
IN THE SUNNY SOUTH.
"Ah warn you, nigger, ef Ah

cotch you foolin' roun' dat gal any
moh Ah gwine to kill you."

Caesar White paused and gazed
at the smaller negro as some tran-
quil ox might regard a calf that
had strayed into its pasture.

The negroes were toiling in the
turpentine settlement under the
burning rays of the Carolina sun.
They sweated and panted as they
filled' the barrels and .rolled the
crude, rosin up the incline of
planks to the roof of the distillery,
where shone the great lid of the
copper still.

Caesar White was a good-natur-

giant in the main, or had
been until Jefferson Grant, the
quadroon dude, sauntered into the
camp with his collars and cuffs,
and hair that shone with cocoa-n- ut

oil. Then trouble arose, for
Mandy, he superintendent's
cook, had succumbed to his fasci-

nations.
Jefferson Grant sniffed disdain-

fully and resumed his labors.
Every week day, except on Mon-
day's, the distillation went on, the
crude rosin, dumped into the
great still, hissing and bubbling
furiously within, though to the
watcher on the distillery roof
there was no symptom of the
commotion of the fluid inside the
boiler, where a half ton of rosin
simmered like molten steel

To Caesar White, unimagina-
tive in all other respects, the
process possessed a fascination.
He had pictured his rival flung in-

to the caldron by the force of his
mighty arms. One instant's

agony and flesh, bones, cloth-
ing, aH traces of the quadroon
would be utterly dissolved in that
fiery flow.

It was a little incident that pre-
cipitated his determination. A
Sunday call, a scornful word from
Mandpr, the sight of a lithe figure
skulking through the pine trees
behind the girl's hut and Caesar
White was in the forest alone,
rolling upon the ground and bit-
ing his clenched ' fists in a pa-
roxysm of jealousy until the
bloocf flowed.

Next day the two men were
alone on the distillery roof. The
quadroon, under Caesar's direc-
tions, was polishing the copper lid
of the still, which had been raised
from its position by their united '

efforts for this work. Deep in the
gloom under them Caesar fancied
he could see the gleam of the
molten mass, placid as still water,
but deadly as boiling' lava. As Jef-
ferson turned Tie stretched out his
foot lazily. The quadroon tripped
and fell ; one push, an oath "and" a
scream, and a splash far below.
Then the giant hastened away.

Shriek upon shriek pursued
him. The quadroon was hard in
dying. Fear drove out the fore-

man's anger. Those shrieks pur-
sued hhn as he hurried towardJiis
quarters. Shriek upon shriek; and
now, peering in dreadful terror
through his half-open- door,
Caesar saw negroes running from
all parts toward the still, from
which issued those never-endin- g

cries. Would the man never die?
Could he live even one moment in
that fearful torture? The giant
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