.

;)

A

AND WE LIVE I,

[ X

TONCLE LISHAS SHOP, -

From Forest and Stream,

CEES S DVILG R L s
The south,wind bad been- roaring - for
forty-eight Hours after its first- piercing.
chill'softening the snow so thut'it ook’ the
imprint of the foot of man and beast as
sharp and clear na an impression in wax ;
then bringing to its surface weeds and
tops of knolls, then making it so splashy
that the .brooks burst their bonds-apd
overran thom in swishing yellow floods,
when one'January night. Lisha's frienda
camo slraggling in over the sloppy roads
The talk ran naturally to tracking 'coons,
which the weather ' {avoied, then to the
life and habits of the animal, . -

“Wal, boys,” said Lisha, srlashinga
tap in the tub, “s’pose ye'liall be arter
‘coons termorrer, won't ye? This thaw
" feteh 'm aout. - -

“Wal, 1d’ know,” Sam Lovell answer--
ed; I kind er-though I'd take a little
turn arter 'em ’f nothin' happens,”

“Dar what we'll call it ohat sauvage in
Canada nb guess 8o, 'coon? Dat same
ting ah "I} hear it sometam r-r-ac-coon ?
'XYaB !" . .

“Sartinly, Antwine,” said Solon Briggs,
#’coon and ra-coou is what we call anony

_mous terms for onie and the same anny-
mill, Raccoon, 1 expect iz a Latin or
Greeca work, which 'coon is the English
of it - ) .

#Then gremse is their name as well as
their natur, for they're the fattest
cregturs,” said Sam. - '

#Naow, Antwine,” asked Solon, “what

" might be the true meanin’ an’ interpora-
tion of 'shaw syvadge’?” :

“"Wall M’sieu Brigg, lemme see, ah il
tole you:—chat, he mean cat an’ sauv.
age, he mean he don’t tame--m-what
you call 'm wil’? Chat sauvage, wil’ cat,
on’stan’{"? .

“Hm {yss, wildeat, or to speak more
eggzack, puttin’ the cart afore the hoss

zarter the French fashion, ‘eat wild,’ sim-
lar to ‘shovinware’ for a black hoss, which
‘shovel’ means hoss an' ‘nware’ means

—

black, Noaw,-hain't that a most on-’

Div ,ai-hidt'ry name, 80 to’speak, fora
‘coon or.a raccoon,  which it hain't no-
.ways the natur’ of the feline race, but
niuch more resemblances o bear, a layin’
dormouse in. wintef an’ .eatin corn an’
- ghack a8 much xsmeat victuals as no
‘oritters of the cat speshy do ?” ’
“Sartin, Solon.you're- right" #a ’eoon
‘ould makea firat-rate bear'f’t wan'tfer his
tail. He's jist as-indépenden’,on hoggish,
an’sort:r cunnin'-foolish,an" fond of water
an' mud, an’ sweet-foothed, an' hot-tooth .
ed tew, fer he'll dig wild turn’ps an’ eat
‘em jes' 's'a’ bear will, Haow on airth
_amy,critter !t ha'n't got its maouth an’ in-
sides lined with sheet iron, can.chaw an’
. swaller & green wild turnip 's more 'n.L
can understand, Why, it's wus’n forty
thaousan’ red hot needles a jebbin’ int’
yer tongue, 'f ye ever bit one.”

