Sally Ann’s

BY
ELIZA CALVERT HALL.

Experience

“5glly Asn's Expevience,” pronounced o Hitle
masterpiecs of homespun philosophy and rural
character delineation, is the first chapter of Eliza
Calvert Hall's new book, "“Aunt Jans of Ken-

you ain't, you've got no business knowin’,
And, furthermore,' says I, ‘there’s some
women that cen't keep a secret and a
pr , and some that can, and I can’

tocky.” (Copyvight. 1808, by John Brish Walk-
er; copyright, 1607, by Little, Brown, & Co.j

CHAPTER L

sSally Ann's Experience,

“Come right in and set down. I was
jest wishin® I had somebody to talk to
Take that chair right by the door so's you
cszn get the breeze.”

And Aunt Jane beamed at me over her

silver-rimmed spectacles and hitched her
own chair a little to ong side, in order to
give me the full benefit of the wind that
was blowing softly through the white-
curtained window, angd carrying into the
room the heavenliest odorg from a fleld
of clover that Iay in full bloem just
across the road. For it was June in Ken-
and ulover and blue-grass were
running sweet riot over the face of the
earth,
Aunt Jane and her room together al-
ways carried me back to & dead and gone
generation. There was & rag carpet an
the floor, of the *hit-or-miss" paitern;
the chairs werc anclent Shaker rockers,
some with homely *“shuck™ bottoms, and
each had a tidy of snowy thread or
chrochet cotton fastened primly over the
back. The high bed and bureau and a
ghining mahogany table suggested an era
of “plain Iiving" far remote from the day
of Turkish rugs and Japanese bric-a-brac,
and Aunt Jane was in perfect correspond-
ence with her environment. She wore a
purple calico dress, rvather short and
geant; a gingham apron, with a capacious
pocket, in which she always carried knit-
ting, or some other ‘“handy “work;” a
white handkerchlef was Jlaid primly
around the wrinkled throat and fastened
with a pin containing a loek of gray hair;
her cap was of black lace and lutestring
ribbon, not of the butterfiy affairs
that perch on the top of the puffs and
frizzes of the modern old lady, but a
substantial structure that covered her
whole head and was tied securely under
her chin, She talked in 8 gweet dld treble
with a little lisp, caused by the absence
of teeth, and her laugh was as clear and
joyous as a young girl's.

“Y I'm a-piecin’ quilts agaln,” she
sa'd, snipping away at the bits of calico
in her lap. “I did say I was done with
that sort o work; but this mornin' I was
rummagin' around up in the garret, and
I come across this bundle of pieces, and
thinks I, ‘1 reckon it's intended for me
to piece one more qul before I die;" 1
put thirty years ago
forgot 'em, and I've been
all the evenin® cuttin' 'em
about old times_

that,”” she continued, toss-
ome scraps into my lap, “There ain't
such ecaliker nowadays. This ain't

five-cent stuff that fades In the
\ washin' and wears out in the sec-
vud. A caliker dress was somethin’ worth

y ang worth makin’ up in them day
blue-Rowered pilece wag a dres
ing before Abram died, When
roin® Il was good as

tucky,

one

em t

must ‘a’
and clean

settin® here
and thinkin

“Jest feel o

as

And that settled him.

“Well, "Lizabeth never showed her face
outside her door for more'n a month af-
terward, and a2 more pitiful-lookin’ crea-
tur’ you never saw than she was when
she come out to prayer-meetin’ the night
Sally Ann glve her experience. She set
‘way back In the church, and ghe was as
pale and peaked av If she had been
through a siege of typhoid. I ricollect it
all as if it had been yesterday, We sung
‘Sweet Hour of Prayer,” and Parson Page
prayed, and then calleq on the brethren
to say anything they might feel called
on 10 say concernin' their experience in
the past week., Oid Uncle Jim Matthews
begun to clear his throat, and I knew,
as well as I knew my name, he was fixin'
to git up and tell how precious the Lord
had been to his soul, jest like he'd been
doln' every Wednesday night ‘or twenty
years, But before he got started, here
come 'Lizabeth walkin’ down the side
aisle and stopped right in front o' the pul-
pit,

* T've somethin' to say,’ she says. ‘ItU's
been on my mingd till I can’t stand it any
longer, I've got to tell it, or I'l go
craxy. It was me that took that cyarpet
money. I only meant to borrow jt, 1
thought sure I'd be able to pay it back
before it was wanted. But things went
wrong, and I «in't known a peaceful min-
ute since, and never shall again, 1 reckon.
I took it to pay my way up to Louisville,
the time I got the néews that Mary was
dyin'.’

“Mary was her caughter by her first
husband, you see, ‘I begged Jacoh to give
me the money to go on,” says she, ‘and
he wouldn't do it. I tried to give up and
stay, but I jest couldn't. Mary was all
I had in the world; and maybe you that
has children can put yourself in my place,
and know what it would be to hear your
only child callin’ to you frem her death-

anyhow.” 1 got down on my knees,” says
she, ‘and asked the lord to show me a

out on the farm, I dressed myself, and

out my best collar, I saw the missionar
money. It come right into my hea¢

maybe I could bor-
, and pay it oack some
Lefore it was called for, 1

swer to my prayer;
row this mone;
way or other

tried fo put it out o' my head, but the
thought Kept comin’ back: and when I
went down into the sittin'-room to get

Jacob's cyarpetbag to carry a few things
in, I happened to look up at the mantel-
plece angd saw the brassg candlesticks with
prisms all 'round 'em that used to
long to my mother; and all at

ed for me to do.
“*You know,' she says, ‘I had a board-
er summer before last—that lady
Louisville—and she wanted them candie-
ks the worst kind, and offered
fificen dollars for 'em. I “wouidn’'t part
with 'em then, but ghe said
wanted to sell 'em, to let her know, and |
she left her name and address on a
cyard. I went to the big Bible and got
out the cyard, and I packed the candle-
sticks In the cyarpetbag., and put
my bonnet. When 1 opened the door [
looked up the road, and the first thing

on

ive it te sister Mary. That
green ground and white

¢ Rebecca’s., She wore
county fair the
my sall-
This black-
+ Plint give me.
arry time, and
sture pickin’
stopped in at

he premium on

cake,
Arx

bread and spongs

~white plece Sally

sothe [or suppe

ly Ann ¢ ¢' waler on my |
back out this dress.” |
Aunt Jane broke off with a litie so-|
prano laugh ;
‘Did I e tell you about Sally :\nn'si
experience?’ she sald, ag she laid two

thiree-cornered pieces together and began

to sew with her slender, nervous old fin- |

gérs

and in a rem-
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begin 5
something impr
think she
the goddess of

