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he, ¢ 1 couldn’t "a’ believed it," says he ; ‘ you're the smartest lmnd:
Igot.’ And so 1he. Dunno what I condda'd o, if it warn't fer
aittin’ o lectle wito out the way now and den. It takes time, yo see.
Dat's why 1 couldn’t go 'long with Mars’ Clayty and Colonel Bar-
ton. Mars' Clayty mustu’t feel hard on me; DMiss Ma’ must
‘member my ‘spects to him when she goes back, and to de old
Gu'ral, too. I allers thinks so much o’ my vwn fulks; but 'bout
dat ‘ere pay-party ; 1 was gwine fer to hev beans and bacon ; would
Miss Ma’ hiev beans and bacon ?”

** That would bo a very substantial dish.”

¢ So I tell Marty, and Mother Houner : my, she's lligh on beans
and bacon ! Miss Ma’ ben to see Mother Honner, yit 7°

“No; I only came last night, Ed.”

¢ Be sure ! so Miss Ma' iid! Den ye an't scen him yit, nor ye
an't heerd lum, and ye won't hear han when ye do go V'

** Hear whom, Ed "

“Why, do hawg, Miss Ma'! Mother Houner's hawg! She's
got do enlightendest hawy dat ever uas raised on de West Shore!
Same as a watch-dog, he 18, Ef he hears suflin’ comin’ by do woods
or ‘cross de swamp, Lor', he'll grunt and grunt till de tambly’s all
roused up. Never grunts at de quality. When Mars' Lennie comnes
dat way, or Mis' Calvert's tukin’ de air, he lies down quiet and
’spectable wid his nose in de straw, like a hawg oughter ; but when
dem Squaw Neck niggers comes round, he'll snuft ‘em Lalf a milo
off, and "pears hihe he d grunt husself to pieces! Never grunts at
de quality.  Ef hie did, 1'd cut him ober myself! I won't tahe no
discespects for my folhs ¢ 1 thinh a heap o' my folks, Miss Ma':
think a heap o Mars’ Clayty and o' Miss Ma', tou, and Mars’
Lenme and Mis' Calvert and Mis' Calverts clullen. Ben a-tryin’
to move away sunpmers, but dont ‘pear to mahe up my mind to
lease em.  Thought mebbe I'd git lughier wages ; 1uof leahs bhea
riddle, tov ; wants shinglin’; that’s what Marty’s gwine to hev that
party fer. Think the folks would like some plums, Miss Ma’? T'd
kind o’ sot my mind on gwine plumnm’ the day afore the party.
Ef 1t’s putty suon, I'll go plummn’ for blueberries, and ef it's bum-
bye, I'll go plummin’ for lngh-biiers. Miss Ma’ hke high-briers 3"

“Very much.”
“Gwine to pick her a peck someday ; a peck of wild strawberries,
too.”

*“ Those are past Ed; there won’t be any till another year.™

“ Want ter hnow ! an’t that tuo bad ! Wal, the fust hind o' brohen
day I git, I'll go lugh-brierin® for Miss Ma’. Dont budder Miss
Ma’ a-talkin’, do 1¢”

**Not at all.”

*1f T an't budderin’ ye, will ye gib me some ‘vice ‘bout that ero
pny-Qart.y, Mhiss Ma'?™

*¢ Certainly.”

““ Wal, the way I meant to writemy letter was to 'vite 'em toa
sail, and then buy a sheep, and whilst they ‘se a.crussin’ round on
de bay, me and Mother Honner llroast the sheep and git the table
sut vut. Marty must go ‘lung, too, and fetch de clullen’ Marty
must ; she's a guud gal, and she works smart. 1 married her up to
"Napolis, gwine’on six year ago.  She used to work to Mis' Judge
Notunghams when 1 was to de old Gin'al's, De way we got
acquaiuted, Miss Ma’, was dis ‘ere way. 1 wasa-gwine fer to see”
— but just here a soft voice called Ed from the corner of the house
nearest the hitchen, and Ed obediently uncoiled hamself. I rechon
Marty wants e to hist on dat ’ere big dinner-pot,” he said, *‘ but
Miss Ma''s so kind, 11l come up ag'in, and @it her 'vice ‘bout dat
pay-party.”

It was true that Ed had tried more than once to move away frum
the old place, and had failed. Others had tried it, too, Cuwsar
moved away one weelr, and moved back the next. Pomp had tried
1t.  Ben, the surhest, sulhiest icllow on the whole place, had tried
it, and was successful , wdeed, cnuncntly suceessful, for he muved
away seven times, and at last gave it up as an aimless excursion and
scttled down in the spot where ho was born.