Almost every one present confessed to
having been' fooled in the days of his
youth by some rongh practical joker io-
to tasting the bul bous root of the plant,
whose snakelik spathe should warn one
that it biteth even like "a serpent and
atingeth like an adder, - .- -7 -

%Wal, naow," said 'Lishs, laying aside
his lapstone, shoviug his spectacles on
to the top of his heed, and resting hLis
elbows on his knees, “that’ makes me
think of & man 'at 1 knowed ’at come tu
his death salong of fooli’ u boy witha
wild turnip, 'n’ [ d' know but. what it
sarved him putty night right, neow ra'ly
I dow’t. His name was Bijer Jarvis. Why
some on ye kbowed 'im ; ke use ter run -
the sawmill up in the Notch, He wasa
red-headed, cross-grained, ill-natnred
creetur, 't would wruther see-folks in
hot water 'm aout of’t. Good airth’n
seas { ’f T ha'n’t spoke in meetia’, fer he
was Peltier's uncle | Peltier's mother was
aJarvid, But she wa'n’t {o blame fer it,
'n’ I haint goin’ fo spile a story; fer rela-
tion's eake, 8o ye need n't take no pride
in what I say, Peltier”: ... =
" “Hough! Gol darn Uncle Biege ! Blast
his ole picter {" exclaimed. Pelatiah, “he
never done nothin' for nione o' aour folks

only cheat father aout 'n a yoke o tew,
‘0le steets, 80 I heard 'em tell. You need
n't spileno ‘atories 'bhout him onmy:
“eaount, Uncle Lisha." y
interruption, ¢Bijer “ was's' “runnin’ the
sawmill, 4’ one morain’. when he was »
goin’long.the road through the woods.

ed it, an’ keried it 'long, thinkin’ mebbe
’t be’d dry it agin‘he had a cough, in the;
fall, for some sets gret store by wild tur-:
nips dried an’ grated an’ took in 'lasses
for o, hackin’ “cough. - Curous, haint it, 't
when - they're “driéd they ha' no more’
taste into 'em 'n a'piece o' chalk? Whal,
ho mogged along to the mill'an’ rolled a’
lawg on t" the kerridgean': dogged it an’
histed the gate,an’ jist then there come
along . boy a fishin' of the name o',
Morrison, an’ “ stopped to seelhim saw..
He was al'ays 8 gawpin’ raound, lookin'
at the contraptions an' askin’ - questions,
more 'n boy-fashon, for he seemed to be,
kinder studyin’ inter ‘em,’n’ they-sail
't the made a regular httle'sawmill com -
plete, kerridge, rag wheel an'-all, an’ sot
it & runnin’ in a brook clus ter his folkses
IL al'ays made'Bijer croseer 'n two sticks:
to see him raound, 'n' he didn't take uo’

to think of the turnip, 'v’ he ast’im 't
he liked apples, 'n’ he said he did, for
who ever see aboy 't didn't ? Thens' he
’did you ever eat any sweet graound ap-
ples? Here's ‘one o’ the. swestest ever
ye see.’ handin’ on 'im'the turnip; ‘take’
a bite on it.’ The boy ‘took a'good bite
an’ chawed it kinder slow, lookin’ at’Bi-
Jer, but Bijer looked turrible hooest, 'n’
clever s he ever could, so the boy dinn't
think nothin’. In tew thres minutes it
begin to take a holt, 'n’ then he begin to
sputter '’ ery, an’ holler ’t hiz' maguth
was full o' bumblebees an' hornets, 'n'
Bijer scttin’ there on the lawg goin’. into
fits & lavghin’ at 'im, till the boy cleared
aout mos’' crazy with the fire in his

