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ONUCE AND AGAIN.
To an atclent cak trec's shade—
A coo! swett place 10 rest—
A routl and maiden often strayed.
Bepeath its spreading brauches played—
£1¢ mutual Jove confessed.

The zial's bright bair was a golden crowr;
Her eyes were tender blue,

% he boy had eyes of deepest brown,

Thst into the other's soul looked down—

Aud Lair of idoighs hue,

Ard =0 this ehildish, happy pale,
Together zaily played.

A% around them ecemed o fair,

T Ley never dreamed of future caze,
&s plany of life they laide

Saud the one, with boyish pride,
** 1 soon ehall be aman.
Then I'll routu the world 80 wide—
Aczoss tiie distant plains Uil ride,
Aud seach the golden land.

* Then I'D fird the richest mine,
It's Lidden wealth T'll own,
And low, beneath a Western pime,
W.ll Fortune whisper, I am thine ”
Aud 1 sball love the tone,

* 1 aliall be so strong and bold,
I'll hunt the wildest game,
Like some great ¢lef of old,
Whose deeds of valor yet are tol
The curth shall fvar my name,"

And the maiden fondly heard,

The Loy thus proudly speak.
Slie had deep faith in every word, °
V'or love her bosom gently stirred,

And tinted her bright cheek,

< And 1 world be alady fair,
With msny courting me.
Bt 1 would shake wy sunny hair;
For suitors 1ie 1 I would nat care,
For I'd be true to thee.”

1n after yours a man returned,
With care upon liis brow,
No wors ambition iz his bosom brroed,
For fortuue oft hi= auit had spurned,
And e seldotu =ought her now

Ee saw & wosnan ‘oeath the oak tree stray,
2 daughter by her side,

Ile met lier there. With laughkter gay

They talked o'er love dreams passed away,
Like leaves upon the tide.

Love's like & foweret fading fest,
P'lucked from its native plain.

Kujoy ite odore while they Inet,

Yor soon ite fragrant life 13 past—
The leaves, like ghosts, remain.

{From the New York Times.)
CLD JOIHN RADDLII,

I'¥ COLONEL J. W, F'E FOREST,

L

Not au old man; not more than forty-five
at the date of this story; "siwply “Old John
Raddle.” because there had been a young
John Raddle, his son; Lleated in figure,
crimson in face, eyes bloodshot, hair Jong
aud unkempt, breath alwazs fragrant with
whisky; no attire, summer or winter, week
day or Sunday, but grey or butternut
homespun; suck was my bero in the period
of hie grandeur,

His grandeur consisted !n thie: that hav-
ing been bora a “low down™ white of South
Carolina, he had shewn & certain degree of
intelligence, industcy aund enterprise, had
gained money both in €ecent and evil
tashions, had developed o character which,
if not nice, was at least vigorous, and had
become, if not a gentlewan, at least some-
thing far better tham u vagrant or a pau-

por.

He had wade his fortuea of §10,000 or
§15,000 by nocturnal and illegal dickering
with pilfering negroes; then by more open
but scarcely wore praiseworthy dealings
across the whisky-stained counter of a
cross roads groeery; buti:e had made it, he
had kept it, be had it,

Now, evena in the patrician South Caro-
Jina of the olden timo woney was reputa-
ble; if it was not “geod bleod” it was tac-
itly regarded as the very mext mnoblest
species of cireulation; and thus John Rad-
dle was considered not so low as he had
been. Ia fact, he had lifted his family as
far toward social respectability as the most
gitted aud fortunate Cracker stock usually
could climb iz one gereration.

One step in kie gradual rise had been the
conversion of his grocery into a tavern,
with accommadations for man and beast.
¥er man there were two bedrooms, small,
carpetlese, rudely furnished, end as breezy
us hencoops: adming room with a narrow
pine table, which proélered fried bacon and
¢ugs, fried chieken, fried corn bread, and
sweet potatoes; 2 barrel f'owing with white,
crude, fiery whisky, suitable for boozing
farpers and Crackers; a private closet con-
taimng a barrel of old, mild amber whisky
for gentry. For beasts there was a ram-
shackle harn, showing througk countless
rente great store of corthusk fodder, and
imperf: ctly sheltermng from the rain some
scant piles of maize nubbins.

The tavern consisted of a low, vopainted
and even unbarked log shanty, the original
grocery; and of & broaddronted, shallow,
iwo-story, vellow clapboard wing, the
modern addition. Puddles in wet weather,
and heaps of uncleanness always, ade the
approach unpleasant. There was no sign;
no such ostentation wus necessary; the
lace was widely notorious as Raddle's,
Twice a week the up wmail, axd twice & week
the down mail, Iﬁatween Columbie and
Greenville, stopped Lere to change horses,
occeasionally bringing passengers for dinner,
amdll at long, long imtervaic, one for the
night.

Besides the tavern, O1d John had several
bundred acres of more er lest evil lacd, a
doren or 80 of ragzed negroes, and scme
loans with neighboring farmera. The rich.
est wae in the “settlemeat,” and one of the
richest for tive miles around, he was rot
only beginning to be held respectable, but
also to acquire a certain measure of seif.
respect, notwithstanding kis low origin, his
regular weekly sprees, his stumbling knowl-
edge ot reading, and his total ignorance of
writing. A rough, unschooled, intemaperate,
backwoodish place was Bomerville, such a
place as you wight expect tosind in & thinly
sottled region whieh fifty years bedere had
not been settled at all: a place which had
not yet aequired extravagantly fine netions
as to what constitutes morality and gen-
tility: just the placo for a prosperous
Cracker to try to grow into *‘a gentleman
of the old school.” : .

*He's on & bender, aiu’t he!” whispered a
barefooted, sallow, yellow baired urchin to
n solems, wilted, grizzled negro, who was
leaning out of one of the bar-redm win-
dows, ““Allays gits his money bag out when
he's on a bender, don't he!” eontinued
Strawhead: and received an owlish, ae-
senting wink of a bleared eyo in responee.
Althiough lite is short, and many great mys-
terics remain unconsidered and unrevealed,
Wwe must consume one mowment in etating
that Old Sol was famous in Nomerville for
Lis dextenty in winking.

Perceiving a cigar stump on the ground,
which had been swept out of the bar-room,
Strawhead picked it up with his naked toes
and attempted to transfer it slyly to'his
pockets, with the intention of smoking it at
sowe convenient opportunity. But seeing
that the gaze of Ol Sol was upon him, he
asked, with an humble grin, “Keen't | hev
this!" and, obtaining a favorable nod, de-
parted on a joyful canter. E

On a day pregnant with future adventure
for Old John Raddle, he was reelin up and
down before his tavern, his bloodnEot blue
eyes woist with whisky, his great cushions
of cheeks glowing like a pair of sunsetas,
five or six drops of perspiration rolling
down his broad, red forehead, his iron-gray
Lair towzled toward all points of the uni-
verse, his threadbare woolen broad-brim in
one hand, and a stout canvas bag in the
other. Shaking his bag and violently jing-
liog its metallic contents, was delivering
something like & stump speeck to three
gaunt, seedy, cross roads politicians, who,
eitting in & m & wooden bench

the eaves, liste to him with a ‘‘mesch-
ing,” wheedling gris, knowing that his
pe;ol‘lﬁoll would be, “‘Come in, boye, an’
licker.”

