikes projecting above the wire netting surrounding
the cashier’s desk, where it would catch his eye. Some time during the afternoon
he would send it to a toy shop around the corner for repairs. But the day
was a busy one, and when the afternoon was well advanced he had not yet
attended to it.

Colonel Forsyth had come up from the South to attend a conference of
Democratic leaders to consider presidential candidates and platforms. He had
put up at the Wyandot Hotel, but had been mainly in the hands of Judge
Beeman, chairman of the local Jackson club, who was charged with the duty
of seeing that the colonel was made comfortable and given the freedom of the
city. It was after a committee meeting, and about four in the afternoon, that
the two together entered the lobby of the Wyandot. They were discussing the
platforms to be put forward by the two great parties in the approaching cam-
paign.

“I reckon, judge,” the colonel was saying, ‘‘that the Republican party will
make a mistake if it injects the Negro question into its platform. The question
is primarily a local one, and if the North will only be considerate about the

ans
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matter, and let us alone, we can settle it to our entire satisfaction. The Negro’s
place is defined by nature, and in the South he knows it and gives us no trou-
ble.”
“The Northern Negroes are different,” returned the- judge.

“They are just the same,” rejoined the colonel. “It is you who are differ-
ent. You pamper them and they take liberties with you. But they are all from
the South, and when they meet a Southerner they act accordingly. They are
born to serve and to submit. If they had been worthy of equality they would
never have endured slavery. They have no proper self-respect; they will neither
resent an insult, nor defend a right, nor avenge a wrong.”

“Well, now, colonel, aren’t you rather hard on them? Consider their
past.”

“Hard? Why, no, bless your heart! I’ve got nothing against the nigger.
I like him—in his place. But what I say is the truth. Are you in a hurry?”’

“Not at all.”

“Then come downstairs to the barber shop and I'll prove what I say.”

The shop was the handsomest barber shop in the city. It was in the base-
ment, and the paneled ceiling glowed with electric lights. The floor was of
white tile, the walls lined with large mirrors. Behind ten chairs, of the latest
and most comfortable design, stood as many colored barbers, in immaculate
white jackets, each at work upon a white patron. An air of discipline and good
order pervaded the establishment. There was no loud talking by patrons, no
unseemly garrulity on the part of the barbers. It was very obviously a well-
conducted barber shop, frequented by gentlemen who could afford to pay liber-
ally for superior service. As the judge and the colonel entered, a customer va-
cated the chair served by the proprietor.

“‘Next gentleman,” said the barber.

The colonel removed his collar and took his seat in the vacant chair, re-
marking, as he ran his hand over his neck, “I want a close shave, barber.”

“Yes, sir; a close shave.”

The Barber was apparently about forty, with a brown complexion, clean-
cut features and curly hair. Committed by circumstances to a career of personal
service, he had lifted it by intelligence, tact and industry to the dignity of a
successful business. The judge, a regular patron of the shop, knew him well
and had often, while in his chair, conversed with him concerning his race—
a fruitful theme, much on the public tongue.

“As 1 was saying,” said the colonel, while the barber adjusted a towel
about his neck, “the Negro question is a perfectly simple one.”

The judge thought it hardly good taste in the colonel to continue in his
former strain. Northern men might speak slightingly of the Negro, but seldom
in his presence. He tried a little diversion.

“The tariff,” he observed, “is a difficult problem.”

“Much more complicated, suh, than the Negro problem, which is perfectly -
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simple. Let the white man once impress the Negro with his superiority; let
the Negro see that there is no escape from the inevitable, and that ends it.
The best thing about the Negro is that, with all his limitations, he can recognize
a finality. It is the secret of his persistence among us. He has acquired the
faculty of evolution, suh—by the law of the survival of the fittest. Long ago,
when a young man, I killed a nigger to teach him his place. One who learns
a lesson of that sort certainly never offends again, nor fathers any others of
his breed.”

The barber, having lathered the colonel’s face, was stropping his razor
with long, steady strokes. Every word uttered by the colonel was perfectly au-
dible to him, but his impassive countenance betrayed no interest. The colonel
seemed as unconscious of the barber’s presence as the barber of the colonel’s
utterance. Surely, thought the judge, if such freedom of speech were the rule
in the South the colonel’s contention must be correct, and the Negroes thor-
oughly cowed. To a Northern man the situation was hardly comfortable.

“The iron and sugar interests of the South,” persisted the judge, “will
resist any reduction of the tariff.”

The colonel was not to be swerved from the subject, nor from his purpose,
whatever it might be.

“Quite likely they will; and we must argue with them, for they are white
men and amenable to reason. The nigger, on the other hand, is the creature
of instinct; you cannot argue with him; you must order him, and if he resists
shoot him, as I did.”

“Don’t forget, barber,” said the colonel, “‘that I want a close shave.”

“No, sir,” responded the barber, who having sharpened his razor, now
began to pass it, with firm and even hand, over the colonel’s cheek.

“It must have been,” said the judge, ‘‘an aggravated case, to justify so
extreme a step.”

“Extreme, suh? I beg yo’ pardon, suh, but I can’t say I had regarded
my conduct in that light. But it was an extreme case so far as the nigger was
concerned. I am not boasting about my course; it was simply a disagreeable
necessity. I am naturally a kind-hearted man, and don’t like to kill even a
fly. It was after the war, suh, and just as the Reconstruction period was draw-
ing to a close. My mother employed a Negro girl, the child of a former servant
of hers, to wait upon her.”