TTwas I
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pause be-
there was
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inveeation to

fora
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Was ¥ g an
Memory

Ly years ago,”

began,
was this,
E rably out o fix.
It needed a new f. Some 0" the winder
lights was out, and the foor was as bare
as your hand, and always had been. The
men folks managed to git the roof shin-
gléd and the windeérg fixed, and us Wumbnl
in the Mite Society concluded we'd git a |
cyarpet. We'd been savin' up sur money
for some time, and we had about twelve
dollars. 1 ricollect what a argument we
had, for some of us wanted the cyarpet,
and soms wanted (o give it to furrin mis-
s we'd set out to do at first. Sally
Ann was the one that settled it. She says
at last—Sally Ann was in favor of the

she

of it

sions,

Cyarpet e Sa) ‘Well, if any of the
heathen fails to he the gospel on ac-
count "of our gitin' this eyarpet, they'll

be saved anyhow, zo Parson Page says.
And if we send the money and they do
liear the gospel, like s not they won't
repent, and then they're certain to be
damned. And it seems to me, as long as
we ain't sure what they'll do, we might
as well keep the money and git the cyar-
pet. I never did see much sense anyhow,’
says she, ‘in givin' people a chance to
damn theirselves’

“Weill, we decided to take Sally Ann's
advice, and was talkin' about ap-
p'intin’ a committee to go to town the
follerin' Monday and pick out the cyar-
pet, when aill ay once 'Lizabeth Taylor—
she was our treasurér—she spoke up, and
s she, ‘There ain’t any use app'intin’
committee. The money's gone,” she
‘T kept it
in my top bureau drawer, and when I
went for il yesterday, it was gone. I'll
pay it back If I'm ever able, but 4 ain't
able now.” And with that she got up and
walked out o' the room, before any cone
could say a word, and we seen her goin'
down the road lookin® straight before heér
and walkin' right fast,

“And we—we set there and stared at
edach other in & sort o’ dazed way. I could
see that everybody was thinkin' the same
thing, but nobody said a word, till our
minister's wife—she was as good a wo-
man as ever lived—she says, ‘Judge not.'

“Them two words was jest like a ser-
mon to us. Then Sally Ann spoke up
and say= ‘For the Lord's sake, don't let
the men folks know anything about this.
They'rs always sayin’ that women ain't
fit to handle money, and I for one don’t
want tu give 'em any more ground to
stand on than they've already got.’

“So we agreed to say nothin' about it,
and all of usz Kept our promise except
Milly Amos. She had mighty Httle sense
to begin with, and havin' been married
only about two months, she'd about lost
that Iittle. Bo next mornin' I happened
10 meet Sam Amos, and he says to mse,
‘Aunt Jane, how much money have you
women got to'rds the new cyarpet for the
church? I looked him square in the face,
and I says, ‘Are you a member of the La-
dies’ Mite Society, of Goshen Chureh,
Sam Ames? For if you are, you alrnady
know how much money we've got, and if 4

we

that
says, sort o' short and quick.

I saw was Dave Crawford comin' along
in his new buggy. I went out to the gate,
and he drew up and asked me if I was
goin' to town, and said he'd take me. 1t|
looked like the Lord was leadin' me all
the time,” says she, ‘but the way things
turned out, it must "a’ been Satan. 1|
got to Mary just two hours before she |
died, and she looked up in my face and
“Mother, I knew God wouldn't let
me dia till I'd seen you once more.” '’

Here Aunt Jane took off her glasses
and wiped her eyes.

“1 can't tell this without eryin’, to save |
ife,”* sald she; "but 'Lizabeth never
& tear.

|
|
i

sayvs

She looked like she'd got |
past eryin’, and she talked straight on as |
as if she'd made up her mind to say|

jest so much, and she'd die if she didn't|
git to say it i

“‘As soon ag the funeral was |
‘I set out to find the lady
wanted the candlesticks. She wasn't at |
home, but her niece was there, and said |
she'd heard her aunt speak of the candle- |
sticks often; and she'd be home in a few |
days and would send me the money right
off. 1 come home, thinkin’' it was all
right, and I kept expectin’ the money ey- |
ery day, but it never come till day before |
yesterday. I wrote three times about it, |
but I never got a word from her till!
Monday. She had just got home, she|
8aid, and hoped 1 hadn't been inconven-
ienced by the delay. She wrote a nice, |
polite letter and sent me a check for
fifteen deilars, and here it is. I wanted
to confess it all that day at the Mite]
Society, but somehow I couldn't till I had |
the money right in my hand to pay back. |
if the Jady had only come back when her
niece sald she was comin', it would all
have turned out right, but I reckon it's a
judgment on me for meddling with the
Lord's money. God only knows what
I've suffered,’ says she, ‘but if I had to
do it over again, I believe I'd do it
Mary was all the child I had in the
worid, and I hagd to see her once more be-
fore she died. I've been a mgmber of
thig church for tweniv years,’ says she,
‘but I reckon you'll have to turn me out
now.’

“The pora thing stood there tremblin’'
and holdin' out the check as if she ex-
pected somebody to come and take it
Old Silas Petty was glowerin' at her
from under his eyebrows, and it put me
in mind of the Pharisees and the woman
they wanted to stone, and I ricollect
thinkin', ‘Oh, If the Lord Jesus would
jest come in and take her part” And
while we all set there like a passe] o'
mutes, Sally Ann got up and marched
down the middle aisla and stood right by
"Lizabeth. You know what funny
thoughts people will have sometimes,

“Well, I felt so relieved. It popped
into my head all at once that we didn't
need the Lord after all; Sally Ann would
do jest as well. It seemed sort o' like
sacrilege, but I couldn't help it

“Well, Sally Ann Jooked all around as
composed as you please, and says she, ‘I
reckon if anybody’'s turned out o' this
church on account ¢ that miserabla
little money, it'll be Jacob, and not 'Liza-
beth. A man that won't give his wife
money to go to her dyin' child is too
mean to stay in & Christian church any-
how, and 1'd like to know how It is that
a woman that had $300 when she mar-
ried has to g0 to her husband and git
down on her knees and beg for what's
her own. Where's that money 'Lizabeth
had when she married you?” says she,
turnin’ round and lookin’ Jacob in the
face. ‘Down In that ten-acre medder lot,
ain’'t it?—and in that new barn you built
last spring. A pretty elder you are,
ain't you? Eiders don’t seem to have
improved much since Susannah's times.
If there ain't one sort o’ meanness in 'em
it's another,” says she.