Such was the ecene at Raddle's when its

fate reached it. There was a rumble of
wheels on the wooden bridge over the Sa-
luda, and sll present exclaiméd: * The
stage!” Soon a long yellow wagor, with
leather curtaine and rattling doors, rolled
up to the tavern behind two gaunt, mud-
splashed horses, The driver, goarly Jim
Dallaby, who had whipped more mer acd
beea whipped oftener than arny other being
known to Somerville, leaped o the ground
and made straignt for the barroem. Old
Sol opened the finger-stained door of the
stuge, and bowed obeequiously to the only
passenger. He was a tall, well dressed,
Lnndsome youth of nineteen or twenty,
whom John Raddle at once recoguized as
a *high-tone gentleman.”

“Mornin®, stranger,” he said, making
such rude reverence as a born Cracker
owed to a sciop of planterdow. “Hev &
roomn, strangerd

*Yes, I thivk I may as well take a room,”
answered the youngster, after a mement of
meditation. *I think I had better stay over
night with you."”

“Best room in the house, stranger,” de-
clared old Jokn. “Allays keep it for your
style. Yere, Sol, take the gentleman’s
trunk np to No. 1. An’, Sol, see ef every-
thing is all right up thar. An' Sol, eall Luce
to see ef everything is straight thar—for
by——! you won't know."”

Followed by the guest, the negro limped
up stairs with the trunk, dropped it in the
Lest front chamber, and shuftied away to
summon Luce. Bat he had hardly reached
the top of the stairway ere Le wet the
girl ascending, hurried up by the impatient
John Raddle.

Luce, or Lucy, the ouly daughter of OId
John, was his trusted housekeeper, the **old
woman being sickly and the *niggers” stu-
pid. Eighteen, well grown, and prettily
shaped, with features that were well
enough; rosy cheeks and merry blue eyes,
she was what }»eonle call a tempting piece
of tlesh and blood. That was just Luce.
There was nothing spiritual or intellectual
about her; there was nothing of that fice
charm which we think of when we say
*lady,” but, as flesh and blood, she was an
attractive spectacle. ler checkered home
spun frock, ent in the rimple fashion of
*baby waist,” showed her firm, full fizure
to advantage. There was a little timidity
and more awkwardness in ner manner as
she entered No. 1. She was not afraid of
being left alone with this young gentleman,
but she was slightly anxious as to what he
might think of her appearance, and she felt
ill at ease because of his *‘store clo’es,” ro
much grander than homespun.

While she straigheéned the coarse brown
connterpane and propped a rickety table
against the whitewashed wall, and look to
see if the floor bad been ewept rince the
exodus of the last lodger, she glanced two
or three times at the stranger, and thought
that he was *mighty hansum.” So he was.
A fine, tall, elender shape; a dark, aquiline,
spirited and yet graci ace; abundant
long black hair curling over his coat collar;
on the whole a first claes, **high-tone”
Southern type. She stood at the sindow,
seeming in a state of abstraction, and Luce
did not know that he had surveyed Ler
carefully by stealth.

Turning from her work to leave the room
the was puzzled, rather than startled, to
tind that he had closed the door and was
ulvancinﬁ toward her. A little eparkle of
injury and amusement danced in her eyes
while he took both her hands in his; but
she was not scared, nor was there even
much of a thrill in her veins as she thought,
*Js he ﬁoing to kiss me?”

Yes, he was going to kisa her; he was
bending graciously for that very purpose;
he was putting his courtly face cloee to Ler
rustic one. Luce had often been kissed;
for manners were pactorally free in Somer-
ville, and forfeit games were current among
the young people, not to mention that she
had had a bean or two. She tittered and
turned away her head until one cheek
touched her shoulder, but in the same
agreeable moment the other cheek felt the
touch of his lips. .

* *You dear, good little beauty !” he mur-
mured, in a tone which was fuli of gratitude
and so of flattery.

There was still a smile on her lips when
she stole a look at him; but her eyes had
suddenly taken an expression of great and
tender surprise, Of all the men—or hoys,
rather—who had hitherto been thus bold
with her, not one had vttered such sweet
words. They were priceless; they scemed
not onl_vtogay his debt, but to mwake her
}:ro(oundly ia debtor; and when she faced

im she meant that he should kiss her lips
if he wisked. He did so, and whispered
other entrancing words in her bewitched
ear; then with his haud on her waist, he led
her to the door and opened 1t for her, Had
Luce known what a princess was, she
would have feit that ehe was one, and that
she had found the true prince. :

How she eagerly longed fer dinner, when
it would be her swect duty to superintend
the table and see that this royal guest was
suitably fed. Not that she sat at the head
of the board—no, sbe had no higher part to
l;lav than that of upper waiter; she over-
ooked and scolded the “piggers.” It was a
pleasure to her to show the young gentle-
man to his chair, and she wae not paintully
aware that it was & humble pleasure, There
was a little flatter in her heart, and she
could not at first raise her eyes to Lis; but
when she did presume to glance at him she
found that he was looking at her with an
air of interest. Then a happy sparkle shot
{from under her lashes, and the least flicker
of a smile danced about one corner of her
mouth. She remembered the twe kisses,
and she was no more ashamed of them than
he. She was only a little more shy, a little
more “in a gitabout,” as she would have
phrased it. Of course she served him with
the best of *“chicken™ that was fried that
day at Raddle's, and wished that there had
been for him hopping john or some other
exceptional delicacy. MeanwhileOld John
pumped the guest as to his bueiness and
personality. “Never met up with you heto’,
stranger; what mought your neme be!™
“l am from Oakland District, akd I am
the son of Colonel Mayfield,” said the
youth, with & rising accent, as if it were a
grand thing to be of Oakland District, and
& etill grander thing to be a Mayfiekd.

John Raddle looked all the respect that
he could through his Lloodshot optics, not
doubting that he Lad before hii the heir of
some great lowland planter.

“After lan® or niggers!” le continued,
speaking out of the deptls of Lis dickering
!pll‘lf.

*No,” answered the lordly guest, inter-
nally scornful of the query, bat calmly
civil on the surface; “student at Columbia
College, I have been rusticated,” he ex-
plained, with a langh.

Old John had heard of ecollege. The
parson was a college man, and Squire Som-.
ers and Colonel Thornton. He had a vague
idea that it was high toned to go to college.
J3ut “rusticated” was beyond his tether,
and he repeated the word inquiringly.

“I am sent up here as a punishment,”
said Maytield, *for plaging jokes on the
tutors,”

*h, been raicin® the devil!” guffawed
Joku Raddle, his heart warming atonce
toward the youngster,

JOf course, Maytield related the eaunse of
his wisadventure in full; for what rusticated
student is not at first proud of kis pec-
cadillo® We have mot epace for the story,
but We can assure the undergraduate
public that it was as delicately humorous
as such things mnsually are, in proof of
which may be alleged the jfuctthat Old
John laughed uproariously.