in’ on 'im agin for & month,. .till one day
he popped up behind & pile o’ boards &
shakin’ hig figt.at ’im and hollered, “You
ole red headed . hean I -I'tl pay ‘ye'some
time sex {1 don’t’, {n, scooted.aout o'
sight "fore Bijer could fling dn aidgin’ al
im. Ail this while an’ arter, things kep”
gotuin [aout o’ “kilter 'raound the mill;
stieks in the wheel, bull:wheel rope wore
aout ‘n’ breakin', saw. duller 'n hoe, all
kinder onaceaountable, no body knowed
haow. Bim.by long late in the full when
when the - pond froze over; Bijer wasa
fussin’ :'raound the bulk head one-dar,
choppin’ a lawg loose or. suthin, nuther,
“'n’ bime-by he broke through an’ wént in
lersouze ! 'n’- he - couldn’t git aout, for
the ice ‘wouldn’t hold 'an’ the lawgs an'
bulkhead “n’ things war all ice so's’t
he couldn't keep: no holt on’em,’'n’ the
water all’the while a suckin’ his laigs int’
the flume,  Jest then he seen that 'ere
boy come skatin’ "long vhe pond, .’a’ he
hollered for him te reach him a pole or a
board, but the boy:kep'. a tkitterin'
raound & lnughin' at 'im, an’ say-s he,
#Qle red head, don't ye wish ye hed one
o' them sweet graound apples to warm
ye up - Mue"- be kidder ~cool bathin'.in
there, I'd go 'n’ dig ye one'f’t wa'n't’
froze up,’ Bijer begged an' sploshed
'taound, an’ cussed an’ * begged, 'n' "then’
when he was mos' tuckered aont he be.
gin to pray, 'n' then that* ‘ere imp of &

lar an’ hanled him on t' the jce 'n’ snak
ed him ashore. Ie couldn’t stan’ 'n’

kerried 'im hum. - Hé néver got' well

agin arteér, nor able to walk.” Somé said-
't was rheumatiz 'n'. some said 't was’
dyspepay in the laiga—Y do' know. One

day the nex' summer: when they'd'sot

'im an the sloop tipped baok in his cheer:
that 'ere darned boy come along n' stood

'n' gawped st.'im. Bimeby says ke, Mr..
Jarvis,’ says he, {I've brung ye sathia’ !t
11 good,, .I've took lats o' troubls to git,
it for ye.' " ’N’ he pulled ‘an’alfired grat:
wild turnip ryf aout 'n his pocket, ‘Take:
& bite an’ cliaw it dawn,’ aays he, he;a
shovin’ o it indes his ndge; ‘take a bite*

I've owed ye ‘one more'n's year Bijer

', #Wal," Lisha continued aflet his little |

to the niill he seen a wild turnip an’ puil: |

uvotice on him till bimby-he happened. |
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maouth, 'n’ Bijer didn’t didn’t sée  noth; yej .4n’. sofne terbaoker au matches in

boy hooked s pike pole into his ecut-col: |.

the boy went arter somebody 'm' they .

‘ﬁii{ a kinider starf, 'n’ ‘tha hind laigs of
-his cheer ‘slipped 'n' daown he come ker

lummux 10’ burt his head some way eo
3 't hedied in a week or tew, 'N’ that'a
‘what he got for féedin' boys'wild turnip.”
“Baki'gosh) 'Ah - guess wen he begin
to dead he'll sorry he ‘foolish dat boys
‘ain't it R i
"4That boy,” said Solon, “was vindicta
tive - T ‘
41 do, know ag that wag what they call
ed'it”, said Lisha ; Yseems though they
said he was injennew ous. Apyway he
went off, “they say 't he's'wbat they call
injin.near on ons o' them 'ere steam rail-
‘roads, ‘deown’ in - Massachusetts ‘ some-
‘whereg," LT, .
. %Dew..you think,” Srmmywell,” Solon
‘assed getling back to the subject under
consideration, “thdt’ the voeal. voice of a
‘coon resemblances & scraechaowl 7.
“Wal,” Spwm answered, #I do’ kuow.
'Sonie says’ that a 'eoon does make a noise
sometimes ’at saound -suthin’. like a
sereechaowl, only kinder hoarser. [ had
a tame 'coon ool for most a year, but [
never - hearn him dew ~ anything but
graowl . when "he was mad, an’ squall

{1 'when he waa hurt, jes’ you've hearn ‘em

when & doawg hed a bolt on 'em. He
-was the cunninest little cuss | Inter all
the mischief ‘he wouid think on, an’
‘more tew, The.chickens hed to suffer
when be got into the hen haouse, every
time, 'n’ he'd raise tunkit with every
thing- he could git into in the haouse,
‘When he was eatin’ he'd keep a sozzlin’

