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he wuzn't de man
on he git him a 8padc en &
e xo en & shovel, en he digen dig fer das
cow twel diggintwuz pas’ all engqu’unce, en
ole Brer Rabbit, he ect up dar in his front
pe’eh en emoke bis scegyar, en all de time de
cow wuz layin’ pile up in his smoke 'ouse, en
him en his chilluns wuz eatin’ fried * steak en
injuns eve’y time dey mouf water.

“Now den, honey, you take dis yer w’ip,”
continued the old man, twining the leather
thong around the little boy’s neclk, ‘“‘en
scamper up ter de big-ouse en tall Miss Sally
fer ter gin you some un it de nex’ time she
fine yo’ tracks in de sugar bairl.”’?

SPODPEKDYKE’S SUSPENDERS.

L CMr. Halaemuadn,
hection, '’ for which
in your paper, and |

This you will notice is
Who the auther isIdo
. §. BARNES.

BRER RABBIT SAVES HIS MEAT,

2 [Atlanta Constitutic n.] ?
¢QOne time,” said Uncle Remus, whetting
' his knife slowly and thougiutfully on the
palm of his band, end gazing refiectively in
the fire—‘‘one time Brer Wolf—?’

“Why, Uncle Remus!”’ the little toy broke
inj *I thought you said the Rabbit scalded
the Wolf to death a long time ago?’! :

The old man was fairly caughtand he knew
{t; but this' made little difference to him. A
frown gathered on his usuallv serene brow as
he turned his gaze upon the child—a frown in

which both scorp and indignation were v1s;i-
ain
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her all her letters?
b her back herring?
Have you tried to. forget the haunting songs you
loved to hear her sing?
Have you cursed the day you met her? Thanked
(God that you were free?
And said in your inmost heart, as you thought,
‘‘she never was dear to me.’’
rour pride is touched; you

Have you
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ravely on, and bright- ble. Then all at once he seemed to re
| | control of himself. The frown was chased «Now, my dear,”’ said M. gpoopendyllt)?é
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t that emount,’ |
to his ablutions

bed. *“Ain’t I done tole you &
of chilluns ain’t gittin’ so dey
fokes, en dey’ll epute Jonzer
longer you, ceopin der ma cail um,

sayes money. IfI’d taken
it would have cost a cou
least, and you’ve saved jus
and Mr. Spoopendyke went

comes, for love is a plant |
ver, never dies: i
are as deep as the earth itself, its
Y hes broad as the skies:

knows mo’n old
you en spute
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And wherever it once has taken root it flourishes
e,

ill and bearing fruit—fruit with a
ore.

thiz, Tom. hereafter. When anger
;and you

r introspection, you will find my
Are ¢

3

WOr e

)

Where'er you look, where’er you turn, you will

The songs that you wrote for her singing, will
sing themselves in your brain
HeTill your life s et to rhythm, your soul to
. their sa S .
The old, old burden of love and grief, the passion
you had foresworn,
ieve me, T'om, it is not cast off, as well as you
think-this morn.
ps the worst of all, is when
3 flown,
; favors reflection and your
e you alone:
i leep, but the memories of un-
forgotten ¥
Will gomne in a storm of wild regrets, perhaps in
3 a storm of tears;
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each touching tone, each
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leam of her ringlets, the rustling of

1er ungloved hand, that
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. that you treasure them still

i coma tiil yon slumber; worn out
despair,
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g that was sung by the “Taurlie

sweet with a deadly knell.

| In dreans she will ever again be yours, and you

will fondly sea

a8 of what might have been—what

per-bes

to meet you, with a sudden

v wild un
I You'll streteh your arms out lovingly to fold her

£ | ‘ho continued with asigh, ‘but, bless gras

apeck twon’t be long ‘fo? - stre will, 1
1’1l set yere by de chimbly cornder en git
gome peace er mine. Wlen ole.Ml.nsl Wuz
livin’,”? continued the old mean, stiill addrese-

' ing some imaginary person, “hit 'uz mo'n |
enny her chilluns 'ud dast ter do ter come
‘sputin’ Jonger me, en Mars. John 1 tell you

The old'man pretended not to hear. Heo

he

| knotted.