“Goodness knows what she would 'a’
sald, but jest here old Deacon Petty rose
up. And says he, ‘Brethren,’—and he
spread his arms out and waved 'em up
and down like he was goin’ to pray—
‘Brethren, this Is awful! If this woman
wanis to give her religious experience,
why,” says he, very kind and conde-
scendin’, ‘of eourse she can do so. But
when it comes to a woman standin® up in
the house of the Lorg and revilin’ ald-
er as this woman is doin’, why, ¥ trem-

says she,

bed, and you not able to go to her. I}
asked Jacob three times for the money,” |
she says, ‘and when I found he wouldn't|

glve it to me, I said to myself, “I'm goin’ | Tva

as 1 opened the top bureau drawer to g Fon suu've

|
sayy she, ‘that maybe this was the .m-!

| begin.
| ehuareh,” says she, ‘that don't know how

be- |
once I|
svemed to see jest what the Lord intend-

! she,

it ever 1]¢

| it then, and 1 say

i law, and you're one of the law kind. But

" e——

ble,' says he, ‘for the church of Christ,
For don’t the Apostle Paul say, your
women keep silence in the chureh”?

“Ag soon as he named the 'Postle Paul,
Sally Ann give a kind of smort. Sally
Ann was terrible free-spoken. And when
Deacon Petty said that, she jest squared
hersell like she intended to stand there
till judgment day, and says she, *‘The
‘Postle Paul! has been dead ruther too
fong for me to be afraid of him, And
I never heard of him app'intin’ Deacon
Petty to represent him in thig church. If
the 'Postle Paul don't like what I'm
sayin’, let him rise up from his grave In
Corinthians or Ephesians, or wherever
he's buried, and say so. I've got a mes-
sage from the Lord to the men folks of
this church, and I'm goin’ to deliver it,
Paul or no Paul,’ says she. °‘And as for
vou, Silas Petty, I ain't forgot the time
I dropped in to see Maria one Saturday
night and found her washin' out her flan-
nel petticoat and dryin’ it before the fire,
And every time that I've had to hear you
lead in prayer since then I've sald to my~
self, “Lord, how high can a man's pray-
erg rise toward heaven when his wife
ain't got but one flannel skirt to her
name? No higher than the back of his
pew, if you'll let me tell it.” I knew jest
how it was,’ said Saily Ann, ‘as well as
if Maria'd told me. She'd been havin’
the milk and butter money from the old
roan cow she'd raised from a lttle heifer,
and jest because feed was scarce, you'd
sold her off before Maria had money
enough to buy her winter flanneis. 1 can
give my experience, can 1? Wall, that's
jest what I'm a-doin’,’ says she, ‘and
while I'm about it,’ sayg she, ‘T’ll give In
gome experience for 'Lizabeth and Maria
and the rest of the women, who, betwixt
their husbands an’ the 'Postle Paul, have
about lost all the gumption and grit that
the Lord started them out with. If the
'Postle Paul’” says she, ‘has got any-
thing to say about & woman workin’ like
a slave for twenty-five years and then
havin' 10 set up an' wash out her clothes
Saturday night, so's ghe can go to church
clean Sunday mornin', I'd like to hear it
But don’t 'you dare to say anything to
me about keepin' silence in the chufch.
There was times when Paul says he didn't
know whether he had the Spirit of God
or not, and I'm certain that when he
wrote that text he w=sn't any more in-
spired that yeu are, Silas Petty, when
you tell Maria to shut her mouth.’

“Joe Taylor was settin’ right in front
of Deacon Petty, and 1 reckon he thought
hig time was comin’ next; so he gets up.
easy-like, with his red bandanna to his
mouth, and startg out. But Sally Ann
| headed him off before*he'd gone s'x steps,
and says she, ‘There ain't anything the
matter with you,  Job Taylor; you set
right down and hear what I've got to say.
knelt and stood through enough o
your long-winded prayers, and now {t's

| my time to taik an ours to listen.’
way, and I felt sure he would. As soon as{ . ; .

Jacob hag eat his breakfast and BOne | o

“And bless your life, if Job didn't set
own as meek as Moses, and Sally Ann

{ Ut right into him. And says she, ‘I reck-

! afraid I'll tell some o' your
»ss, ain't you? And the only thing
that ands in my way is that there's
s0 much to tell T don't know where to

There ain't a woman in this

mea

| Mar serimped and worked apnd saved
to buy her a new set o' furniture, and
how you took the money with you when
you went Cincinnati, the spring be-
fore she died, and come back without the
furnit And when she asked you for
the m Y, you told her that she and ev-
erything she had belonged to you, and
that vour mother's old furniture was good
enough for anybody. It's my belief,” says
hat's what killeq Marthy, Women

o

!
. lare dyln’ every day, and the doctors wiil
from |
{
|

tell you it's some new-fangled disease or

other, when, if the truth was known, it's

but wantin' somethin' they can't
1 hopin’ and waitin’ for somethin’

if I jest knew the front room was fixed
up right with a new set of furniture for
the funera And Sally Aun p'iated her
finger right at Job, ang says she, ‘I said

¥ it now te your face,
Job Taylor, you Kkilled Marthy the same
as ir you'd taken her by the throat and
choked the life out of her.’

