A 3 2 Y

When Wild
Plums Blossom

By JEANNETTE H.
WALWORTH.

Copyright, 1909, by American Press
Association.

oo St ofe St oo S Lh oo Stofe S afosfe Siale S Koo Zn oot ofe N

been performed for the benefit of

Johnsie Ralstom, he would have
[ fisured in the parish register as
John C. Calhoun Ralston, but meither
jparish register nor baptismail font conld
‘have been found withigp twenty miles
+wof the lonely plantation where he first
saw the light.

Given locality and environment and
the corruption of the boy's name w¥was
finevitable. Im bestowing the name of
the illustriouns state’s Tighter on his
only son bluff Bruce Ralston had ap-
jparently trusted to his achieving great-
Iness from association of ideas evident-
ily, for other aids te progress were «<on-
spicuously absent.

He was the Ilast
‘There were -coliaterals, nephews :and
cousing, but ne straightout descendant

}
i F the ceremony of baptism had ever

"'mm;, ‘NEVER, JOHN 'RALATON 1”7

of <ld Daniel Ralston, who, having
wpened A -plantation in the swamp
Jands «f Louisiana before 1800 had
been «calendered, had fought Indians
and mmalaria with .eyen handed impar-
tiality, vanquishing the first aintil van-
quished shy the last.

Ir the bitter meods which came to
‘him dater in life—sthat is, afier a girl
'had -slaim hope in ‘him by a ‘word of
negation—he was .given to declaring
that he might have attempted some-
thing warth the ddging if his whole
family connection had not drilled it
into bim that he must follow jn the
Tootsteps of his fathers. Now, :as his
fathers-:had never done anythimg but
*“fight at the drop of a hat” or “bully-
rag’ their neighbors into attitudes of
deferential respect, there was some-
thing in the more refined fiber of the
last of the Ralstons which made him
shrink from following in their footsteps.

His mother, gentle monitress, im-
proved her opportunities svhile comb-
ing the tangles out of his wiry, curly
hair fo pour into his boyish ears ste-
ries of his father’s splendid dash -dur-
ing the “*Mexican muddle.” She could
never insure attention save svhen she

. 'had her fingers closely intwined in his

© black locks, and as her reminiscent
pride waxed warmer she would bring
fher comb charging through the serried
‘ranks of his tangles in a fashion to
make him wish e had been bors with-
wout a father.

In a burst of chagrin his aunt Mar-
itha communicated her disapointment
'to his aunt Jane soon after he had
jcompleted his short term of schooling:

“I'm afraid we've got a milksop in
|the Ralston family at last., Jane. Not
that I want the boy to drink or race

: 'horses or do a lot of things the old set
«id, but his father warn’t afraid of his
toddy, and he was a man that was a
iman when it came to a pinch.”

In response -his aunt Jane mourn-
fully admitted that she was afraid the
fboy had “kinks in his brain,” which,

}

ibeing a species of disorder no previous |

Ralston had ever been afflicted with,
jcaused Miss Martha to ask tartly:

“What sort of kinks, Jane?’

*Oh, scruples—scruples about not
fighting, about its being more manly
to dwell together in amity with every-
 'body and all that sort of impractical

nonsense., 1'm afraid he is tame, Sis
ter Martha, dreadfully tame, and he
could whip any man in the parish with
~one hand tled behind him. He’s flavor-
less utterly.”

His sense of having disappointed lo-
-cal expectation was sharply empha-
_ Mby the cruel directness of a girl’s
*.tongue. Of course he loved her; oth-
‘erwise her scorn would have fallen

{ Such a small erdsture, a dimpling;

direct Ralston.

{
i
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| delicate plum blossoms a-falling. They | had dealt him that blow under the

ous despot when the mood was Upon }
her, a girl with the cooing voice of a
wood pigeon. and yet under the blow
she dealt him the great fellow went
down as if heaven’s own bolts had
struck him. All the sunshine, all the
purpose, of his life went out in an hour
of exquisite pain. . f

One short hour out of the long,
gweet May morning he and she had
consumed searching for the pale wild
violets she loved and she wanted. The
soft spring air was perfumed by the
lacelike blossoms of the wild pluoms.

He had come of age that very week..
The Cross Bayou place was his own
now. Why should he not ask Katie l
to be its mistress and his well beloved
little wife? Then and there he would
do it.

She had bidden him lift her into a
grapevine swing that looped itself
from branch to branch of two wild
plum trees. They were white with the
fullness of their blossom ftide.

She was but a light armful. He
could easily hawve put her in the covet-
ed seat with one hand, but he trembled |
under the pressure of her sweet young
body, and his great heart thumped vio-
lently against his ribs, all because he
was such a coward Ralston, you see!

