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MISS CELESTINE

By Fielding Ridge,
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ROM the Acadian hamlet came

shouts of children who were turn-
Ing to advantage the last moments of
daylight. 1 could see their little fip-
ures clearly outlined against the hori-
ron 85 they ecampered backwards and
forwards in the pasture beyond, Bome-
times when & child's mother had pat-
ronized the village store in pluce of
weaving her own homespun, a dosh of
color, n vivid red, was andded to the
wene,

The sails of the windmill barely
stirred in the spring airand as 1 looked,
Rougette and Cherry, Moll and Rose
came from the milking pan softly tink-
ling their bells as théy passed.

In a little while, I knew, lights would
begin to glimmer in the village win-
dows, and smoke would eurl up from
the low mud chimneys, o pleasing sign
of supper to come. Our neighbor
across the way would goon gather in
her little flock from the troop of
merry, shouting children, and 1 found
myself specalating as to how many
times the ery of “Angele, Jactues, venez
done,” would eome shrilly across the
pusture, before they would finally
yleld to parental urging.

Migs Celestine Lugralze gat opposite
1o me on the porch. Though conversa-
tion languished, it was evident that
with her this was not due to a contems
plation of the scene. Picturesgue it
was 1o me, but 1o her it was only one
of those dull realities which one ac-
cepts without thought and to which the
fden of beauty does not attach.

As I looked at her, I could scarcely
believe that in former years she had
been called “ln  belle Celestine Le-
graize,” but so it was. My hostess had
told me but the evening before that
at one time Miss Celestine had been
the village belle. It was hard to
eredit it,

True, her eyes were very large and
dark, but their luster was gone and
there was nothing left of her beauty.
After the manner of *Cnjans,” ag they
are called in that part of the world,
she had aged early.

The topies which we had in common
were few, but Miss Celestine's social
enll was something of longr duration.
‘We had discuseed flowers, chickens and
vegetable gardens until my brain re-
fused to give me another idea. The
shadows began to lengthen, and that
chill which marks the approach of
night became perceptible.  Still Miss
Celestine lingered, I could not flatter
myself that it was because she had
found me overwhelmingly interesting.
I was aware that it was a part of her
socinl etiquette (one handed down to
her for generations) to pay this pro-
tracted call, Bhe would have thought
it lacking In courtesy iI she had
brought her visit to a close sooner,

I knew that after awhile she would
rige with the time-worn excuse for not
remaining still longer, “Eh bien, je
m' ennuie pns mais il faut que je
m'en aille” (Well, I'm not bored, but I
must go).

How often in other days when en-
tertaining “Cajan” visitors had I re-
joicedh in the fact that I was not
forced Ao confess my own feclings on
the subject. It wounld have been hard
to reconcile courtesy and candor!

By chance, in a search for ideas, 1
mentioned Pointe des Arbres, a thriv-
ing Louisiana town which I had vis-
ited in my rambles. 10 my surprise,
Miss Celestine suddenly became enthu-
siastic. She leaned forward and an
nnexpected color came into her sallow
face.

“Ah, that is a place where one
might live,” she murmured.

I remembered Pointe des Arbres as
n little town thriving in a business
sense, but hopelessly provincial. 1 re-
called how it aped city customs and
thus lost the charm it might have
possessed had it clung to country
ways. The little Acadian hamlet was
at least picturesque, T could not say
as much for the town of larger
growth. Miss Celestine anu I evidently
regarded it from a different angle of
viglon.

“Why, what is 8o nice about Pointe
des Arbres?" I asked with real in-
terest.

“There are so many people there,"
said Miss Celestine, “and there is the
levee to walk on, where one sees all
one's friends on Sunday atternoons,
Then there are balls in the spring of
the year—one is not dead like here.
Terhaps” she added hesitatingly as
though she feared I might think her
boastful, “you do not know that my
brother Telesphore is a master me-
chanie in Pointe des Arbres. Yes,"
ghe continued, “and he lives in the red
house near the postoflice.”

I remembered the place as a gaudy
little structure with a horrible pre-
tenge nt style, The flower heds were
primly defined by a border of blue and
yod stakes about eix inches high,
while two ferocious looking dogs
grinded at one from cither side of the
steps. 1 had never been inside, but
{n driving past, 1 had often wondered
§f T might not decide with a reason-
able certainty that within on the par-
lor hearth Tug the counterpart of
these dogs might be found in vivid
red on n background of blue! But it
was evident that to Miss Celestine's
mind this house represented all that
was beautiful.

o] was never there but onee,” she
sald wistfully, “but some doy 1 hope
1 shall go back for a while. My
brother is married and has three chils
dren,” she «aid as I showed a becom-
ing interest in the subject, “and my
gister-in-law wants me to come and
live with her.”

wAnd will you do s0?" I asked,

“Dut no," she replied. “Who wonld
take care of my mother? Ehe is o

longer young:" .

