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PETERS BLOSSOM AND MARTHA GO
TO A PARTY.

(From Putman’s Magazine, June 1568.)

Being at the breezy and very quet village of
Sudbury a part of a summer, T had the pleasure
ot knowing Mr, Peter Blossom ; and I must say
1 erjoyed his conversatron. His experiences
were such as we all are liable to, but he bad a
neculiar way of relating them, the flavor of which
I will endeavor to preserve, Pefor, and Mar-

" tha bis wife, bad visited the city of New York
for the first time, before | koew them, and had
bhad adventures be was fond of relatiog to his
peighbore, as well as to me

T. W,

1.

You see, Marthy bad a cousio Jemmy, who
was married to a smartish young feilow, who
went from Rutland and got a place in a store 10
New York. Marthy bad always bad a banker-
1g to go to York, for she bad seen the pictures
in Harper's Weekly, and bad a uotion that it
must be a finer place than Sudburry. Aund when
1 said to her,

¢« Laws, Marthy,there ain't 2 lll worth talkin’
sbout in the country ’round there ; and as for
water to drink, it has to be brought miles through
nasty pipes, and tastes fishy theo; and the mi'k
they have is jest swill stirred up insile a cow,
aud drained off with a machine ; and there aw’t
a garden in the whole town that will fetch a bl
of beans ; and as for a slay-ride, you can’t have
one less than four dollars; while here pou can
go for two and six as far as you like—?

‘When I said this, and more on top on’t, she

gaid ¢ she dido’t care—she was going ; she’d got
anew frock, and she was gong somewbere to
wear it.’
. ¢ Bless me,’ says 1, ¢ am’t there meeting twice
a Sunday 7 end what’s the good of paying for a
pew if you can’t wear your new clothes mto it
twice a Sucday ?’

Butit didn’t de no good: she had somthing
on her micd, and so she persuaded me to go.

Well, we went ; and Jemny was glad enough
10 see us; and I guess ske hankered after Sud-
serry as much as Marthy hankered after York,
At any rate, she was glad to see us. DBut bless
us all, up three pair ot sfeep siairs sne ad her
rooms— nobody has & whole bouse in York—
and up them stairs Martby osed I bad to pul,
and T bad to carrp Marthy’s trunk. What made
it so awful heavy I can’t see; but I found after-
wards she had all her clothes, and all mine, and
then she’d chock’d wn all *round with maple sugar
—and that’s as beavy as the ten commandments
to a hossthiet. But the last paw of stairs Mar-
thy giv’ me a lift, and so we got up. T wasot
sorry afterwards, because Jemimy’s children did
ejoy those cakes of sugar. Dear me, it made
me feel youog again, and kind o> lonesome too,
because, you see, Marthy and me we’d got ne
children of our own ; and it made me feel kind o’
lonesome to see the lttle creetures baving such
a gaod time aver it. 1€ I’d had eight oc nme
children, T could ha’> made a barrel a-piece for
them as we!l as oot ; but now Martby and me,
we dido’t want more’n a barrel between us ; so
what was the nse tappio’ for more ?

You must kvow that Jemmy bad married
Plunlitt, of Rutland. TReubin was a smartish,
good-looking fellow, and that went a good ways
with Jemimy, for she was always kind o’ loving.
But she was a good girl; and, now Marthy had
come to see her, she determined she should have
a good ime.  Reubin had got into Stark &
Pilter’s store, with a salary of three hundred
and filty ; but thep’d ha’ found it rubbin’ the
skin nigh off, if there hadn’t been some ¢ sweep-
ings.’ Sweepings, they tell me, is quite a cur—
cumstance it New York. 'The sweepings of
the post office is about three thousand a‘year;
and they do say that the sweepings of she cus—
tom bouse keeps eighty-nine 2.40 hosses a-goin’
might and day. 1 don’t kuow yust what shape
sweepings comes n, but we had a box of figs
zad bottled cider the first night.