“Stranger, you're a long euit an’five
trumps,” ke declared in his delight. “I'm
durn glad I met up with ye, Come, let's
blow & cloud. Luce, bring the bes® cigars
an’ sowe closet whisky. Stranger, I've got
some whisky a8 "1l make yer baird grow.
Wal, whar you gwine ter stay?! Not yere?
Not with Oid John Raddle! Lor bless ye!
we'd raise the devil every day.” - .

“I am to board with a clergyman—a Rev.
Mr. Seymour,” said Maytield.

+Oh — Parson Seymour — Presbyterian
parson. Wal, I reckon he's widdlin’ peart
at book larnin: folks tell so. le ain't ohe
of my sert: fact is, parsong hever be, [
don't believe in religion, durned ef I do.
Don’t know much ‘bout it, but what I do
know I don't believe. A bag full of dollars
an’ a yard full of niggers an’ a jug full of
whisky, that’s my religion. What d’ye say
to that? Them's what makes a gentleman—
them an' fightin'. The' ain’t healthy, them
pious. Parson Seymour’s & h_nle. lean,
scrimed, yaller-faced man. He's 80 nar-
vous he can't stay still a minute. Opeasiest
creatur 1 ever see. He'll set in all the
chairs in the room while you're tellin’ him
a story. I'd as lief talk to » basket of
grasshoppers. An' pious! whew!
bev mornin’ prayers three timee a day.
Wal, when ye get yer ambition up for a

shindy, come round as’ eee Ole John. He'll
take's turn with ye: he’ll show ye 'bout the
districk. Stranger, ketch another holt o
that whisky. Nothing like whisky. is thar!
How d've raise'high tone gentlemen with-
outit?” )

Here, for the tbird or fourth tirce. Old
Jobn ligbted Lis cigar from that of his
listecer. He aiways had a cigar in his
wouth, but seldom smoked wuch of it, for
he had a hab:t ot “talking constant.” After
chewing one end of the luxury toa pulp,
and relighting the other until it would no
longer take fire satisfactorily, he threw it
away ha!f consumed, and comienced the
same wasteful process upon another. Those
were the daye, be it remembered, when
Havanas sold at three for a dime. By the
way, his smoking and talking did not pre-
vent him from chewing.

Meanwhile he drank copiously. e had
not taken his bender out when the young
man arrived, and his inflamed stomach now
jusisted that he should go on with it.
Drunk be could not get. For years he had
been above the highest tide ot whieky: for
years he had not been seen to etagger. Bat
at last he fell asleep in his arm chair, snor-
ing, with open mouth and half shus eyes,
an object of envy to old Sol. Magytield was
also overcome and took a long nup upon a
wooden settee, while Luce sat near and
watched him with admiration. When the
youth awakened, late in the afternoon, he
sent a youth to the Rev. Seymour, with his
Jetter of introduction and & note staring
that he would present Limself in the morn-

ing.

F‘(ne So! shall tote ye roun’ thar,” said
Jolin Raddle when his gnest was about to
depart. “I've got a Yankee wagon an' a
little gray to match. I won't charge ye a
dime for the ride. Jest you cast yer eve at
little grey as ye go along, that's ull. Efever
ever ye git yer head out for a shindy, she's
the creetur for ye. Ef ye hev a gal along,”
he chuckled, *an’ want ter go slow through
a piece of woods, an' do a little lip sarvice
without bein’ jolted, she can trot all day in
a bar'l., An’ef you want to get clar of apy
other man’s dust, she can haul ve right out
of it in no time, I don’t keer whose dust it
is. Jest take a look at her. Some day you'll
want ter hire, or we mought want ter
trade.”

No one who knowe the nature of a Cracker
hoyden will euppose that Luce Raddle al-
lowed the handsome young stranger to de-
part without runuing the pleasant risk of
another tete-a-tete with him. As Mayfield
was packing bis trunk Le heard fewine
drapery bebind him, and, turning at the
alluring rustle, he beheld Luce.

*I reckoned you mought want somethin,”
sne said, with a slight stammer and a very
deen blush.

With a promptness which showed pre-
cocious experieuce in flirtations, and with
an air of berign contidence which was
wonderfully winning, he stepped up to her
and took both her hands.

*So I did want something,” Ye sall, lay-
ing his smooth young cheek against hera.
*1 wanted to eee you, my dear little pet.”

It was the antique story of ill-matched
love making: it was the thread bare Euro-
’I»‘eun drama of the peasant and the noble.

his common-place, halt-wild, truly low
down adventure would not be worth re-
lating, did it not bring face to face those
two immemorial types of lumanity, the
patrician and the plebian. In our time it
seems an anachronism; on the soil of a
republic it is an exotic, a monstrosity: and
hence the interest of our narrative, if it Las
any. This girl, who had been made lowly
by the breath of elavery, was so happy at
receiving a few words of endearment from
this boy, who had been made grand ty
slavery, that she could not speak.

“Do you know what & pet 1!” he askel
with & sewile, Lolding ber out at arw's
l““-‘if."' ¥

“Yia, I Lev a pet.”

“What is 1’ e

“A pig; a tame piz.
halt a mile t'other day.”

He could not help langhing at her rustie-
ity, and yet be though it very charming.

*1 am much luckier than you,” he said.
“I have & muck: nicer pet than a pig. Such
a nice pet that I want to kies it.”

Luoe did not turn away her cheek any
further than would make things pertectiy
convenient te this wondrous lover; and the
frankness, the whole heartedness, w.th
which she vresently putup her lips to his
was, to a thoughtful eye, nothing less than
pititul. Patrician as he was, and by bith.
right a despiser ot low down people, he wae
stricken with respect for her confiding sin-
plicity, and treated her with the chivalry of
youth,

. *Good bye, my dear child,” he gaid, loos-

ing her hands: *I ebhall eee you often

Whll.&:l am Lere, aud I shall never forget
ou.

Then they walked on tiptoe to the door
and parted, both upsatistied with the inter-

She followed me

young learts for love, and for love, sad
still more for love.
1.

Parson Sexmour soon discovered that his
pupil was a person of praiseworthy regular
!xabitn. . Maytield studied hard every morn-
ing, recited admirably m the hour before
dinper, and {ook a waik every afternoen.
The parson admired hard etudents and per-
#ons of regular habits, and consequently he
reported favorably ot the youth to the col-
lege tactory.

Mezutiwe 1 1ce Raddle was attaining to
a much more thorough knowledge of the
rusticated one's character without making
any report thereof except to that one con‘i-
dante whom every love-lorn female must
bave. Every afternoon she met him ica
pine grove near Ler home, and thence stole
with him dowe the secluded course of the
faluda to a grove of oaks, curtained in from
the world by a close edging of underwood.
:l'lxcrgi. N-uu.-d on the bank of the whispes-
ing little river, with no spectators but a
wooded and uninhabited slope rising frora
the opposite shore, they passed the time
which Mr. Mayfield was supposed to devote
to walking for his health. Was it altc-
gether spent in talking, laughing and threw -
ing pebbles into the swift water! Ah
those were the days holding hands and
waiste—clays which, us every ancient maiden
lady knows, have long since departed: daye
which the literature of our timwe can not
treat of without hesitation,

In justice to Luce it must be stated that
ebe did not prefer this clandestine eort of
courtship,

“Why don’t yon come to fee me thar at
the house I"* she repeatedly asked. =

“And a0 1 do,” he ouce answered
evasively, *I saw you there yesterday.”

