52

®Mon't Tom treat you right?

© o can't talk shogt that, I jeat wants
20 go home’ Her voice died dotm into
= whisper, and then she began to primp
her face arin, drawed it this wey and
#hat, ondone it amd primped it over, till
the tears that she helt back come into
wy owh eyes. Tha po' litile thing had
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pimk tishis, & green skt not much longer

thin sn cariamaiion p'iwd, and aboul four
- thoumsand spengics.”

“Sone btr best amd wonme of us had help-
ad, peat beft her t bavwe it out with that
devil-livered Tom Purceli without a word
of aympaibky. and now ake was homesick
for her lioms, amd for her cussin' eircua
folis

“‘Honey,' I says, very kind, ‘1 aint
Roi the monary, asd if I had, 1 wanldn't
lcad- it Lo you so you eouid go away aud
lrave your husband. When folks marry,
in here, iva for what beiter there is, aml
fur all the worse that can be’ She hung
tier brad. and I Towed she was fixin' to
cry ag'mm, &0 [ hurries oa ‘Put I oar
tell you how to straighten Tom.”

“ How? . -

“‘Wa'n't you a lion tamer befor’ you
married ¥

e

" ‘What's {be most important thing in
that busines?

YURot to be afeerd of the beasis and
to pake them afeerd of you. Thai's the
rule,” she says, lookin’ at wme 30 mhch as
0 say, Wikt's that zof Lo do with it

“t's a gowd rule. If you was to
practece it on Tom a week he'd be as
tame a5 a kitten.! She juoked downcast
&t Lhat,

“Mr. Corn' she says, ‘a lion is jusk
a Lon I aio't afeen! of me livm that
malks beca'se I umlerstand 'em. I knows
when 1o pet ooe and when wa siick a
bot iron to him. Bua:, Tom, he's a man
—and he’s got me in the caae”  She
neailed, Jdiapping bk on Lhe gronnd.

“-¥Yon liztem to me, Dorjue’ I says,
gitim' down to ber first mame, ‘& min3
a man when he's 3 man. When he ain't,
be's a beast same a8 any other, and he's
1o be managed by the same methods,
Now, what would youa ‘a’ dune if ocne of
¥our Fions had wo much as snapped his
3aws and barked his vears st you when
it wa'n’t to 1he play for him 4o Jdo an?

“iI'd have atruek him arross the mose
with my whip, or ahot off my piste]l at

Bim, or stork 4 hot poker to him, ae-
rordin® to his disprsition.”

* Exacliy’ 1 mays, vervy enrouragin',
“the pictol and hot poker wonld suit
Tom'a mature beal. Now yei git up anl
gn tack home, and b ready for him
when he tomes m to-narht, The minute
he pegine 1y rar, don't be akeert, think
he's jest ane of your Yeasts lashin' his
kide with bw wil snd fixin® 10 apring, and
#-t aeronlinly, aod act Grst’

“Miater, ¥ou nevvr aee anythimy grow
Lke that po' gal did under them inapirn’
waords. “he ruxx up, stifened up, and
wirelehed hersold®

“Mr o ahe pays, [ believe you &ir
rizht. I'li take your advire. I'm ob
leeged to you!

“You are wileome, ma'sm.” I ssys
Bbakin’ of my hat Jo hey sn she stepped

by me like she had
foel”

Pappy Corn wes s eomancer of the
commen lile who imtroduced s preface
wherever it was needed to zave, or bur-
misk hiz own eharacter. He made a
break now ia bis marration, fixed his
eyes witlily upon his companion, and re-
marked with an air of induseribable cua-
aing:

“dister, there's a #ight of underhand
doirn's in the moral world. Some of my
best work there bas been accomplished
om the sly, mot letbin' the victim'a right
hand know what my left was doin’ to
bim. “It’s about the only way you cam
git the chance sometliines to twist the
devil's tail So I say, I've been willin®
wftem to give advice in secret that some-
body elie was to act upon in the open
But that waa cne time when I regretted
the enterprize of my own righteousnesa.
Long {o'ards sundown of the day I'd told
the little lon tamer how to tame her
hushend, I bepun to have fearful mis-
givin’s. What if she was {0 load her piw
tol and bust loose at him she' 'nough?
Woukldn't I be the partner of her crimet
‘Well, air, the more I thought about it,
the more my conscience griped me.
There was but one thing to do—git up
and doat over ta Purcell’s house and be
on hand to stop the expermment, i I
wa'n% alteady too late, So I hiked e
fast as my ofd lems would ecarry me, Tt
was dowan hill most of the way, and I
was fairly firin® as I come 'round the
corner of the eabin amd heerd the first
shot amd sech a yell as T hope mever to
hear agfim in this world. Mister, 1
ceuldn't go mo furiker. I jest couldo'.
My knees give way, and my innards
turned cold ia me.”

padded claws for

“Lift up your right foot” I hears
Porime sy, and then a growl, Bang!
I heerd the bullet pop agfin’ the fio’, and
then abowt a domem yells from somethin'
that sounded like & cross hebween a man
and a wildcat.