The words were simple, but they
conveyed a world of love,

It was o pleasure to her, I eould see,
to talk of her brother Telesphore and
his prosperity. With no intention of
boasting, she dwelt with pride on his
house that had a hall down the een-
ter (this seemed extroordinary to
lier). More than that, her sister-in-
law kept o servant!

When at last I told her “good-hy"
she had gained an interest for me.
I had met just another person with o
“Carcasonne.”

It was thwee years Inter when I next
saw Miss Celestine. Her mother was
dead and she had come to live with
her brother's family.

Although I was only gpending a few
days in Pointe des Arbres, 1 intended
to look up my old acquaintance, but
before 1 had time to do so I met her
one morning as 1 was on my way to
the post office.

She was rolling & baby earriage
while two ecross-looking children
tugged ot her gkirts and in voluble
French demanded her attention, She
was just in front of the gaudy little
house—the door slood open amd 1
eaught o glimpse of the much-talked-
of hall, while T mentally deecided that
Mme. Telesphore had now virtually
two servants!

It seemed to me that Miss Celestine
looked much older than when 1 had
last seen her and gray throeads were
beginning to show in her heavy black
hair, Her eyes had tired, dark lines
beneath them as if she was often
weary, but had no time to indulge
in moments of repose,

1 wondered if her “Carcasonne” had
been all that she dreamed it to be
or if the present ever drifted away
and in thought she was back again
in the little Acadinn hamlet tending
her flowers and chickens!

As we stood chatting on the brick
pavement, & buggy came rattling
down the street,

When one farries awhile in Points
des Arbres, one catches the spirit of
the place and looks with real interest
upon the most trivinl occeurrenees
The affairs of one's neighbors there
possess un unparalleled importance;
thus I turned instinetively to cateh
aglimpseof the occupunis of the buggy.

The man would have attracted at
tention anywhere. With his deep-sel
dark eves and singularly classic fea-
tures, he seemed a type of the early
pieturesque Acadian, and I could not
help thinking what a magnificent hero
of Longfellow's poema “Evangeline” he
wonld have made,

I noticed little about the woman at
his side, exeept that she was of a
massive style of good looks and
seemed much overdressed.

“Who is that man?" 1 asked Miss
Celestine, gecing that they had ex.
changed bows.

“That,"” she gaid, slowly, “is Achills
Rodrigue, and that is his wife with
him."

“Achille Rodrigue,” I repeated to
mysell. Why, that was the mun 1
had heard several people discussing
but the evening before as I sat on
the hotel porch. They seemed to be
much impressed by the fact that
after 13 years of unswerving devotion
to one woman, he had startled every-
one by marrying a widow who had
long been keenly alive to the worldly
advantages of such a mateh,

No one seemed to know exactly why
ha and his first love had never mar-
ried, Bome one suggested that the
girl had sacrificed herself to the sel
fishness of her mother, but whatever
it was, Achille Rodrigne had shown
n constancy which his associates nt
firat regarded with surprise, but aft.
erwards learned to accept as part of
his natare.

His marringe lately, therefore, oce
casioned no small astonishment, and
there were many theories advanced
on the subject.

Theophile, the blacksmith, who
seemed to know Achille Rodrigue
better than the others did, asserted
loudly that Achille’'s great, strong
heart had been touched by the wid-
ow's open devotion to him and that
he had married her ont of pity, per-
haps wishing to bring into some
other life the brightness his own
lncked.

Apurt from the speakers, sitting in
the gray dusk on the hotel poreh, I
listened idly to the bits of conversa-
tion which floated to me on the even
ing air. My thoughts drifted from
Achille to the girl he had loved in
those other days, 1 wondered what
had been her fate, whether she hnd
married some one else, or whether
ghe still remembered. A mere specu-
lation on my part, since 1 never ex-
pected to gee either Achille or his
first love!

“¥eu," 1 said, reealling mysell suid-
denly and turning to Miss Celestine,
“1 have heard of Achille Rodrigue be-
fore.” and all at once 1 regretted thint
I had ever inquired nbout him.

