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daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him out-
right with encouraging her husband in habits of idleness.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair, and his
only alternative to escape from the labour of the farm
and the clamour of h\s wife, was to take gun in hand,
and stroll away into the wooda Here he would some-'
times seat himself at the fooo of a tree, and share the
contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympa-
thized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. " Poor Wolf," he
would say, " thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it ;'but
never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou flhalt never want
a friend to stand by thee!" Wolf would wag his tail,
look wistfully in his master's face, and if dogs can feel
pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with
all his heart

In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day,
Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest
parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He was after his
favourite sport of squirrel. shooting, ant" the still solitudes
had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of his gun.
Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the
afternoon, on a green knoll covered with mountain

I herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an
opening between the trees, he could overiook all the
lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He
saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him,
moving on its silec* but majestic course, with the reflec-
tion of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here
and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and at last losing
itself in the blue highlanda

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain
Iglen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled with