The swaying of the swing set the

gemmed her brown hair and fell upon ’
her lap. She filled her little hands'
with them and laughed gayly: |

“Such pretty, gauzy petals! They
look like fairy lace. Titania’s wedding
veil might well have been woven of
just such stuff.” ' |

He had throwna himself on the ground !
at her feet, His great brown eyes were
full of the dumb adoration of a slave.

“When 1 get married,” he heard her
say, “Tll have a wedding bell made
of the #vild plum blossoms—so much
daintier than the stiff, conventional
things -one always sees.”

He laughed mnervously. “I'll have a
whole wagon load of them gathered as .
soon as you say the word.” l

She stared at Him insdlently. ““What
word?’ |

“Such a little word, Katie—yes.” ]

She ‘sfill held Hm mercilessly with '
the blue -eyes that had taken on the
chill of pdlished -steel.

“What :are you talking :about, John-
sie Ralston®”

He rese ‘from 'his .crouching posture
to tower-over her cemmandingly.

“Don* 'you know :that I ‘love yom,
Katie? You will 'hawe :to -answer ‘Yes'
to that. 'There's :no -other thonest .an-
swer.”

She flang 'her answer at him- defiamt-
ly: “Yes. ‘What then?” ’

|
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“And don't you know ithat 1 -want:te
marry you? Havenit you known &
these half «dozer years, Katie2”

“Yes. What ithen?”

‘“Then”—he 'held out pleading hands
to her—*“oh, my Ilittle girl, ‘will you
not come te me while ithe sweet wild
plums are Glossoming fer you and for
ime? 1 will try .se hard to make you
giad all the days of your %ife.”

From under her erown ef wild flow-
ers she looked at him with a cruel
smile of negation. ®he vaulted lightly
earthward and stood before him with
her small hands clasped behind ker.
Standing thus, she deait him his death-
blow.

“Never, never, never, John Ralston!
I'll marry no coward, an it please you,
sir. Why didn’'t you kill Dave Sturms
the other day instead of turming the
other cheek? Ah, you thought I would
never hear of it, but you see 1 have—I
have!” Her pretty face was dark with
passion. “No man shall ever point the
fincer of scorn at my husband. Wed-
ding bell will never hang over you
and me, John. Goodby!”

She flung him a mocking farewell
from the tips of her fingers and sped
homeward alone through the leafy
aisles of the forest.

He stood like a man who has re-
ceived his deathblow in battle. All
the sweetness had gone out of the
air, all the light out of the sunny
day. He flung out his hands with a
gesture of despair. '

She had never loved him or she could
not have condemned him unheard.
How easy to convict her of error if
.it had been worth while! >

It was then that he retired to the
Cross Bavou place and took up the life
of a hermit crab, all because he was
a coward, you see.

Only one human being aceepted him

unquestioningly, believed in him abso- |-

lately. That was Black Prince, ‘and
when Johnsie went into retirement.on
the Cross Bayou place Black Prince
went with him.

Prince was his foster brother and
his chattel. Mammy Ann had nursed
them both from her full maternal foun-
tains, There was nothing Pprincely
about the chattel save his loyalty and.
a chivalric devotion that found all the
reward it asked in obliterating self for
the object it adored. -

“Me’ and Marse Johnsie” comprised
the universe for Black Prince.:

From Black ‘Prince’s point of view
life as it was lived at Cross Bayou by

v

. woods where the carriages already
-8tood in serried ranks.

singularly hard to find. In and out

“me and Marse Johnsie” was simply

nerfect/ A little labor and a great deal

nf resting—what moré .could M L S

man ask?
- If the white
self

*he black one was never the w

b

out thé imemory ‘land with: a cruel

smile of negation on her sweet faCe,|

the chattel ‘'was never the sadder for|
qt. If Prince was conscious of any de-|

fined longings, it was to have things
go on just as they were forever and
forever unless, indeed, it might be for
the glorious annual -excitement of
barbecue. - |

There was an unwritten law which
impelled the people about Cross Bayou
to rally once a year and ‘“ketch up
with local affairs.” : '

No man assuming to be considered a
good citizen dared absent himself from
the general rally. Even Johnsie felt
the obligation laid upon him. The
gloom lifted temporarily from his
handsome face as he took the reins
from his hostler and gave rein to his
spirited bays and—to his fancy. ‘
"Of course Katie Vernon would be
there. He had stayed away from two
annual barbecues now for that very
reason. But he believed he had found
the words in which he could make her
repent of her .cruel charge without
having to blacken another man’s char-
acter. ’

\\

Perhaps she had already repented.}

Aunt Martha had given him a friendly
message from her the last time he had

geen her. Two years now since Katle
wild plum trees. The plum trees were
in blossom again. He could catch the
perfume of them as he spun rapidly
toward the barbecue grounds. The
scent of them had always haunted him
ghrice that day.

