TOO MANY TRONS IN THE FIRE. s

disease a few years ago, and they all died, swilf the
cherry trees I concait will go for it too. Tte Termm
here are all covered with the same * black kmh,”w
they do look like old scratch. If you seea pl@u‘
gone to wrack and ruin, its mortgaged you iisay de~
pend. The “black knob” is onit. My plan, youknow,
is to ax leave to put a clock in a house, and let it be till
I return. I neversay a word about selliniit, forlm
when I come back, they wont let it go arter tby e

once used to it Well, when I first came,llmowed“o :

one, and I was forced to enquire whethera man wes
good for it, afore Ileft it with him; so I made a pint of
axin all gbout every man’s place that lived on the road.
Who lives up there in the big house,says I? its a nice
location that, pretty considerable improvements them.
Why Sir, that’s A. B.’s ; he was well to do in the world
once, carried a stifft upper Iip and keerd for no one ;
he was one of our grand aristocrats, wore a long tailed
coat, and a ruffled shirt, but he must take to ship
butldin, and has gone to the dogs. Oh, said I, too
many irons in the fire. Well, the next farm, where the
pigs are in the potatoe field, whoee is that ? Oh, Sir,
that’s C. I’s. he was a cousiderable fore handed
farmer, as any in our place, but he sot up for an As-
sembly-man, and opened a Store, and things went
agim him some how, he had no luck arterwards. I
hear his place is mortgaged, and they’ve got him cited
in chancery. ¢ The black knob” ison him, said £ The
black what, Sir, says blue nose ? nothin saysl Bat the
next, who improves that house ? Why that’s E. F.’s he
was the greatest farmer in these parts, another of the
aristocracy, had a most a noble stock o’ cattle, and the
matter of some hundreds oat in jint notes ; wel he took
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