Miss Celestine was leaning down and
was lifting the baby from his ear-
ringe, arranging and rearranging the
pillows nt his back.

Her face was so averted that T conld
searcely see it, but there had gtolen
over it an expression which made me
feel that I had ruthlessly lifted the
eurtnin from a human sounl and dis-
closed depths which I had no right
to see,

Now 1 understood the glamonr
which had heen cast about the little
town, After all, the memories which
we treasure most are those which
are gilded with a brush of our own
romanee. She had told me that April
afternoon ns we gat on the porch to-
gether, she hoped she wounld go back
to that enchanted land, Now she had
returned—and it seemed to me that
sinee fate deals out her favors only
sparingly ot best, she is gometimes
kinder in withholding altogether than
in fulfilling in part.~Detroit Tres
Press

ON WHAT TO READ.

Talmage, the Noted Divine, Gives
Some Timely Suggestions,

The Grenteat Dlesxing of a Xatlon In
an  Elevated Liternture; 1is
Greatest Corse, nn lm-
pure Liternture,

[Copyright, 150, by Louls Klopsch.]
Washington, ~

Dr. Talmage, who has been spending
a few duys io St. Petersburg, sends
the following report of a discourse
which will be helpful to those who
have an appetite for lternture and
would like some rules to guide them
In the selection of books and newspa-
pers: Text, Acts 10:19: “Many of
them also which used curious aris
brought their books together and
burned them before all men, and they
counted the price of them and found it
60,000 pieces of silver."

Paul had been stirring np Ephesus
with some lively sermons about the
gins of that place. Among the more im-
portant results was the fact that the
citizens brought out their bad books
and in a public place made a bonfire
of them, I see the people coming out
with their arms full of Ephesian lit-
eruture and tossing it into the flames.
1 hear an economist who is standing by
gaying: “Stop this waste. Here sre

7,600 worth of booke., Do you propose
to burn them all up? If youdon't want
to read them yourselves, sell them and
let somebody else read them.” *“No"
sald the people; “if these books are
not good for us, they are not good for
anybody else, and we shnll stand andd
wateh until the last leaf has burned
to ashes, They have done us a world
of hurm, and they shall never do others
harm.” Hear the flames erackle and
roar!

Well, my friends, one of the wanis of
the cities Is n great bonfire of bad
books and mnewspapers, We have
enough fuel to make n blaze 200 feot
high. Many of the publishing houses
would do well to throw into the blaze
their entire stock of goods. Dring
forth the insufferable trash and pul it
into the fire and let it be known in the
presence of God and angels and men
that you are golng to rid your homes
of the overtopping and underlying
curse of profligute literature.

The printing press is the mightiest
agency on earth for good and for evil
The minister of the Gospel, standing
o a pulpit, has a responsible position,
but I do not think it is ns responsible
ns the position of an editor or a pub-
lisher. At what distant point of time,
at what farout eyele of eternity, will
cease the influence of a Henry J. Roy-
mond, or a Horace Greeley, or n James
Gordon DBennett, or o Watson Webb,
or an Erastus Drooks, or o Thomas
Kinsella? Take the overwhelming sta-
tistics of the cireulation of the daily
and weekly newspapers and then
eipher if you ean how far up and how
far down und how far out reach the
influences of the American printing
press,

What s to be the issne of all this? 1
believe the Lord intends the printing
press to be the chief means for the
world's rescue and evangelization, and
I think that the great last battle of
the world will not be fought with
swords and guns, but with types and
presses, o purified and Gospel litera-
ture trinmphing over, trampling dow#
ond erushing out forever that which
is depraved. The only woy toovercome
unclean literature is by scatiering
nbroad that which is healthful. May
God speed the eylinders of an honest,
intelligent, aggressive, Christinn print-
ing press,

I have to tell you that the greatest
blessing that ever eame to the nations
fe that of an elevoted litergture, and the
greatest scourge has been that of un-
clean literature. This last has its vie-
tims in all oceupations and depart-
ments, It has helped to fill insane
asylums and penitentinries and alms-
houses and dens of shame. The hodies
of this infection lie in the hogpitals and
in the graves, while their souls are be-
ing tossed over into a lost eternity, an
avalanche of horror and despair! The
London plague wus nothing toit. That
eounted its vielims by thousands, but
this modern pest has already shoveled
ilg millions into the charnel houge of
the morally dead. The longest rail
train that ever ran over {he tracks was
not long enough or large enough to
earry the beastliness and the putrefac-
tion which have been gathered up
In bad books and newspapers in the
last 20 years.

