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and energy rather alarming to gentlemen of weak nerves and
particular habits. . . .

¢ What ’s that? said the old gentleman, observing some of
the company formed in a group around a large handbill,

¢ Nigger advertised !” said one of the company, briefly.

Mr, Wilson, for that was the old gentleman’s name, rose up,
-and, after carefully adjusting his valise and umbrella, procceded
deliberately to take out his spectacles and fix ther: on ais nose ;
and, this operation being performed, read as follows :—

 Ran away from the subscriber, my mulatto boy, George. Said George
six feet in height, a very light mulatto, brown curly hair ; is very intelligent,
speaks handsomely, can read and write; will probably try to pass for a
white man; is deeply scarred on his back and shoulders; has becn branded
in hig right hand with the letter [, .

¢ 1 will give four hundred dollars for him alive, and the same sum for sa=~
tisfactory proof that ho has been killed.”

The old gentleman read this advertisement from end to end,
in a low voice, as if he were studying it.

The long-legged veteran, who had been besieging the fire-
iron, as before related, now took down his cumbrous length,
and rearing aloft his tall form, walked up to the advertisement,
and very deliberately spit a full discharge of tobacco juice on
it.

¢ There’s my mind upon that ! said he, briefly, and sat down
again. .

¢ Why, now, stranger, what’s that for? said mine host.

¢I’d do it all the same to the writer of that ar paper, it he was
here,’ said the long man, coolly resuming his old employment of

cutting tobacco. ¢ Any man that owns a boy like that, and can’t
find any better way o’ treating on him, deserves to lose him.
Such papers as these is a shame to Kentucky ; that’s my mind
right out, if’ anybody wants to know !’

¢ I think you’re altogether right, friend,’ said Mr. Wilson ; ¢ and
this boy described here is a fine fellow—no mistake about that,

He worked for me some half-dozen years in my bagging factory,
and he was my best hand, sir.  He is an ingenious fellow, too:
he invented a machine for the cleaning of hemp—a really valu-
able affair: i’s gone into use in several factories. His master
holds the nateat of it.?

¢ Pl warrznt ye,” said the drover, ¢holds it and makes money



