
$!jr»lIMMIE TRISCOTT wandered home
!&J I with a small revolver, a weapon
•W J- that might shoot in almost any di-

*''*^Sa! rection. Jimmie felt every few min-
wWSa utts.to gee thai, his treasure was
', ¦¦ '¦•¦ safe.' .'" ','¦',.-*--' '¦'¦¦ -'.ili''^'-
.: Peter Washington, at work in the carriage

house, looked at him in" suspicion. "What
you got in your hind pocket?" he asked. '¦';'[¦

'*\u0084"" "Nothin'," said Jimmie, feeling to make sure
c the revolver ¦ wouldn't fall'out [and ",' disgrace
-him. ;' ";".. '..'. '"¦- -f

°':" ;,¦••- ¦->i".':''":;.->''
Peter chuckled. • "S'more foolishness, Ireck-

ion. ,' You gwine be hung one.day,:Jim, you
'keep up all dish yer nonsense." '-• v.

"' -;--
Jimmie made no reply,

'but went into the
back garden, where he hid the revolver in a
Ibox under a lilac bush. Then he returned to
?the vicinity.of Peter, and began to cruise to
:and fro inthe oiling,showing all the signals of
one wishing.to open: treaty. "Pete," he said,
"how much does a box of cartridges cost?"

H Peter raised himself violently,holding in one:
Ihand a piece lA harness, and in the other 'an
:old rag.. "CaTridges! 'Ca'tridges! Lan sake!
wut the kid want with ca'tridees? Knew it!

!Knew it!'¦Come home er-holdin on to his hind
•pocket, like he got'money init.'An' now he
want ca'tridges.

' " --r^'li'.;-'. ',•" K:V".,¦-:.- ';:
SiJimmie, after viewing with dismay the ]ex-
citement caused by his question, began to move
warily out of the reach of a possible hostile
:movement. >' -

'"."
'
'•.¦-¦ -"¦' \-~.v.SiT;'-."»f'&*'',

¦
• "Ca'tridges!" continued Peter, m scorn and
horror. "Kid like you! ,- No bigger'n er«iin-
,vute! ;Look yah, Jim, you done been swapping
round, an' ¦ you • done got hoi. of;er pistol!"

r
The charge was dramatic. /, ->

T«>wl
•T- •The wind - was almost ;knocked out of Jim-

mie by this display of Peter's terrible miracu-
lous power, and as he backed away his feeble

1denials t were more
'convincing than a

"
confes-

;,eion. .. .:"¦•"¦-. '!'¦ ',:,!¦'.', wV:
"•' ¦¦'¦1l'"' l:

'

$¦• "I'lltell yer pop! cried Peter, in virtuous
,'grandeur. ''I'lltell yer pop!',' ,¦,:_-¦ ¦'^;;w

In the distance Jimmie Btood appalled.*He

knew not what to do. The dread adult wis-
Idom of Peter Washington had laid bare the"'
Bin, and ;disgrace stared at Jimmie. ¦'':, .', '.":^.;-

There '¦ was a whirl of wheels, and a high,
•lean.trotting mare .spun Dr. Trescott's buggy

towards -Peter, who ran forward busily. As

1the > doctor >climbed put, :Peter, ,holding,the
J mare's head, began his denunciation:..-. :¦-...-_•,
'-• "Docteh, I'g^vine tell on;Jim. •„.He come'
home er-holdin'. on ¦ to his hind ¦ pocket, an
proud like he won a tuhkey raffle, an' Tsure

¦Low,what he been up to, an' ldone challenge
|him, an', he nev' say he t.«;-

the
.
doctor."-'. "Why what do you mean ?"isaid the doctor.

-¦"What h this, Jimmie?" .::,'.-.
- - •

The•boy came forward glaring wrathfully

at Peter. In fact, he suddenly was so filled
with rage at Peter that he forgot all precau-

the time he was mainly occupied in dodging
these effects of pure animal spirits."