“Ch! you jeat epoke to me—jest as
though I was anybody else. You mought
86t up with me thar. Par and mar wouldn’t
keer; an’ they'd ict ®s hev tle big front
room, 2.

*“I'il come some time,"” he sald.
make ep a face at me."”

But this promise was not kep*, and waa
not megat to be kept; for .\layﬁefd was thus
far advaared in the wiekedness of flirta-
tion; he could assent witk the sole intent of
performing if convenien:.

Sometiwes he had compznctions as to hia
conduct toward the girl, Eut then she was
the daufhwr of a Cracker who hzd made
monéy by selling whisky to niggers; the
ﬁ;n daughter of another Cracker who had

n lower than niggers; the represectative
of a caste whick his caste looked uzon as
suarely noxious or eontemptible. Surely he
was not bound to be as delicata with such
poitery as with the fine porcelain of chiv-
alry. So he let her adore him.

*] wish I was as putty as you be,” ghe
?fun said, gazing straight into kis Grecian
ace,

At other times it was, *I lay awake thres
hours las' pight, stadyin’ "bout you.” Or
again, >l couldn't git to sleep till nigh morg-
in’ for figurin® what you was up fo.”
*What you was up to” meant “What
rour intentions are.” Kor Luce, altkough
she knew that there was a great soeial gulf
between her and her beau, would persist in
imagining 2 future of marriage. She some-
times hoped that lier father's property
would fill ur the separating abyse; and she
told Mayfield about it more than oace, giv-
Ing him, with piteens insistence, the num-
ber of acres and niggers, and toe value
thereof in dollare; perhaps, indeed, she
magnitied the “‘demnition total” a little.
Abeve the leafy bank which fronted these
two adventuring children, as they sat in
their love-nest beside the Saluda, there was
a little cleared plateau on which the Con-
gregationalists ot Somerville had built their
tabernacle and laid out their burial und.
In that cemetery one breezy Mareh after-
poon Parson Seymour performed the last
earthly rites over the remains of Martha
Fortner, “the lamented snd pious consort”
Gowan Fortoer, one of the pillars of his

“Don’t

little church. Op his way from the house

view, O, this unappeasable bhunger of

of mourning to the grave the minister had
been ishefl snd pained by & r k of
the bereaved husband, which shows bow
little delicacy of eoul one may acquire even
under the constant droppings of the sanct-
vary. Mr. Fortner, a :Eun and etumpy old
man, being a little lame with rheumatism
and having no adult relative present to lean
upon, bad taken his pastor's arm in order
the more comiortably o lead tLe eolemn
procegrion,

**Yes, Parson, I'm left mightily alone,” he
sighed in anewer to some worldly sugges-
tion. *It's a powerful loppin® off for me. 1
shall feel the loas of Miss Fortner mightily.
“An’, Parson, I'd be mighty much obliged
to yeef you'd name somebody that you think
fitten to fill her place. Not mow, Parson.
We orter be thinkin® of other things now.
At a fitten time, Parson, At a fitten time.”

As the clergyman departed after the con-
cluded service, he meditated sadly upon
this strange request, unparalleled even in
his large experience of hard and purrow
types of humanity, Then he refiected hum-
bly that neither was Le free from anworthy
thoughts on funeral oceasions, calling to
mind how, while Lis mouth was opened in
prayer before the grave, Lis eves had dwelt
with grief on the neglected exterior of his
chureh, and be had longed for some wlite
paint wherewith to cure its weather-stained
leprosy. ~ Grieving over such instability of
devotional feeling, he felt the solemnity of
solitude., Instead, therefore, of walking
home by the now babbling bighway, be
turned aside and descended a lonely path
toward the banks of the Saluda.

Imagine him in this serious frame, looking
across the black stream as across a Stygian
river, and witnessing ar exchange of hgzht-
minded kisses between Lis student ward
und that wild Luce Raddle. The startled
good man felt an hysterical desire to scream
aloud over a world which at the moment
seemed to him more one of sin than of sor-
row. Then Le became ashamed for these
two, and did not want them to see that they
bad been discovered in their folly, and
reascended hastily the covering shadows of
the slope.

But this matter ¢onld not go on thus, and
low should Le arrest it! As is usual with
ascetic and unworldly persons who interfere
in such passionate complications, be Llun-
dered. He should have zone straight at
Magytield; he should have eaid to him, **You
are a gentleman, aud you abuse your posi-
tion; you Lave been educated under worthy
intluences, and yet you play the tempter and
misleader; you are resncusible for this folly,
and you must end

But he was prejudiced against Lucy, as
not being a ciurct wember, and as being
the daughter of u Cracker and rumseller; he
concluded that it was Ler rustic efirontery
which was chietly responsivle for this fur-
tive znd indecorous .ove making: and, as
he ¢id not tind in himself the bardness to
fuce her with such a ¢barge, lie resolved to
report her to her father.

_ By the way, Mayfield nureed similar no-
tious as to Lucy's guilt; he conveniently
forgot that he bad toucked bis lips to ber
cheek before she had ever opened hers to
speak to hiri; he maundered and grumbled
atter the fashion of over Jucky lovers, about
“a woman throwing hersell at a fellow’s
head.” And yet, if Parson Sermour had
boldiy said to him, *Thon art the criminal,”
Le would have adiwitted it

As the winister appronched Raddle’s he
faw a chance of lightening bis dreaded task.
In frout of the tavern, just about to mount
Lis tall and bony bay, stood the father ot
eickly Mrs, John Raddle, a leathery, sinewy,
round shouldered old farmer of eighty,
{;npuh.x-!_v styled old Zeke Settris, This wan

eing, for sowe undiscoverable reasons,
famseus in Somervilie, we must not bring

i to our uarrative witobont a word ot
description.  As a philosophical artist de-
fined a lion to be “a pair of jaws mounted
on four legs,” so I wayv portray old Zeke
Jefiria a8 u nose on two lege. The pro-
tuberance of his bowed shoulders seemed
barely sufiicient to balance iis enormeus
aguilie probos Children were territied
atit, and in their manhood never forgot it.

