THE IMPERIALIST

cannon—who has forgotten the time the
ancient piece of ordnance in “ the Square ”
blew out all the windows in the Methodist
church ?—and went on with squibs and
crackers till you didn’'t know where to step
on the sidewalks, and ended up splendidly
with rockets and fire-balloons and drunken
Indians vociferous on their way to the lock-up.
Such a day for the hotels, with teams hitched
three abreast in front of their aromatic bar-
rooms ; such a day for the circus, with half
the farmers of Fox County agape before the
posters—with all their chic and shock they
cannot produce such posters nowadays, nor
are there any vacant lots to form attractive
backgrounds—such a day for Mother Beggar-
legs! The hotels, and the shops and stalls
for eating and drinking, were the only places
in which business was done ; the public senti-
ment put universal shutters up, but the
public appetite insisted upon excepting the
means to carnival. An air of ceremonial
festivity those fastened shutters gave ; the
sunny little town sat round them, important
and significant, and nobody was ever known
to forget that they were up, and go on a fool’s
errand. No doubt they had an impressive-
ness for the young country folk that strolled
up and down Main Street in their honest best,
turning into Snow’s for ice-cream when a
youth was disposed to treat. (Gallantry
exacted ten-cent dishes, but for young ladies
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