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under his homy hand like fresh CTavel beneath

a nailed shoe), that he was from Delaware, and
had lately bought a farm " down there," pointing

'jito one of the marshes where the stunted trees

were thickest. He was " going," he added, to

St. Louis, to fetch his family, whom he had left

behind ; but he seemed in no great hurry to bring

on these enciunbrances, lor when we moved
tway, he loitered back into the cabin, and was
plainly bent on stopping there so long as his mon-
ey lasted. He was a great politician, of course,

and explained his opinions at some length to one
of our company ; but I only remember that he
concluded with two sentiments, one of which
was, Somebody forever 1 and the other. Blast ev-

erybody else I which is by no means a bad ab-

stract of the general creed in these matters.

When the horses were swollen out to about
twice their natural dimensions (there seems to

be an idea here that this kind of inflation im-

S
roves their going]), we went forward again,

irough mud and mire, and damp, and festering

hea(, and brake and bush, attended always by the

music of the frogs and pigs, until nearly noon,
when we halted at a place called Belleville.

Belleville was a small collection of wooden
houses, huddled together in the very heart of the

bush and swamp. Many of them had singular-

ly bright doors of read and yellow ; for the place

had wen lately visited by a travelling pamter,
" who got alon^," as I was told, " by eating his

way." The cnminal court was sitting, and was
at that moment trying some criminals for horse-

stealing, with whom it would most likely go
hard ; for live-stock of all kinds being necessari-

ly very much expo.sed in the woods, is held by
tne commimity in rather higher value than hu-
man life; and for this reason juries generally
make a point of finding all men indicted for cat-

tle-stealing guilty, whether or no.

The horses belongin^^ to the bar, the judge,
and witnesses, were tied to temporary racks set

up roughly in the road, by whicti is to be under-
stood a forest path, nearly knee-deep in mud and
slime.

There was a hotel in this place which, like

all hotels in America, had its large dining-room
for the public table. It was an odd, shambling,
low-roofed outhouse, halfcowshed and half kitch-

en, with a coarse brown canvass table-cloth, and
tin sconces stuck a^inst the walls, to hold can-
dles at supper-time. The horseman had gone
forward to have coffee and som^ entables prepa-

red, and they this were by time nearly ready. He
had ordered " wheat-bread and chicken fixings,"

in preference to " corn-bread and common do-

ings." The latter kind of refection includes only
pork and bacon. The former comprehends broil-

ed ham, sausages, veal-cutlets, steaks, and such
other viands of that nature as may be supposed,
by a tolerably wide poetical construct! ..n, to "fix"

a chicken comfortalijyin the digestive organs of
any lady or gentleman.
On one of the door-posts at this inn was a tin

plnte, whereon was inscribed in characters of
gold " Doctor Crocus ;" and on a sheet of paper,

pasted up by the side oftliis plate, was a written

announcement that Dr. Crocus would that even-

ing deliver a lecture on Phrenology for the ben-

efit of the Belleville public, at a charge, for ad-

mission, of so much a head.

Strayinsf np stairs, during the preparation of
the chicken fixincrs, I happened to pa.«s the doc-

tor's chamber; and a.s the door stood wide open,

and the room was empty, I made bold to peep in.

It was a bare, unfurnished, comfortless room,
with an unframed poitrait hanging up at the
head of the bed; a likeness, I take it, of the doc-
tor, for the forehead was fully displayed, and
great stress was laid by tlie artist upon its phren-
ological developments. The bed itselfwas c(»v-

ered with an old patchwork counterpane. The
room was destitute of carpet or of curtain. There
was a damp fireplace without any stove, full of
wood-ashes; a chair, and a very small table;

and on the last-named piece of furniture was dis-

played, in grand array, the doctor's library, con-
sisting of some half a dozen greasy old books.
Now it certainly looked about the last apart-

ment on the whole earth out of which any man
would be likely to get anything to do him good.
But the door, as I have said, stood coaxingly
opn, and plainly said, in conjunction with the
chair, the portrait, the table, and the books,
" Walk in, gentlemen, walk in ! Don't be ill,

gentlemen, when you may be well in no time.
Doctor Crocus is here, gentlemen, the celebrated
Doctor Crocus! Doctor Crocus has come all

this way to cure you, gentlemen. Ifyou haven't
heard of Doctor Crocus, it's your fault, gentle-
men, who live a little way out of the world here,
not Doctor Crocus's. Walk in, gentlemen, walk
in!"

In the passage below, when I went down stairs

again, was Doctor Crocus himself. A crowd
had flocked in from the Court-hous«, and a voice
from among them called out to the landlord,
" Colonel ! introduce Doctor Crocus."
"Mr. Dickens," says the colonel, "Doctor

Crocus."
Upon which Doctor Crocus, who is a talL

fine-looking Scotchman, but rather fierce ana
warlike in appearance for a professor of the
peaceful art of healing, bursts out of the con-
course with his right arm extended, and his chest
thrown out as far as it will possibly come, and
says,

" Your countryman, sir I"

Whereupon Doctor Crocus and I shake hands;
and Doctor Crocus lo<»ks as if I didn't by any
means realize his expectations, which, in a linen
blouse, and a great straw hat with a green rib-

and, and no gloves, and my face and nose pro-
fusely ornamented with the stings of mosche-
toes and the bites of bugs, it is veiy likely I did
not.

" Long in these parts, sir ?" says I.

" Three or four montns, sir," says the doctor.
" Do you think of soon retummg to the old

country, sirl" says I.

Doctor Crocus makes no verbal answer, but
gives me an imploring look, which says so plain-

ly " Will you ask me that again, a little louder,

ifyou please 1" that I repeat the question.
'* Think of soon returning to the old countiy,

sir !" repeats the doctor.
" To the old country, sir," I rejoin.

Doctor Crocus looks round upon the crowd to

observe the eflTect he produces, rubs his hands,
and s.iys in a very loud voice,

" Not yet a while, sir, not yet. You won't
catch me at that just yet, sir. I am a little too

fond of freedom for <A^., sir. Ha, ha! It's not

so easy for a man to tear himself from a free

country such as this is, sir. Ha, ha I No. no!
Hn, ha I None of that till one's obliged to do it,

sir. No, no I"

As Doctor Crocus says these latter words, he
shnkes his head knowingly, and laughs again.

Many ofthe by-standers shake their heads in con-