The barber was studying the colonel’s face as the razor passed over his
cheek. The colonel’s eyes were closed, or he might have observed the sudden
gleam of interest that broke through the barber’s mask of self-effacement, like
a flash of lightning from a clouded sky. Involuntarily the razor remained poised
in midair, but, in less time than it takes to say it, was moving again, swiftly
and smoothly, over the colonel’s face. To shave a talking man required a high
degree of skill, but they were both adept, each in his own trade—the barber
at shaving, the colonel at talking.

b
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“The girl was guilty of some misconduct, and my mother reprimanded
her and sent her home. She complained to her father, and he came to see my
mother about it. He was insolent, offensive and threatening. I came into the
room and ordered him to leave it. Instead of obeying, he turned on me in
a rage, suh, and threatened me. I drew my revolver and shot him. The result
was unfortunate; but he and his people learned a lesson. We had no further
trouble with bumptious niggers in our town.”

“And did you have no trouble in the matter?” asked the judge.

“None, suh, to speak of. There were proceedings, but they were the merest
formality. Upon my statement, confirmed by that of my mother, I was dis-
charged by the examining magistrate, and the case was never even reported
to the grand jury. It was a clear case of self-defense.”

The barber had heard the same story, with some details ignored or forgot-
ten by the colonel. It was the barber’s father who had died at the colonel’s
hand, and for many long years the son had dreamed of this meeting.

He remembered the story in this wise: His father had been a slave. Freed
by the Civil War, he had entered upon the new life with the zeal and enthu-
siasm of his people at the dawn of liberty, which seem, in the light of later
discouragements, so pathetic in the retrospect. The chattel aspired to own prop-
erty; the slave, forbidden learning, to educate his children. He had worked
early and late, had saved his money with a thrift equal to that of a German
immigrant and had sent his children regularly to school.

The girl—the barber remembered her very well—had been fair of feature,
soft of speech and gentle of manner, a pearl among pebbles. One day her fa-
ther’s old mistress had met him on the street and, after a kindly inquiry about
his family, had asked if she might hire his daughter during the summer, when
there was no school. Her own married daughter would be visiting her, with
a young child, and they wanted some neat and careful girl to nurse thf’, inffmt.

“Why, yas ma’am,” the barber’s father had replied. “I reckon it mfght
be a good thing fer Alice. I wants her ter be a teacher; but she kin ’arn things
from you, ma’am, that no teacher kin teach her. She kin I’arn manners, ma’am,
an’ white folks’ ways, and nowhere better than in yo’ house.”

So Alice had gone to the home of her father’s former mistress to learn
white folks’ ways. The lady had been kind and gracious. But there are ways
and ways among all people.

When she had been three weeks in her new employment her mistress’s
son—a younger brother of the colonel—came home from college. Some weeks
later Alice went home to her father. Who was most at fault the barber never
knew. A few hours afterward the father called upon the lady. There was a
stormy interview. Things were said to which the ears of white ladies were unac-
customed from the lips of black men. The elder son had entered the room and
interfered. The barber’s father had turned to him and exclaimed angrily:
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“Go ’way from here, boy, and don’t talk ter me, or I’'m liable ter harm
The young man stood his ground. The Negro advanced menacingly toward
him. The young man drew his ready weapon and fatally wounded the Negro—
he lived only long enough, after being taken home, to gasp out the facts to
his wife and children.

The rest of the story had been much as the colonel had related it. As
the barber recalled it, however, the lady had not been called to testify, but
was ill at the time of the hearing, presumably from the nervous shock.

That she had secretly offered to help the family the barber knew, and
that her help had been rejected with cold hostility. He knew that the murderer
went unpunished, and that in later years he had gone into politics, and became
the leader and mouthpiece of his party. All the world knew that he had ridden
into power on his hostility to Negro rights.

The barber had been a mere boy at the time of his father’s death, but
not too young to appreciate the calamity that had befallen the household. The
family was broken up. The sordid details of its misfortunes would not be in-
teresting. Poverty, disease and death had followed them, until he alone was
left. Many years had passed. The brown boy who had wept beside his father’s
bier, and who had never forgotten nor forgiven, was now the grave-faced, keen-
eyed, deft-handed barber, who held a deadly weapon at the throat of his father’s
slayer.

How often he had longed for this hour! In his dreams he had killed this
man a hundred times, in a dozen ways. Once, when a young man, he had
gone to meet him, with the definite purpose of taking his life, but chance had
kept them apart. He had imagined situations where they might come face to
face; he would see the white man struggling in the water; he would have only
to stretch forth his hand to save him; but he would tell him of his hatred
and let him drown. He would see him in a burning house, from which he
might rescue him; and he would call him murderer and let him burn! He
would see him in the dock for murder of a white man, and only his testimony
could save him, and he would let him suffer the fate that he doubly deserved!
He saw a vision of his father’s form, only an hour before thrilling with hope

. and energy, now stiff and cold in death; while under his keen razor lay the

neck of his enemy, the enemy, too, of his race, sworn to degrade them, to teach
them, if need be, with the torch and with the gun, that their place was at
the white man’s feet, his heel upon their neck; who held them in such contempt
that he could speak as he had spoken in the presence of one of them. One
stroke of the keen blade, a deflection of half an- inch in its course, and a murder
would be avenged, an enemy destroyed!