.hie grub in his pan o' water all the time.
‘Unecle ' Lisher makes me think .on -'im

every time he sploshes his luther in his
Atub.  Shouldn't wonder, Uncle Lisher, ’f

-you' turned into a 'coon yit.”
¥Darn’'d’f I.wouldn't like tew part o’

the year, Samwill.: Wouldn't it be cute
to curl up when:the col' weather come
on an’ gnooze till spring or'a thaw come,
an' ' not . hat*to! bother gittin'- wood or
grub?” ’ '

. «Ye'd want to iake yer 'long pipe with

yer.pocket when'ye  went inter a holler
tres—'t would bie lonesome goin' without
a smoke 50 long.”
" “Naow, does 'coons he 7 an
ed the man who' never'£poke but to ask
aguestion. . 0 S
4 Coyrae. they . dew,”: Sam answered
shortly’;: Yinside pockets, 'n’1d’ know
but cut-tail pockets an’ trowses pocketa,
‘An' then agin, Uncle: Lisher, when the'
come a thaw an' ye:turned aout an’ went
traipsin’ raound an’ somebody tracked ye
into another tree baow ’d ye like to hev
‘em‘cudd aown’ the tree 'n' knock ye in

‘the head ?” ;
- ' Pwould be you, Samwill, 'at faound

me, an’ ’yowd know me by the smell o’
luther, ’n’ yon wouldn’t hurt yer Uncle
Lisher, . 'N’ 'y glad you made me think
on ’t, for I guess 'd ort to hev a' smuk
afore I turn into s ’coon” Wheraupon
he cleaned the bowl of his pipe with an
awl, ran & waxed end through the stem,
blew through it, and theu shaving some
tobacco from a plug on his cutting board
with a shoe knife, was presently In the
full epjoyment of - what he called a *4i”

.dsown good smuk."

“Ah bet 100 he a'n't ffegit when he
‘coon as’ you, Sam, haow you lak it you

‘boot,-»n’ when you tole'im he too tight

he say 'he straysh I Wen you tole ‘im

he tooloosehe say ‘he sbrimp I' Hein One |

Lasha. you don't fregit dat, a'n’tit?"
“¢Arrrh! You dum peasouper I Lisha

growled; like a'good-ntured bear.

_F you want fur,” said Sam, “trackin’

'coons on the snow 's ail well 'nough, but

¢it’s miortal hard work wallerin’ in the soft
4now “all day, But'f you want fun an’

musio, take yer dawgs sn’ hunt ’em
nighis 1n cornfields, an’ when they've

-ben ghackin’ under sweet acorn treesan’
sometimes you'll strike ’long a brook
‘when they've ‘ben a_f{roggin’. Hev tew
_three good haoun's 2 hootin' on a " track

fer.a good spell, an’ then singin’ halleluy
er raound & tree ] That's what I eall fun
alive! -Some drather hev a cur dawg,
Tpt won't bark till he-trees, but gimme

_more” musicy--'f I've got to hev less

'coors.

hey pockets ?” aalk.

© . uWal,” said Lisha, raraming his pi‘se
with the handle ‘of his awl, “eyerybody
to their notion,’s-the olé- woman‘said

when she kissed her kyow, . butT could

n't never—sen’ I was.a boy—ssé no . gret
fun in stumblin’ raound in :ihe dark.!n’
fightin’ skeeters - half the night, for, one

“or tew 'coons with ’baout as much. hair
.on 'em 's the' is on'the back o' yer hand,

n

" "like ‘s’ not, not gib nary ‘coon arter -
3l : :