Now, it is amid such circumsiances
that I put a question of oveérmastering
importance to you and your families.
What books and newspapers shall we
read? You see ]l group them together.
A newspaper is only a book in o swifter
and more portable shape, and thesame
rules which will apply to book reading
will apply to newspaper reading. Whnt
shall we read? Shall our minds be the
receptacle of everything that an an-
thor has a mind to write? Shall there
be no distinction between the tree of
life and the tree of desath? Shall we
stoop down and drink out of the
trongh which the wickedness of men
has filled with pollution and shame?
Shall we mire In Impurity and chase
funtastic will-o'the-wisps across {he
swamps, when we might walk in the
blooming gardens of God? Oh, no!
For the sake of our present and ever-
lasting welfare we must make an intel-
ligent and Christian cholee.

Standing as we do, chin deep in fie-
titious Jiterature, the question that
young people are asking is: “Shall we
read novels™ Ireply: Thereare nov-
els that are pure, good, Christian, ele-
vating to the heart and ennobling to
the life. ButI still have further to say
that I believe that 75 aut of the 100 nov-
els in this day are baleful and destrue-
tive to the lnst degree. A pure work of
fiction is history ana poetry combined,
1t ig» history of thingsaround us with

the licenses and the assumed names of
poetry. The world can never pay the
debt which It owes to such writers of
fiction ns Hawthorne and MeKenzle
and Landon and Hunt and Arthur and
others whose naues are familiar to all,
The follies of high life were never bet-
ter exposed than by Miss Edgeworth,
The memories of the past were never
more faithfully embalmed than in the
writings of Walter Scott. Cooper's
novelsarehealthfolly redolent with the
preath of the seaweed and the air of
the American forest, Charles Kings-
ley has smitted the morbidity of the
world and led a great muny to nppre-
clate the poetry of sound health, strong
muscles and fresh air. Thackeray did
& grand work in eavicaturing the pre-
tenders to gentility and high blood.
Dickens hos built his own monument in
kis books, which are a plea for the
poor and the anathema of injustice,
and there are a score of novelistic pens
to-day doing mighty work for God and
righteousness.,

Now, I say, books like these, read at
right times and read in right propor-
tion with other books, cannot help but
be ennobling and purifying: but, nlas,
forthelonthsomeandimpure literature
that hing come in the shape of novels,
like a freshet overflowing all the banks
of decency and common sense! They
are coming from some of the most cele-
brated publishing houses. They are
coming with recommendntions of some
of our religiouns newspapers. They
lie on your cenfer table to curse your
children and blast with their infernal
fires generations unborn. You find
these books in the desk of the school
miss, in the trunk of the young man,
in the steamboat eabin, on the table
of the hotel recgption-room. You sce
a light in your child's room late at
night. You suddenly go In and say:
“What are you doing? “l am read-
ing.” “What are you reading?" “A
book.” You look at the book. Itisa
bad book, “Where did you get it?" *I
borrowed it." Alas, there are always
those nbroad who like toloan to your
gon or daughter 8 bad book! Every-
where, everywhere, nn unclean litera-
tude. Icharge upon it the destruction
of 10,000 immortal souls, and 1 bid you
wake up to the magnitude of the evil.

I charge you in the first place to
stand aloof from all books that give
false pictures of life. Life is neither
a tragedy nor a farce. Men are not
all either knaves or heroes. Women
are neither angels nor furics, And yet
if you depended uvpon much of the lit-
erature of the day you would get the
idea that life, instead of being some-
thing earnest, somsthing practicnl; is
a fitfal and fantasile and extrava-
gant thing. How poorly preparved are
that young man and womnn for the
duties of to-day who spent last night
wading through brilliant passages de-
soriptive of magnificent knavery and
wickedness! The man will be looking
all day long for his heroine in the of-
fice, by the forge, in the factory, in
the counting room, and he will not
find her, and he will be dissatisfied,
A man who gives himself up to thein-
diseriminate reading of novels will be
nerveless, inane and a nuisance. He
will be fit neither for the store, nor
the shop nor the field. A woman who
gives herself up to the indiseriminate
reading of novels will be unfitted for
the duties of wife, mother, sister,
daughter, There she is, hair dishev-
eled, countennuce vacant, cheeks pale,
hamls trembling, bursting into tears
at midnight over the fate of some un-
fortunate lover; in the daytime, when
ghe ought to be busy, staring by the
half hour at nothing biting her fin-
ger nails into the quick. The carpet
that was plain before will be plainer
after having wandered through n ro-
mance all night long in tessellnted
halls of castles. And your industrious
companion will be more unattractive
than ever, now that you have walked
in the romunee through parks with