His claim to antiqnity was unquestioned:
he was not oblized to upon it, after
the egotistic fashion of John Kaddle; time
out of mind everyhody who knew him had
called him Old Zeke Jefiris, To the imagi-
nations of the students ¢’ American history
in the Methodist Sewinary it seemed possi-
ble that he might have been clearing up
land about Somerville betore the advent of
Columbus., Men who lLave measured the
monwmenta of the wound-builders of the
West have confessed that they never belield
anything which had to them such an air ot
forgotten ages as Old Zeke Jetiris,

It is, however, difficult to account for hia
reputation us a “‘character,” Ife was called
“a keen old chap,” *a dry old chap,” *a
severe old chap:™ and yet he never seemed
to do or say anything to justify these epi-
theta, Ha simply minded his own business
ands held his tongue, If youwade a remark
to him his usual comment was a noiseless
laugh, a round-shouldered lurch, and two
steps to the right or left, by way of recover-
ing his equilibrum. DBut people who knew
him felt that the laugh anéd lurch were
very significant, being always on the look-
out for keenness, or dryness, or severity, in
OQld Zeke Jefiris, 3

When the Seymour family Lierse ran away
with Mrs. Seymour and two children, and
the ancient hushandman galloped atter the
¢scapade hallooing like a fox hunter, there-
by #caring the family horse into twice the
speed he bad contemplated, all Somerville
was agreeably eonscious that he had vine.
dicated his reputation for being something
out of the common way. Poyut Hendrux's
Chloe, the lame laundress, related from
house to house how *Ole Mara Jefiris went
a poundin down de Loller;” and John Rad-
dle triumphantly observed several times a
day for & week afterward, *d told ye the
old man had it in him.”

To thislincarnation of mysterious keenness,
dryness and severity, Mr. Seymour gentl
broke the iuformation that his gramﬁ
daughter was carrsing on a flirtation in
Oak Grove. Old Zecke received the an-
nouncement as he received zuost commu-
nications whick did not refer strictly to his
farming afiaira. He gave one of his langhs
and made one of his lurches; then, with a
strenuous pinch of his leathery lips, Le
mounted the bony bay and rede off at a
gallop; all this without eaying a word to
the anxions clergyman or to aeyhody else,
What he thought of Mr. Seymour's revela-
tion he never told, and no merely human
being conld guess. Notling eould be in-
ferred from his going oft at a gallop, for he
waa continually departing from people in
that fashion. If an angel had eome to him
with a message, Lie was capable of poing off
at a gallop. e

Thus the micister found himself ollized,
as he clumsily consladed, to report Luey's
misdoing directly o her parents. John
Raddle bad come oux of his iront door Just
as his fatherin-law thundered away and
now stcod Jooking aféer the venerable cave
alier with a tobacco stained smile of admi-
ration. IHe touched kis hat as Mr. Seymour
approached. for he recosnized the fact t:at
the parson was a gentlcman, althongh rot
of course go chivalrous as the *Squire azd
Colonel Thornton. But his reception of tha
zews of Luce's misdereanor was as die-
tressingly hardened as that of Old Zeke
Jeifris had bheen mysterious,

“Kissin', Ley 1" he answered, with a broad,
easy, and somewhat puzrled laugh. *No
grezt harm iz that, Parson, ] reckon.”

Sceing that plain dealing was necessary,
Mr. Beymour said firmly, *Iam afraid so,
Mr. Kaddle. ¥ ou must takeénto considera-
tionvtLe fact that this young man never can
marry Luey.”

“Who wants Lim to marry ker!” return-
ed Old Jobn, hotly; then, gathering pride,

*“What's to hender him from marryin' her!"

*He is ¢ne of the Magytields of Oakland

istriot,® pursued the clergyman, “and
such people as they think a goeat deal of
wealth and blood snd inosition."

Of a sudden Jokn Raddle remembered
that he had been born a Jow-dowazer, and
that, with all bis aequired acres and ne-
groea, he was still not a gentlemaz, The
great fulf between the two castes opened
wide before him; he saw his daughter on
one side and this high-toned youngrter sn
the otker; no union between them possibie
except to her depreciation and injury. la
epite of the pint of whisky which he had
drank since *sun up” he became humble
and tractable in a moment.

*Wal, Parson,” I'il tend to this,” he said,
“I'm powel’fﬂl Ob!eeied to ye.”

Thus it bappened that Luce Raddle came
home from anm afternoon of rosy-cheeked
bappinees to an evening of sorrow.

o ye been, Luee!” was her father's
5rim greeting, as she elyly entered the back
oor of the tavern.

“Qut 'n the pine woode,” she mwumbled,
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telling a little of the truth, after the fashion
of people whe bave much to concéal.
+*Come in yere," be said, pushing Ler into
that very frant room which she had repeat-
edly recommended to her beau a® a proper
place for spatking. *You've been fiown to
Qak Grove with that student feller.”

+Wal, an’ what ef I hev !” retorted Luce,
who inferred at once that ehe had been
watched, and that it would be useless to
deny the meeting. e

“You've been thar every day for this long
time,” continued the father, remewberiog
afternoon absences which had bitherto ex-
cited no suspicion. i

I know it, I've been thar to eee Lio. 1
love him an’ he loves me.” 2

“Now, I jest want ye to quit these
capers,” he eaid, drawing a cowhide from
his eleeve. *Will ye promise to quit?”

“No! I won't! I won't!” answered Luce in
a scream of rage and misery and despair.

John Kaddle reasoned in the block, with-
out drawing fine distinctions or looking at
both sides. He did not pause to consider
whether 1t was not his fault that his
daughter had grown up a foolish hoyden;
Le simply made it clear to his mind that
she was one, and that she must be breken
of it; then he took Ler in hand aed tlogged
her anmercifully. )

An old bachelor friend of mine cften
pleases Limself with declaring that a “good
cowhiding will bring any wowan to her
senses.”” When the tirst blow stung through
Lucy’s homespun frock she shouted defi-
apce, but in a winute more she was on her
knees, holding up her banda and wailing,
“Uh, don’ par!”

+Will ye quit it " repeated John Raddte,
his broad face glowing like a borfire with
anger and exercise,

+Oh ! ves, yes,” sobbed Lucy, willing *o
eay anything that would keep that uphited
seourge from descending.

Then she was led, whispering and writh-
ing and erouching, to her room, her ehoul-
ders in a flame of stings, and her heart, as
it seemed to ler, broken. To make sure
that she sbe ehould not escape she was
forced to zo to bed, her shoes were taken
away, and the door was fastened on the
outside, Her father's last words were,
*Git yer nose pinted to start for Uncle
Jim's i the mornin’.” X

This was the cuiminaticn of calamity: this
wus worse than Ler fiercest throbbings.
Unecle Jim Jetiris iived thirty-five miles or
g9 *up Saludy.” and before she could return
to Sowerville ter hero would be gone. Luey
cried, twisted, rubbed her tingling arms,
tried to see their discolorations, muttered
threats ot vengeance, concocted plans of
escape, and then went on with ber crying
all that evening. Theyr brought her no
supper, and she was turions at that, for she
had mweant to break the plate and upses the
jug of wilk. But amid all pain and grief
and wrath ehe remembered Frederick May-
field with a pluckiness of aftfection which
disposes a mzn to lift his Lat to her mewmory.
Hungry, sore and shoelegs, the was resolved
to #ce Lim ooce more, Turoughout the
evening she watched for a chance to escape
from the house; and it seerned to Ler asif
the hated world bad pever sat up eo late
before. Finally there came an hour when
doors ceased elamming, and no more eluwsy
feet blustered along the creaking passages,
and no more laughter or whistling of be-
lated idlers resounded from the'street.