W] wuz fixin’ up a whip for a hitle uhx'm,”l i
aus
| *fo? T kkin git her done, de little coap grow’d

up twel he know mo’n I duz.”’

The child’s eyes filied with tears and his
© lips began to. quiver, but he d nothing; |
| waereupon Uncle Remus im: ely melted.

] 4T ‘elar? ter goodness,’”’ he said, reaching

| out and taking the Jittle boy tenderly by the

| hand, “‘ef you ain’t de ve’y spit en image er
ole Miss w'en I bring her'de las’ news er de
war. Hit’s des like skeerin’ up a ghos’ w’at
you ain’t fear’d un.”

Phen there was a pause, the old man pat-

ting the little child’s hand caressingly.

“You ain’t med, is you, honey?’ Uncle Re-

mus asked finaily, “kase ef vou is, I'm gwme
| out vere en butt'my head’gia de do’ jam’.”

But the little. boy wasn’t mad. Uncle Res

and then pulled op his shirt.
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You will sit and o in your fire alone, and fanc, 5 )

2 M hat you ¢ £ yobp Ak SigRe RS AROT | -do enme enny day yORILAZ 10 «Whore's my suspenders,’’ asked Mr.

Her face with its classic oval, her ringlets flutter- «\Well, Unicle Remus,you know you sald Spoopendyke, screwing himself around and
ing fres, < - | the Rabbit poured hot water on the Woli ook dowr his back, “You didn’t clean
eep bl eyes wide open, her sweet red lips and killed'him,” said the little boy. P Lo suspenders clear out of sight, did you?”
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S 3 J was engaged in searching among some 5CLAPS ants.’ eaid Mrs. Spoopendyke. T haven't' |
Souitpledelio had s heart, 9[ leather un(_lcr h@s chair, and ept: ox} talk- Pouch’ed e W%D.t did you do with |
soo that glorious face ing to the imaginary person. E111q.1v ] them?’? s
Coming in shadowy beauty to haunt all time and found and drew forth a nicely-plaited whip- ¢Oh, yes, certainly. I diad something with [
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mus had conquered him and e had conguered
Uncle Remus in pretty much the same way
before. But it was some time before Uncle

|« (o’se, honey, hit mout er bin ole Brer

| Wolf, er hit mout er bin er a‘er Brer Wolf;
~ it mwout er bin ’fo’ he got koteh up wid, er 1t |

| mout er bin afterward. Iz de tale wuz gun &
ter me des dat away 1l gin it ter you. Onse |
{1me Brer Woif wuz comin’ ?long home fum
| o fishin frolic, Hes’anter long de road, be !
| did, wid his string o fish *eross his choulder,
wen fus news you know ole . Miss Pa’tridge,

rlone,

Yifire: belis? clanging disspnance on

sty high winds borne

yngued demon’s voice, laugh-
BCOIN.

*tis all over; you talk about

31 {3
¢ Do you thi s mighty spirit is made of such

ke

{ toll Yim ’way fum her nes, en wid dat he
| his fish down en put out inter de buehes whar
ole Migs Pa’tridge came fum, -en ’bout dat
time Brer Rabbit, he happen ’'long. Dar wuz
| de fishes, en dar wuz Brer Rabbit, en w’en
! dat’s de case w’at you speck a gorter imner-
pen’ent man like Brer Rabbit gwine do? I

o

things?

Notif v ave ever loved her, you will still love
on I know

|} Tiil the chureh-yard miyrtles blossom above, and
von lie mute below.

- triflin

I wonder, hereafter? TFaith teaches us

c they will stillbe aear?

tha lives we might have led with
eyered now?

s tne pledge of 4 lower sphere, and re-
“the broken vow?

ives me mad to think what jewels'we

WaY.

whether we love or not) life's honey
and wine foraye,

And yet it is'a mighty joy, greater thanTecan

: rell,

For all the
atone,

roin Ine,

etoh tny armas out af midnight €

“u persisteney. - 1, too; IF
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sing of humanity might well and truly

ou marvel greafly, Tom, to hear such

w Iy inmost heart 'twould be no

1 its Toseate hali-light the ghost of
s fit.

dowy image with fresses of

but its teachings we retain.
o orew has loved ne'er

" Kkin tell you dis; dat dem fishes didn’t stay
whar Bror Wolf pat um at, en w'en Brer
Wolf come back dey wuz gone.

