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he went tlie lust for land went with Um. He had also ^
strangest instinct concerning its vidue. In some occult way
he divined the fortune of land, just as some fisheimen paint

out to the fleet of boats exactly where the school of herrmg

swim, though no ripple on the w«cr and no diimmer of die

fish show to rfie ordinary eye^-«r, as I myself have seen, a

man step out from his comrades and sqr 'You may dig

here, there is water beneath our feet.' In some such way,

your grandfather could jrick mit the comeis of certain streets,

and even plots and parcels of unpbnted lands, as future

deniable locations."

" I do wish, modier, sudi am instinct was hereditary, and
that it had come my road."

" It was a spedal gift, and perhaps was allied to the

second-sight that was not uncommon aoaag his people. I

was going to tell you diat adx>ut 1850 he went to New
Orleans. He had property there, and alwiqrs kept it, my
mother tJwught, because it gave him a plaiaiUe excuse for a

journey when he could find no otlwr. Well, on tins jour-

ney he met, in New Odeans, General Sam HouAnn. The
two men loved eadi other on sight, and your grandfather

went back with him to Texas. He was infatuated with the

country. He wrote mot^ the most extravagant tove let-

ters, all inspired by the skies, and the prairies, the wonderful

sunshine, the intoxicating atmosphere, and the seas of flowers

nodding, even at his brific reins. And my dear mother

a£Eected an equal enthusiasm ; she told him to enjoy the trip
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