Reubin wos telling us how Stark & Pilfer was
sending roued oranges, and sweetmeats, and old
shetry, and shampain, here and there ; and then
be said how Old Pickles was going Lo have a
varty, and had ordered everythink—Injy sweet-
meats, and barrels of oranges, and shampaio, and
cureyesoe (a kind of corjul), and everything,.—
Then it popped into Jemumy’s head, and she
erred out, ' :

¢+ How should you like to go'te old Pickles’s
party, Marthy

As qmek as flash Marthy answered,

‘Go? X guess so—quick enough ¥’

Now Reubin dida’t like to have it seem that
be couldn’t do anything, or go anywhere, 30 be
Joined i :—

Yes, by all mesns, let’s go. I know the
cook well epough, and she’d be glad to do any
think T wanted her to do, Let’s go.

1 didn’t see just what the cook bad to do wmih
it; but I bad learnt when to foller acd whea to

lead in this world, so I said oothing. It was de-
cided that we would go.

‘Well, the evening came, and as Reubin was
blacking up his boots, { giv® mme a shiny rub;
and when [ west mto DMarthy’s room (’wa’n’t
bigger than a cartridge-box), she put on my
neck a white han’kercher.

¢ Lord, Marthy,’ says I, ¢ do you want ’em to
s’pose I’m a Sudberry rarson ?

¢ Now you jest keep still, Peter,’ says she;
¢ 1 know)

1 went into the sittin’room to wait, for Mar-
thy hadn’t begun. Weil, I waited, and they
dido’t come—nobody came—and I waited till I
got sleepy. Then I called :

¢ Marthy f°

“You jest keep still,’ she said ; ¢ 1’ll come
when I'm reddy.’

Thioks T to myself, ¢it’ll all be over before
we get there :* but I sot down to wait. It was
eight o’clock at mght if 1t was a a minit ; and I
begun to wish I could go to bed. Well, I sot
there by the fire, and jest dropped off. Some-
thiog woke me, and there was two wimmin ip
the room, strangers to me, I rose up, and bowed
for I was kind of dreamy, and thought mebby [
was in heaven. But they lavghed out, and
then I see it was my wife and Reubw’s wife.

But ¢Lord-a-massy !’ says I; ‘you ain’t
gowng that way, Marthy I’ She was stark naked
all over her neck and arms.

¢ Now, Peter,” says she, *don’t you go to
being a fool.’

I shut my mouth right up. When Marthy
spoke that way, I knew twa’o’t no use. I must
say I wondered where sbe got that frock ; and
1t wa'n’t till after we got home that I found out
she and Betsey Foot had shaped it out of one of
the Lady’s Books. It was an awful sight.—
In a minit I see that her face and arms was
streaked all aver with white flour, and I got out
my pocket han’kercher to rub 1t off. when Moar-
thy pushed me away 1 a kind of huff—

¢ Do let me be, Peter. 1 never see a man act
so ridctus io all my lite.?

Says I, ¢ Marthy,” says I, ¢ ’twon’t wash.—
(That was a way I had of saying things wasn’t
A 1—~first chop—you kaow.) Says I, ¢ Mar-
thy, *twon’t wash.’

Marthy was good nalured enough when she
bad on her hest clothes, and afore folks; so she
only said—

* Now, Mr. Bloscom, it’ll wash well enough
for me ; and you haven’t got to wash it

¢ Why,” says Jermmy, not knowing jest what
I meant, ¢ why, Mr. Blossom, that blue’ll stand
—~—real vitcy-moreen.’

But that wasn’t what I meant. T was think-
ing of the flour on her arms and bossom.

Says 1, ¢ Jemimy, we shan’t bave to stay long,
for it’s past nine, if i’s a wimt.,’?

She 2nd Marthy looked at one another, asf
they thonght they knew more’a I did.  Derhaps
they did.