For the next sixty seconds the barber heard every beat of his own pulse,
and the colonel, in serene unconsciousness, was nearer death than he had ever
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been in the course of a long and eventful life. He was only a militia colonel,
and had never been under fire, but his turbulent political career had been
passed in a community where life was lightly valued, where hot words were
often followed by rash deeds, and murder was tolerated as a means of private
vengeance and political advancement. He went on talking, but neither the judge
nor the barber listened, each being absorbed in his own thoughts. )

To the judge, who lived in a community where Negroes voted, the colonel’s
frankness was a curious revelation. His language was choice, though delivered
with the Southern intonation, his tone easy and conversational, and, in ad-
dressing the barber directly, his mariner had been courteous enough. The judge
was interested, too, in watching the barber, who, it was evident, was repressing
some powerful emotion. It seemed very probable to the judge that the barber
might resent this cool recital of murder and outrage. He did not know what
might be true of the Negroes in the South, but he had been judge of a police
court in one period of his upward career, and had found colored people prone
to sudden rages, when under the influence of strong emotion, handy with edged
tools, and apt to cut thick and deep, nor always careful about the color of
the cuticle. The barber’s feelings were plainly stirred, and the judge, a student
of human nature, was curious to see if he would be moved tp utterance. It
would have been no novelty—patrons of the shop often discussed race questions
with the barber. It was evident that the colonel was trying an experiment to
demonstrate his contention in the lobby above. But the judge could not know
the barber’s intimate relation to the story, nor did it occur to him that the
barber might conceive any deadly purpose because of a purely impersonal grie-
vance. The barber’s hand did not even tremble.

In the barber’s mind, however, the whirlwind of emotions had passed
lightly over the general and settled upon the particular injury. So strong, for
the moment, was the homicidal impulse that it would have prevailed already
had not the noisy opening of the door to admit a patron diverted the barber’s
attention and set in motion a current of ideas which fought for the colonel’s
life. The barber’s glance toward the door, from force of habit, took in the whole
shop. It was a handsome shop, and had been to the barber a matter of more
than merely personal pride. Prominent among a struggling people, as yet
scarcely beyond the threshold of citizenship, he had long been looked upon,
and had become accustomed to regard himself, as a representative man, by
whose failure or success his race would be tested. Should he slay this man
now beneath his hand, this beautiful shop would be lost to his people. Years
before the whole trade had been theirs. One by one the colored master barbers,

trained in the slovenly old ways, had been forced to the wall by white competi- -

tion, until his shop was one of the few good ones remaining in the hands of
men of his race. Many an envious eye had been cast upon it. The lease had
only a year to run. Strong pressure, he knew, had been exerted by a white
rival to secure the reversion. The barber had the hotel proprietor’s promise
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of a renewal; but he knew full well that should he lose the shop no colored
man would succeed him; a center of industry, a medium of friendly contact
with white men, would be lost to his people—many a good turn had the barber
been able to do for them while he had the ear—literally had the ear—of some
influential citizen, or held some aspirant for public office by the throat. Of
the ten barbers in the shop all but one were married, with families dependent
upon them for support. One was sending a son to college; another was buying
a home. The unmarried one was in his spare hours studying a profession, with
the hope of returning to practice it among his people in a Southern state. Their
fates were all, in a measure, dependent upon the proprietor of the shop. Should
he yield to the impulse which was swaying him, their livelihood would be
placed in jeopardy. For what white man, while the memory of this tragic event
should last, would trust his throat again beneath a Negro’s razor?

Such, however, was the strength of the impulse against which the barber
was struggling that these considerations seemed likely not to prevail. Indeed,
they had presented themselves to the barber’s mind in a vague, remote, detached
manner, while the dominant idea was present and compelling, clutching at his
heart, drawing his arm, guiding his fingers. It was by their mass rather than
by their clearness that these restraining forces held the barber’s arm so long
in check—it was society against self, civilization against the primitive instinct,
typifying, more fully than the barber could realize, the great social problem
involved in the future of his race.

He had now gone once over the colonel’s face, subjecting that gentleman
to less discomfort than he had for a long time endured while undergoing a
similar operation. Already he had retouched one cheek and had turned the colo-
nel’s head to finish the other. A few strokes more and the colonel could be
released with a close shave—how close he would never know!—or, one stroke,
properly directed, and he would never stand erect again! Only the day before,
the barber had read, in the newspapers, the account of a ghastly lynching in
a Southern state, where, to avenge a single provoked murder, eight Negroes
had bit the dust and a woman had been burned at the stake for no other crime
than that she was her husband’s wife. One stroke and there would be one
less of those who thus wantonly played with human life!

The uplifted hand had begun the deadly downward movement—when one
of the barbers dropped a shaving cup, which was smashed to pieces on the
marble floor. Fate surely fought for the colonel—or was it for the barber? Invol-
untarily the latter stayed his hand—instinctively his glance went toward the
scene of the accident. It was returning to the upraised steel, and its uncompleted
task, when it was arrested by Daisy’s doll, hanging upon the gilded spike where
he had left it.

If the razor went to its goal he would not be able to fulfill his promise
to Daisy! She would wait for him at the corner, and wait in vain! If he killed
the colonel he himself could hardly escape, for he was black and not white,
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and this was North and not South, and personal vengeance was not accepted
by the courts as a justification for murder. Whether he died or not, he would
be lost to Daisy. His wife was dead, and there would be no one to take care
of Daisy. His own father had died in defense of his daughter; he must live
to protect his own. If there was a righteous God, who divided the evil from
the good, the colonel would some time get his just deserts. Vengeance was
God’s; it must be left to Him to repay!