After trying vainly to turce her lock she
had recourse to the window. Knotting the
cheets and blankets togetBer she made a
ladder long enough to take her to earth and
set oft for the clerical residence. Stomes,
sticks aud Lurs wounded ber bare feet in
the darknees, but sbe on!y eringed and
pever utiered a ery or slackened Ler speed.
She threaded the pine grove, ran swiftiy by
& door yard or two in fear of dogs, crept
under cover of a tence up a shert alley and
was Leneath the catalpas which ewbowered
the parsonage.

ThLe little wooden “half house”™ was as
pitilessly quiet as a tomb. Had Frederick
Mayiield uctually been asleep and never
koown of the shivering girl who was blub-
bering her passiovate grief under his win-
dow because ¢he should see his face no
more, it would Lave been a ferocity of des-
tiny which even an austere-minded man
wizht be temwpted to grumble at. Things
happened better than that, and worse. Lucy
detected a ghmmer behind the boy's cur-
tain; she tossed a pebble or two against a
window pane; in another minute he was
beside her. She clung to him, told her
woful story, maée Lim touch the welts on
her arms, and cried over the approaching
separation, hoping that Le would somebow
prevent it.

Low down girls, take warningz. I! un.
wisdom is not its own reward, it has none.
The suitor who can not worsbip, can not
love. Although Maytield was sorry for
Luce, although lhe was indigeant at the
savage punishwment which ske had received,
although he kpew himself to be mainly
responsible for her griefs, he still wished
that he Lad never seen her, and he longed
to get rid of her, Of course he petted her;
oi course Le tried to quiet her tiresome cry-
ing: but, ot course, too, he urged Ler to re-
turn home. They were whispering a part-
ing when they heard a whistle, followed by
a stealthy, menacing rush of &pproaching
footsteps.

nz.

A discovery which transforma this story
from a doleful comedy into a downright
tragedy had been made by Joha Raddle.
After whipping Luce, his blood up and his
hand in, he sought a new victim. This vie-
tim was Luce's contdante, and this con-
fidante was a megro girl of fifteen, John
Raddle’s purchased property. Holding her
in some way responsible for his daughter’s
hoydenisms, he plied her eo fiercely with
the cowhide that under the torture the chat-
tel made a woful revelation.

The born low-downer, the illegal trader
with negroes, the coarse, ignorant drunkard
and rufiian had crept €o far up toward re-
spectability that when he Leard the tale of
his child’s misconduct he felt ipjured and
dishonored. He dropped his cowhide and
drew bis revolver; he reeled about the
room, threatening the life of the negress,
stamping and ewearing. At last be rushed
out, called for his bor<e, and rode at full
galop to Old Zeke Jefiria,

The Jefirices, aithough plain and illiter-
ate peopie, had for mary years been well-
to-do farmers, and were net classed in the
district as Crackers, Conscious that his
marriage into the family had been his Jong-
eat stride toward social consideration, John
Raddle was proud of hie wife's relatives,
gensitive to their criticiems, and subservient
.to their counsel. A sob or two of shame
wmingled with his oaths a« he now told them
what he bad to tell, and asked them what
should be done. They, too {)d Zeke, his
wife, and Lis two growm grandsene, Beott
and Harris), were sullenly, it not acutely,
conscions of injury and insult,

+] s'pose Le thinks, 'cause he's a great
gendlewnn's son, he can do wkat he likes,”
growled Scott Jeffris, the eldest of the
grandsons., *I gay let's git after him., an’ if
he won't do what's right, kill hiwe. By——,
that'a what I say.

The grandfather, who had not hitherto
spoken, now lurched toward the mantel-
piece, took down his always lozded rifle
and led the way to the stable, followed in
silence by the others. In téen minutes four
armed men were riding through the six
miles of dim starlight whick lay betweeft
the faruw: house ar d Somerville,  Reaching
the tavern, they drank largely of whisky;
then they repaired to Luce’s rom to obtain
a confirmation of the negro girl's etory.
They found it empty, the window open and
the string of blanke's hanging.

sShe'srunaway,” exclaimed Jokn Raddle,
bervildered.

The old w2n, equally perplexed, laughed
in bhis strange, nechanical way, 2nd eaid
.nothing.

“8he's gone for him,” broke out Scott
Jefirie; and they etarted on foot for the
parsonage. A stealthy, rapid walk; a
glimpse of the couple under the catalpas; a
whispered consuitation behind a thicket of
roses; a gliding of two shadows around the
rear of the house; then a whistle, and they
were all together,

“Qh, par!” fuped Luce. She eprang
away from ker lover with instinctive tright
and shame; but 1n the mext inetant she saw
the revoiver in her father’s hand, and, leap-
ing at him, she caught his wrist,

*You git away " cried John Raddle, fling-
ing heg violently aside, while Harris Jeffris
sengzd ey ltg'm. S..Logkt gere, llf:; Mayfield,

on’t you stir. Stan ar w © i
I've done talking.” Jete s
4 ghostly moon eamé ot at this moment,
and showed the young man standing with
his back to the house, his face apparently
pu:le in theddi:.:n l‘lght.d bﬁ'l :il manner ¢ool
and even de and hbi i
revolver. ! ad Pepie s

*Now, Mr. Mayfleld, you know what this

means,” continned Old Jokn. ‘lee’.. you
know. ] want you to mirry that gal.

Even as he made this demand it seemed
to him absurd presumption, and his voice
sank and quivered doubtfully over the last
syllables. Never before, to his knowledge,
bad a man of his class laid such an injunc-
tion upon & man of the class ot Frederick
Mayfield. .

«1 s'pose you know why you oughter
marry her,” be continued, with & gaep; 1
g’pose you know it.” "

+1 suppose I understand you,” answered
the youth, with a frack Lhanghtiness
which showed great® pride and greal
courage. I

*Wall, will youdoit!

“No."

Both men raised their ;{Ietah eimuitane-
ously, but Luce prevented them from firing;
she broke away from Harris Jeffris, inng
herself upon her lover, and covered him
with her body. *You sbzn't go to make
him marry me.,” ehe ecreamed. *lie
needn't marry me.” ) .

Her cousin jerked Ler violentiy from her
hold, and dragged her, etruggling, to some
distance.

«That's right—take her away,” #said the
hard, resolute, pugnacious boy, for whom
she aad sacriticed her happiness, and would
have sacriticed h r lite. Ie looked as
sternly ana imperiously in the faces ot the
four threatening men who stood around him
25 & Roman patrician juight have stood at
brawling plebians, or a Polish noble at in-
golent serfy.. **And you, the rest of you, be
ofi"” he went on, gathering anger. **Another
word of thia bullying, and I'il eend sowe of
sou to ——. Those that I miss I'll follow
ip. Il Liunt you cut of the ecuntry. I'll
teach you to insnlt and threaten a gentle-
man."

So prodizions at that date was the terror-
ism ot old planting families in the South,
and so greatly were even tLe well-to-do
farmers under their influence, that the three
Jetirises quailed before these threats, lqoked
doubtfully into each other’s shrinking faces,
and glonched siowly away. John Raddle
.alone stood bis ground. His wrong was far
deeper than theirs, and_what was more, he
was hot with whirky., Yes, whisky was the
predominant spirit in this, as in wost South-
ern tragedies. Withont ke could not
bave nerved himselt ‘o raise a deadly
weapon against the ecu ¢f a wealthy and
influential p!anter.

