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12 THE CLOCKMAKER.

before the Clockmaker pointed to the view from the
window, and, addressing himself to me, said, if I was
to tell them in Connecticut, there was such a farm as
this away down east here iu Nova Scotia, they would’nt
believe mne—why there aint such a location in all New
England. The deacon has a hundred acres of dyke—
seventy, said the deacon, only seventy. Well, seven-
ty; but then there is your fine deep bottom, why I
could run a ramrod into it—Interval, we call it, said
the Deacon, who, though evidently pleased at this
eulogium, seemed to wish the experiment of the ram-
rod to be tried in the right place—well interval if you
please, (though Professor Eleazer Cumstick, in his
work on Obhio, calls them bottoms,) is just as good as
dyke. Then there is that water privilege, worth 3 or
$4,000, twice as good as what Governor Cass paid
$15,000 for. I wonder, Deacon, you don’t put up a card-
ing mill on it: the same works would carry a turn-
ing lathe, a shingle machine, a circular saw, grind
bark, and . Too old, said the Deacon, too old for
all those speculations—old, repeated the clock-maker,
not you ; why you are worth half a dozen of the young
men we see, now-a-days, you are young enough to
have—here he said something in a lower tone of'voice,
which I did not distinetly hear; but whatever it was,
the Deacon was pleased, he smiled and said he did not
think of such things now. But your beasts, dear me,
your beasts must be put in and have a feed ; saying
which, he went out to order them to be taken to the
stable. As the old gentleman closed the door after
him, Mr. Slick drew near to me, and said in an under
tone, that iswhat I call “soft sawder.” An Englishman
would pass that man as a sheep passes a hog in a pas- -