“Brer Wolf set down and scratch his head,

! he did, en study en study, en den kit sorter

* rash inter his mine dat Brer Babbit bin ’long

| aar, en den Brer Woif, he put out fer Brer
| Rabbit’s housc, en Ww’en he git dar, he hail
| ’{m, Brer Rabbit, he dunno nuthin? ’tall *bout
. no fishes. Brer Wolf, he up’n say he bleedzd

ter be'ieve Brer Rabbit got dem fishes. Brer
' Rabbit 'ny it up en down, but Brer Wolf stan’

" to it dat Brer Rabbit got dem fishes. Brer

Rabbit, he say Gat if Brer Wolf b’leeve hegot

de fshes, den he give Brer Woif leaf fer ter

Irill de bes’ cow he got. ‘Brer Wolf, hc tuck

Brer Rabbit at his word, en go off ter de pus-

|
l
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his chillune dat he gwineter have dgt beef yit.
Brer Wolf, he bin tuek up by de patter-rollers
*forc now, un he mighty gkeered un um, un

i R

hollerin’ en’ tellin’ Brer Wolf dat de patter-
rollers wuz comin’., *

««*Yourun en hide, Brer Wolf,’ sez Brer
Rabbit sezeo, ‘on I’ll stay yer en take Leer er
de cow twel you gits bacle,’ sezee.

Qoon’s Brer Wolf hear talk er de patter—
| roliers, he scramble off inter de underbresh

| like he bin shot out'n a gun. Tn he want

|"mo’n gone 'fo’ Brer Rabbit, he whirl in en

gkunt de cow en salt de hide down, en den

he tuck’n cut up de kyarkisg en stow it ’way

| in de smoke-house.  Afier he done done all

dis, den Brer Rabbit he squall out for Brer
Wolf:

¢ +Run yer, Brer Wolf! - Run yer!
gwine in de groun’!. Run. yer!’

“W’en olc Brer Wolf pot dar, w’ich he
come er scootin’, dar was Brer Rabblt hollin?
on to de cow’s tail fer to keep it fum gwine
in de groun’, Brer Wolf, he kotch holt, en
dey gin a pull er two en up come de tail. Den
Brer Rebbit he wink his off-eye en gez, gezeo
¢«‘Dar! de tail done pull out en (’ie cow

0

Yo’ cow
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fus news you know, yer come Brer Rabbit |
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And t‘(.hm;\;)(l.xf X;i\':“hum- in the distance vague Remug would go on with the storv. He bad 1 Praps you can pull ’em up and button tem.
S B8] x'isix‘xgr;nd falling, of an air you |0\ to be coaxed. At last, howevyer, he gettled around my neck! How d’ve propose to fix
% himself back in the chair and hegan: ‘em? Going to put 'em on me upside down
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But (the) s hariie” “ong will faint and die, end she hop outer de bushes en flutter *long right | }i Spoopendyke, “‘take a stick and point 'em out

Wit its fading tone at Brer Wolf’s mose. Brer Wolf he eay ter | | tome! Of course they’re here somewhere,
You'll wake to find you clasp the thin and empty | hissef dat ole'Miss Pa’tridge tryin’ fer ter | only just put your thumb on ‘em! Whathavo
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Fo ik {hat parted will meet hereafter and all tur’ and drive up the cattle en kill Brer Rab- ed suspenders be
1in be well. bit’s bes’ cow. warg”
Bui ¥ Imow, that all the woes that come to us ““Brer Rabbit, he hate mighty bad fer ter T know they were on his pants when he
Jose his cow, but he lay his plons, en he teil put them on,’” mused Mrs, Spcopendyke, en-

some day and D'll take
sleeve,’’
around an
of pleasing her hu

Think I set ’em up in business &
don’tye?
to go fishing, haven’t ye? W
more’n that I didn’t send

educated for the ministry.