Thers were more angry words: another
demand, and another refusal; than two
detonations in  rapid succession, John
Raddie, with a ball in his thigh, the thot of
a dropping pistol, eaw Frederick Maytield
tall forward on his face. There was a
ghastly group in the moonlight; a corpse
wetting the dark turf with its blood; a girl
rollicg and shrieking beside it; four wen,
white and etaring.

“He's done for,” whispered Scoit Jeffria.
“Git up and git, uncle. Find your hoss and
travel for the swamp.”

As John Raddle and his relatives disap-

weared, Mr, Seymour ¢ame apon the scene.

he bad Leen awakened by the altercation;
had looked out of the window at the mo-
ment when the three Jefirises were retiring
before Majyfield; Lhad dressed as rapidly as
possible, and zrrived too late. All that he
eould do for his pupil was to carry Lis body
into the house,

Next day there was a prodigious excite-
ment in the district. As tiret public opinion
was somewhat divided as to the guilt of
Join Raddle, many persons sywpathizing
with Lim when they learned the provocation
under wlich he had acted. But when the
judge ol the Circuit Court, old Squire Sowms
ere, Colonel Thornton, and in general the
lofty and wealthy citizens, took the ground
that murder was urder, the commanalty
asseuted to the proposition, nnd agreed that
the fugitive must be brought to trial. His
low onigin, kis generally evil life, and es-
pecially Lis erime of eelling wlisky to
negroes, also worked to his prejudice.  Per-
hapas, too, his pecuniary success was now an
injury to him, for envy abounds in back-
woodish regiong, £nd is a good hater,

The feeling against the homicide was
heightened by the exertions of Colonel
Maytield, who, on receiving newa of his
son's death, hurried post haste to Somer-
ville, attended by eeveral martia! cognece
tions, as a Highland chief of the olden time
traveled with his duihnwassal. The Colonel
was u man of forty-tive, ewarthy, small,
lithe and graceful; a planter of unusual
wealth, a teading politician in the State and
a thorough wristocrat in feelings bug
smoothly condescending with the masses,
persuasive, fascinating and eloquent. Full
of grief, but tull of vindictiveness, he was
determined that John Raddle should die,
and he labored for that end very teuch as
he would have labored for an election to
Congress. It must Le adwitted, I suppose,
that verdicts in South Carolina did not at
that period follow strietly in the footsteps
of law. To eecure a favorable result in
court it was often necessary to secure &
favorable public opinion,

“My eon did petfectly rizht,” declared
Colonel Mayfield to Colunel Thornton, as to
other high-toned personages. *Ie did just
what I would have advised him to do, and
just what you would have advised him to
do. Marry the daughter of a Cracker!—of
the keeper of » cross roads grocery! Impos-
sible? ll: was a most inrolent demand, and
urged with illegal, insulting violence, What
will our ¢lass come to it such demands can
be made on it? The boy did perfectly right;
as I might have known he would. As fine
a boy—as gentlemanly a boy“—here the
Colonel’s voice quivered a little—‘yes, gir,
a8 noble and honorable a boy as your own.”

Thornton grasped his hand in silence and
Mrs. Thornton burst into tears. The sor-
rows ot the degraded Raddles were crowded
out of sight by the sorrows of this fine gen-
tleman—their associate and equal, .

To commoner epirits the colonel in-
sinuated that the whole adventure had
been & matrimonial plot of the Raddles;
that they had put out their girl as a bait,
with the hope ot thereby deluding or bully-
ing arich youth into marrlage, and that,
finding their game fruitlese, they had mur-
dered him in coarse anger or mere savagery.

*I'm glad I met with you, colonel,” said
more than one convinced farmer, *] never
got at the full rights of the gase afore now."

It is a picture of justice in its simpler and
more popular stages, One is reminded of
Lucius Quintius imploring the Quirites in
favor ot his son Cicso; of Virginius de-
claiming with eobs in the Forum, in prepa-
ration for the trial of Appius Claudius; of
accused Athenians exhibiting their tears
and their mourning garments to their
Judgea,

Old Zeke Jeffris and his two grandsons
were committed to jail, but the actual homi-
cide remained hid in unknown fastnesses.
There were scores of rumors: he had escaped
to Texas; he had been seen in the meigh-
borhood; he was going to give himself up;
he had joined a gang of horse thieves,
There is little doubt that he was fed by his
negroes, or by some of his Cracker ad.
berents. In former days the criminal at
the South was rarely considered an outcast
by those two classes, the poor whites and
the elaves, They were an all pervading
barbarism, surrourding every courthouse
with a backwoods.

John Ruaddle was repeatedly “hunted
after” by the sherifi'a poese; Colonel May.
field, armed to the teeth, was always of the
party. At last,ina swamp on the Sulda,
ten miles from Somerville, the assassin was
tracked to the ruinous hovel, once the shelter
ff‘a xul?atwny_slnr‘g. which slerved him for a
air, Returning from a long expediti
after food, he had fallen uleeﬁ, “l:f d;‘i:::
he awoke at the sound of footsteps it was to
look into the eyes of his pursuers. Six arm.
ed men wero ambuscaded in front of the
cabig, and as many more were on its flanks
and rear. Planting himself, ritle in hand
and revolver in belt, behind the doorpost,
ke called out, “Stop whar you be,”

+Steady, Old John!" responded Kin Cher-
fain, the sheriff. “No uee quarrelin’ about
it. We'ze all round ye.

“Stand right whar ye be, Kin,” said
Raddle, “I'm not Zwine to be taken alive.”

There was a pause and a muttered con-
Bultation among the besiegers, Colonel May-
field saying: “I can bit Lim from hLere,”
and the sheriff answering, *No, no! let's
coax him.”

Joho Raddle took advantage of the mo-
mentary quiet to ask, “How's my daa’ter?”
*She’s been mighty gick, but she’s
better!” replied Chertain, who was himself
a father, and felt his Leart at that moment
stit to meet Raddle. “‘Come, Joun, don't
let's bave any nonsensenow. Come out
bere, and obey the laws.”

“See here, Kin, I want youto L'ar wit-
ness of one thing. You've gos the Jeffrises
in jail. They ain't guilty. q"hey was gwine
away when it happened; they didn’t eo

much’s see it till t'was done. 1 want you
to Jet the cvurt know that, Kin.”

«I'll do all I can for 'em, Raddle. Come
now, vome out.”

'‘As the homicide made no response fur-
ther than to glance at the darkening hori.
zon, and as he was evidently revolving the
«mall chance which remained to him of
escaping in the approaching night, Colonel
Mnyﬂels'a hate burst forth violently, and
he ahouted, *Surrender, you scoundrel !"*
*Who be you !" demanded Raddle, bring.
ing his rifle” to a level, and glancing along
the barrel at the strange face, balf hidden
by the pine tree which served it for an am.
b

scade. :

“"l am Colonel Mayfield, replied the un-
flinching planter, o':gully watching the one
eye that was upon him.

“At these wurﬁa the murderer shrank back
and slightly raised his weapon.