The jointed doll had saved the colonel’s life. Whether society had con-
quered self or not may be an open question, but it had stayed the barber’s
hand until love could triumph over hate!

The barber laid aside the razor, sponged off the colonel’s face, brought
him, with a movement of the chair, to a sitting posture, brushed his hair, pulled
away the cloths from around his neck, handed him a pasteboard check for the
amount of his bill, and stood rigidly by his chair. The colonel adjusted his
collar, threw down a coin equal to double the amount of his bill and, without
waiting for the change, turned with the judge to leave the shop. They had
scarcely reached the door leading into the hotel lobby when the barber, over-
wrought by the long strain, collapsed heavily into the nearest chair.

“Well, judge,” said the colonel, as they entered the lobby, ‘“‘that was a
good shave. What a sin it would be to spoil such a barber by making him
a postmaster! I didn’t say anything to him, for it don’t do to praise a nigger
much—it’s likely to give him the big head—but I never had,” he went on,
running his hand appreciatively over his cheek, “I never had a better shave
in my life. And I proved my theory. The barber is the son of the nigger I
shot.”

The judge was not sure that the colonel had proved his theory, and was
less so after he had talked, a week later, with the barber. And, although the
colonel remained at the Wyandot for several days, he did not get shaved again
in the hotel barber shop.
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PO’ SANDY

n the northeast corner of my vineyard in central North

Carolina, and fronting on the Lumberton plank-road, there

stood a small frame house, of the simplest construction. It
was built of pine lumber, and contained but one room, to which
one window gave light and one door admission. Its weather-
beaten sides revealed a virgin innocence of paint. Against one
end of the house, and occupying half its width, there stood a
huge brick chimney: the crumbling mortar had left large cracks
between the bricks; the bricks themselves had begun to scale
off in large flakes, leaving the chimney sprinkled with unsightly
blotches. These evidences of decay were but partially concealed
by a creeping vine, which extended its slender branches hither
and thither in an ambitious but futile attempt to cover the whole
chimney. The wooden shutter, which had once protected the
unglazed window, had fallen from its hinges, and lay rotting
in the rank grass and jimson-weeds beneath. This building, 1
learned when I bought the place, had been used as a school-
house for several years prior to the breaking out of the war,
since which time it had remained unoccupied, save when some
stray cow or vagrant hog had sought shelter within its walls
from the chill rains and nipping winds of winter.

One day my wife requested me to build her a new kitchen.
The house erected by us, when we first came to live upon the
vineyard, contained a very conveniently arranged kitchen; but
for some occult reason my wife wanted a kitchen in the back
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yard, apart from the dwelling-house, after the usual Southern
fashion. Of course I had to build it.

To save expense, I decided to tear down the old schoolhouse,
and use the lumber, which was in a good state of preservation,
in the construction of the new kitchen. Before demolishing the
old house, however, I made/ an estimate of the amount of ma-
terial contained in it, and found that I would have to buy several
hundred feet of lumber additional, in order to build the new
kitchen according to my wife’s plan.

One morning old Julius McAdoo, our colored coachman,
harnessed the gray mare to the rockaway, and drove my wife
and me over to the sawmill from which I meant to order the
new lumber. We drove down the long lane which led from our
house to the plank-road; following the plank-road for about a
mile, we turned into a road running through the forest and
across the swamp to the sawmill beyond. Our carriage jolted
over the half-rotted corduroy road which traversed the swamp,
and then climbed the long hill leading to the sawmill. When
we reached the mill, the foreman had gone over to a neigh-
boring farmhouse, probably to smoke or gossip, and we were
compelled to await his return before we could transact our busi-
ness. We remained seated in the carriage, a few rods from the
mill, and watched the leisurely movements of the mill-hands.

" We had not waited long before a huge pine log was placed in

position, the machinery of the mill was set in motion, and the
circular saw began to eat its way through the log, with a loud
whir which resounded throughout the vicinity of the mill. The
sound rose and fell in a sort of rhythmic cadence, which, heard
from where we sat, was not unpleasing, and not loud enough to
prevent conversation. When the saw started on its second jour-
ney through the log, Julius observed, in a lugubrious tone, and
with a perceptible shudder:—

“Ugh! but dat des do cuddle my blood!”

“What’s the matter, Uncle Julius?” inquired my wife, who is
of a very sympathetic turn of mind. “Does the noise affect your
nerves?”

“No, Mis’ Annie,” replied the old man, with emotion, “1 ain’
narvous; but dat saw, a-cuttin’ en grindin’ thoo dat stick er tim-
ber, en moanin’, en groanin’, en sweekin’, kyars my ‘'memb’ance
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back ter ole times, en 'min’s me er po’ Sandy.” The pathetic in-
tonation with which he lengthened out the “po’ Sandy” touched
a responsive chord in our own hearts.

“And who was poor Sandy?” asked my wife, who takes a
deep interest in the stories of plantation life which she hears
from the lips of the older colored people. Some of these stories
are quaintly humorous; others wildly extravagant, revealing the
Oriental cast of the negro’s imagination; while others, poured
freely into the sympathetic ear of a Northern-bred woman, dis-
close many a tragic incident of the darker side of slavery.