The wimmio put most of their clothes over
their hedds, and we tracked through the dirty
streats till we got to tbe house. It was Jest one
blaze of light from top to bottom. There was
carpits on Lhe frent steps, but we went into the
lower door, and mn the kitchen we found Reubin’s
friend, the cook. She bad on ribbins, but no-
thing so fine as my wife and Jemmy. You
ought to have seen the three wimmin kurchy to
one apother. Lord! I’d a’mnst thought they
was goiog to set down on the floor. DBui tuey
rose up after settling dowo, as proud as the
Queen of Sheby. Beubin took the orders for
groceries from the cook, and so he was quite
pleasant with her. Says he, : :

¢ You’re lookin® first rate, Miss MacBride.—
T hone that last corjul set you up ¥

¢ Yes, Mr. Plonkitt, 1t went nght to the spot;
but, somehow, it hidn’tlast long—eh ¥

Reubin spoke right up ; ¢ Ob, 1’Il see to that.

1 didn’t see bow he could see to it, after she’d
drunk ot all up ; but that’s what he said. L've
a notion that corjul was one of the sweepings.—
But I know whea to shut my mouth, and when
to apen it.

Marthy and Jemimy kept some htile shawls
on their paked shoulders. T was glad on’y, for
it reely seemed to me more 3decent. If they
was going to wear the shawls, I dida’t see what
they had therr frocks all cut off for, that way,—
But bless you, I hadn’t lived for farty-odd year
rot to know that wimmin wasn’t raasonng
creeturs. I never said a word, but I was glad
they’d covered themselves up at the top.

"I Leard the band of music going on up stairs,
and I wondered why the cook didn’t take us up ;
but she dido®. Reubin asked:

¢Is gong to be a first class bust, I cup-
pose '

¢ Ob, of course, said Miss MacBride, < All

our fust families—the Jones’s aed the Brown’s—.
is coming, and the Seedy’s and the Whildy’s, and

all that set. Divil a it of vulgarity I you see,
anybow.’ _
¢But why don’t we go up? 1 asked; ¢ we
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may as well see them before they begm to go
home, eh 7’ ,

They all lavghed at that.

$ Going I’ said Miss MacBriule, fgong!—
They won’t half of ’em get bere ’fore eleven,
aod the supper won’t be till one; and then they
I dance the German and the whirly daaces till
two or three. Gowg! Divil 2 bit of goiog
will they be afther afore moromg brakes over
the say. Aund dinl a wink of sleep will I gt
this blersed might of Saint Patrick.’

¢ Why,” saya I, ¢why dont they put it off to
the next day? That’s the sense on’t.

They laughed again, but I dido’t see what
there was to laugh at, acd 1 doot now. Ifl
waated to dance and work bard, M1 do it in the
daytime, and not steal it from my pateral rest.
That’! wash, that will,

¢ When do they sieep 2 says I.

v Oh,’ says Miss MacBride, * the missvs and
the youcg ladies they never gits up till twelve or
one ; and they dawdles round, and cever dresses
theirselves till most dinaer tune.’

{Lord a massy!’> sags I do they go round
without clothes on ¥ v

+No, no; but they doesn’t put on their trim-
mins, and therr waterfal), and their paddins, and
their boopskirts, and the.r earrings, and therw
furbelows, iill it’s about time for the gentlemer
to come into their dinner. Not never, unless
they’re going to receptions or the hike of that.

¢ But,” says I—you see, [ wanted to draw her
out, so says I—*< but who does the work ?

¢ Oh, Lordy, ladies doesnt do no work, ladies
doesnt. What should they work for 7 (Says
1 to Marthy, softly, ¢They wouldn’t wash, up
to Sudberry ; they woulde’t. But Marthy
didn’t say a word ; she was listening.) ¢ What
should they work for 7 We does the work—the
cbambermaids and me ; and the master, he makes
the money to pay for 1t. What should they
work for, eb

I dida’t know what to say; but somehow I
thought it must be kind of pleasant to have some-
thing to do every day. Why, now, in wiater, I
like to take care of my cows, I do,and get
fences mended up; and Marthy, she’s fond of
making butter, and cookisg up some nice things
for breakfast — nice cakes, or wafles, or some-
thing like that. But dawdling round all day
lopg—laws!

