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"‘3? THE CLOCEKMAKER.

and g;ah,n go plaguy free and easy, its about as much
inif you can get clear of him arterwards.)
Wby the tide, and benipt by the Sheriff, the ves-
6l makeg short work with him.  Well, the upshot is,
tho ﬁlm;.gets neglected, while Captain Cuddy is to sea
gkp‘u! of plaister. 'The thistles run over his grain
Qddc.lns cattle run over his bay land, the interest
TUDg. QVer its time, the mortgage runs over all, and
g jist runs over to the lines to Eastport, him-
Md when he finds himself there, a standin in
the street, near Major Pine’s tavern, with his bands in
Rys-trowser pockets, a chasin of a stray shillin from
ane. eand of 'em to another, afore he can catch it to
unp for a dinner, wont he look like a ravin distracted
fgo! that’s all? He'll feel about as streaked as I did
once, a ridin down the St. Johnriver. It was the fore
part of March—TI’d been up to Fredericton a speculatin
in a small matter of lumber, and was returnin to the
city, a gallopin along on one of old Buntin’s horses, on
the ice, and all at one I missed my horse, he went right
slap in and slid under the ice out of sight as quick as
wink, and there I'was a standin all alone. Well, says
1, what the. .dogs has become of my horse and port
mantle? they have given me a proper dodge, that’s a fact.
That is 4 narrer squeak, it fairly bangs all. Well, 1
guess kel -feel near abaut as ugly, when he finds him-
aelfbrought up all standin that way ; and it will come
soqudden on him, he’ll say, why it aint possible I've
last farm andy#esse! both, in tu tu’s that way, but Ident
see neither on ’em. Eastport is near about all made
up of folks who have had to eut and run for it.
I was down there last fall, and who sbould I see but
Thomas Rigby, of Windsor. He knew me the minit