“Sandy,” said Julius, in reply to my wife’s question, “was a
nigger w’at useter b’long ter ole Mars Marrabo McSwayne. Mars
Marrabo’s place wuz on de yuther side’n de swamp, right nex’
ter yo’ place. Sandy wuz a monst'us good nigger, en could do
so many things erbout a plantation, en alluz ’ten’ ter his wuk so
well, dat w'en Mars Marrabo’s chilluns growed up en married
off, dey all un 'em wanted dey daddy fer ter gin 'em Sandy fer a
weddin’ present. But Mars Marrabo knowed de res’ wouldn’ be
satisfied ef he gin Sandy ter a’er one un ’em; so w'en dey wuz
all done married, he fix it by ’lowin’ one er his chilluns ter take
Sandy fer a mont’ er so, en den ernudder for a mont’ er so, en
so on dat erway tel dey had all had ’im de same lenk er time; en
den dey would all take him roun’ ag’in, ‘cep’n’ oncet in a w’ile
w’en Mars Marrabo would len’ ’im ter some er his yuther kin-
folks roun’ de country, w'en dey wuz short er han’s; tel bimeby
it go so Sandy didn’t hardly knowed whar he wuz gwine ter stay
fum one week’s een’ ter de yuther.

“One time w’en Sandy wuz lent out ez yushal, a spekilater
come erlong wid a lot er niggers, en Mars Marrabo swap’
Sandy’s wife off fer a noo ‘°oman. W’'en Sandy come back, Mars
Marrabo gin ’im a dollar, en 'lowed he wuz monst’us sorry fer
ter break up de fambly, but de spekilater had gin ’im big boot,
en times wuz hard en money skase, en so he wuz bleedst ter
make de trade. Sandy tuk on some 'bout losin’ his wife, but he
soon seed dey want no use cryin’ ober spilt merlasses; en bein’
ez he lacked de looks er de noo ‘'oman, he tuk up wid her atter
she’d be’n on de plantation a mont’ er so.

“Sandy en his noo wife got on mighty well tergedder, en de
niggers all 'mence’ ter talk about how lovin’ dey wuz. W’en Tenie
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wuz tuk sick oncet, Sandy useter set up all night wid ’er, en den
go ter wuk in de mawnin’ des lack he had his reg’lar sleep; en
Tenie would 'a’ done anythin’ in de worl’ for her Sandy.

“Sandy en Tenie hadn’ be’n libbin’ tergedder fer mo’ d’n two
monts befo’ Mars Marrabo’s old uncle, w’at libbed down in
Robeson County, sent up ter fin’ out ef Mars Marrabo couldn’
len’ ’im er hire ’im a good han’ fer a mont’ er so. Sandy’s
marster wuz one er dese yer easy-gwine folks w’at wanter please
eve’ybody, en he says yas, he could len’’im Sandy. En Mars Mar-
rabo tol’ Sandy fer ter git ready ter go down ter Robeson nex’
day, fer ter stay a mont’ er so.

“It wuz monst’us hard on Sandy fer ter take ’im 'way fum
Tenie. It wuz so fur down ter Robeson dat he didn’ hab no
chance er comin’ back ter see her tel de time wuz up; he wouldn’
‘a’ mine comin’ ten er fifteen mile at night ter see Tenie, but
Mars Marrabo’s uncle’s plantation wuz mo’ d’n forty mile off.
Sandy wuz mighty sad en cas’ down atter w'at Mars Marrabo
tol’ 'im, en he says ter Tenie, sezee:—

“‘I'm gittin’ monst’us ti'ed er dish yer gwine roun’ so much.
Here 1 is lent ter Mars Jeems dis mont’, en I got ter do so-en-
s0; en ter Mars Archie de nex’ mont’, en I got ter do so-en-so;
den I got ter go ter Miss Jinnie’s: en hit’s Sandy dis en Sandy
dat, en Sandy yer en Sandy dere, tel it 'pears ter me I ain’ got
no home, ner no marster, ner no mistiss, ner no nuffin. I can’t
eben keep a wife: my yuther ole ‘oman wuz sol’ away widout
my gittin’ a chance fer ter tell her good-by; en now I got ter go
off en leab you, Tenie, en | dunno whe'r I'm eber gwine ter see
you ag’in er no. I wisht I wuz a tree, er a stump, er a rock, er
sumpp’n w’at could stay on de plantation fer a w’ile.’

“Atter Sandy got thoo talkin’, Tenie didn’ say naer word,
but des sot dere by de fier, studyin’ en studyin’. Bimeby she
up’n’ says:—

*‘Sandy, is I eber tol’ you I wuz a cunjuh 'oman?’

“Co’se Sandy hadn’ nebber dremp’ er nuffin lack dat, en he
made a great 'miration w'en he hear w’at Tenie say. Bimeby
Tenie went on:— .

“‘I ain’ goophered nobody, ner done no cunjuh wuk, fer fif-
teen year er mo’; en w'en 1 got religion 1 made up my mine 1
wouldn’ wuk no mo’ goopher. But dey is some things I doan
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b’lieve it’s no sin fer ter do; en ef you doan wanter be sent roun’
fum pillar ter pos’, en ef you doan wanter go down ter Robeson,
1 kin fix things so you won’t haf ter. Ef you’ll des say de word, 1
kin turn you ter w’ateber you wanter be, en you kin stay right
whar you wanter, ez long ez you mineter.’

“Sandy say he doan keer; he’s willin’ fer ter do anythin’ fer
ter stay close ter Tenie. Den Tenie ax 'im ef he doan wanter be
turnt inter a rabbit.

“Sandy say, ‘No, de dogs mought git atter me.’

“‘Shill 1 turn you ter a wolf?’ sez Tenie.

“‘No, eve’ybody’s skeered er a wolf, en I doan want nobody
ter be skeered er me.

“*Shill I turn you ter a mawkin’-bird?’