«Don’. eome no nearer,” he said in b'onrm
voice. “I don’t want ter hurt ye. hat I
done to yer boy is enough—an’ more'n
enough. But thar’s one thing I didn’t do--
I didn’t lay traps to catch him for my
da'ater. You've said so. John Raddle
never thought of sech » thinz. He never
thought of talkin® marridge till marridge
was jestice. He knowd whar he bllongs,
and whar the like of you bllongs. No, I
never put my gal in bLis way. l'm clargot
sech meanness as that. But whena he—-=
wal, no use talkin’—" .
*Yes, John, you've talked enough, said
the Sheritf. *Now come out an’ surrender,
If you've done right, leave it to the jury,
an’ let’s see if "twus right.”

*No,” was the answer. *I'veno use fop
juries. Iknow how law goes in this coun-
try. A common man don’t b’long in eourt,
Thar's no show for a low down man like me
when high-tone gentlemen git after him."

As he said this Colonel Mayfield sprang
forward to the shelter ot & tree which stood
within ten feet of the door, yet not eo

romptly but that aritle ball paseed through
Ei- right arm, eausing him to drop his pistol
As quick as lightning he picked it up with
Lis Jeft hand, presented and fireds A shtiels
resounded in Sxe cabin; the eheriff and his
men zushed through the doorways there lay
John Raddle with a bullet in his brain.
*The beast !” muttered Colonel Mayfleld,
turning the soiled and bloody corpse npon
its back with his foot, and gazing with die
gust and bate upon the coarse, flabby fea
tures, crimson even in death wwith years of
drunkenness.
0ld Zeke Jeffria and his two grandsone
were tried for manslaughter, but acquitted,
in spite of the efforts of the Colonel te ser
cure their conaemnation,

‘fhe Raddles soon moved away f{rom
Somerville, and were subsequently Leard of
vaguely in Texas.

S

®outhern NSentiment.

A Democratio convention, which mes ré-
eently at Alexandria, Virginia, renominated
General Eppa Hutton, s Virginian eoldiep
of the secession war, as a candidate for the

lace of Kepresentative in the @ationzl
?)ongrees-, and the delegate who wmoved
that the nomination should be made une
animons, frankly proceeded to say, *The
candidate ought to come from London, an
General Hutton ii as much ours as Gaue
quere. ‘He made himself ours when he med
the invaders on our bordets, and dyed the
Potomac red with the blood of the men of
Massachusetts,” In thus speaking, the
delegate gave expression to the commom
sentiment of the South, where the mmen
most held in honor are those who did their
utmost zonomglate, by action in the field,
that work which the politicians began
long before~—~the work, we mean, which
had for its end and aim the destruction of
the American nation, and the establishmens
of elavery over a vastextent of tree terrie
tory. The more zealous was a Sounthromn
m_the civil wai, and the more ruccesss
ful he was in fighiing against the na-
tional armies, the more is he esteemed in
the *‘reconstructed™ South, ,Had Stonewall
Jackson lived, he would have been an ob-
Jject of perfect adoration to the millions

who yet maintain *“the lost cause,” which

would not have been Jost through any lack

of repeated exertion on his part, and whose

name was connected with so many brilliang

actions won by Southern soldiers fighting

for glavery. Itis a most suggestive fact,

that the “claims” to office which are moed

plainly and succesafully put forward in the

Southare based on the treasonable conducs

of men who aspire to place, and who are

the most sure of success, both in nomie

nating conventions and at the polls, when

it can be made clear that they did greas
things for the rebellion. Nothing like this
ever has been knawn in the Listoriea ot
other nations. Imagine a candidate for a
seat in the British Parliament, in (sav)
1735, basing his “claims™ to the support ot &
constituency on what he had done toward
destroying British soldiers at Gladsmuir, a%
Clifton, and at Falkirk!—and expressing
lLis deep regret that he had not been equale
ly euccessful at Culloden. A man who
should thus have epoken would Lave been
arrested and tried, and punished, for
treason was treason in those days, and i3
was not the easy and meritorious thing
then that it i3 now to engage in causeless
rebellion. Now it is a whole plume of
feathers in & wman's cap.throughout at least
o third a thizd of the Union, that he was
eminent ae a rebel, and that he dyed a river
red with the blood of men belonging to the
national service !—and such a man would
receive the votes of the entire Democracy
of the North were he to be nominated for
the Presidency. The votes of tull two-fifths
ot our population would be given as readily
for him as the votes of the other three fifthe
might be given for the beet of the command-
ers of the Union’s armies, This state of
things shows in how dangeraus a condition
we live, always on the border land of war,
with conflict sure to come should the eoun-
try’s enemy—that is to say the Democratie
party—succeed in getting the ascendency.
That the language used in the Alexandnia
convention exactly expresses the sentimens
of the South is certain, because of the time
when and the circumstances under which i$
was uttered. When a man rises in & eon-
vention to move that a candidate’s nominae
tion shall be made unanimous, he is ou his

toward tlke convention and its constituen
cies. He makes use of words that will ba
pleasing to them all. Such was she case
when the delegata referred to moved to
make Genera! Hutton's nomination unanie
mous. He spoke of that which he knew it
would ba most pleasing for the delegates
and their principals to hear—and thag was
the exploits of the General in actions shag
caused the shedding of much patriotic hlood.
Thus_epeaking, he carrled, the eonvention
with him, and commended the Demogratia
most fully to those mpony
whose votea he must depend jor snccess,
The South never has ilven up the ¢ontest
that we are accustomed to consider as have
ing been decided forever In 1% It ade
Journed the bloody debate to & more eone
venient season, because then it was in »
condition of exhaustion, and further resist-
ance might provoke a poweriul toe to the
adoption ef extrema measures of punicke
ment, It never supposed that the victors
would place the colored populatiom of the
country on the platform which theretofore
had been occurned only l:{ white wen, and
it meant to utilize the ireedmen in preparing
for another conflict in arms. When the
freedmen were made citizens, its conditior,
and that of tha Democratic party, did nog
admit of a hopeful resort to furce, and so ig
submitted to that which it was impossible tos
reeist; butit euntertained the firm determie
nation to attempt the overthrow of the new
state of things as soon as such an attemps
could be made with promise, Apparentiy
it thinks that the time for action l:as ¢ome
because of the Democrats having achieved
some successes In the last eight months,
Hence the boldness of its langn;ge. and the
bloodiness of is deeds. But it has, with
characteristic impatience, spoken and
moved too soon. Its purpose is clear, and
‘:‘a are not 8o far removed from the time of
t ;wnl: a3 not to be able to understand
;ﬂ_ﬂﬂ that purpose is; or to be cold and in-
itlerent in regard to it. Good Republican
:;:;::uta; will tame the South—and in » few
Trurclle:-?“ victeries will be won..—Zostoa
______ L=
_Among the many Queens of Spain now
living, we hear of Maria Christina, the ol&
Reina Gobernabora, who is out of style and
not used, and her daughter lsabella, also
ngen, but expelled from her country, now
re-'ldingin Parie; another Queen, the third,
w in Italy, after trying to live a
Madrid; the fourth Queen is a regular
o S L T
t e Marseilles i
Poor, unbappy Spain. Frasiise
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