“Mary Embry, Job's sister-in-law, was
settin’ rignt behind me, and I heard her
ag fervent as il somebody
prayin’. Job set there, lookin’
a sheep-killin' dog, and Saily Ann
right on. ‘I know,' says she, ‘the
you the right to your wives'

went
law gives
earnin’s and everything they've got, down

io the clothes on their backs; and I've
always s there wasg some Kentuc
law that w made for the express

pose of encouragin’ men in their natural
meanness—a p’int in which the Lord
knows they don't need no encouragin'.
There's some men,’ says she, ‘that'll
sneak behind the 'Postle Paul
they're plannin’ any meanness against
their wives, and some that runs to the

mark my words,' says she, ‘one of these
days, you men who've been stealin’ your
wives' property and defraudin’ ‘em, and
cheatin’ 'em out o' their just dues, you'll
have to stand before a judge that cares
mighty little for Kentucky law; and all
the law and all the Scripture you can
bring up won't save you from gein' where
the rich man went.’

“l can see Sally Ann right now,” anpd
Aunt Jane pushed her glasses up on her
forehead, and looked with a dreamy, re-
trospective gaze through the doorway and
beyond, where swaying elms and maples
were whispering sofily to each other as
the breeze touched them. *“She had on
her old black poke-bonnet and some black
yarn mitts, and she didn't come nigh up
to Job's shoulder, but Job get and listened
as if he jest had to, 1 heard Dave Craw-
forg shufflin’ his feet and clearin’ his
thruat, while Sally Ann was talkin’ to
Job., Dave's farm {'ined Sally Ann's, and
they had a iawsulit once about the way
a fence ought to run, and Sally Ann beat
him. He always despised Sally Ann after
that, and used to cell her a ‘he-woman,’
Sally Ann heard the shufflin’, and as soon
as she got through with Job, she turned
around to Dave and says she: ‘Do you
think your hemmin' and scrapin’ is goin’
to stop me, Dave Crawford? You're one
¢’ the men that makeg me think that it's
better to be a Kentucky horse than a
Kentucky woman. Many's the tine," says
she, ‘T've seen pore July with her head
tied up, crawlin’ around tryin"™to cook
for sixteen harvest hands, and you out
in the stable cossetin’ up a sick mare,
and rubbin’ down your three-year-olds to
get 'em in trim for the fair. Of ali the
things that's hard to understand,’ says
she, ‘the hardest Is a man that has more
mercy on his horse than he has on his
wife. July's found rest at last” says she,
‘out in the graveyard; and every time 1
pass your house I thank the Lord that
you've got to pay a good price for your
cookin' now, as there ain't a woman in
the country fool enough to step into July's
ghoes,’

“But, la! sald Aunt Jane, breaking oft
with her happy laugh—the laugh of one
who revels in rich memories—"what’s the
use of me tellin® all this stuff? The long
and the short of it is, that Sally Amm
had her say about nearly every tnan in
the church. SBhe told how Mary Embry
had to cut up her weddin' skirts to make
clothes for her first haby, and how John
Martin stopped Hannah one day when
she was carryin’ her mother & pound of
butter, and made her go back and put the
butter down In the cellar; and how Lije
Davison used to make Ann pay him for
every bit of chicken feed, and then take
half the egg money because the chickens
got into his garden; and how Abner
Page give his wife 25 cents for spendin’
money the time she went to visit her
sister. .

“Sally Ann always wag a masterful sort
of woman, and that night it seéemed like
she was possessed. The way she talked
made me think of the Day of Pentecost
and the gift of tongues. Anc finally she
got to the minister! I'd been wonderin
all along if she was goin’ to let him off.
She turned around to where he was
settin’ under the pulplt, and says she,
‘Brothier Page, you're a good man, but
yoi ain't so good you couldn't be better.
Tt was jest jast week,’ says she, ‘that

when |

to buy yout & new suit of clothes to go to

g in, and 1 told 'em if it was
o get Mls' Page a new dress, 1 was
ready to give; but not a dime was I goin’
to give toward puttin’ finery on a man's
back. I'm tired o' meein' the ministers
walk up Inio the pulpit in their slick
black broadeloths, and their wives settin’
down in the pew in an old black silk
that's been turned upside down, wrong
side out, and hind part Vbefore, and
sponged and pressed, and made over till
you can't tell whether it's silk, or callker,
or what”! -

“Well, I reckon there wag some 0" the
women that expected the roof to fall
down on us when Sally Ann sdid that
right to the minister. But it didn't fali,
and Sally Ann went straight on, ‘And
when it comes to the perseverance of the
saints and the decrees of God,’ says she,
‘there ain’t many can preach a better sor-
mon; but there's some of your sermons,’
saye she, ‘that ain't fit for much but
Kindlin' fires. There's that one you
preached iast Suuday on the twenty-
fourth verse of the fifth chapter of Ephe-
slans, I reckon I've heard about a hun-
dred and fifty sermong on that text, and
I reckon I'll keep on hearin' 'em as
long as there ain't anybedy but men to
do the preachin’. Anybody would think,”
says she, ‘that you preachers was struck
blind every time you git through with the
twenty-fourth verse, for 1 never heard a
sermon on the twenty-fifth verse. 1 be-
lieve there’s men in this church that
thinks the fifth chapter of Ephesians
hasn’'t got but twenty-four verses, and
iI'm goin’ to read the rest of it to ‘em for
once, Anyhow.'

“And If Sally Ann didn't walk right up
into the pulpit same ss if she'd been or-
dained, and read what Paul said about
men lovin' their wives ag Christ lcved the
church, and a&s they loved thelr own
bodies.

* ‘Now,” says she, 'if Brother Page can
reconeile these texts with what Paul says
about women submitiin’ and bein' sub-
Ject, he's welcome to do it. But,' says
she, ‘if I had the preachin’ to deo, I
wouldn't waste time reconcilin’a I'd jest
say that when Paul told women to be
subject to their husbands In everything,

he wasn't inspired; and when he toid
men to love their wives as their own
bodies, he was inspired; and I'd like to

see the preshytery that could silence me
from preachin’' as long as I wanted to
preach. Ag for turnin’ out o' the church,’
says she, ‘I'd like to know who's to do
the turnin’ out, When the discipies
brought that woman to Christ there was |
not a man in the crowd fit to cast a
stene at her, and if there's any man now-
adays good enough to set in judgment on
4 woman, hig name aln't on the rolis of
Goshen Church. If 'Lizabeth,’ says she,
‘had as much common sense as she's got
conscience, she'd know that the matter o'
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you better git that brown merinoe you
was lookin' at last County Court day?