plumed princesses or lounged in the |

arbor with the polished desperado.
Oh, these confirmed novel readers!
They are unfitted for this life, which
is a tremendous disvipline, They
know not how to go through the fur-
nnces of trinl through which they
must pass, and they are unfitted for
a world where everything we gain we
achieve by hard and long continued
work.

Again, I charge you to stand off
from all those books which corrupt
the imagination and inflame the pan-
giong, 1 do not refer now to tlat
kind of hook which the villnin has
under his cont walting for the school
to get out, and them, looking both
ways Lo see (hut there is no police-
man around the biock, offers thr book
to your son on lis way home. 1 do
not speak of that kind of literaiure,
but that which evades the law and
comes out in polished style, and with
noute plot sounds the tocsin that
rouses up all the baser passions of
the soul. To-day, under the nostrils
of the people, there is a fetid, reck-
ing, unwashed literature, enovgh to
poison all the fountains of public vir
tue and smite your gons and duugh-
ters as with the wing of a destvoying
angel, and it ig time that the minis
ters of the Gospel blew the trumpet
and rallied the forces of rightcous-
nese, oll armed to this great battle
agalnst a depraved literature,

Agnin, abstain from those hooks
which are apologetic of erime, Tt is
a sad thing that some of the best aud
most beautiful bookkindery nnd some

of the finest rhetoric have been
brought to make sin attractive. Vice
is o horrible thing anyhow. It is|

born in shame, and it dies howling
in the darkness. In this world it js
seourged with a whip of scorpions,
but afterward the thunders of God'
wrath pursue it across a boundless
desert, beating it with ruin and woe,
When you come fo paint carnality.
do not paint it as looking from behind
embroidered eurizins or throogh lat-
tiee of royal seraglio, but as writhing
in the ngonies of a ci*y lospital
Cursed be the books thal try to make

| toerncy of art,

Impurities decent and erime attractive
and hypoerisy noble! Cursed be the
books that swarm wity libertines and
desperadoes, who make the brain of
the young people whirl with vl
lainy! Ye authors who write them,
ye puoblishers who print them;, ye
booksellers who distribute them, shall
be cut to pieces, if not by an aroused
community, then at last by the hall
of Divine vengeance, which shall sweep
to the lowest pit of perdition all ye
murderers of souls. 1 tell youm,
though you may eseape in this world,
you will be ground at last under tha
hoof of eternal ealamities, and you
will be chained to the rock, and you
will have the vultures of despair
clawing at your soul, and those whom
you have destroyed will come around
to torment you, and to pour hotter
conls of fury upon your head, and re-
joige eternally in the outery of your
pain, and the howl of your damna-
tion, “God shall wound the hairy
seilp of him that goeth om in his
trespusses,'”

The eclock strikes midnight. A fair
form bends over a romance. The
eyes flash fire, The breath is quick
and irregular, Oceasionanlly the color
dashes to the cheek and then dies out,
The hands tremble as though a guar-
dinn spirit were trying to shake the
deadly book out of the grasp. Hot
tears faull. She langhs with a shrill
voice that drops dead at its own
gound, The sweat on her brow is the
gpray dashed up from the river of
death. The elock strikes four, and
the rosy dawn soon after begins to
look through the lattice upon the
pale form that looks like a detained
specter of the night, Soon in a mads
house ehe will mistake her ringlets
for ecurling serpents and thrust her
white hand through the bars of the
prison and smite her head, rubbing
it back as though to push the sealp
from the skull, shrieking: “My
Lbrnin! My brainl™  Oh, stand oft
from that! Why will you go seund-
ing your way amid the reefs when
there is such a vast ocean in which
you may voyuge, all sail set?