“‘No, a hawk mought ketch me. I wanter be turnt inter
sump’n w’at’ll stay in one place.’

“*I kin turn you ter a tree,’ sez Tenie. ‘You won’t hab no mouf
ner years, but I kin turn you back oncet in a w’ile, so you kin
git sump’n ter eat, en hear w’at’s gwine on.’

“Well, Sandy say dat’ll do. En so Tenie tuk ’im down by de
aidge er de swamp, not fur fum de quarters, en turnt im inter
a big pine-tree, en sot 'im out ‘'mongs’ some yuther trees. En
de nex’ mawnin’, ez some er de fiel’ han’s wuz gwine long dere,
dey seed a tree w’at dey didn’ 'member er habbin’ seed befo’; it
wuz monst’us quare, en dey wuz bleedst ter "low dat dey hadn’
’membered right, er e’se one er de saplin’s had be’n growin’
monst’us fas’.

“W’en Mars Marrabo ’skiver’ dat Sandy wuz gone, he ’lowed
Sandy had runned away. He got de dogs out, but de las’ place
dey could track Sandy ter wuz de foot er dat pine-tree. En dere
de dogs stood en barked, en bayed, en pawed at de tree, en tried
ter climb up on it; en wen dey wuz tuk roun’ thoo de swamp ter
look fer de scent, dey broke loose en made fer dat tree ag'in.
It wuz de beatenis’ thing de w’ite folks eber hearn of, en Mars
Marrabo "lowed dat Sandy must 'a’ clim’ up on de tree en jump’
off on a mule er sump’n, en rid fur ernuff fer ter spile de scent.
Mars Marrabo wanted ter ‘cuse some er de yuther niggers er
heppin’ Sandy off, but dey all 'nied it ter de las’; en eve’ybody
knowed Tenie sot too much sto’ by Sandy fer ter he’p 'im run
away whar she couldn’ nebber see 'im no mo’.
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“W’en Sandy had be’n gone long ernuff fer folks ter think
he done got clean away, Tenie useter go down ter de woods at
night en turn ’im back, en den dey'd slip up ter de cabin en set
by de fire en talk. But dey ha’ ter be monst'us keerful, er e’se
somebody would ’a’ seed 'em, en dat would ’a’ spile’ de whole
thing; so Tenie alluz turnt Sal}dy back in de mawnin’ early, befo’
anybody wuz a-stirrin’.

“But Sandy didn’ git erlong widout his trials en tribberlations.
One day a woodpecker come erlong en 'mence’ ter peck at de
tree; en de nex’ time Sandy wuz turnt back he had a little roun’
hole in his arm, des lack a sharp stick be’n stuck in it. Atter
dat Tenie sot a sparrer-hawk fer ter watch de tree; en w'en de
woodpecker come erlong nex’ mawnin’ fer ter finish his nes’, he
got gobble’ up mos’ ’fo’ he stuck his bill in de bark.

“Nudder time, Mars Marrabo sent a nigger out in de woods
fer ter chop tuppentime boxes. De man chop a box in dish yer
tree, en hack’ de bark up two er th'ee feet, fer ter let de tuppen-
time run. De nex’ time Sandy wuz turnt back he had a big skyar
on his lef’ leg, des lack it be’n skunt; en it tuk Tenie nigh *bout
all night fer ter fix a mixtry ter kyo it up. Atter dat, Tenie sot a
hawnet fer ter watch de tree; en w’en de nigger come back ag’in
fer ter cut ernudder box on de yuther side’n de tree, de hawnet
stung 'im so hard dat de ax slip en cut his foot nigh 'bout off.

“W’en Tenie see so many things happenin’ ter de tree, she
‘cluded she’d ha’ ter turn Sandy ter sump’n e’se; en atter studyin’
de matter ober, en talkin’ wid Sandy one ebenin’, she made up
her mine fer ter fix up a goopher mixtry w’at would turn herse’f
en Sandy ter foxes, er sump’n, so dey could run away en go
some’rs whar dey could be free en lib lack w’ite folks.

“But dey ain’ no tellin’ w’at’s gwine ter happen in dis worl’.
Tenie had got de night sot fer her en Sandy ter run away, w'en
dat ve’y day one er Mars Marrabo’s sons rid up ter de big house
in his buggy, en say his wife wuz monst’us sick, en he want his
mammy ter len’’im a ‘oman fer ter nuss his wife. Tenie’s mistiss
say sen’ Tenie; she wuz a good nuss. Young mars wuz in a tar-
rible hurry fer ter git back home. Tenie wuz washin’ at de big
house dat day, en her mistiss say she should go right 'long wid
her young marster. Tenie tried ter make some ’scuse fer ter git
away en hide ’tel night, w’en she would have eve’ything fix’ up
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fer her en Sandy; she say she wanter go ter her cabin fer ter git
her bonnet. Her mistiss say it doan matter ’bout de bonnet; her
head-hankcher wuz good ernuff. Den Tenie say she wanter git
her bes’ frock; her mistiss say no, she doan need no mo’ frock,
en w'en dat one got dirty she could git a clean one whar she wuz
gwine. So Tenie had ter git in de buggy en go 'long wid young
Mars Dunkin ter his plantation, w’ich wuz mo’ d’'n twenty mile
away; en dey wa'n’t no chance er her seein’ Sandy no mo’ 'tel
she come back home. De po’ gal felt monst’us bad 'bout de way
things wuz gwine on, en she knowed Sandy mus’ be a wond’rin’
why she didn’ come en turn ’im back no mo’.