“And I says, “Don't you worry about
that brown merino, Abram. It's a-lyin’
in my bottom draw-r right now, I toid
the storekeeper to cut It off fest as soon
as your back was turned, and Mis' Simp-
son 1s goin’ to make it next week.’ And
Abram he fest laughed, and says, “Well,
Jane, I never saw your beat’ You see,
I never was any band at ‘submittin’’
myself to my husband, like some women.
T've often wondered If Abram wouldn't
'a' been jest llke Sllas Petty #f I'd been
like Maria. I've noticed that whenever
a woman's willin’ to be imposed upon,
there’s always & man standin’ ‘round
ready to do the imposin', I never went
to a lawbook to And out what my rights
was. I did my duty faithful to Abram,
and when I wanted anything I went and
got it, and Abram paid for it; and I can't
see but what we got on jest as well as
we'd 'a’ done if I'd a ‘submitted’ my-
self."

Longer and longer grew the shadows,
and the faint tinkle of bells came in
through the windows. The cows wers be-
ginning to come home, The spell of Aunt
Jane's dramatic art was upon me. I be-
gan to feel that my own personality had
somehow sliped away from me, and those
dead people, evoked from their graves by
an old woman's histrionism, seemed more
real to me than my living, breathing self.

“There now; 1've talked you clean to
death,” ghe maid, with a happy laugh, as
I rose to go. “But we've had a real nice
time, ang "m glad you come,”

The sun was almost down as I walked
slowly away. When I looked back, at
the turn of the road, Aunt Jane was
standing on the doorstep, shading her
6yes and peering across the level fields. I
knew what it meant. Beyond the fields
was a bit of woodland, and in one cor-
ner of that you might, if your eyesight
was good, discern here and there a
glimpse of white, It was the old bury-
ing ground of Goshen Church, and I knew
by the strained attitude and intent gaze
of the watcher in the door that some-
where in the sunlit space botween Aunt
Jane's doorstep and the little country
graveyard, the souls of the living and the
dead were keeping a silent tryst,

NOT BUILT FOR FIGHT.

Two ¥Fat Men Furnished a Lot of
¥uan for the Speciators.
From the Chicago Record-Herald,

Courtship

Won “Polly” Findley's Hand.

of Crockett

»

“We're lost, boys, sure as shootin’!"
said Davy Crockett to his dogs. "If we'd
only stuck to the open trail and not foi-
lowed off after that bear we'd have been
home by now. What will my good
Quaker, Master Kennedy, do when he sees
me? Send me packing, perhaps.  And all
because I rdn away to a shooting match,
and then got lost like a fool on my way
homie,”

All ‘at once hoth dogs gave tongue sav-
agely, the hair on their backs rising with
anger, says the Youth's Companion.

“What's this? What's this, boys?"
cried Davy eagerly. He bent down, his
eyes shining as he saw deeply printed in
the soft earth the deep footmark of a
bear, the greatest of all the game ani-
mals in that region.

“A bear,” cried Davy, “and fresh!
Why, boys, what do you mean by leaving
a fresh trail?”

The ardor of the young hunter gave
sourage to the two hounds, which for
the moment had hesitated to pursue so
large o beast. They gave tongue now
musically and presently disappeared in
the dense thicket of cane and briers.
Davy plunged on after as best he might,
and was not far behind when he heard
tive hoarse roaring challenge of the two
dogs.

“Bayed up!” he gasped, running on
now as swiftly as his long legs would
carry him. “They've stopped him at
last.”

Took to a Tree,

1ie did his best to get near enough for
a shot, but he had at the moment only a
glimpse of a big black body moving
through the cane, the dogs snapping at
its lanks and heels. Davy was too good

When two fat men gel to “scrapping’” |a hunter to risk a chance shot, and so
something interesting Is sure to follow. | he pushed on. Suddenly, as he hurried

happened on Wabash avenue the
other day. Something occurred, and they |
threatened, in street Angio-Saxon, to
“Hek" each other

came to blows, but every blow fell short,

that money didn’t concern nobody but our
Mite Socifety, and we womeén can sattle |
it without any help from you di~u1:unl]
and elders.’® ‘

“Well, I reckon Parson Page thought if
he didn’'t head Sally Ann off some u‘uy[
or other she'd go on all night; se when |
she. kind ‘o stopped for breath and shut
up the big Bible, he grabbed a hymn-book
and says

“‘Let us sing “Blest Be the Tie That!
Binds," * !
“He struck up the tune himself, and !
about the middle of the first verse Mis
Page got up and went over 1o where |
Lizabeth was star and give her the |
right hand of fell ), and then Mis' |
Petty did the same; and the first thing we |
knew we was all around her shakin'|
hands and huggin’ her a eryin’ over |
her. 'Twas a reg'lar love-feast; and we |
went home feelin' like we'd ben through
a blg § acted meetin’ and get rrixg:wnf

OvVer ag
“"Twasn't

more'n & week til] 'Lizabeth

was down with siow fever—nervous col-
lapse Dr. Pendleton calle
took ns aursin’ and ono
looked up in my face and savs, |
know now what the mercy of the Lor:!i

is’
Here Aunt Jane paused, and began (a;

cut three-caornered pleces out of a time-|
stained square of flowered chintz. 'Hml
quilt was 1o be of the wild-gonze pat-|

tern. There was a drowsy hum from the |

beehive near the window, and lhv!
shadows were lengthening as sunset ap-|
pr hed |

“One queer thing bout it she re-!

sumed, "was that w
talkin’, not one of
We set there

Sally Ann
us felt like iz

1s solemn as if parson was
preachin’ to us on ‘lection and predesti- |
nation. But whenev I think about |
now, I laugh fit to k And I've thought
many a that Sally Ann's plain talk |
I to them men done more good than all the|
sermong us women had had vresched to|
Ius about
i
|

bein® ‘shame-facea’ and ‘sub-|
mittin' * ourselves to our husbands, for|
every one o come out in

them women
new clothes t spring, and s
change as it made In some of 'em! 1!
wouldn't be surprised if she did have a
mesgage to deliver, jest ag she said. The
Bible says an asg spoke up once and re-
proved a man, and I reckon if an ass
can reprove a man, SO Can a woman.
And it looks to me like men stand in|
need of reprovin’ now as much as they
did in Balaam's days

“Jacob died the follerin'
beth got shed 8f her troubles.
Ecamp never married
but her money

“Things is different from what they
used to be,” she went on, as she folded
her pieces intse a compact bundle aand
tied it with a plece of gray yarn. “My
son-in-law wag tellin’ me last summer
how a passel o' women kept goin' up to
Frankfort and so pesterin’ the legislatur’,
that they had to change the laws to git
rid of 'em. So married women now has
all the property rights they want, and
more’'n some of 'em has sense to use, I
reckon.”