Much of the impure pictorial lifer
ature is most tremendous for ruin,
There is no one who can like good
pictures better than I do. The quick-
est and most condensed way of im-
pressing the public mind is by pie-
ture, What the painter does by his
brush for a few favorites, the en-
graver docg by his knife for the mil-
Hon. What the author accomplishes
by 80 pages the nrtist does by a flash,
The best part of a painting that cosls
$10,000 you may buy for ten cents
Fine painiings belong to the aris-
Engravings belorg to
You do well
in your

the democracy of art,
to gather good pictures

| homes,

lut what shall I say of the prostitu-
tion of art to the purposes of iniquity?
These death warrants of the soulare at
every sireet corner. They smite the
vision of the young man with pollu-
tion. Many a young man buying a copy
has bought hisg eternal discomfiture.
There may he enough poison in one bad
pieture to peison one soul and that
soul may polson ten, and ten fifty, and
fifty hundreds and the hundreds thou-
sands, until nothing but the measuring
line of eternity can tell the height and
depth and ghastliness and horror of
the rreat undoing. The work of denth
that the wicked suthor does in n whole
book the bad engraver may do on &
halt side of a pictorial. Under the
guise of pure mirth the young man
buys one of these sheets. He unrolisit
before his comrades amid roars of
lnughter, but long affer the paper is
gone the result may, perhaps, be seen
in the blasted imnginations of those
who saw it. The queen of death holdsa
banquet every night, and these period-
ienls pre the invitation to her guests.

Young man, buy not this moral
strychuine for your soull Pick not up
this nest of coiled adders for your
pocket! FPatronize no news stand that
keeps them. Have yonr room bright
with good engravings, but for these
ontrageous pictures have not one wall,
not one bureau, not one pocket. A man
is no better than the pieture he loves
to look at. 1f your eyes are not pure
your heart eannot be. At the news-
stand one ecan guess the character of
mun by the kind of pletorinl he pur-
chases. When the devil fails to get a
man to read a bad book, he sometimes
guceeeds in getting him to look at a
bad pieture. When Satan goes n-fishe
ing he does not care whether it Is a
long line or a short line, if he only
dirnwe his vietim in. Bewnre of lasciv-
jous pletoriais, young man, in the
name of Almighty Gad, Ieharge you.

Cherish good books and newspuapers,
Beware of bad ones, ‘The assassin of
Lord Russell deelared that he was led
into erime by reacing one vivid ro-
manee. The conseerited John Angell
James, than whom England never pro-
dueed a better man, declared in his old
nge that he had never yet got over the
evil effects of having for 15 minuies
once read n bad book. But 1 nedd not
go so far off. 1 could tell you of a com-
rade who was great hearted, noble and
generous. e was #tudying foran hon-
orhile profession, but he had an infidel
book in his trunk, and he gaid to me
one day: “De Witt, would you like to
read it? 1 said: “Yes, | would,” I
took the book and read it only for a
few minutes, I was really startled
with what I saw there, and I handed
the book back 1o him und said: “You
had better destroy that book.” No, he
kept it. He read it. He reread it
After awhile he gave up religion as a
myth, He gave up God asa nonentity.
He gave up the Dible as a fable, He
gave up the chureh of Christ 45 a tise-
loss institution. He gave up good mor-
uls s being unnecessarily stringent,
1 have heard of him but twice in many

| years. Thetimebefore thelast [heardof

him he was o confirmed inebriate. The
last 1 heard of him he was coming out
of an iusane asylum—in body, mind and
goul anaw il wreck., Ibelirve that one
jofidel book killed him for i wo worlds

A GOODLY HERITAGE

In Hast Tennessee Valleys and
Mountains.

A Most Primitive People, Wha Live Near
to Nature's Heart and Heek Little
of the Outslde World—An
Interesting Folk.

Within scarce two hupdred miles of
the center of population of the United
States there is un unkoown land, and
n strange folk live therein,

It was in 1784 that Geao. John Sevier
aod his band of sturdy pioneers and
Indian fighters crossed the Great
Smokies from Virginia, drove back the
redslkins, built Fort Wautaga on the
banks of the Holston and established
the “State of Franklin," For four years
Gen. Sevier was governor of the puta-
tive commonwealth., Then the right-
ful authority of North Carolina, to
whom the territory belonged, was re-

Carolina ceded the seotion tothe Fed-

nessee was organized.  Gov. Sevier
again beeame the chief executive.

It was a goodly land that the brave
governor and his followers reclaimed
from the savages. It was o land of
rolling mountaing, of fertile valleys,
of mighty streams and sparkling
springs. It was a country clad in &

lar, ouk, ash, black walnut, pine and
hemlock. It was underlaid with rich
deposita of coal and fron,  Above all it
possessed a climate of salubrity and
healthfulness not excelled by any in
the world.