Perhaps he could persuade her to
drive home with him behind his hand-
some bays. She dearly loved a fine
horse.. He had started late in order
to make a more imposing arrival. He
wanted Katie to see him. His first
glance was cast toward the fringe of

Yes, the old
Vernon coach was there, but empty.

The girls would be gathering wild

flowers until called to takgtheir places
at dhe long improvised tables,
As soon_as he could find Prince, who

-‘had gone ahead with the hampers, he !

wouid hand over his team and go in
gsearch of Katie. But the boy was

of ithe laughing, dancing, rollicking
crowd he wound his way in increasing
frritation. _

-On the outskirts of the grounds he
Bitched his horses and pursued his
search on foot. At last, curled up on
the :reots of a willow tree which over-
bung the water's edge, he found his
foster brother. He sat with his wool-
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ly 'head buried in his clasped hands.
“Pringe! Drunk?” ‘

A ‘wet but sober face was lifted in
response to the sharp demand.

“I's'been hit, Marse Johnsie. Me yo'
ve’y owmn nigger. Marse Dave Sturms
done it. It were this way: Miss Katie
Vernon .an’ a passel er young ladies
‘went by this a-way with their handa
full -er «wil’ flowers, and when they
Deen gone a little ways I seen some-
thing '‘bime laying on the ground. 1
pick it up an’ see it was a little blue

|

HIS STRONG RIGHT ARM DROPPED NERVE-
: LEss.

that came into the evening skies-long
before the skiff reached home, herald-'
ed.by the rhythmic beat of her oars.|
Its sheeted dead lay in quiet state.
Perhaps results might . have been
different if David Sturms at the cru-
cial moment had not insolently taken

| a little blue gilk handkerchief from his

side pocket and drawn it with affected
Indifference across his brow before re-
turning it to the pocket which covered
4 coward’s heart. {

A Dbit of the blue and white remained
ia view. John Ralston’s strong right
arm dropped nerveless. He could not
aim at the kerchief which had lain on

“f warn’'t worth it,” Black Prince
moamed, groveling in abject misery be-
fore a houseful of stricken women. |

It was Miss Martha who answered
him with a note of melancholy pride
in her veice:

“It was got for you, you foolish boy.
It was for his name’s sake. A Ralston
could have done po less.”

It is Katie Vernon who spreads the
wild plum blosgsoms over his grave
every spring. IA her heart she vows
that no wedding beli shall ever swing
above her head since ahe has slain the
one love of her life

Uncanny.

*Did that lady think she would like
the flat?” asked the landlord. [

“Yes,” replied his assistant, “but
there’s one thing rather strange about
her case.”

“Her references appear to be all
right. What’s the matter with her?”

sflk handkerchief Miss Katie had wore
tied about her neck. I pick it up an’
were foldin’ it up, meanin’ uv cose
for to follow Miss Katie up with it,
when Marse Davé Sturms he step out
of fhe bushes an’ ask me if I see any-
thing uv a lady’s silk handkerchief.
I say yes an” how I meant to garry it
to Miss Katie.

“Then he fsugh an’ say he reckon
not mmich, an’ then I sass him a little
an’ say 1 warw’t nuther a thief nur a
liar—yeu done teach me better man-
ners. Then he say he teach me better
manners then I :kin ever learn from a
milksop like John Ralston, an’ with
that he ‘baul off an’ hit me a lick. It
warn’t ‘the lick I sminded, Marse John-
sie, bt te didn’t talk respectful of
you.”

It is prebable this last clause was
lost on Jehnsie, He turned away
without a word bewond an order for
Prince to look after fthe bays. Sturms
was net hard to fiml. He was stand-
ing beside the improvised bar drinking
a julep. Johnsie asked him for a pri-
vate interview. A two ‘mile tramp car-
ried them far emougzh from the barbe-
cue grounds for all practical purposes.
Therd was but one way to settle it.

Would Mr. Sturms apologize.for the

blow struck Prinee? No? Then— d

- * - » L ®

It was not prméﬂeabﬁe ‘to0 «arry him
home behind the bays. He avas laid
in a‘skiﬂ. and a <white :sheef hid his

*
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| tide's out!New York Life. -~

£

“She didn’t say anything about the!
horrible. taste the woman had who
lived there before or hint that the.
place would have to be entirely repa-|
pered and redecorated before she
would take it.”—Chicago Becord-Her—l
ald.