“How about you and Uncle Abram?” 1
suggested. “Didn’t Sally Ann say any-
thing about you in her experience?"

Aunt Jane's black eves snapped with
some of the fire ¢f her long-past youth. |
“La! no, chiid," she said. “Abram nev- |
er was that kind of a man, and I never|
was +hat kind of a woman. I ricollect ag|
we was walkin® home that night Adbram
says, sort o' humble-like: ‘Jane, hadn't

, and 'Liza- |
The triflin' |
her for anything|

{

|

THE LONELY HONEYMOON. |

s s {

You know deos Joe dat use’ to go I

For work weeth me, signore? |
He's marry, yestaday, you know,

An' gon’ for Raltimore;
An’ so deesgusta man fike Joo !
You neyra see beyfore!

Eh? No, da girl's all right, my frand;
Dat's mak' eet harder, ton,

Ha! wait an’ you weoll ondrastand—
I tal eet all to you.

You see, dees Joe long time age
Gat Rosa for hees mash,

An’ evra seence he worka so
For mak’ an’ save da cash,

Baycause he want get marry soon
An’ mebbe takin', too,

Dees—w'at you calla—~'"honeymoon,”
Like "Mericana do

Wan day he tak’ fi'-dollar note
An’ go to steamsheep sfore

An' buy twn teecket for da boat

Dat sail for Baitimore,

An’ den he tal me: “Shut your mout’
An' jmsta looka wise,

Dees theeng ees no for talka ‘bout;
Eet gona be su'prise.’’

Bo, w'er dey marry yestaday
He smile so proud, signore,

Wen Le ces keess her cheek an' sag:
“We sail for Baltimore!"

Ah! den, my frand, so sadds sight
You nevva see, O! my!

" ees baygeen o oTy.

' she says, “‘a weddin' treep?
Sooch fooleeshness you speak!

I no can stand eet een a sheep,
Da sea ees mak’ me seeck.”

Poor Joe, he swear an’ den he keess,
An' coax an’ beg her so,

For theenk of ail dat she weell meess—
But no, she weell no go,

“0O! Rosa mial” Joe ess ery,
“Your heart eet ees & stone,

For dat yon mak’ me say *
An' tak' da treep alone!™

0! lonely hoveymoon, an' O!
So sadda wan, signore,

Dat gotta leave hees wife an’ go
Alene for Baltimove!

So hearta-broka man like Joe
You nevea see bayfore.

the women come around beggin' money

=T. A Daly, in Cathelic Standard and Times

’A:'ai. in contempt,

spectator, addressing ths amused officer.
|

{gentry were elaborate affairs. The dasher
{

conveniences which are used in the car-

serving his turn on the International Jury
of Awards of the Carnegie Institute, pro-
visions for his
made at a hotel
guests on either the

carte and table d’hote are separate,
his first dinner Thaulow stepped te the
entrance of the American room and was
instantly met by
waiter, who inquired, respectfully:

Thaulow.

people.”

Thaulow during
was the elaborate provisions furnished
for bathing, and made necessary by the
Pitisburg atmosphere.
reveled in his porcelain and marble tub,
the tesselated pavement, and silvered
plumbing. One night Mrs. Henry Frick
had him to dinner. In a lull of the con-
versation he turned to his hostess with
the thought uppermost in hiz mind.

boy’s delight.

and they spent their time in beating the |
wind. Their hats found a resting place|
on the sidewalk; they aimed fiercely at
each other, and grew hot and wheezy.
Spectators thronged about, and smiled
and shouted at the flery, futile efforts, |
and the anger of the combatants grew in
proportion to their unsuccess and the
public’'s enjoyment, |
If Isaac Watts had been present, he |
would have revised his juvenile poem to

“But, fat men
Your angry

vou should rever let
passions rise;

After a few words they |
| Bezing

|
read !
|
|
|

‘on through the thicket, there came direct-
| front the scream of a woman's
At this sound the bear turned
nd came back toward him.

voung hunter, the great
ereature, now in confusion, concluded it
would be safest to take to a tree. It did
so, eclimbing the great trunk with a
swiftaess incredible for an animal of its
bulk, all the while whining and protest-
ng, half in anger and half in uneasiness.
ve dogs jumped up at the foot of the
' tree, baying loudly, but the bear looked
down in safety from his perch on a great

i

| VOi

in
€,

the

| mb.

“Oh, you're safe enough now!” cried
Davy, exultantly. He could have easiiy
shot the animal, but was too tired and
out of breath to hasten matters. More-

Your pudgy hands were never made tover, he was curious to discover whose

To bang cach other's thighs,” | voice it was that had turned back the

. . i bear. “Hello! hello, there!” he cried.

Zwolicems turk - R

A policeman with a lurking smile stomi’ Who are you? Come this way! It's

near.

“Hit him again!" ecalled out a street

called out an-|

ever touched him!

hat brauch fur den
nicht zu sorgen,” commented a
pathetic German

Why don't you stop

them?" asked a

“They'll never hurt esch other,” smiled

back the policeman. He was mentally |
measuring the combaiants' arms and|
girth.

However, the crowd was increasing, and |
the policeman concluded he had to maiu—!
tain order, so he spoke up with offictal |
grandeur

“Quit y're battin’ the air!™ |
A few more ineffective blows, and the |
s picked up thelr hats, growled |
about “'getti even some day,” ‘.uuL=

filed off, amid the cheers of law-abid- |
ing citizens |
HISTORIC CARRIAGE. {
Vehicle Owrned by Gen., Knox in|

Weshington's Day. Still in Use, |
From the Boston Herald, ‘1

The private carriage of Maj. Gen. Henry |

{ Knox, of Thomaston, who was first Sec-| .,
h a|retary of War under Washington, I8 in|no cows, but here's a fine bear that be-

the possession of Frank B. Hiils, first |
selectman of Thomaston, Me. Not enly |
is it one of the most historic vehicles in|
the United States, but it is also probably
the oldest able-bodied private carriage m.
existence on the continent §

In spite of its 125 years, a qualint, suh-?
stantial vehicle it is. Gen. Knox prob-
abiy had it made in Boston, for mvre‘
were no carriage bullders in Thomaston
in those early days, and, as Gen. Knox |

| operated a packet line of small sailing !

vessels between Boston and Thomaston, |
it would have been easy for him to have |
the carriage brought to Thomaston. Many
thousands of miles has this vehicle rolled
since the day it left the maker's hands.