penders?
going around holding these

ing on my breeches wita poth hands?
you do with the measly thingss

reau drawers and hustling L )
vain endeayor to find the missing articles.
¢“May be I can fixy

RBpoopendyke.
'jem? Going to tie them on W
like you do your
around behind me

so if they fall
head I’d zo out to service &

ghot acrogs the room an
wardrobe in search of thc iost suspendess.

you planted them to seeif
jikke you did my straw hat?
od oft ike & ecroton bug? 8’pose thoee sus-
penders bave taken their girl to a picnie?
What kind of housekeeping d’ye call this,
anyhow? Where’s my 8
Mr. Spoopendy
clothes bag.
and he pulled the
rummaged around behind the case with a
broom~handle for a divining rod.

o, if you like,”
. ‘“Leave it home
this spot out of the |
opendyke bustled
hted with the idea

)1 clean your coat %0
Mrs. Spoopendyke

and Mrs, Bpo
d looked delig:
sband.

They were there when you puton your

omewhere, |
Got an idea I gave 'em a vacation
ell, 1 didn’t, and
‘em away to be
Where’s my sus-
Where’d you put ’em? ’3pose 1I'm
pants up ail day?
ink [ got no business interests beside hold-
X What'd
?77 X
] know I dian’t take them off the pants,’’
d Mrs. Spoopendyke, pulling open the bu-
things around in &

our pents 80 you won's
ed any suspenders to-day, and 'l find
em before night,” suggested Mrs. Spoopen-
ke.

“That’s it. You've got it,’" raved Mr
“How are you going to fix
ith a shoestring,
bustle? Going to walk
all day and hold ’em on?

they’ll fall up? If 1 had your
s e flle. Fix’em,
don’t ye? Why don’t ye fix ’em? Theege
are getting sick at the gtomech, |
and Mr. Spoopendyke
d dove uuder the |

hy
OWaers
aiting to be fixedl”

ere gormewhere.”’

“They must be th
" demanded Mr.

“Show 'em to me th.m

e done with ‘em? Can’t ye rocolloct whether
e made ’em up into hat bands for the heath-
. like you did my dressing-gown, or whethber
they would grow,
Think they walk-

uspenders?’’ howled
ke, poking around in the soiled
*Where’s those suspenders?’
books off the shelf and

“Just let me buckle them tight behind,”’
said M1s. Spoopendyke; ‘‘uhie strap will bold |
them.”

“That’s the scheme,’’ shrieked Mr. 8poop-
endyke; “‘something’s got to Hold them! 1t
I was as sharp as you I’d get rieh hiring out
for an oyster-knife. All you wani is to have
somebody sit cross-legged on you and come
home two weeks after you're expected to be
a tailor-shop! Going to find those dog-gast-
tween now  and the next

tering upon a little inductive reasouning.
+‘He didn’t take them off, and so they must
be there now,”’ and the good woman ap-
proached her husband with a smile.

+0Oh! now they're going to be fixed,” said
Mr. fSpoopendyke, with a horrible grin.
+P’raps you're going to cut button-holes in
your hands and feet and hang over my shoul-
ders, ain’t ye? Want me to put 'em on over &
my head, like a measly skirt with two tucks |
and a flounce to it, don’t ye? Masbe you |
think those suspenders hurried down t0 i
breakfast, so’s to get the first crack ab the |
mosning paper, don’t ye?

But Mrs. Spoopendyke meade no response.
Opening the back of her husband’s fluttering
shirt, sne saw the miseing suspenders, He
had slipped them over his shoulders before
sesuming the muslin, and had forgotten all
about them,

“@mart as & whip, ain’t ye?”’ growled Mr.
Spoopendyke, as he drew off his shirt and let
the suspenders down. “If my head wasas |
clear.as your’s 1'd hire out for a church bell.
You only need four tenses and a drop of rain
waterto bea microscope.”’ And Bpoopen-
dyke ‘hurried on his clothes and scuttied
Vd’owu stairs to get the morning paper before
his wife could maks a cluteh atb it.
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