“ Tmnee! I hears Ber my ag'in, and
amother deep cuasin® growl

&PIT! EPING! BAMG! BAXNK!
the bullete clatterin’ everywhere,

“ Pance, 1 say!" Them there waas a

And

lively shoflin' of & man"s brogan shoea
on the flo', and I crope up to the winder
to find out what new fangled kind of
murder was bein’ done inside

“It was Purcell's wife, the po' litile Hon

tamer, sciiin’ on the groumd bar-foered,

sith her biack ha'r hunging dowm and
her kands clesped arowmd her knces”

“Well, sir. I wizhad yoo could 'a’ heen
there to ere it! The little Lion tamer
wasz atandin’ in the miklle of the flo,
one lare brown (oot mprung furward, two
pistols buackled around her waist and
one im her hand. Mer ha‘r was hanmin'
down, her head throwed back, her eyes,
nuot blazia', bat dead black, cold and
tteady, and ahe dad Tom bemmed in ®
corner belaeca ‘em dancin' with a litle
rtick abhe was warin’ in the other hand.
His fece was pale, kivered with sweal,

.anl hm eyes wild whth fesar, -Amd

she Lept him at €. When he'd
sorter give dowm, like ke was fixin®
io stop, ahe’'d level the pistol at some
tender part of his body and squint slong
the barrel, and he’d fairly bouad ia ths
air, Whea she Mowed ahe’d wore him
clean out, ahe aays:—

“‘Halt!' jest that way, as if she was
in & cage with half a dozea lioma doin’
what she told "em.

Tom halted, heawin’ like a beilows
and so skeert he dassent raise his hand
to wipe his face, L.

“Git in bed,” she says, p'intin’ to’ards
It with the stick. He wnalled his eyes
sorter hongry at the table where she had
a right amart supper laid out. Mister,
she busted loose with that pistol first at
hia right, then at hia left foot, barlly
missin’ ‘em. WWell, air, he fairly riz from
the flo’ like he was fiyin’, lunded in the
middle of the bed, and jerked the kiver
over him., Then she set down to the
table, big as ke, and begun to eat, with
the pistol lyin' handy, I could see Tom
watchin® her like & rabbit from a bresh
heap, but he didn't 30 much as move his
little finger, for fear he'd attract her
attention. Afier & while he drapped off
to sleep, and I crope around to the
do’ and scratched on it very easy. She
opened it, and seein' who I waa she pays
83 crlm a3 you please:

“‘Good evening’, Mr. Corn.  Won't you
ecome im?¥

“Bang! I heerd the bullets pop agin the

flo', and then abowl a dozen yells from

somethin’' that somnded Like o crosz be-
iwveen o man and & wildeat.”

Cf4No'm, I saya, ‘Ibs gittin' late, 1
jest wanted to see you on a litile matter
of business.” .

“What s it? she st

“*Dorime,” [ says, ‘I've been mighty
oneany sinee 1 give you that advice this
mornin’, and I wants to take it back.'

“*Well, you can't git it she says
1aughin, T've uszed it, and I find it's jest
what | needs.'

““Tell me this, honey, do you aim te
kill Tom, or air you jest trainin’ of him?
Them pistols are loaded,” I saps.

“'Mr. Corn. when a trainer goes into.
8 cage where there is a wvicious beast,
she’s got the right to kill him to asve her
own life. I dom't ficper to kil] Tom
onlvss vy pecessary. Good night’ With
that she shet the do “in my face.