Gen. Knox used it to drive over his vast
estate in Maine, and when he died on

October 25, 1806, it went among the pos-
sessions ol estate which were sold.
The father of Alden Gay, of Thomaston,
bhought the wvehicle, and it remained in
use with the Gay family until Mr. Hill
purchased it

It is by no means a relic in the sense of
something that has become useless. The
historic carriage is in good condition to
this day, and Mr. Hill occasionaily takes
a ride in it. Not only does it run easily,
but it is a decidedly comfortable carriage,
To use an old expression, Gen. Knox's
carriage was “built upon honor’—that is
to say, the whole body and wheels and
axles are of the best. The whiffleiree is
of iron, and there is a step on either
shaft to enter the carriage. Its upholister~
ing is of the finest material, for in the
old colonial days the carriages of the

is covered with whole calfskin, it has a
“boot,” and is fitted with most of the

riages of to-day.

A Witty Painter.
From Harper's Weekly,
While Fritz Thaulow, the distinguished
Dutch artist, who died the other day, was

stay in Pittsburg were
which accommodates
American or the
the dining-rcoms a la

For

European plan;

the attentive head
“European, sir, or American?"
“European!” responded the astonished

‘“The othgr side, air, if you please.”
“Oh, very weil! 1 sit mit mine own

The thing that most delighted Fritz
his stay in Pittsburg

Thaulow fairly

“You take a bath effry dly;" he blurted.
It was admitted.

“I beat you!" cried Thaulow, with a
“I take two.”

| at

| safe here.”

Young Girl Appears,
As he called he edged over toward the

[sound of the voice, but still kept his eye
{on the bear, even when he heard footsteps

breaking through the cane. There paused

at sight of him a young girl, hardly
more than seventeen years old. She looked

him half in fear, half in relief. The
blood flew to Davy's face,

“f didn't know, ma'am—miss, I mean,”
he stammered; and then, with eagerness,
“But there's your bear. There he is,
treed, all right.”

The girl, pale from fright, half smiled
as she now approached “Are
afraid?” she said.

“Yes, I reckon I'm scared a good deal.”

“Why, he can’t hurt you now; he's up
a tree.”

“He? Oh, that?™ said Davy, with a
jerk of his thumb. “1 didn’t mean the
bear. 1I'm scared of you. What are you
doing here in the woods all alone? Are

you lost?”

“No,” she repiled. 1 reckon you're
lost yourself, or you'd know it's only a
couple of miles to our house. I'm out

after the cows."
“Well,” said Davy, dropping the stock
ng rifle to the ground, “I've got

s

longs to me. If you need any bear meat,
you can have it. Just watch."

As he spoke, he raised the long brown
barrel of the rifle slowly to the level of
his eye, the bear meanwhile being busily
engaged looking down at the dogs, as it
half stood 'and half lolled in the forks of
the great oak tree.

‘here came the sharp, keen report of
the rifie, and the great black animal
- y sank down to the limb on which
it stood, then clinging with its grme to
the lwmb, swung half out and under,
gripping with its remaining force to pre-
serve itself, Suddenly, its muscles re-

‘laxm& it came down more than fifty feet,

turning over in midair, and striking the

earth with a great crash, At once the

dogs were upon the dead body, growling

and biting furiously at their fallen foe.
Went Home with Her,

*“Gracious me!” said the mountain girl,
now fairly free from her fright. “That
was a good shot.”

“Humph!™ grunted Davy. “I reckon it
I can hit a half-doilar at 40 yards I ought
to hit a thing as big as a .oghouse up in
a tree.”

“Now I'll go home,” said the girl.

“You won't till I go along,” said Davy,
grown boider. “I'm lost.”

“Where do you live?”

“I work at old man K:nnedy's,
Quaker."”

Davy removed the bear's hide, rolled it
up and swung it across his shoulders.

““Are you a married man?” said the girl,
gazing at him frankly.

“Why?’

“Well, now, you know, I can't be walk-
ing through the woods with & married
man. What's your name?”

“Crockett, Davy Crockett. My dad lives
over toward the Abingdon road. We're
not rich, but we eat three meals a day,
and no man needs more. I found my
dad owed Quaker Kennedy 0. I've been
working out that note for dad.”

“But you didn’t tell me whether you're
a married man or not.”

“Married? How could I get married
while my dad's in debt?”

“Weil, I'm giad of thatr.”
a gigh of relief.

“Why?”

“Oh, I don't know."

Not His Fault

“If I'm not married it's not my fault,
A man ought to be honest. There came
a schoolma'am down at the Quaker's. 1
"lowed to marry that girl sure. She told
me she was engaged to her cousin. When
1 heard that it was worse than war, pes-
tilence, or famine to me, but, I couldn't
help myself.”

“My, that was pretty bad!” sald the
girl, laughing.

“Well, that’s not all,” continued Davy
eagerly. "I knew another family full of
mighty pretty Iitle girls. Right soon I
tound another one that I loved as much
ag 1 bad the Quaker girl. She 'lowed
she'd marry me quick as I got out of
debt. We had the day all set. It was
on a Thursday, and it wasn't long ago,
either. Well, on a Saturday, just be-
fore 1T was to be married, I got so woifish
for another shootin’ match that I stole
away, just as T @id to-day, and 1 never
4id come back for two days. When I did
my girrs sister told me that another fel-
hwmmm:ucenumdtmqy

1

the

The girl gave

you |

girl was zajn’ to marry him instead of
me! Now :}you ask me if I'm & married
man or not I reckon I must say I'm net,
but it certainly isn't my fauit”

The girl's face ciouded with sympathy,
and her eyes grew soft as she turned
toward the tall young man,

“Why, that was an awful thing for a
girl to 40, sald she, with indignation,
“That wasn't right. I'm mighly sorry
for you.”