In all these more than a hundred
years, in the great land of East Ten-
nessee—as separale and distinet in
thought, people, climate, interest and
employment from Middle and Western
Tennessee as Maine is from Texas—
there has risen but one considerable
commupity, and that one is of com-
parative insignificance in size and in-
fluence.

Depart from any point on the line of
one of the few railroads that traverse
the country, and a half day's journey
astride of a horse will land the traveler
in & region as primeval and untamed as
when the good Sevier lmd down his
life for it in 1815 He will find few
roads worthy the name; he will cross
rivers by primitive fords or ferries; he
will see vast timber-clad mountain
sides; he will feast his eyes on scenery
unspoiled by the hand of man. He will
find the agile mountain deer, and great
bronze turkeys, and lesser anlmals and
fowls stalking the wouds, almost un-
afraid of their arch enemy. On the
higher levels the brooks will be found
swarming with trout, speckled beauties
who kunow naught of sportrian’s fly
and reel. Depart buta few miles from
any line of transportation and East
Tenaessee is an unkuvown land!

The mountaineers of Virginia and
Western North Carolina, who emigrated
and made their homes on the western
glope of the Great Smolkies, were a
elannish people, loyal Lo their friends
and implacable to their enemies. With
the extermination or withdrawal of the
Indian they scattered along down the
rich bottom lands of the French Droad
and Holston and made homes for them-
selves. Toa large extent the women
have always been the indifferent tillers
of the soil; idling with “fice,"” gun uod
fishing rod has been the masculine em-
ployment. In this earlier settled por-
tion of East Tenpessee some of the
amenities of civilization have prevailed
of alater day, still it is crude, unlearned
and primitive.

Still Farther Westward.

As time progressed some of the more
adventurous spirits again moved west-
ward—moved across the Holston and
the Clinch, across the intervening
mounntain ranges, away to the rough
and broken surface of the Cumberland
plateau, where the tempestuous Big
Sonth Fork of the Cumberland had
carved a ragged channel for itsell be-
tween stupendous sandstone cliffs, Be-
yond this narrow walley they never
veptured, for mountaineers they were
by birth and education, snd to go far-
ther was to leave the mountaing be-
hind,

Here, for a distance of many miles,
along the main stream or io the little
jaurel entangled ‘‘coves,” through
which some mountain torrent had burst
its way, numbers settled. Little, low-
doored, stickchimneyed log “shacks"
were built, and the oceasional narrow
tracts of arable land were forced to
yield sparse “craps” of corn and vege-
tables. Available soil for the produe-
tion of the necessities of life was far
from being as plentiful as on the slopes
and bottom lands of the Great Smokies,
which they hail abaodoned. But here,
in the fastnesses of the Cumberlands,
for well toward & century, this strange
people has existed in the self-sume way.
The sons and daughters have married
and intermarried, untll the entire re-
gion is made up of “kin-folks,” ultra-
elannish and exclusive, Of the outside
world they know little and care less.
Schools are scarcely known, and few
can even read,

But thess strange denizens of the
half-desert mountains, these forgotten
and unknown inhabitants, though sar-
rounded on all sides by progressive and
prosperous sections—poorer in substan-
tial wealth than the veriest gutter-snipe
of the great cities—have worth and vir-
tnes and happiness. They are deeply
religions, extremely hospitable and, ac-
gording to their understanding, honest.
Scarce ten miles can be traversed that
does not disclose the log ‘‘church
house,” News of the coming of the
{tinergnt * preacher man' is hailed with
joy, and the congregation present at
these semi-occasional gatherings of-
times represent tie total population of
a score of square miles. These meet-
ings consist ot oply eof religious ex-
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hortation and prayer, but the funeral
rites of all who have departed this life
since the preacher's last visit are duly
celetnuted, Often it happens as well
that & wholesale wedding takes place
on these occasions—many swains em-
bracing the oppo:rtunity of haring the
itinerant place his official stamp aund
sanction on their connubinl state.

No traveler is ever turned nside from
the door of the lowly “shack” of the
poor white of the East Tennessee moun«
tain district. The salutation of ‘howdy,”
followed by invitation to “light aod
rest yer hat,” is invariably a bidding to
the best in bed and board that the honse
affords. The food is the erudest kind
—*ment" (fried salt pork), hoe cakes,
baked on the 1id of the stove or at the
open fireplace, and cheap coffee, usually
without milk or sugar,

Honest as the Average.