¢, says the cook, ‘ihey bas as much as
they’re fit for to get their clothes on and off, and
their hair doue up, and patching and pottering
round to keep theirselves good-looking, You
see, it's awfol hard on ’em to be up nights so,
and eating eversthing cold and hot, and pattys
and sathds, and every lkund of nonsense such as
they tbink they must eat to partys. Oh, 1ts
dreadfu! Lard on wimmin ; and we bas the doc-
tor here twoor three times a week right along,
Bedad, its all rerv well for me, but W[ I was the
master, [’d give them a taste of my muad—that’s
what T°d do.  And I°d button ap my puss m my
pocket.’

I was rather cunous, so I asked, ¢ What Joes
old Pickles do about bimself ?’

¢ Oh, he stays round, and gits his breakfast
when he can. I try to see that the paor little
man has something warm in the morning ; but,
bedad, mighty little breakiast be’ll get from me
the morrow, for I’il stay 1 bed meself, and that’s
the thruth of it.?

Itit hada't been for the cook’s tallung, T
should have gone fast to sleep, for it was ten
o’clock now if it was a mimt ; and I see Marthy
and Jemimy Wwas begunwng to fidget; and then
Jemimy whisperedd to Reubin, and he said,

¢ Well, Miss MacBride, we may as well go
up.? N :

PAud then we did, We zot w through the
entry, and if you’ll believe 1t, there it was full of
bushes, and all along the stairs they stood, and
some of them had flowers on them, though 1t was
dead winter. I never seesucha sight. But
we got nto a sart of back room, and the door
was open so that we could see in.

Laws, soch a curious sight ! In the middle
of one of the rooms was three wimmin—an cld
oce and iwo young opes—and they was full as
paked as mj wile ; but you see, what was took
off the top of their frocks was put on to the bot-
tom; and it was jest as much as they could do
to keep from tripping up. 'The old oue—that
was Pickles’s wife — she wad kind of haggard,
but she was streaked all over with four, hke
Marthy, aué her cheeks, T thought. was too red
for 2 good old creetar like that. Then she had
diamonds or something sparkling in ber ears ;
and her hair was tousled about so that it Jouked
more like a mare’s vest than anything. The
young ones was pretly much like the old one,
though cne of them was haggard, and the other
rather fat, and pmply in the face: but she had
covered *em up pretty well with flour, so that
she looked tolerable. - :

Well, these thiee wimmin stood there in the’

middle of the room, and- when I ooce set my
eyes on ’em, I couldn’t take ’em off. There
they stood, for about twe hours steady, receiving.

‘It was a cupous prece of work., A
young minister or pareon, in black clothes and
white cravat, would briog 1n two wimmin oo bis
arms : be’d make u kind of low bow, and let his
arms swing out stifl in froot, and his two wimmin
would kurchy down jest abont te touch the foor,
and then old Pickles’s wimmin would kurchy
down jest about to the floor; then they’d all
rise up proud, like the Queen of Sheby ; then
all three of Pickles’s wipmun would say,

‘ How-de-do? 8o glad)

And then the other three would say,

‘How-de-do? So sweet !’ — all jest alike
every lime.

Doing this, they’d get tangled-up with their
clothes, and taen they’d all of ’em take bold
belind 2nd pull em out, and untangle ’em, and
get ready for the mext little mmister and his
wimmin,

Now Pickles’s wimmin did that a hundred
times if they did it once. I never see anything
so supple ; and 1 say, f the truth was knows,
they had Injy-rubber springs on their jownts, or
they couldn’t have kurchy’d down so, and up
again. They did it every time jest the same,
and they said every time, ail three of ’em,

‘How de-do ? So glad I’

Old Pickles wasn’t anywhere about, not as T
see. Now, if it was lis party, I dida’t under—
stand 1t why he wasn’t there, DBut maybe he
was gettin’ ’em 1sto the front door.

By this time the rooms was swarmin’, and
there was a whole band of music playin® away as
iIf they wes crazy. I couldn’t bear much of any-
thing ; but Miss Mae Bride would p’int ber
finger, and say,

¢ There ! that’s Miss Beown.”