All Cameras Point to Africa.
The lion and the elephant,
The tiger full of wile,
The zebra and the tall giraffe,
The languid crocodile,

The sulky hippopotamus,
The leopard and the gnu,

The panther and the python snake,
The little jackal, too—

Is this a circus catalogue?
Oh, not by any means!
I'm naming you the pictures
In this month's magazines.
—Newark Evening News.

In the African Jungle.

The Monk—What's that big lion sit-
ting in the front of the booboo tree
for? .,__

The Hippo—Poor old chap! He’s been
sitting there for a week. Don’t you
see what he’s got hanging on the tree?

The Monk—No. What is it?

The Hippo—It's a calendar. The old

chap is counting the days.—Cleveland
Plain Dealer. R

: Spring Pasi:_imba. :
. When I peruse the seedman’s book
That handy guide,

And at the tempting pictures look,
Then I decide ;

To purchase hoe and spade and _

And gleefully a .a;m.rde:ﬂn}3 1'.!:1::.1_?&%l g

But when the poultry book I read

See Wyﬂ.irdqgga * I- s

And Plymoeuth Rocks of stately breed |
In handsome lots, .’

A feel I roally cannot sleep ;

- Til T begin to chickens keep.
5 Louisville Courier-Journal.

oS Shors Lots. v S n
Citteman—Oh, these are the shore
lots you advertised?  Well, there

{ ments of Yankees the Texs
{ were all very proud of thei
| ment. J. B. Polley was on
and in his

| 8cene in connection with the g

-ed their swords in a body
| Upton they were so pro
{duty that he was compelled t, lay

pallid face from the glittering stars

Katle’s bosom. |

. fort to pass by “Big John” Ferris of
" Company B, who stood there unaided,

| rather fight ’em than feed ’em!”—New

e
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- [NEW SHORT STORjgg

. - Rather Fight -Thnn Feed

"Em,

1862 the
hole regi.
n Sﬂldiem .
I achieyal %

a © of th
Soldier’s Letters to Chaf-;}

Urrender.
Surrengdep -
to C010nel
mpt in the

| When' at “Gaines Mil ip
Fifth Texas captured two v

When the Yankee officers

down the frying pan which he carrieg
in place of a sword and hold the
weapons presented in his armsg,

Just then he noticed a commotigy at
the far end of the captured regimepgs
That was near the timber, and a squqq
of the prisoners were making an ef.
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SPRINGING UPON A LOG,UPTON SHOUTED.

endeavoring to intercept them.
- Springing up on a log, the armful of
swords danging about in every direc|
tion, Upton shouted: o [
“You, John Ferris! What are you
to do now?” i ‘

“m trying to keep these fellows
from escaping,” returned Big John in|
a stentorian voice. |
“Let them go, your infernal tool!"'l
shouted back Upton. *“We'd a sight

York Sun. | l

: The Lesson, .
Professor Charles Zueblin of the Uni-
versity of Chicago was discussing at a
dinner the Easter myths and legends

of the world.

“The legends that are beautiful and
immeortal,” - he said, ‘“have in them
truths that we all, according to our
kind, take home. This is true like
wise of immortal works of art—pic
tures, i_)oems, songs. For different peo-
ple they have different messages.”

“For instance?” said a young girl.

“For instance;” smiled Professor
Zueblin;” “in my native Pendlefo
some of the mothers used to cut the
children’s hair. They did it with
‘shears and a bowl. The operation was
often painful, and the result was never
elegant.

_“In Sunday school a Pendleton teach
er once told her pupils the tragic story,
of Samson and _Delilah. Then she
furned to a little boy.

~““What do you learn, Joe,’ she said,
‘from the Samson story ?

“‘It don’t never pay,’ piped Joe, ‘10
have a woman cut a feller’s hair’ "~
Cincinnati Enquirer. ‘ [
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- A VictiMo

Horace Bixey, the doyen of Missis
sippi pilots, is still at the wheel al |
eighty-two. To him Mark Twain serv-
ed his apprenticeship. |

A Vicksburg reporter asked Mr. Bix
ey for a recipe for a hale old age.

“Temperance, young man,” the pilol
replied. “Intemperance is what kills
us off. Oh, the victims,” he said in bif
whimsical way—“the sad victims of §

intemperance I have seen!

- “Onee I remember. a passenger Of
ours feil overboard. We fished hiD |
ut with a boat hook after he had beel .
soakinig on the botfom half an hour o

| s0.-We 181d him limp and sopptng o
th% M‘ ’iu-d‘a steward . ran for the[

doesn’t seem to be much to them.
& e il
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ried the man’s
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