“W’iles Tenie wuz away nussin’ young Mars Dunkin’s wife,
Mars Marrabo tuk a notion fer ter buil’ ’im a noo kitchen; en
bein’ ez he had lots er timber on his place, he begun ter look
‘roun’ fer a tree ter hab de lumber sawed out’n. En I dunno how
it come 1o be so, but he happen fer ter hit on de ve'y tree w'at
Sandy wuz turnt inter. Tenie wuz gone, en dey wa'n’t nobody
ner nuffin fer ter watch de tree.

“De two men w’at cut de tree down say dey nebber had sech
a time wid a tree befo’: dey axes would glansh off, en didn’
"pear ter make no progress thoo de wood; en of all de creakin’,
en shakin’, en wobblin’ you eber see, dat tree done it w’en it
commence’ ter fall. It wuz de beatenis’ thing!

“W’en dey got de tree all trim’ up, dey chain it up ter a timber
waggin, en start fer de sawmill. But dey had a hard time gittin’
de log dere: fus’ dey got stuck in de mud w’en dey wuz gwine
crosst de swamp, en it wuz two er th'ee hours befo’ dey could
git out. Ween dey start’ on ag'in, de chain kep’ a-comin’ loose,
en dey had ter keep a-stoppin’ en a-stoppin’ fer ter’hitch de log
up ag’in. W’en dey commence’ ter climb de hill ter de sawmill,
de log broke loose, en roll down de hill en in ‘'mongs’ de trees,
en hit tuk nigh ‘bout half a day mo’ ter git it haul’ up ter de
sawmill.

“De nex’ mawnin’ atter de day de tree wuz haul’ ter de saw-
mill, Tenie come home. W'en she got back ter her cabin, de
fus’ thing she done wuz ter run down ter de woods en see how
Sandy wuz gittin’ on. W'en she seed de stump standin’ dere,
wid de sap runnin’ out'n it, en de limbs layin’ scattered roun’,
she nigh 'bout went out'n her min’. She run ter her cabin, en
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got her goopher mixtry, en den follered de track er de tim-
ber waggin ter de sawmill. She knowed Sandy couldn’ lib mo’
d’'n a minute er so ef she turnt him back, fer he wuz all chop’
up so he'd 'a’ be’n bleedst ter die. But she wanted ter turn 'im
back long ernuff fer ter ’splain ter ’im dat she hadn’ went off a-
purpose, en lef” 'im ter be chop’ down en sawed up. She didn’
want Sandy ter die wid no hdrd feelin’s to'ds her.

“De han’s at de sawmill had des got de big log on de kerridge,
en wuz startin’ up de saw, w'en dey seed a ‘oman runnin’ up de
hill, all out er bref, cryin’ en gwine on des lack she wuz plumb
’stracted. It wuz Tenie; she come right inter de mill, en th'owed
herse’f on de log, right in front er de saw, a-hollerin’ en cryin’
ter her Sandy ter fergib her, en not ter think hard er her, fer
it wa’'n’t no fault er hern. Den Tenie 'membered de tree didn’
hab no years, en she wuz gittin’ ready fer ter wuk her goopher
mixtry so ez ter turn Sandy back, w’en de mill-hands kotch holt
er her en tied her arms wid a rope, en fasten’ her to one er
de posts in de sawmill; en den dey started de saw up ag’in, en
cut de log up inter bo'ds en scantlin’s right befo’ her eyes. But
it wuz mighty hard wuk; fer of all de sweekin’, en moanin’, en
groanin’, dat log done it w’iles de saw wuz a-cuttin’ thoo it. De
saw wuz one er dese yer ole-timey, up-en-down saws, en hit tuk
longer dem days ter saw a log ‘en it do now. Dey greased de saw,
but dat didn’ stop de fuss; hit kep’ right on, tel fin’ly dey got de
log all sawed up.

“W’en de oberseah w’at run de sawmill come fum breakfas’,
de han’s up en tell him "bout de crazy ‘'oman—ez dey s’posed
she wuz—w’at had come runnin’ in de sawmill, a-hollerin’ en
gwiQe on, en tried ter th'ow herse’f befo’ de saw. En de ober-
seah sent two er th'ee er de han’s fer ter take Tenie back ter her
marster’s plantation.

“Tenie "peared ter be out'n her min’ fer a long time, en her
marster ha’ ter lock her up in de smoke-"ouse ’tel she got ober
her spells. Mars Marrabo wuz monst’'us mad, en hit would 'a’
made yo’ flesh crawl fer ter hear him cuss, ‘caze he say de speki-
later w’at he got Tenie fum had fooled 'im by wukkin’ a crazy
‘oman off on him. W’iles Tenie wuz lock up in de smoke-'ouse,
Mars Marrabo tuk ’n’ haul de lumber fum de sawmill, en put
up his noo kitchen.
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“W’en Tenie got quiet’ down, so she could be ’lowed ter go
’roun’ de plantation, she up’n’ tole her marster all erbout Sandy
en de pine-tree; en w'en Mars Marrabo hearn it, he ’lowed she
wuz de wuss 'stracted nigger he eber hearn of. He didn’ know
w’at ter do wid Tenie: fus’ he thought he'd put her in de po™-
house; but fin'ly, seein’ ez she didn’ do no harm ter nobody
ner nuffin, but des went 'roun’ moanin’, en groanin’, en shakin’
her head, he 'cluded ter let her stay on de plantation en nuss
de litde nigger chilluns wen dey mammies wuz ter wuk in de
cotton-fiel’.