* That’s Miss Peters—that old one with the
ringlets, grinmn’ 50.’

“There comes old Parker’s daugiter— that
fat oue, with the diamonds ov her bosom—she’s
a ketch —warth a million I’

Bless you! I°d rather bad forty of Marthy
than ope like her. Neo catck for me—no, no!

¢ There ! there comes Miss Raymond; and
they say she’s the lovin’est woman i the upper
closses.’

Woeat did she mean by that? 1 meant to
ask her when we got home. I said to her
now.

¢ Is that han'some young fellow with her, her
busband 7

She laughed at that, and dida’t say much,

* T guess she sees enough of m to home.—
He never poes ’rouad with her—~he! bhe! he P
I couldn’t see anythiog to laugh at 1o that,

The rooms was swarmin’ with wimmin, aod a
whole bevy of ’em was as pretty creeturs as ever
T see—young and lithe and pretty. Dear me,
T begun to think otd Pickle’s parly was a sight |
to see. 'To be sure, they was all streaked with
flour, hke Marthy, and they was all naked along
their bosoms and backs and arms ; but somehow
T was gettin® used to that. At first I trembled,
for it seemed as though their frocks would jest
drop off; and then, said I te myself, ¢ What on
earth will they do ¥

But they was smart, them girls was—1I could

see that, They kpew what they was about,
every one of ’em. They wasa’t afraid, nota
bit.

The band now stopped a little while, and then
you never heard anything like 1t; every man
aod woman was hollerin’ at one anotber as loud
as they could ; and if I was to bet, I'd bet they
couldn’t one of ‘em hear a word any body said.
But they kept af it, talkin’ as though they was
paid by the jab, and meant to get through soon
and get their mppey. It beat all natur’. T've
heard turkeys and chickeas go on so when ihey
was frightened ; but nobody seemed to be [right-
ened here,—not a mite. They just kept at it,
nip—an’-tuck, until tbe band began to play an-
other tune, and ilen, quicker'n lingtnin’, every
one of the little ministers slipped his "arm softly
round one of the pretty girls, and, squeezw’ ber
up pretty tight, went whirhog ber round the
room so fast that I got dizzy.

¢Laws!" says 1 to Marthy, ¢they can’t do
that more’n onc2.’

¢ Don’t be ridic'leus Peter P says she.?

Now, if you'll believe me—T don’t ask you
to-—~when one of these menisters had whirled his
girl round this wild way five minutes or so, he’d
just fling ber one side, and anotber minister
would grab bold of her and go whirlin’ her ’round
the same way. It wasabout the queerest thing
I ever did see. They dide’t mind where they
wept; they jest bumped the girls up against
every body, and nobody seemed to 1nind; and
they twisted the long frocks ’round one another’s
legs. T thouzht every mmit they’d fall down
flat ; but they didn’t. You never see any thing
like it ; it beat any thiog 1 ever see at thecir-
cus. Those tumblhn® clowns waen’t 2 circum-
stance to these ministers aad their girls, They
kept this up steady two hours and mare, and no-
body died of it, not as I could hear of. It beat
all natur?, for these gwls was, on the whole. weak-
lookin' — didn’t begin to be as strong as Marthy. "

1 was completely puzzied, and
what they did it for; for Miss Mac DBride said
{edies dido’t do no work, and I never see barder
work than that.

My mind’s kind of active, and then I remem-
bered readin’ in the Penny Magacine ahout
Dervishes, who went whirho’ ’round this way
whea they felt uncommon piovs. ¢ That’s it
says I to myself, ¢ that’s it ; these ministers have
got their girls in, and are teachin’ em—prac-
tisin®.  12s a kind of wor:hip.’

¢ Laws I’ says I to Marthy, ¢ that beats all the
sacraments 1 ever see. That wouldn’t wash
among onr church members.’

¢ Beautiful > she answered.
her head too.