There was sumething more than mero love of home in the spell
that brought them all back ; there was an undying power that nevor
loses its hold on those, cither high or low, who have once becomo
its bondmen. Pocts sing and orutors discourse of the love which
the mountaincer feels for hus upland home; but it is a languid ,
emotion compared with tho passionate attachment cherished for
theur Lirthplace by thuse who ace born en the shores of the vcean,
or of 1ts vast cstuaries.  Mysterious anfluences are welded into
heart and bruin, and bone and fibre,.  Destiny may carry them to,
other scenes and carvo for them brithiant careers, but notlung ever
scems to them sofair and desirable as the vld bife Ly thesea. Fortune
may smile upun them, and Fame sing to them with her airen tongue,
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and they shut their oyes and ears to all, to brood over fond mem-
ories of that enchanting spot to which they will fly when the chance
opens, again and again and again, _ The world is everywhere, but
the earthly Paradise only there. In health, the hunger is great
enough, but in sickness it becomes a famine, known only to the
gea's own children. They turn ‘from overy comfort and luxury that
can bo given, to long with a wordless, inexpressible longing that de-
vours their very hearts,—an inexorable, unappeasablo longing,—for
one sight of the sapphire sea, one sound of its deep-mouthed,
motherly murmur, one breath of its heavenly sultness ; till, lacking
these, they feel in their wild homesickness that they might better
turn their face to the wall and die. .
*The well-disciplined, church-going, average Marylander desires
to live in peace and gentleness with all mankind ¢ but ah me! the
strain and tug on every moral fibre, when certain well-meaning per-
sons with froward hearts and darkened oyes come down to our
beatific old West Shore once in a while, and, lookingabout in alofty
manner, pronounce it deplorably flut !~ Fiat, say they 7 We want
it flat. We Jove it flat.  Wo praise the Creator for having made it
flat. To be flat means to be fresh, free, adorable, wide-eyed, largo-
lunged , it means a vast rango of vision from one far-off, limitless
horizon to another; it means a blue, unbroken dome of heaven,
with no ofticious projections lifting up presumptuous heads against
its serene majesty. But they are more to bo pitied tlihn blamed,
puor things ! they deserve tender cummiseration ; they bave been
Lurn in strong cities, in family prisuns twenty-five feet by sixty, or
in far-anay land-locked depressions, still mre remote and slow, and
they know nothing of the freedom and the fascinations of our rare,
amphibious life. ‘They have not wandered countless times inamong
the vdurous pines, aud thrown thewselves on the slippery matting
of discarded hicedles beneath them, while the wind sung its faint,
unearthly song above, and the cadences came filtering down through
myriad leafy wires, mere sprays, at last, of quivering intonations.

y They have not waded and plushed in those wonderful, limpid

broohs whuse crumpled crystal stream ripples on over sand and peb-
ble aud fluating weed till it reaches an armlet of the sea, where tho
tide sends volumes of salt water ‘up into its freshness, while the
brook rolls back fluods of sweet water into the brine ; a mile ortwo
up, speckled trout asleep in cool pouls, or glinting amoung the water-
cresses 5 a mile or two duwn, shuals of salt-water minnows, darting
threugh thickets of cel-grass. .

But our puor people had far more practical reasons than any
of these for liking to live where they did. That which *‘ makes the
pot boil™ lay in profusion, dry and brittle, on the ground of the
vah and pine wouds, and that which alone can give the boiling a
satisfactory result was to be had in plenty by all except those who
were absolutely too lazy to pick up their food. Thoy could set their
nets in deep water and catch as many fish as they choso ; or paddle
up the crecks and stake their eel-pots to secure a haul next morn-
ing ; or, for quicher cffects, spear the cels in the mud at night by
- wanted claws, they nceded only to run ont upon
r spade and basket when the tide was out, and if
they desired oysters, the beds were prolific and the rakes in the
buats. Then there were crabsto scoop and ducks to shoot, and al-
ways, besides, the enchanting pussibility of catching a ““ torop,” for
Ly this cuntumclious name do they designate that portly, aldermanic
persunage who presides at lord mayor’s feasts and other destructive
pageants. .. .

These sea-turtle, at certain seasons, come clawing clumsily up
the margins of the sandy coves to lay their eggs on the shore, and
go blundering back again without further parental inquietude, su-—
perbly indifferent as to whether tho sun hatches them or not.

One of theso rave prizes had fallen into Ed’s lucky hands a day
or twou befure his interview with Cousin Mary, and he would cer-
tainly liave arrived eventually at the narration of the grand affuir,
if Mariy's wifely repression had not nipped him untimely. Helad
seized the ungainly creature as it was returning to the water, and
its tortuous track led him back to the newly made hollow inthosand
where it had concealed its quantity of ugly cgga. Ed put it in a
crawl sunk on the edgo of the creek, hoping to save it till the
womentous party should take place, when it would properly figurons
the primefeatureof the fete; and the eggs were carefully covered with
an armful of wet seaweed, to keepall vivifying sunbeams from taking
cven a peep at them , for neetar and ambrosia aroless dclcct_:iblo_in
sume pruple’s eyes than the cuntents of thuse vellam sacks.  Ed and
Samnyg made delightful diurnal excursions to tho crawl; they
puiled vut the turtle and poked it about the head to make it snap
ita jaws tugether in rage; turned it over on its back to seo its
flippers work, and lifted it cautiously back again by its short,