“YWell, sir, that was the begionin's
of the bigmest rucns we ever had in Brass-
town Villey. Even 3 mean man has his
varmint pride, and Purcell was a3 game
a5 ary beast Dorime had ever tackled.
Ehe took him by surprise that might, or
he wouldnt 'a’ give in 50 easy. And it
did peem that was one of the tricks she
knowed about trainin’ wild animals, for
she kept on takin” him by surprise. The
sawmill hands Towed she set out on the
mountain, trigger cocked, amd watched
for him so as to git the drap on him
when she knowed he'd be eomin' bhome
drunk. I don’t reckonm it went aa far
as that, but it’s a fact not & man in
the settlement would pass that way after
dark, for fear she'd mistake him for her
Tion and ptug him. Some of the women
begun to come by out of curicsity ta
see & woman that could keep on livin'
with a man she shot.at. But Dorime
sorter give em the eold shoglder, seemed
as if she was contented and happy like
& person that has gol back {o a familiar
callin’. and didn’¢ need eompany. And
‘tain't po more’m jestlee to say that
Purcell wna dein® hia durndest, puttin’
up a8 good a fizhit as beast could with
one paw ketlebed in the trap. That was
the queerent part about it. No sooner
did the gal show her lion tamin® side
onee more than he fell back, dead in
love with her ag'in. He'd stay at home
for days after they'd had one of their
rippita lickia' her hands, so to apeak,
plum carried away with her dangerous-
nesn, Theg he'd take another header on
Ligucr Ridge, und it would all ba to do
over ag'in. What made me oneasy was
the change in Dorime, Seemed an if she
wever kerred & siraw for him aftsr she
saw him skeart and comquersd that Sreg-
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time. Beemed as {f she was jest sorier
followin' ber profemiom by livia® wilh
him. Thern wa'n't a feelin’ in her heart
to keep ber from killin’ him if it came
fo » draw between ‘em, and she got the
upper bhand. I're sometimes wondered
sinpe I atudied out Tom Purceli’s wits
what would happen in this world if the
advan lay with the womea same’s
as it do now with the men, The best of
‘emn air apt to be terrible unscrupulous
where they git the drap on you.

“After »_while we got use to the
way the Purcells took ene anolher for
better or for worse, Bame as you'd git use
to a aquattin’ woleans if you'd lived a
long time on ita back, And so 1 was
no ways prepared for the finish of this
tsle I'my tellin’ you.

“One evenin’ as I was comin’ home
late from Bud Sockwell's T pasased by
Purcell's eabin, and lookin" aver in the
paater I teen somethin'. There was an
old dried well in the middle of the paster
with the shelter and windlass stili over
it, but the. box had been took away,
and, there bein' no catile about, it was
left open. Now, settin’ on the edge of
this well wasd Tom’s two fox hounds.
they had their mcers in the a'r, and you
never heerd sech howlin® a3 they were
doin', regular mournin’ duet, While I
stood lookin® at em and wonderin’ what
the fuas meant, I heerd amother sound,
& holler buman how] that eeemed to
come up cut of the very bowels of the
earth.  The dogs drapped back, com-
menced in’ their tails and whinin"
#nd lookin' expectant downs in the well,
There wa'n't anotber sign of life about
the place. And while I waa makie’ up
my mind what to do, that sound eome
ag'in. So I clum over the fence, smeaked
up to the well, kicked the doma away
and squatied 6n the rim. I couldn't see
A thing, but jest them that awful cry
come up,” and 1 might pigh fell im, it
skeert me so, -

“‘Who's there? I says,

““Is that you, Pappy ¥ mays u woice s0
hoarse it was terrible Lo hear,

‘“This is William Corn,’ I aays. "Who
mir you¥ For I wa'n't aimin® te en-
courage a dead man to call me Pappy.

“‘Tt’s me, Tom Purcell,’ says the voice.

“‘Goddlemighty, Tom!® I says, ‘how
come Fou down there?®

“Pappy,’ he says beginnin’ to sob
and take om, ‘you jest git me out. 1
been in here since might before last, and
I had all that time to think about dyin®
with these lizards and toads lookin’ af
me, and no water, and—0 my God! it's
been like havin’ delirim tremens in my,
grave,’

" “Then he commenced howlin® ag'in,
and the dogs they turned up their poses
and begun too, and I was so distracted
I hardiy had sense enough to ketch hold
of the windlass and let the rope down in
the well. 1 had him up irn ne time after
Le called out for me to draw. Mister,
a dead man could have come up oul of
bis grave in betler shape. I¥e was kivered
with dirt, his ba’r had turmed white,
his eyes were sunk deep in his head and
bloodshot, Lis lips was cracked with
thirst. He drapped down all of a heap
on the ground, and 1 ran to fetech sonie
water. When I got back he was layin’
there with the hounds lickin' his faee.
"Twas ar awful sight, him givin' out
them lioarse sobs and bein® glad of
the fellowship of the doga. After & whils
1 got him up to the house into the bed,

em and

lookin' ot
wonderin’ what (ke fusa meant. [ heerd
enother sound, 8 hollar human Aowi that
sovmed 10 coms up out of the cery bosels
~ of the cwrih”

“Whils T »rtood