“It made me sick,” said Davy. “Still, I
g0t over it. Teli me, what's your name?”

“Polly. Polly Findley.”

“Polly Pindley,” said Davy. “You must
be the same family that the Dutch widow
over near the Quaker's has been telling
me about so long. She and her daughter
told me that they'd introduce me (o &
little Irish girl who'd make me piumb
forget these other two. I won't lis to
you, but I will say that half of what
they told me is true, and maybe the other
half will be some day. T'll tell you right
now that you're a heap handsomer than
either of those others. And I like mighty
well the way you act about bear.”

Wanted a Home.

“Well, we're on the right trail home
now,” said Polly. “I'll take you there.”

“Home,” said Davy Crockett, as if haif
talking to himseif. “Home—~that's a
mighty fine word, I've got no home. My
dad hasn't been just as good always as
be ought to huve been, and he drank up
what his children ought to have had for
schoolin'. Why, I nover have been to
school but three or four months, I can
hardly write my name. Yet here 1 am,
Just longin’ for a home. 1 want to get
out 6? debt. Why, you know, I'd give my
rifle here if the old Quaker would take it
and call the note square. I want to go
to school, and 1 want to have a home.

“Miss Polly,” and he turned toward ber
suddenly, “you don’t kuow me yet. Thig
sort of life won't do for me. Davy Crock-
ett’'s not going to be satisfied to hoe corn
all his life, or just to go huntin® and never
Bave a bigger ambition ti that., I'd
like to be a soldier, but there’'s no war
that I can get into just yet. Some day
I'm going into the legisiature, and after
that I'm going to Congress.”

Miss Poliy lavghed at him merrily,
“My,’ said she, “you've got & mighty good
opinion of yourself, haven't you?”

Two months later Davy Crockett, still
clad in moccasins and buckskins, steod
before the father of Poily Findley.

“Mr. Findley,” he was saying, “I've

got a metio that I'm going to follow all
my life, Once 1 knew a fellow who
thought the house was on fire He took

a running jump out the window and
landed on a stump and broke his leg.

He ought to have looked. So I says to

myself, *Look before you le Now I'm
willin' to jump into most any kind of
troubie or difficulty, but I'mm going to

I've looked ahead about
this girl Poliy and about ya all, and
I'm not scared about w I'm goiug
to land. Maybe I've made my mistakes,
Mr. Findley, but I'm goiu” to marry Polly,
and I've just come to tell you all about
it

look ahead first

' Gave His Consent.

Mr. Findley looked at the tall and ear-
nest young man and pre gave a
chuckle,

“Davy,”

sently
he, “I haven't a thing
against You're as straight as a
string—don’t conceal a thing. You're the
best shot in this neck of woods, and you'rs
not seared. 1 a - house-raisin’
;you always earry your end of a log. and
l:\‘Uu don't shirk. If any feliow is good

said

you,

notiee at

enough for my Polly I reckon you are,
but you've got to see her mother first
The two looked at each other with a
certain uneasiness.

“I'd rather face the biggest bear in
the hills,” said Davy, “but I reckon I'll

go ahead.
I So p
| mother
directne,

Peliy's
equal

ly, indeed, he found
approached her with

and

“Ma'am,” said he, “I t 'lowed T'Il
tell you I'm goin’ to marry Pol 1ext
Thursday if some other fellow doesn’t

get her before then.”

There long remained
that countryside of
which the voluble
presumpiuous s
him that he w
that he had no family,

memory in all
tongue-lashing
dley gave this
= pointed out to
young 1o marry;
ne property, no

Mrs

prosepets. Yet through it all Davy made
the same straightforward and man'y
answer,

“What you say is true, ma'am,” said
he. “T've got no knifc or fork or plate to
put in my cabin. I've got not even a
rifle, for I threw in my rifle to finish
paying off t note of my dad's to old
man Kennedy. I'll be married in my
meecasin feet, and when Polly 8 me,
that's all she does take E she can
spin, and when I need a shirt she can
|make . T get a rifie somewhere

{ Polly says she’ll teach me how to read

an' write better than I do. 1 tell you,
ma'am, you can't step e an' Polly.
You can't stop us gett married, as

you can’'t Stop us gettin’ on. I'm sure
I'm right, an’ now I'm goin’ ahead.”
Mother Gives In,

And so, indeed, Crockett did go
ahead. Polly's mother for a time re-
mained unappeased, but the voung suitor
told Polly that on the following Thurs-
day he would bring a horse for her, and
that she must then be ready to leave.
The young moui:i-in girl was as plucky
as her wooer and agreed to this,

To the last hour Mrs. Findley remained
“hostile, Davy expressed it, but re-
lented at last, as she saw her daughter
abouxr to feave her. Then she called the
younyg people into the house, told Davy to
send for the parson, and so the wedding
went off merrily at Polly's home,

And Poliy's mother from that time on
was kind. It was she who gave the young
couple two cows and caives to add to
their scanty stock on the small farm
which Davy rented near by, Good Quaker
Kennedy likewise came to their assist-
ance and gave Davy an order on the
country store for $15 worth of goods
“This fixed us up pretty grand,” said
Davy.

Such was the start in life of Davy
Crockett, He got his schooling in greas
part from the kindly tuition of the moun-
tajz. giri who in this abrupt fashion be-
came his wife, Bhe was his faithful com-
panion when, a few years later, they took
their two little sons and all their house-
hold goods, and, packing everything upon
two young horses, started across the
mountains to Lincoln County, where Davy
took up land of his own at the head of
the Mulberry fork of the Elk Rlver.
This removal was the first step outward
and upward of Davy Crockett, later one
of the world's famous figures—Davy
Crockett, the soldier, the bear hunter, the
legislator, the Congressman; 2 man who
never deniad his lowly birth or his ewn
ignorance, but wheo never ceased to study
and to learn; who scorned any political
creed which did not tally with his own
fdeas of honor and truthfulness, and who
finally, far away from the State which
bore him, met his death, like & man and
& gallant gentleman, in that fSght which
made the Alamo of old San Antonic one
of the oarth's sacred shrines of heroism,

Davy

Child Sold for a Shilliang,

Prom the London Chrexicle.

An instance of a child being sold for &
shilling was brought to the notice of the
Leeds cotroner last week, and a written
agreement as to this sale was produced
in court