“De noo kitchen Mars Marrabo buil’ wuzn’ much use, fer it
hadn’ be’n put up long befo’ de niggers ‘mence’ ter notice quare
things erbout it. Dey could hear sump’n moanin’ en groanin’
’bout de kitchen in de night-time, en w’en de win’ would blow
dey could hear sump’n a-hollerin’ en sweekin’ lack it wuz in
great pain en sufferin’. En it got so atter a w’ile dat it wuz all
Mars Marrabo’s wife could do ter git a ‘oman ter stay in de
kitchen in de daytime long ernuff ter do de cookin’; en dey
wa’'n’t naer nigger on de plantation w’at wouldn’ rudder take
forty dan ter go 'bout dat kitchen atter dark,—dat is, ‘cep'n’
Tenie; she didn’ ’pear ter min’ de ha’'nts. She useter slip ‘roun’
at night, en’set on de kitchen steps, en lean up agin de do’-jamb,
en run on ter herse’f wid some kine er foolishness w’at nobody
couldn’ make out; fer Mars Marrabo had th’eaten’ ter sen’ her
off’n de plantation ef she say anything ter any er de yuther
niggers 'bout de pine-tree. But somehow er 'nudder de niggers
foun’ out all erbout it, en dey all knowed de kitchen wuz ha’nted
by Sandy’s sperrit. En bimeby hit got so Mars Marrabo’s wife
herse’f wuz skeered ter go out in de yard atter dark.

“W'en it come ter dat, Mars Marrabo tuk en to’ de kitchen
down, en use’ de lumber fer ter buil’ dat ole school'ouse w’at you
er talkin’ ’bout pullin’ down. De school'ouse wuzn’ use’ ‘cep’'n’ in
de daytime, en on dark nights folks gwine "long de road would
hear quare soun’s en see quare things. Po’ ole Tenie useter go
down dere at night, en wander ‘roun’ de school'ouse; en de
niggers all "lowed she went fer ter talk wid Sandy’s sperrit. En
one winter mawnin’, w’en one er de boys went ter school early
fer ter start de fire, w'at should he fin’ but po’ ole Tenie, layin’ on
de flo, stiff, en col’, en dead. Dere didn’ ’pear ter be nuffin per-
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tickler de matter wid her,—she had des grieve’ herse’f ter def
fer her Sandy. Mars Marrabo didn’ shed no tears. He thought
Tenie wuz crazy, en dey wa'n’t no tellin’ w’at she mought do
nex’; en dey ain’ much room in dis worl’ fer crazy w’ite folks,
let "lone a crazy nigger.

“Hit wa’'n’t long atter dat befo’ Mars Marrabo sol’ a piece er
his track er lan’ ter Mars Dtugal’ McAdoo,—my ole marster,—
en dat’s how de ole school'ouse happen to be on yo’ place. W'en
de wah broke out, de school stop’, en de ole school'ouse be’n
stannin’ empty ever sence,—dat is, ‘cep’n’ fer de ha’nts. En folks
sez dat de ole school'ouse, er any yuther house w’at got any er
dat lumber in it w’at wuz sawed out’'n de tree w’at Sandy wuz
turnt inter, is gwine ter be ha’nted tel de las’ piece er plank is
rotted en crumble’ inter dus’.” -

Annie had listened to this gruesome narrative with strained
attention.

“What a system it was,” she exclaimed, when Julius had fin-
ished, “under which such things were possible!”

“What things?” I asked, in amazement. “Are you seriously
considering the possibility of a man’s being turned into a tree?”

“Oh, no,” she replied quickly, “not that”; and then she mur-
mured absently, and with a dim look in her fine eyes, “Poor
Tenie!”

We ordered the lumber, and returned home. That night,
after we had gone to bed, and my wife had to all appearances
been sound asleep for half an hour, she startled me out of an
incipient doze by exclaiming suddenly,—

“John, I don’t believe I want my new kitchen built out of the
lumber in that old schoolhouse.”

“You wouldn’t for a moment allow yourselt,” 1 replied, with
some asperity, “to be influenced by that absurdly impossible
yarn which Julius was spinning to-day?”

“I know the story is absurd,” she replied dreamily, “and I am
not so silly as to believe it. But I don’t think 1 should ever be
able to take any pleasure in that kitchen if it were built out of
that lumber. Besides, I think the kitchen would look better and
last longer if the lumber were all new.”

Of course she had her way. I bought the new lumber, though
not without grumbling. A week or two later I was called away
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from home on business. On my return, after an absence of
several days, my wife remarked to me,—

“John, there has been a split in the Sandy Run Colored Bap-
tist Church, on the temperance question. About half the mem-
bers have come out from the main body, and set up for them-
selves. Uncle Julius is one of the seceders, and he came to me
yesterday and asked if they might not hold their meetings in
the old schoolhouse for the present.”

“1 hope you didn’t let the old rascal have it,” I returned, with
some warmth. I had just received a bill for the new lumber I
had bought.

“Well,” she replied, “I couldn’t refuse him the use of the
house for so good a purpose.”

“And I'll venture to say,” I continued, “that you subscribed
something toward the support of the new church?”

She did not attempt to deny it.

“What are they going to do about the ghost?” I asked, some-
what curious to know how Julius would get around this obstacle.

“Oh,” replied Annie, “Uncle Julius says that ghosts never dis-
turb religious worship, but that if Sandy’s spirit should happen
to stray into meeting by mistake, no doubt the preaching would
do it good.”
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