"Don't be too hard on the boy, Ned. There's
lots of time yet. _He's so young yet, and—
Ibelieve he gets most of his naughtiness from
that wretched Dalzel boy. That Dalzel boy-
well, he's simply awful!" Then, with true
motherly instinct to shift blame from her own
boy's shoulders, she proceeded to sketch the
character of the Dalzel boy in lines that would
have made that talented young vagabond stare.
It was not admittedly her feeling that the
doctor's attention should be diverted from the
main issue and his indignation divided among
the camps, but presently the doctor felt liiin-
self burn with wrath for the Dalzel boy. i

"Why don't you keen Jimmie away from'
him?" he demanded. "Jimmie has no business
consorting with abandoned little predistined
jail-birds like him. IfIcsteh him on the
place I'llbox his ears."

"Itis simply impossible, unless we kept Jim-I
mie shut up all the time/ said Mrs. Trescott. 1

"Ican't watch him every minute of the dajr,
and the moment my baci is turned he's off. !
"Ishould think those Dalzel people would

hire somebody to bring up their child for
them," said the doctor. "They don't seem to
know how to do it themselves." i

Presently you would have thought from the
talk that one Willie Dalzel had been throwing
stones at Peter Washington because Peter
Washington had told Dr. Trescott that Willie
Dalzel had come into possession of a revolver.

In the meantime Jimmie had gone into the
house to await the coming of his father. He
was in a rebellious mood. He had not intend-
ed to destroy the carriage lamps. He had
been merely hurlingstones at a creature whose,
perfidy deserved such action, and the hitting
of the lamps had been merely another move of
the great conspirator Fate to force one Jim-
inie Trescott into dark and troublous ways.
The boy was beginning to find the world a
bitter place. He couldn't win appreciation for
a single virtue: he could only achieve quick,
riporous punishment for his misdemeanors.
Everything was an enemy. Now there were
those sillyold lamps— what were they doingup
oil that shelf, anyhow? It would have been
just as easy for Idem at the time to have been
in some other place. But no; there they had
been, like the crowd that is passing under the
wall when the maron for the first time in
twenty years letsVall a brick. Furthermore,
the fiigl'tol that stone had been perfectly un-
reasonable. Ithad been a sort of freak in
physical law. Jimmie understood that he
might have thrown stones from the same fatal
spot for an hour without hurting a single
lamp. He was a victim

—
that was it. Fate

had conspired with the detail of his environ-
ment to simply hound him into a grave or into
a cell.

But who would understand? Who would
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and case of a lightcavalryman he maneuvered
in the distance. "Yah! Toldon me, did you!
Told on me, hey! There! How do you like
that?" The missiles resounded against the
stable.

"Watch out, Jim! You gwine break some-
thing, Jin-., Itell yer! Quit yer foolishness,
jim! Ow! Watch out, boy! I—"

There was a crash. With diabolic ingenuity,
one of Jimmies pebbles had entered the car-
riage house and-had landed among a row of
carriage lamps on a shelf, creating havoc
which was apparently beyond all reason of
physical law. It seemed to Jimmie that the
racket of fallingglass conld have been heard
in an adjacent county.

Peter was a prophet who after persecution
was suffered to recall everything to the mind
of the persecutor. "There! Knew it! Knew
it! NowIraikon you'llquit. HiIjes look ut
dese yer lamps! Fer lan sake! On, now yer
noii jes break ev'ry bone in yer body!"

Inthe doorway of the kitchen the cook ap-
peared with a startled face. Jimmies father
and mother cane suddenly out on the front
veranda. "What was that noise?" called the
doctor.

Peter went forward to explain. "Jim he
wan er-heavin' rocks at me, docteh, an' erlong
come one rock an' go blam inter all th' lamps
an' jes skitter 'em t'bits. Idedayah

—"
Jimmie, half blinded with emotion, was nev-

ertheless aware of a lightningglance from his
futher, a glance which cowed and frighten
Kirn to the ends of his toes. He heard the
steady but deadly tones of his father in a
fury: "Go into the house and wait untilI
come."