The band stopped new for 2 few miaits, but
they all went to holleri’ at one another again,
lest as before, and all the wimmin whipped out
thewr fans, and weot to fannin’ themselves ;—1
thought myself they must be hot, for the gas was
hot, and they was crowded in pulty close, and
such steamy work would make any body bot,

Now Marthy wanted to see all she could ; it
was nateral. Well, she had gradually edged
along through the daor nto the room, and was
standin’ there, and Miss Pickles, the o!d man’s
wife, come ’round bowm’ and smilin’, so that you
could see her back teeth easy. She see Marthy,
and come right up as though she hado’t seen her
afore. ¢ How-de-do? So glad /" she satd, a3
sweet as surrup, acd put out ber fingers. Mar-
thy kurchy’d dowa as supole as any of em ; for
if any woman could da a thing, Mafthy could ;
and then I see that, somehow, she’d got on a
pair of white glove:, tno, She kurchy’d down
50 that she most teuched, and Mies Pickles she
kurchy’d down, too, and then she said so softly,

¢ What name did you say 7°

¢ Miss Blossom,” says Marthy, ¢ from Ver-
mont.

§0Oh 1" said Miss Pickles. ¢ Sorry I didn’t
see yau before. A s‘ranger, eh? Take my
arm ; let me introduce yon ’round.’ Ta saled
Marthy, as bold as any of ’em. I diudn’t wonder
Miss Pickles wanted to show Marthy ’round, for
1’ say this, she was han’somer than any of ’em;
and with her naked bosom, and the flour on her,
shie looked enough hike the rest to be & ¢ mem-
ber.?

But T was frightened. Says I to myself,
¢ She'll got in, but she’ll pever get out whole—
never,” But Marthy went in like the Queen
of Sheby, and 1 could see her kurchyin’ to them,
and they kurchyin’ to her; and then I see her
hangin® on the arm of one of the young miaisters,
and walkin’ up and down, and he holloring into
her ear.

¢ Bless us!” says I, ¢if he goes to converting
her, what’ll Parson Ruskin say 7  We shall have
an awful tiwe of it up to Sudberry, getting her
cured.’ _

But Marthy she took to it as a duck does to
water. She learnt quick, ior she was a real
woman. So in a few minits I got easy. Then
the hand played a lively tune, and the services
began again, The young ministers and the wim-
min went to whirliog ’round, as though they
hadn’t done a stroke of work that might at all
they was as lively as the musie, I couldn’t
have believed it, but they did.

Now come a kind of thunder-clap, 1 wasn’t
watching, but suddenly, right Lefore my eyes,
come Marthy in her rmmister’s arms, a whirhog
round like the rest, and bumping any body whe
wasin the way, ¢Lord-a-massy!® said I, out
{oud, ¢ she’ll go down ; she can’t do it—never !

* Yes she can,’ says Jemimy; don’t you see

It bad affected

does ? Alla woman wantss a chance. She
can do any thing she’s-a mind-to !’
There was no denyung it—she did «t. She

did it as if she was brought up to it, and had
served her time.

¢ She’ll be dizzyt says L.

*No she won’t,” smd Jemimy, ¢ if she don’t
want to.

¢ She’ll catch on somebody aud go down,’
says [+ ¢ Take care /> out loud.

¢ Hash,.’ said Jermmy ; ¢ let her be.
it well enough if you don’t tuster her.’

She dd do it,and T begun to feel kind of
proud of Marthy. Not that I thought tlus
whirling much of a thing to do; but it 1s lund of
pleasant to know-that your wife’s as good as any
body’s wife. I knew Marthy was ; but that she
could cut right in among these tippy-bob-royals
of New Yorkers, and beat them, kind of sot bher
up*

¢ Bat,’ says I, ¢Jemimy”’ —it kind of come over
me—* 1t’s ridie''us—quite ridic’’as.?

¢T know that as well as any hody ; but, cousn .
Peter, ¢ when you’re among the Turks; do as the-
Turkeys do>—eh? You’re beard that ? .

From our door we could only see wmto the back
room, and all 'at ance we -beard a httle scream,
and a sort of fus,

*There,) says I, ¢some of them’s down, I
told you so.’

Right away Marthy come running into our
door—holding on to her clothes very curious.

She'll do