“is that ra'ly your idee of the. fun 0! hun-
tin’, jeat to git suthin’ thav's wath'money?
Seems to me,if fur an’ meals all a_foll-
er'a arter, he aint poin' (o' Eit' no’ gret
conifort gouton 't T o g
“Shaw, Samwill! ‘you_ haint g
don't feel better & bringin’ hunia fox"
skin, er a’coon skin, er half a dozén.
partridge, '’ ye ‘dew comlin’ hufn'wi’
nothin'? 1 know better 'n’ that” ;<> : .
Of course I like to git suthin’ to show .
fora day’s hunt, an’ it’s comf’table to
the feelin’s to make a'good “sHot, but ’f [
didn’t never git nuthin’ only what I ¢'n
show, I sh'ld stay; to hum more 'n I dew.
1t dollars an’ cents an’ suthin’ ¢! eat was
all [ was arter, I'd . snara .patridiges 'n’
trap foxes, an’'.yow never . heard o’ my
doin’ nary one.”, .
“Wel, then, Samwill, ‘what on airth
dew ye go for?  Ye hunt more'n’ ‘most
anybody I know, an’ ye git more game.”
# cen't hardly tell, Unocle Lisher. It
comes nat'ral for me to run:in the woods
'F I do get more g me game‘to show for
it 'n’ some does, I git. suthin besides I
can't sbow, The air o' the. woods tastes
good to me, for 't haint ben breatbed by
nothin’ but wild ereeturs, ’s 'n ole - feller
said ’at ueeter git up airly: daown in
Rho'd Islan' where my folks ‘ come:from.
1 Juflter breath it *fora commonifolka has
The smell o' the  woodssmells: good to
me, dead leaves 'n’spruce.boughs, 'n’
rotton wood, 'n’ it.-don't ~hurt in none if
it’s spiced up a leetld bit with tkunk an’
wink an' weasel an' fox p'fam'ry. An’'l
luftter see trees 'at 's older 'n any men,
an’ graound 't wa'n't never plaowed 'er
hoed a growin' nat'ral  crops. N I. luf

. ter hear the stillness of the woods,: fer '

is 8till there. - Wind - & *gythin,  leaves »
rugtlin’, brooks a runnin’, birds & ; singin’
‘even a blugjay a - squalin,’ baint noises,
It takes folks an' waggins ‘an’ hors-s. an’
cattle an’ pigs an’ sech to make a . noise.
I git lots o' things a bunting’'t.T can’t
show ye nor tell ye 'baout, an'a feller

‘that don't, don’t git the best 0’ huntin’,

‘cordin’ to my idee." Tl .
“I do' know but what ye've gol baout
the right ou't, Samwill,”. said Lishs, at-
ter smoking slowly and gazing for. some
minutes out into the dark through his
long windaw, “I do, know but what ye
hev, Samwill. Wal, boys, 'f ye ’r goin’
arter ’coons termorrer ye'll waut'er sleep
some fust.” Andhe arose, and.took ot
his apron, Presently the. wodden latch
clicked behind the last daparting guest.

™The Air Vacuum Hook obviates. the
necessity of hanging your hat on the floor .
of your pew. . When used .to hang your
It against the window pane in. making a
prolonged-call, .it. serves: as & sign that
“there’s some one in the house with
Dinah.” . C e AR
FLORIDA LANDS. .. .

S

Tor sale in 10 acre plots, situated in
Baker County, Floridn, within 80 miles of
Jacksonville and ncar the line of the .
Fiorida Central and Western Rail Road.
Price $10 por_ acre, payable. by mionthly
or weekly instalments, Suitable for the
culture of Oranges and other fruits,” The -
first cash purchaser. of onc of thiese plots
in any town or City, will be presented
with a ticket from Boston or New: York to
Tlorida. Parties desirous ,of visiting
¥lorida should buy their. tickets by "the
Mallory Steamship Line from. New York
to Fernandina., Apply -for information -
&e. to J, P, Syow, 7 Exchaiige Place,
Boston, Mass,, or™" = T
77 D. Tromas & Co., Agents;, .
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