Bowed in anguish, the boy moved across
the lawn and up the steps. His mother was
stnnd'ng on the veranda still gazing towards
the stable. He loitered in the faint hope that
she might take some small pity on hiß state.
But the could have heeded him no less if he
hail been invisible. He entered the house.

When the doctor returned from his investi-
gation of the harm done by Jimmies hand,
Mrs. Treacott looked at him nnxiously, for
slu% knew that he was concealing some volcanic
impulses. "Well?" she asked.

"It isn't the lamps," he said at first. He
-seated himself on the rail. "Idon't know
what we are going to do with that boy. It
isn't so much the lamps as it is the other
thing. He was throwing stones at Peter be-
cause Peter told me about the revolver.
What are wo going to do with him?"

"I'm sure Idon t know," replied the moth-
er .-"We've tried almost everything. Of
course, much of it is pure animal spirits. Jim-
mie is -not naturally vicious

—"
"Oh,Iknow," interrupted the doctor, im-

patiently. "Do you suppose, when the stones
were singing about Peter's ears, he cared
whether they were flung by a boy who was
naturally vicious or a boy who was not? The
question might interest him afterward, hut at

tions. "It's about a pistol," he Baid, bluntly.
"I'vegot a pistol. Iswapped for it."
"Idone tol' 'im his pop 'would n' stand no

fiah-awms, an' him a kid like he is. Idone
tol' 'im. Lan sake! he strut like he was a
soldier! Come in yere proud, an' er-holdin'
on to his hind pocket. He think he was Jesse
James, Iraikon. But Idone tol' 'im his pop
stan' no secli foolishness. First thing

—
blam—

he shoot his haid off. No, seh, he too tinety
t' come in yere er-struttin' like he jest bought
Main street. Itol' 'im. Idone tol' 'im—
shawp. Idon' wanter be loafin' round dis
yer stable if Jim he gwine go shootin' round
an' shootin' round

—
blim

—
blam

—
blim

—
blam!

No, seh. Iretiahs. Iretiahs. It's all right
if er grown man got er gun, but ain't no kids
come foolishin' round me with fiah-awms.
No, seh. Iretiahs."

"Oh, be quiet, Peter!" said the doctor.
"Where is- this thing, Jimmie?"

The boy went 'sulkily to the box under
the lilac bush and returned with the revolver.
"Here 'tis," he said, with a glare over his
shoulder at Peter. The doctor looked at the
silly weapon in critical contempt.

"It's not much of a thin*, Jimmie, but I
don't think you are quite old enough for it
yet. I'llkeep itfor you in one of the drawers
of my desk.

Peter Washington burst out proudly: I
done tol' 'im th' docteh wouldn' stan' no
trafftckin' round yere with fiah-awms. I
done tol' 'im."

Jimmie and his father went together into
the house, and as Peter unharnessed the mare
he continued his comments on the boy and
the revolver. He was not cast down by the
absence of hearers. In fact, he usually talked
better when there was no one to listen save
the horses. But now his observations bore
small resemblance to his earlier and public
statements. Admiration and the keen family
pride of a Southern negro who has been long
m one place were now inhis tone.

"That boy! He's er devil! When he get to
be er man

—
wow! He'll jes take an' make

things whirlround yore. Raikon we'll all take
er back seat when he come erlong er-raisin'
Cain."

He bad unharnessed the marc, and with his
back bent was pushing the buggy into the
carriage house.

"Er pistol! An' him no bigger than er min-
ute!"

Asmall stone whizYed past Peter's head and
clattered on the stable. He hastily dropped
all occupation and struck a curious attitude.
His right knee was almost up to his chin, and
his nrins were wreathed protectingly about
his bead. He had not looked in the direction
from which the stone had come, but be had
begun immediately to yen:

fiYou Jim! Quit! Quit,Itell yer, Jim!
Watch out! You gwine break somethin',
Jim!"

"Yah!" taunted the bpy, as with the speed
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