As the world goes, these people are
honest. The contents of an unlocked
and unattended house would be safe
from molestation for all time. The
mewm ¢f tewm of the razor-back hogs
that run at large and gain a precarions
existence, save at the period when the
forest skeds its manna of mast, is al-
ways rospected.  However, the obligas
tion of a debt rests very lightly on the
shoulders of the avernge “native.” It
by chance he becomes possessed of n
little money from the sale of a few rail-

| road ties, a dozen bags of corn, which

: | he has toted many miles out to the
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fringe of civilization, or of a sack of
“sang,” the ginseng root of the moun-
tiains, that has been Inboriously bar-
vested by the wife and cohildren, his
immediate personal wants are so great
us to precluda the possibility of his dis-
charging an indebtedness which any
one has had the temerity to extend to
him. No man's intention (o be just
and to do as he agrees is betler than
that of the native East Tepnessean,
but he lacks in toto the New Eogland
gift of “ealeulation.” His plans in-
variably miscarry, and his promises are
as nanught. From the multitudinous
excuscs he makes to a creditor, based
on natural canses—a drled-up spring,
a “tide” in the river, muddy roads, »
broken cart, or what not—it would
seem that the mountaineer has no
standing  whatsoever with the Al-
mighty.

In connedtion with one piece of prop-
erty only has he no respect for pro-
prietary rights, and that is a tree
Wherever he can find it, and success-
fully dispose of it, that tree Is his, in-
alienably as the water he drinks from
the sparkling spring, the ambient air
he breathes or the glorious sunshing
that envelopes him in its tender em-
brace the greater part of each day.

During the civil war, notwithstand-
ing the defection of Tennessee, it was
this very section that supplied more
volunteers to the Union cause, popula-
tion considered, than any other part of
the country, and right royal fighters
were they, tco. The recent war with
Spaln witnessed another ontpouring of
the sturdy East Tennesscans to take
service in their country's cause, Rarely,
and only from extra ordinary causes,
do they ever leave their narrow valleys
and wooded hills, but never can they
be permanently beguiled from the lund
they love—the land of poverty, of hard-
ships, of homely ways and simple
wants. Here they live on and on—
**ITbe world forgeiting, by the world for-

got.”
—American Lumberman.
No Room For Extravagance,

The pay of the Chinese soldier Indi-
cates that he must be an even more
eccnomical person than the New Zea-
land bushman, who was able to live on
£4 8s & year (on which he kept a horse
and entertained). The Chinese private
at £2 8s per annum s extremely inex-
pensive compared with the Englishman
ut £77, the Russian st £45 and the
Italian—the cheapest of European sol-
diers—at £41. On this three-halfpence
o day there is little fear of bursts of
dissipation, though the calvaryman has
an extra 55 u month for Nis horse, out
of which he replaces the animal if it be
killed,— London Chronicle,

Son-in-Law's Beason,

“It is elaimed, you know, that light-
ning never strikes twice in the sams
place.”

“Yes, I'm quite well aware there is
such a statement, and I'm afraid it is
true,"

“Why do you say it in that dismal
way?"

“My wife's mother was struck by
lightning seventeen years ago and es-
caped by n mirsele. And that's why I
say I'm afraid the old saying ls too
true. "—Cleveland Plain Degler,

Helty Green's Fatrlotism,

Mrs. Hetty Green's reply to the ques-
tion as to whether ber daughter would
marry o titled foreigner was a refreshs
ing one. “She will not marry such a
man. | would rather have her marry
a young American with brains, energy
and confidence in himselfl than any one
else.” It isn healthy, hearty faith in
our country that Americans love.—Ine
dianapolis Press,

What n Whale Welglia,

Have you any idea of the size of the
common Greenland whale? Nillson,
the zoologist, estimates the full-grown
animal Lo average 100 tons, or 204,000
pounds,  That is tosay, 2 whale weighs
as much as about cighty elephants or
400 bears. Of course some run larger
than this, There are tales among old
whalers of whales 110 feel long, and
weighing 150 tons: But such are nol
seen in these days. A fv-ioot whale iy
a big one now.—New York Evening
Warld.

Boomerang Efect.

“Yaas, I heed Jones' speech,” said the
man with the wondering whiskers, *]
didn’t have any idea he was so good an'
so smart i1l I heerd ‘in tell it,”

“I suppose you will vote for him
now?" asked the postmaster.

“No, Iallow I wun't. He's too dern
good to be wasted ina little old coun:
ty offico, % la."—[ud snapolls [ress




